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Yet  peace — new  mnfic  floats  on  ^Ether's  wings; 
Say,  is  it  Harmony  herfelf  who  fings  ? 
No  !  while  enraptur'd  Sylphs  the  fong  infpire, 
Tis  POPE  who  fweetly  wakes  the  filvcr  lyre, 
To  melting  notes,  more  inufically  clear 
Than  Ariel  whifper'd  in  Belinda's  ear. 
Too  foon  he  quits  them  for  a  (harper  tone  ; 
See  him,  though  form'd  to  fill  the  epic  throne 
Decline  the  fceptre  of  that  wide  domain, 
To  bear  a  lidlor's  rod  in  fatire's  train, 
And,  (hrouded  in  a  mift  of  moral  fpleen, 
Behold  him  clofe  the  vifionary  fcene. 
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THE  life  and  writing  of  POPE,  «  the  great  Poet  of  Reafon,"  and  «'  the  Prince  of  Rhyme,"  have  ex- 
haufted  the  copioufnefs  of  RufFhead,  and  -received  every  pofliblc  illuftration  from  the  candid  and 
well  informed  criticifm  of  Spence,  the  elegant  and  claflical  tafte  of  Dr.  Warton,  and  the  acute  pre- 
cifion  of  Dr.  Johnfon. 

The  fadts  ftated,  in  the  prefent  account,  are  chiefly  taken  from  the  narratives  of  Ruffhead,  an* 
Dr.  Johnfon,  whofe  copioufnefs  and  accuracy  leave  little  to  be  corrected  or  fnppliecL 

Ruffhead's  information  was  collected  from  original  manufcripts,  communicated  by  Warbnrton, 
and  Dr.  Johnfon's  intelligence  from  Spence's  MS.  collections,  communicated  by  the  Duke  of  New- 

caftfe. 

Alexander  Pope  was  born  in  London,  May  M,  1688.  His  father,  Alexander  Pope,  was  a  finen- 
-draper  in  the  Strand,  of  a  good  family  in  Oxfordfliire,  and  a  diftant  relation  of  the  Earl  of  Downe. 
His  mother,  Editha  Turner,  was  the  daughter  of  William  Turner,  £fq.  of  York.  She  had  three 
brothers,  t>ne  of  whom  was  killed,  another  died  in  the  fervice  of  Charles  I.  and  the  eldeft,  on  the 
difcomfiture  of  the  royalifts,  going  abroad,  and  becoming  a  general  officer  in  Spain,  left  her  what 
remained  of  the  family  eftate,  after  fequeftrations  and  forfeiture.  Both  parents  were  Papifts. 

About  the  time  of  the  Revolution,  his  father  quitted  his  trade,  and  retired  to  Binfield  in  Windfor 
Sored,  worth  about  ao.oool.  which  he  put  into  a  cheft,  and  fpent  as  he  wanted  it ;  for,  being  a 
Papift',  he  could  not  purchafe  land,  and  he  made  a  point  of  confcience  not  to  lend  it  to  the  new- 
government  ;  fo  that  when  Pope  came  to  the  inheritance,  great  part  of  the  money  was  expended. 

He  was,  from  his -birth,  of  a  very  delicate  conftitution.but  is  faid  to  have  ftiown  remarkable  gen- 
tlenefs  and  fweetnefs  of  difpofition.  His  voice,  when  he  was  young,  was  fo  pleafing,  that  he  was 
called  in  fondnefs  "  the  little  nightingale." 

He  was  taught  to  read  very  early  by  an  aunt,  and  when  he  was  feven  or  eight  years  old,  dif- 
covered  an  eager  defire  for  information  and  improvement.  He  firft  learned  to  write  by  copying 
printed  books,  which  he  executed  with  great  neatnefs  and  accuracy ;  though  his  ordinary  hand 

was  not  elegant. 

At  eight  years  old  he  was  placed  in  Hampfture,  under  Taverner,  a  Romifh  prieft,  who  taught  him 
the  Greek  and  Latin  rudiments  together.  He  met  with  "  Ogilby's  Homer,"  and  «  Sandys's  Ovid," 
which  he  read  with  a  delight  that  ihowed  the  bent  of  his  genius.  Ogilby's  affiftance  he  never  re- 
paid  with  any  praife;  but  of  Sandys  he  declared  in  his  notes  to  the  Iliad,  that  Englifti  poetry  owed 
much  of  its  beauty  to  his  tranflations. 

He  was  fent  from  Taveraer,  under  whom  his  proficiency  was  co-nfiderable,  to  a  private  fchool  at 
Twyford  near  Winchefter,  where  he  continued  a  year;  from  this  fchool  he  was  fent  to  another  at 
Hyde  Park  Corner,  being  then  about  ten  years  of  age, 

Jn  the  two  laft  fchools  he  confidered  himfelf  as  having  made  very  little  progrefs,  of  which  he  was 
fo  fenfible,  that  among  his  earlieft  pieces,  there  is  a  fatire  on  his  matter  at  Twyford  ;  yet,  under  thofe 
uiafters,  he  tranflated  more  than  a  fourth  part  of  "  Ovid's  Metamorphofes," 

While  he  was  at  the  fchool  at  Hyde  Park  Corner,  he  was  frequently  carried  to  the  play  houfe, 
and  was  fo  captivated  with  the  drama,  that  he  turned  the  chief  tranfa<2ions  of  the  "  Iliad"  into  a 
kind  of  play,  compofed  of  a  number  of  fpeeches  from  Ogilby's  translation,  connected  with  verfes  of 

his  own. 

He  prevailed  upon  his  fchooUellows  to  take  part  in  this  play,  and  upon  his  mailer's  gardener,  te 

aft  the  part  of  Ajax. 

At  twelve  years  old,  he  was  called  by  his  father  to  Binfield,  and  there  he  had  for  a  few  months 
the  affiftance  of  one  Deane,  another  prieft,  of  whom  he  learned  only  to  conftruc  a  little  of  «  TullyV 
Offices,"  which,  after  having  tranflated  "  Ovid,"  he  might  certainly  do  without  great  advances  iu 

learning. 

Hitherto,  then,  he  muft  have  known  little  more  than  what  he  learned  during  one  year  under 
Taverner;  and  from  this  time,  till  twenty,  he  became  his  own  preceptor;  and  gained  what  other 
knowledge  he  had  by  reading  the  daffies,  efpeciajly  the  poets,  to  whom  he  applied  with  great  affi- 
-druity  and  deUght.  a  'j  <3 
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Hi*  primary  and  principal  purpofc  was  to  be  a  poet,  with  which  his  father  accidentally  concurred, 
by  propofing  fubjedU,  and  obliging  him  to  coma  Us  performance,  by  many  reviuis,  after  \ 
when  he  was  fatisfied,  he  would  fay,  «  Th-H  ai     good  rhymes." 

In  perufing  the  Etiglifii  poets  he  foon  «iilingu»h«;d  the  verification  of  Dryden,  which  he  conf 
ed  as  the  model  to  be  ftudied,  and  was  impreffcd   with  fuch    veneration  for  his  inUru6lor,  thi 
perfuaded  a  friend  to  condudt  him  to  a  coffec-houfe  which  Dryden  frequented,  and  pi: 
•with  having  feen  him. 

«  Who  docs  not  wifh  that  Dryden  could  have  known  the  value  of  the  homage  that  was  paid  him, 
and  forefeen  the  greatnefs  of  his  young  admirer  ?" 

The  earlieft  of  his  productions  is  the  OJe  on  Solitude,  written  when  he  was  twelve,  in  which  there 
is  nothing  remarkable. 

His  time  was  now  wholly  fpent  in  reading  and  v/ritinpr.  He  foon  learned  to  read  Homtr  in  the 
original,  as  he  lumfelf  records  in  one  of  his  imitations  of  Horace. 

Bred  up  at  home,  full  early  I  begun 

To  read  in  Greek  the  wrath  of  Peicus'  fon. 

As  he  read  the  daffies,  he  amufed  himfelf  with  tranfiatu^-  ,em  ;  and  at  fourteen  made  a  verfion  of 
the  fiift  book  of  the  "Tkeba'id  of  Statius,  which,  with  fome  revifion,  he  afterwards  publifhed.  He 
tranflated  likewife  the  EpijHe  of  Sappho  to  Phaon,  and  Dryope  and  Pomona^  from  Ovid,  which  he 
afterwards  printed. 

He  was  al(o  tempted,  by  "  Dryden's  Fables,"  to  try  his  Hall  in  reviving  and  imitating  Chaucer's 
January  and  May,  and  the  Prologue  ef  the  Wife  of  Itatb,  which  he  put  into  modern  Knglifh. 

He  fomctimt-s  imitated  the  Englifh  poets,  and  profeffed  to  have  written  about  this  time,  the  poem 
upon  Si/encc,  in  imitation  of  Rochefter's  "  Nothing."  He  had  now  formed  his  verification,  afiiftcd 
"by  the  rich  melody  of  Dryden  ;  and  the  fmoothnefs  of  his  numbers  furpafied  hie  original. 

When  he  was  fifteen,  having  made  a  confiderable  progrefs  in  the  learned  languages,  he  went  to 
.London  to  learn  the  French  and  Italian,  which,  by  diligent  application,  he  foon  acquired. 

He  then  returned  to  Binfield,  and  delighted  himfelf  with  his  own  poetry.  He  wrote  a  comedy, 
a  tragedy,  Alcander  an  epic  poam  in  four  books,  with  panegyrics  on  all  the  princes  of  Europe  ; 
and, 'as  he  confeffes,  "  thought  himfelf  the  greateft  genius  that  ever  was." 

The  fubjed:  of  the  comedy  is  rot  known,  but  the  tragedy  was  founded  on  the  legend  of  St.  GJ- 
nevieve.     Moil  of  his  puerile  productions  were  afterwards  deftroyed.     The  epic  poem  was  burnt 
.   ty  the  perfuafion  of  Atterbury.     Some  of  its  extravagancies  are  produced  in  the  Art  of  Sinking  in 
foetry,  figned  Anonymous. 

About  this  time,  it  is  related,  that  he  tranflated  Tally  on  Old  Age;  and  that,  befides  his  book3 
of  poetry  and  criticifm,  he  read  .*'  Temple's  Effays,"  and  "  Locke  on  Human  Underflanding." 

Books  were  not  the  only  means  through  which  he  acquired  information.  He  early  procured  the 
acquaintance  of  men  of  talents  and  literature,  and  improved  himfelf  by  converfation. 

At  fixteen,  he  acquired  the  friendfhip  of  Sir  William  Trumball,  a  ftatefman  of  fixty,  -who  had 
been  in  the  higheft  offices  at  home  and  abroad. 

From  that  age,  the  life  of  Pope,  as  an  author,  may  be  properly  computed.  He  now  wrote  his  Paft- 
rats,  which  were  for  fome  time  handed  about  among  pacts,  and  critics,  and  at  laft  printed  in  Torfon's 
"  MifrclUny,"  1709,  in  the  fame  volume  with  the  "  Paftorals"  of  philips. 

He  had  by  this  time  become  acquainted  with  Garth,  Steele,  Gay,  Addifon,  Congreve,  Gran- 
ville,  Halifax,  Somers,  Walfh,'  Wycherly,  Cromwell,  and  other  wits.  He  loft  the  friendihip  of 
Wycherly,  by  correcting  his  bad  poetry,  and  of  Cromwell,  by  correding  hia  bad  tafte. 

Their  correfpondence  afforded  the  public  its  firfl  knowledge  of  Pope's  epiftolary  powers ;  for  his 
letters  were  given  by  Cromwell  to  Mrs.  Thomas,  and  (he,  many  years  afterwards,  fold  them  to 
Curll,  who  -inferred  them  in  a  volume  of  his  mifcellanies. 

Walfh  was  one  of  his  firft  encouragers.  He  received  an  advice  from  him,  which  feems  to  have 
regulated  his'ftudies.'  Walfh  advifed  him  to  corrednefs,  hitherto  negleded  by  the  Engiifli  poets, 
and  therefore  an  untrodden  path  to  fame. 

He  had  now  declared  himielf  a  poet,  and  thinking  himfelf  entitled  to  poetical  converfation,  began 
at  feventeen  to  frequent  Will's  Coffee-houfe,  where  the  wits  of  that  time  ufed  to  affcmble. 
'   Soon  after  the  Paflorals,  appeared  the  £/ay  on  Criticism,  which  procured  him,  a?  it  defer,- 
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ry  high  character.     It  was  praifed  by  Addifon,  attacked  by  Dennis,  and   commented  by  War-. 

rton,  who  has  difcoveredin  it  fuch  order  an.l  connexion  as  was  not  perceived  by  Addifou,  nor,  as 
isfaid,  intended  by  the  author.  It  has  been  tranflatcd  into  French  by  Hamilton,  by  Robotham,  and 
by  Refbel.  It  has  alfo  been  tranflated  into  Latin  verfe  by  feveral  writers;  particularly  by  Smart, 
and  Dr.  Kirkpatrick,  the  author  of  a  poem  called"  The  Sea-Piece,"  which,  though  it  is  little  known, 
has  many  very  fine  paffages. 

About  the  fame  time,  he  wrote  the  Ode  for  Si.   Cecilia's  D.iy,  which  he  undertook  at  tli;  defire  of 
Stecle. 

In  the  "  Spectator"  was  publiihed  the  MeJJiah,  which  he  firft  fubmittcd  to  the  perufal  of  Steele, 
and  corrected  in  compliance  with  his  criticii'm. 

The  Elegy  to  the  Memory  of  an  Unfortunate  La>lyy  was  probably  written  about  the  time  when  his 
JSJ/ay  on  Critidfm  was  publiihed.  Who  the  lady  was,  has  not  been  afcertained.  According  to  Ruff- 
head,  ftie  was  a  woman  of  high  rank  and  large  fortune,  the  ward  of  an  uncle*,  fhe  was  in  love  with 
a  young  gentleman  of  an  inferior,  condition.  The  uncle  difapproved  of  her  attachment,  and  pro- 
pofed  another  perfon  as  a  match.  Finding  five  was  determined  to  abide  by  her  own  choice,  he  fent 
her  abroad.  Deprived  of  every  opportunity  of  converting  or  correfponding  with  her  lover,  {he  be- 
came defperate,  and  procured  a  fword,  which  file  directed  to  her  heart. 

In  the"  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  vol.  li.  p.  314,  it  is  afferted,  that  the  lady's  name  was  Within* 
fwry;  that  flie  was  in  love  with  Pope,  and  would  have  married  him;  that  her  guardian,  though 
fhe  was  deformed  in  her  perfon,  looked  upon  fuch  a  match  as  beneath  her,  and  fent  her  to  a  con- 
vent, where  fhe  put  an  end  to  her  life.  How  far  this  account  is  true,  cannot  be  known.  Pope 
certainly,  from  the  £'egy,  and  the  concluding  lines  of  the  Elcifa,  appears  to  have  been  very  deeply 
affected  by  her  fate.  Dr.  Johnfon  has  cenfured  her  conduct  with  unreafonable  feverity.  Kafty 
and  culpable  fhe  was  undoubtedly;  but  it  ought  to  be  conlidered,  that  no  perfon  ever  has,  or  can 
be  happy  againft  violent  inclination;,  with  conftancy  to  a  forced  partner  for  life.  To  thofe  on 
whom  love  has  made  a  deep  impreffion,  nothing  but  its  object  can  give  happinefs  or  peace  of  mind; 
coafiderations,  indeed,  that  weigh  little  with  the  family  pride  of  parents.  It  is  evident  that  an  iu- 
ilulgence  of  paffion  may  be  attended  with  happinefs,  but  that  the  difappdintment  of  it  cannot. 

In  1712,  he  produced  The  Dying  Cbrijlian  to  his  Soul,  in  imitation  of  the  verfes  of  Adrian^  and  the 
fragment  of  Sappho,  by  the  advice  of  Steele.  It  ftrongly  rcfembles  an  ode  of  Flatman,  of  whom  he 
was  probably  a  reader,  as  he  certainly  was  of  Craihaw,  Carew,  C^uarles,  and  Herbert. 

He  contributed  to  the  Spectator,  Nos.  404,  408,  and  409,  and  fome  other  papers. 

In  1712,  he  publifhed  The  Rape  of  tie  Lock,  in  its  pre'feht  form.  It  was  occafioned  by  a  frolic  of 
gallantry,  in  which  Lord  Petre  cut  off  a  lock  of  Mrs.  Arabella  Fermor'*  hair.  This  trifling  caufc 
produced  a  ferious  quarrel  between  the  two  families.  Mr.  Oaryll,  Secretary  to  King  James's  Queen, 
and  author  of  the  comtdy  of  "  Sir  Solomon  Single,"  and  of  feveral  tranflations  in  '*  Dryden's  Mii- 
cellanies,"  folicited  Pope  to  endeavour  a  reconciliation,  by  a  ludicrous  poem.  The  firft  fketch  was 
written  in  lefs  than  a  fortnight,  and  publifhed  in  1711,  in  two  cantos,  without  his  name.  It  was 
received  fo  well,  that  he  enlarged  it  by  the  addition  of  the  machinery  of  the  Sylphs,  and  extended  it 
into  five  cantos.  At  its  firft  appearance,  Addifon  declared  it  was  "merumfal"  a  delicious  little 
thing,  and  gave  him  no  encouragement  to  retouch  it.  This  was  imputed  to  jealoufy  in  Addifon, 
but  contains  no  proof  that  he  was  actuated  by  any  bad  paffion.  Pope  fortunately  did  not  follow 
Addifon's  advice  ;  his  attempt  was  justified  by  fuccefs. 

When  the  Guardian  was  'begun,  he  contributed  the  paper  concerning  the  little  club,  under  the 
name  of  Dids  Di/ticbya.  letter  figned  Gnatbo,  a  defcription  of  the  Gardens  of  Aldnous,  and  a  very  fcverc 
ironical  criticifm  on  "  Philips' s  Puftorals,"  in  which  he  pretends  to  praife  Philips,  bu:  with  great  art 
takes  the  fuperiority  to  himfelf. 

About  this  time, he  publifhed  The  Tipple  ofFamt,  written  two  years  before;  which,  as  Steele  oh- 
ferves,  has  a  thoufand  beauties. 

In  1713,  he  publifhed  JV.ndfor  Fore/1,  of  which  part  was  written  at  fixteen,  and  the  latter  was 
added  afterwards.  It  is  dedicated  to  Lanfdowne,  who  was  then  high  in  reputation  and  influence 
unioug  the  Tories. 

When  the  tragedy  of  "  Cato"  made  its  appearance,  he  introduced  it  by  a  foletnn  and  fublime 
fnfqruei  and  when  Dennis  publifli:d  his  [[  Reruark*/'  undertook,  not  indeed  to- vindicate,  but ;» 


I 
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.revenge  AJdifon  by  AJfatratlw  of  the  Mtdneft  of  Join  Dennis.     Addifon  expreffed  no 

of  the  ridicule  of  Pope  againft  Dennis,  and  perhaps  did  not  think  he  deferved  much  by  his  officioufnefs-. 

Two  other  pamphlets,  publifhcd  about  this  time  againil  Edmund  Curll,  a  bookfeller,  who  lived 
by  the  publication  and  fale  of  productions  on  which  refpedtable  men  of  the  profeffion  would  have  no 
intereft,  are  afcribed  to  Pope,  and  printed  hi  "  Pope  and  Swift's  Mifcellanies."  Curll  was  con- 
cerned  in  many  libellous  pieces,  both  againft  individuals  and  the  ftate  ;  but  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
Englifh  literature  owes  him  coniiderableobligations. 

About  this  time,  he  wrote  the  Epi/H*  from  Elolfa  to  Abelard -,  in  confequence,  as  Savage  told  Dr, 
Johnfon,  of  his  perufal  of  Prior's  "  Nutbrown  Maid,"  which  it  not  only  excells,  but  every  com- 
pofrtion  of  the  fame  kind. 

He  had  a  ftrong  inclination  to  unite  the  Art  of  Painting  with  that  of  Poetry,  and  put  himfelf 
under  the  tuition  of  Jervas,  to  whom,  about  this  time,  he  addrefled  an  encomiaftic  Epi/tU,  with 
"  Dryden's  tranflation  of  Frefnoy." 

A  picture  of  Betterton,  copied  by  Pope  from  Kneller,  was  in  the  poffeflion  of  the  late  Earl  o/ 
Mansfield,  and  is  faid  to  be  ftill  at  Caenwood. 

After  Betterton's  death,  he  publilhed,  onder  his  name,  a  verfion  into  modern  Englifh,  of  Chaucer's 
prologues,  and  one  of  his  tales,  which  were  believed  by  Fenton  to  have  been  the  performance  of 
Pope  himfelf. 

In  17*3,  when  he  was  in  his  twenty-fifth  year,  he  circulated  propofala  for  publifhing  his  tranfla- 
tion of  the  Iliad,  with  notes,  by  fubfcriptioa,  in  6  vols.  410,  for  fix  guineas. 

The  propofals  were  very  favourably  received;  and  the  leading  men,  political  and  literary,  of  both 
parties,  were  bufy  to  recommend  his  undertaking,  and  to  promote  his  inwrefl  ;  but  the  Tories, 
general,,  encouraged  the  fubfcription  much  more  than  the  Whigs. 

To  him  the  hands  of  jarring  faction  join, 

To  heap  their  tribute  on  his  Homer's  fhrine.     HAYLEY. 

His  contract  with  Lintot  the  bookfeller  was  very  advantageous.    It  was  agreed  that  he  fhoul 
eeive  200 1.  for  the  copy-right  of  each  volume,  and  that  Lintot  fiioulrf  fupply  the  copies  to  be  de- 
livered to  fubfcribers,  or  prefented  to  friends,  at  his  own  expence. 

The  fubfcribers  were  five  hundred  and  feventy-five.  The  copies  for  which  fubfcrir/tions  wer* 
given,  were  fix  hundred  and  fifty-four;  but  only  fix  hundred  and  fixty  were  printed.  For  thofc 
copies  Pope  had  nothing  ta  pay ;  he  therefore  received,  including  the  two  hundred  pounds  a- 
volume,  fivethoufand  three  hundred  and  twenty  pounds  four  (hillings,  without  deduction. 

At  firft  he  found  himfelf  embarrafled  with  difficulties,  which  retarded  his  progrefs ;  but  practice 
increafed  his  facility  of  verfification,  and  in  a  fiiort  time  he  represents  himfelf  as  difpatching  regu- 
larly fifty  lines  a-day. 

It  is  not  very  likely,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  obftrves,  that  he  overflowed  with  Greek ;  but  Latin  tranf- 
lations  were  always  at  hand,  and  from  them  he  could  obtain  his  author's  fenfe  with  fuflkietit 
certainty.  He  had  the  poetical  tranflation  of  Eobanus  Heflus,  the  French  Homers  of  La  Valterie, 
and  Dacier,  and  the  Englifh  of  Chapman,  Hobbes,  and  Ogilby.  With  Chapman  he  had  very  fre- 
quent confutations; "and  perhaps  never  tranflated  any  paflage  till  he  had  read  his  verfion,  which, 
indeed,  he  has  been  fometimes  fufpected  of  ufing  inftead  of  the  original. 

Broome,  in  the  preface  to  His  **  Poems,"  declares  himfelf  the  commentator,  "  in  part  upon  th« 
Iliad ;"  and  it  appears  from  Fenton's  letter,  preserved  in  the  Mufeum,  that  Broome  was  at  firft  en- 
gaged in  confuting  Eujlatblust  of  whofe  work  there  wa«  then  no  Latin  verfion;  but  that  after  * 
time,  he  defifted.  Another  Cambridge  man  was  then  employed,  who  foon  grew  weary  of  the 
work  ;  and  a  third,  that  was  recommended  by  Thirlby,  is  now  difcovered  to  have  been  Jortin,  a 
man  fince  well  known  to  the  learned  world,  who  complained  that  Pepe  having  accepted  and  ap- 
proved his  performance,  never  teftified  any  curiofity  to  fee  him.  Broome  then  offered  his  fervice  a 
fecond  time,  and  was  probably  accepted,  as  they  had  afterwards  a  clofer  corrcfpondence. 

Parnell  contributed  the  Life  of  Homer,  which  Pope  found  fo  harlh,  that  he  took  great  pains  in 
correcting  it;  and  by  his  own  diligence,  with  fuch  help  as  kindnefs  or  money  could  procure  him, 
in  fomewhat  more  than  five  years,  he  completed  the  Englifh  Iliad,  with  notes,  which  is  allowed"  to 
be  the  beft  verfion  of  poetry  that  ever  was  written  ;  and  its  publication  muft,  therefore,  be  con- 
fidertd  as  one  of  ths  great  events  in  the  annals  of  learning.  Halifax  expected  the  dedication  »f  fcii 
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vtrfidn  ;  but  hs  pafFcd  over  peers  and  ftatefmen  to  infcribe  it  to  Co'rfgreve.  While  the  tranflaticn 
\vas  in  its  progr.-fc,  Mr.  Craggy  Secretary  of  State,  nobly  offered  to  procure  him  a  penfion,  which 
he  thought  proper  to  decline. 

Proud  of  the  frank  reward  his- talents  find, 

And  nobly  confcious  of  no  venal  mind ; 

With  the  j  aft  world  hi*  fair  account  ke  clears, 

And  owns  no  debt  to  princes  or  to  peers.  HAYLEY. 

The  original  manufcript  of  the  ltiadt  written  upon  envelopes  of  letters,  and  accidental  fragments 
of  paper,  being  obtained  by  Bolingbroke  as  a  curiofity,  defcended  from  him  to  Mallet,  and  is  now, 
by  the  felicitation  of  the  late  Dr.  Maty,  repofited  in  the  Mufeum. 

The  firft  volume  of  the  Iliad  was  publifhed  in  1715,  and  a  veriion  of  the  firft  book  by  Tickell, 
was  pubii  flied  the  fame  year,  which  Pope  fufpected  was  really  written  by  Addifon,  with  an  inten- 
tion to  injure  his  character  and  intereft. 

In  an  advertifement  prefixed  by  Tickell,  he  profeffes  to  have  no  "  other  view  in  publifhirig  this 
fmali .fpecimcn  of  Homer's  Iliad,  than  to  befpeak,  if  pofliblc,the  favour  of  the  public  to  a  tranflation 
of  the  Odyjfey,  wherein  he  had  already  made  fome  progrefs." 

Whether  that  was,  or  was  not  his  motive,  there  is  no  evidence  that  Addifon  caufed  it  to  be 
publifhed  from  envy  and  malice,  as  has  been  aflerted,  to  injure  Pope.  Addifon's  oppofition  to 
Pope,  at  that  time,  could  do  him  no  particular  injury ;  for  his  fubfcription  was  full,  and  his  con- 
trad  with  his  bookfeller  completed;  and  if  he  had  been  actuated  by  jealoufy,  it  is  not  probable  he 
would  have  fpokcn  fo  highly  of  Pope's  Iliad  in  the  "  Freeholder"  of  May  7,  1716. 

Pope,  whofe  difpofition  is  acknowledged  to  have  been  irritable,  was  hurt  beyond  meafure  at  this 
tranflation  ;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  character  of  Atiicus  was  written  in  the  heat  of  his  refent- 
nient  on  this  cccafion,  as  he  exprefted  the  very  fame  feritirrients  to  Mr.  Craggs,  in  his  letter  of 
July  15,  1715.  But  it  does  not  appear,  as  BLuffhead  afferts,  that  there  was  any  open  breach 
between  Addifon  and  Pope  upon  this  occafion,  and  Pope  exprefsly  tells  Craggs  there  was  none. 

Addifon,  therefore,  unlefs  better  proof  can  be  given,  mufl  be  acquitted  of  this  odious  charge^' 
which  feems  to  have  been  founded  on  fome  mifapprehenfion  in  Pope  ;  who,  however  excufeable  he 
maybe  thought  in  writing  the  character  of  Atthus  in  the  firft  trahfpOrts  of  poetical  iridigriationa 
cannot  be  juftified  in  fuppreffmg  it  till  after  the  death  of  Addifon,  and  then  permitting  its  publica- 
tion ;  and  at  length,  at  the  diftance  of  eighteen  years,  transmitting  it  to  pofterity  ingrafted  in  his 
Epijlle  to  Dr.  Arbuthnot. 

The  inferior  tribe  of  writers  endeavoured  to  depreciate  the  Iliad.  Dennis  attacked  it  with  his 
tifual  bitternefs  and  fcurrility  ;  and  among  others,  Ducket  and  Burnet,  who  was  afterwards  a  judge 
of  no  mean  reputation,  centered  it  in  a  piece  called  "  Homerides  ;" 

In  1715,  he  prevailed  on  his  father,  it  is  faid,  to  fell  the  eftate  at  Binfield,  and  purchafed  the 
leafe  of  tKe  houfe  at  Twickenham,  fo  much  celebrated  for  his  refidenc'e  in  it.  How  his  father  could 
have  faleable  property  in  land,  being  a  Papift,  does  not  appear. 

Here  he  planted  the  vines,  and  the  quincunx,  which  he  has  celebrated  in  his  poems  ;  and  being 
under  the  neceflity  of  making  a  fubterraneous  pafTage  to  a  garden  on  the  other  fide  of  the  road,  he 
dignified  it  with  the  title  of  a  grotto  ;  the  decoration  of  which  was  the  favourite  amtifemcnt  of  his 
declining  years. 

In  1717,  he  collected  his  former  worts  into  one  quarto  volume,  to  which  he  prefixed  a  preface^ 
Written  with  great  fpritclihefs  and  elegance. 

In  this  year  his  fathef  died  fuddenly,  in  his  7.5 th  year,  having  patted  twenty-nine  years  in 
retirement.  He  is  not  known  but  by  the  character  which  his  fon  ha's  given  him  in  the  Epijlle  to 
Dr.  Arbutbnot. 

In  1720,  he  was  infected  with  the  general  contagion ;  but  on  the  firft  fall  of  the  South  Sea  Stock,' 
was  cured.  He  fold  out  jui»  in  time  to  fave  himfelf  from  lofs. 

The  next  year,  he  publifhed  the  felect  poems  of  his  friend  Parnell,  with  an  elegant  poetical  dedi- 
cation to  the  Earl  ot  Oxford. 

In  1721,  he  gave  to  the  world  his  edition  of  S/;a£'jjear(,in.6  vols.  4td.;  for  which  Tohfon  de* 
tuanded  a  fubfciipuon  of  fit  guineas,  and  was  fuccefhful  in  diipofmg  of  tnoft  of  ths  copies.  This 
indcrtaking,  t«  which  he  was  induced  by  a  re%yard  of  two  hundred  and  feventeen  poands  t1"? '-' 
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fhillfngs,  is  not  reckoned  to  have  contributed  much  to  his  reputation.    Dr.  JohnfunoKcrves,  he  <iiA 
many  things  wrong,  and  left  many  things  undone. 

Theobald,  firft  in  his  "  Shakfpeare  Reftored,"  and  then  in  a  formal  edition,  detected  his  de- 
ficiencies with  all  the  infolence  of  victory ;  from,  which  time  he  became  an  enemy  to  editors,  com- 
mentators, and  verbal  critics, 

About  this  time,  he  publifhed  propofals  for  a  tranihtlon  of  the  OJy/cy,  in  5  vols.  4*0.  for  five 
guineas,  and  was  affiftedby  Fenton,  and  Broome  ;  who,  as  Ruffhead  relates,  had  already  begun  the 
work.  He  tranflated  only  twelve  books  hihifelf,  his  affociates  the  reft.  The  account  of  the  feveral 
ihares,  fubjoined  at  the  conclufion,  is  now  known  not  to  be  true.  The  firft,  fourth,  nineteenth, 
and  twentieth  books  were  tranflatedby  Fenton  ;  the  fccond,  fixth,  eighth,  eleventh,  twelfth,  fifteenth, 
eighteenth,  and  twenty-third  books,  by  Broome;  "but  he  revifed  thtir  verfions.  Broome  wrote  the 
notes,  for  which  he  was  n-r  over  liberally  rewarded.  The  agreement  with  Lintot  was  the  fame  as 
for  the  Jllad,  except  that  he  was  to  receive  but  one  hundred  poundb  for  each  volume. 

The  fuller ibers  were  five  hundred  and  fcventy-four,  and  the  copies  eight  hundred  and  nine- 
teen;  fo  that  his  profit,  when  he  had  paid  Fenton  300  1.  and  Broome  600  1.  was  ftill  very  con- 
Uderable. 

Spence  wrote  a  criticifrn  on  the  Englffh  OJyjfiy,  which  was  efteemed  impartial,  judicious,  and 
candid.  Pope  was  pleafcd  with  it,  and  fought  the  acquaintance  of  the  writer,  who  lived  with  him 
from  that  time  in  great  familiarity,  compiled  memorials  of  his  converfation,  and  dbtained,  by  his 
influence,  very  valuable  preferments  in  the  church. 

In  1723,  he  appeared  before  the  Lords  at  the  trial  of  Bifliop  Atterbury,  to  give  an  account  of 
his  domeftic  life,  and  private  employment,  that  it  might  appear  how  little  time  he  had  left  for 
plots.  He  had  but  few  words  to  utter,  and  in  thofe  few  he  made  feverai  blunders. 

His  letters  to  Atterbury,.  both  before  and  after  his  misfortune,  are  full  o'f  efteem,  gratitude,  and 
tcndcrncfs.  He  often  vifited  him  in  the  Tower.  At  their  laft  interview,  Atterbury  preferred  him 
•with  a  Bible.  Whatever  might  be  Atterbury's  political  principles  and  views,  he  certainly  poffeffcd 
a  highly  cultivated  underftanding,  an  elegant  tafte,  and  a  feeling  heart. 

In  1726,  Voltaire  having  vifited  England,  was  introduced  to  Pope,  and  wrote  him  a  letter  of 
<onfolation,  on  his  being  overturned  in  paffing  a  river,  in  the  night,  in  Bolingbrokc's  coach,  with 
the  windows  clofed,  from  which  the  poftillion  fnatched  him,  when  lie  was  in  danger  of  being 
browned,  by  breaking  the  glafs ;  the  fragments  of  which  cut  two  of  his  fingers,  in  fuch  a  manner  that 
he  loft  their  ufe. 

In  1727,  Swift  vifited  England,  and  joined  with  Pope  in  publifhing  three  volumes  of  Mlfcel- 
lanles.  Pope  contributed  the  Memoir 3  of  a  Parijb  Clerk,  Stradling  verfus  Styles,  Plrgillus  Rejiauratui, 
the  Bo/fti  Table,  and  the  Art  of  Sinking  in  Poetry,  defigned  as  a  part  of  the  Memoirs  of  Martlnus 
Scriblerus,  a  fatire  projeded  in  conjunction  with  Arbuthnot  and  Swift,  On  the  Abufes  of  Human 
JLearning,  in  the  manner  of  Cervantes. 

The  year  following,  he  publifhed  the  Dunc'ml,  one  of  his  greateft  and  moft  elaborate  performances ; 
the  hiftory  of  which  is  very  minutely  related  by  himfelf,  in  a  dedication  which  he  wrote  to  Lord 
ZMiddlefex,  in  the  name  of  Savage. 

Pope  appears  by  this  narrative  to  have  been  the  aggreflor ;  for  nobody  can  believe  that  the  letters 
an  the  Art  (f  Sinking  in  Poetry  were  placed  at  random.  If  his  intention  had  heen  to  expofe  to  ridi- 
cule and  contempt,  calumniators  either  of  himfelf  or  of  others,  he  ought  to  have  confined  himfelf 
to  fuch  libellers.  If  his  defign  was  to  difcourage  bad  writers  from  giving  their  productions  to  the 
-world,  he  fhould  have  fatirized  perfons  of  that  defcription  only.  Theobald,  litifden,  Blackmore, 
Philips,  De  Foe,  Bentley,  Hil!,  Welfted,  and  CibT>er,  were  not  fuch  writers  as  deferved  to  be  ridi- 
culed;  they  were  not  generally  flanderous,  and  had  net  calumniated  him  in  particular.  There 
is  much  reafon  to  believe  that  he  compofed  the  Lunciad,  partly  to  be  revenged  on  thofe  who  had 
abufed  him,  and  partly  to  difplay  his  own  fuperiority.  He  degraded  himfelf  by  beftowing  on 
icribbling  calumniators,  even  the  notice  of  reienunent  j  to  difplay  fuperiority  was  totally  uune- 
ceffary,  where  there  could  be  no  competition. 

In  thefubfequent  editions,  he  thought  fit  to  omit  the  name  of  Hill,  who  expoflulated  wi'h  him  in 
a  manner  fuperior  to  all  mean  felicitation,  and  obliged  him  to  fneak  and  fhuffle,  fometimes  to  deny, 
and  fometimes  to  apologife.  He  alfo  omictsd  the  name  oT  Burnet,  and  fubilUuted  wdialff'. 
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Jn  the  room  (tfp'om  f-ajpvn,  whiv-h  was  underflood  by  Ducket  to  convey  a  fcandalous  afperfion,  and 
added  a  folemn  difavowal  of  his  malignant  meaning. 

The  DunciaJls  addreikd  to  Swift;  of  the  note.-:,  part  were  written  by  Arbuthnot;  and  an  apo- 
logctical  letter  was -prefixed  by  Cleland,  but  fuppufed  to  have  been  written  by  Pope. 

In  1731,  he  pubUihed  an  Epi/lle  to  the  Earl  of  Burlington,  on  Tajle :  in  which  .he  i'everely  criticifes 
the  houfe,  furniture,  garden,  and  entertainments  of  Tim  on  t  who  was  fuppofed  to  mean  the  Duke 
of  Chandos,  to  whom  he  had  been  obliged.  He  wrote  an  exculpatory  letter  to  the  Duke,  who 
accepted  of  his  excufe,  without  believing  his  profeflions. 

The  next  year  he  loft  his  friend  Gay;  who  was  a  moll  amiable  man,  and  loved  by  Pope  with 
great  tendernef?. 

•  The  following  year  deprived  him  of  his  mother,  who  lived  to  the  age  of  ninety-three ;  and  did 
not  die  uniamented.  •  His  filial  piety,  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  was,  in  the  higheft  degree,  amiable, 
and  exemplary ;  his  parents,  had  the  happinefa  of  living  till  he  was  at  the  fummit  of  his  poetical 
reputation,  till  he  was  at  eafe  in  his  fortune,  and  without  a  rival  in  his  fame;  and  found  no  dimi- 
nution of  his  refnect  or  tendernefs.  Whatever  was  his  pride,  to  the™  he  was  obedient;  and  what- 
ever was  his  irritability,  to  them  he  was  gentle.  Life  has  among  its  foothing  and  quiet  comforts 
few  things  better  to  beftow  than  fuch  a  fon. 

About  this  time,  Curll  publifhed  the  furreptitious  copy  of  Letters  between  Pope  and  bis  Friends ; 
which  were.clandeflinely  conveyed  to  him  for  publication,. as  is  believed,  by  Pope's  direction,  that 
he  might  decently  and  defenfively  publilh  them  himfelf.  The  meffenger  was  Worfdale  the 
painter. 

From  the  perufal  of  his  Letters,  Mr.  Allen  conceived  the  defire  of  being  acquainted  with  him. 
When  Pope  told  him  his  purpofc  of  afTerting  his  property  by  a  genuine  edition,  he  offered  to  pay 
the  coft.  This,  however,  Pope  did  not  accept;  but,  in  time,  with  fuccefs,  folicited  a  fubfcription 
for  a  quarto  volume,  which  appeared  in  1737. 

'n  J733>  ne  publifhed  the  firft  epiftle  of  his  EJ/liy  on  Man,  without  his  name,  which,  being  fa- 
vourably  received,  ihefecond  and  third  EfiJIles  were  publifhed-;  and  being  now  generally  fufpected  of 
writing  them,  at  laft,  in  1734,  he  avowed  thefouttb,  and  claimed  the  honour  of  a  moral  poet. 

In  the  conclufion,  it  is  acknowledged,  that  the  doctrine  of  the  EJJay  was  received  from  Bolin?- 
broke,  to  whom  it  is  infcribed,  who  is  faid  to  have  ridiculed  Pope,. as  having  advanced  principles 
contrary  to  his  own  ;  and  of  which  he  did  not  perceive  the  confequences.  However  that  may  be, 
it  is  manifeft  that  the  pieafure  of  the  tafte  and  fancy,  from  the  perufal  of  the  EJ/jy,  is  much  greater 
than  the  information  or  conviction  of  the  understanding. 

T  he  fame  of  the  EJJay  on  klan  was  very  great ;  it  was  tranflated  into  French  profe,  and  after- 
wards, by  Refnel,  into  verfe.  The  tranflations  were  read  by  Croufaz,  a  profeffor  in  Switzerland. 
He  believed  that  the  pofiaons  of  Pope  were  intended  to  reprefeut  the  whole  courfe  of  things  as 
a  chain  of  fatality,  and  made  remarks  on  the  EJ/ay,  tending  to  eftahliih  the  free  agency  of  man. 

The  celebrated  Warburron  undertook  the  defence  of  Pope,  againtt  the  imputation  of  fatalilm  ia 
"  the  Republic  of  Letters."  Warburton,  in  his  exculpatory  comment,  Ihowed  very  great  ingenuity, 
but  is  not  generally  reckoned  to  have  completely  removed  the  objections. 

From  this  time,  Pope  lived  in  the  clofeil  intimacy  with  his  commentator,  who  had  before  fa- 
voured  his  adverfaries,  and  amply  rewarded  his  kimUjefs  and  zeal  ;  for  he  introduced  him  to  Mr. 
Murray,  afterwards  Lord  Mansfield,  by  whofe  intereft  he  became  preacher  at  Lincoln's  Inn  and 
to  Mr.  Allen,  who  gave  him  his  niece  and  his  eilate. 

He  was  now  received  with  attention,  not  only  by  the  nobility,  but  by  the  Prince  of  Wales 
who  honoured  him  with  his  friendfhip,  and  dined  at  his  houfe.  It  is  faid  that  Q^eeu  Caroline 
exprefled  an  intention  of  vifiting  him  at  Twickenham,  but  it  was  never  accomplimed. 

In  1733,  he  publifhed  the  Epijlle  to  Lord  Batbmrjt,  on  tbs  Uft  of  Riches ;  in  which  he  draws  the 
celebrated  character  of  Kyrl  the  Man  ofRofs. 

In  1734,  he  infcribed  to  Lord  Cobham  his  CbaraRers  of  Men,  in  which  he  endeavours  to  eila- 
blifh  and  exemplify  his  favourite  theory  of  the  Ruling  Pajfion  ;  but  with  f.>  little  ikiil,  that  in  the 
examples  by  which  hojiluftrates  and  confirms  it,  he  has  confouuded  pallia's,  a,>i»edtes,  and  ha- 
bits. 

He  added,  (boa  after,  an  Epifilt  yn  tb<  Qbaratfirs  of  Women ;  fuppcfed  :c  hive  been  addrzffcd  to 
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Martha  Blount,  to  whom,  during  the  grcateft  part  of  his  life,  he  had  been  very  much  attached. 
The  character  of  the  Duchefs  of  Marlborough,  under  the  name  of  Ala/a,  was  afterwards  inferted, 
with  no  great  honour  to  his  gratitude. 

Between  1730  and  1740,  he  publifhed,  from  time  to  time,  his  Imitations  of  Horace,  generally 
•with  his  name,  which  modernize  ancient  ideas  and  characters,  more  fuccefsfully  than  any  \\hich 
had  before  appeared. 

His  Epijlh  to  Dr.  Arlutbnot,  was  publifhed  in  January  1735,  about  a  month  before  the  death  of 
Jus  friend.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves.  that  either  honour  or  pleafure  (hould 
have  been  miffed  by  Arbuthnot ;  a  man  eftimable  for  his  learning,  amiable  for  his  life,  and  vene- 
rable for  his  piety. 

Arbuthnot  was  a  man  of  great  comprehenfion,  fkilful  in  his  profeffion,  verfed  in  the  fciences, 
acquainted  with  ancient  literature,  and  able  to  animate  his  mafs  of  knowledge,  by  a  bright  and 
active  imagination ;  a  fcholar,  with  great  brilliance  of  wit ;  a  wit,  who  in  the  crowd  of  life  re- 
tained and  difcovered  a  noble  ardour  of  religious  zeal. 

In  this  epiflle,  Pope  vindicates  himfelf  from  cenfures,  and,  with  dignity  rather  than  arrogance, 
•nforces  his  own  claims  to  kindnefs  and  refpect.  In  the  character  of  Sporus  he  ridicules  Lord  Her- 
vey,  who  had  written  an  inventive  againft  him.  Whether  he  or  Pope  made  the  firft  attack,  per- 
haps cannot  now  be  eafily  known. 

In  1738,  he  publifhed  too  fatirical  dialogues,  named  from  the  year  of  their  appearance.  In  the 
firft  he  degraded  himfelf,  by  defcencling  to  party  politics.  In  the  fecond  he  attacked  feveral  private 
eharacters,  which  had  nearly  cxpofed  him  to  the  refentment  of  the  legiflature. 

The  Memoirs  of  Martinus  Scriblerus  were  publifhed  about  this  time,  extending  to  the  firft  book  of  a 
•work,  projected  by  the  Scrilitrus  Club  •  the  production,  probably  of  Arbuthnot,  with  a  few  touche* 
perhaps  by  Pope.  Befides  its  general  refemblance  to  "  Don  Qmxote,"  there  will  be  found  in  it  par- 
ticular imitations  of  "  The  Hiftory  of  Mr.  OufHe." 

In  1740,  he  publifhed  a  collection  of  Latin  poems,  written  by  Italians,  in  2  vols.  i2mo.  in- 
cluding the  former  collection  made  by  Atterbury,  but  injurioufly  omitting  his  preface. 

He  publifhed  likewife  about  this  time,  a  revival  in  fnioother  numbers,  of  Donne  t  Satlrfs,  whicH 
was  recommended  to  him  by  the  Duke  of  Shrewfbury,  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 
In  1 742,  he  added,  at  Warburton's  requeft,  another  book  to  the  Duneiad.  • 

In  the  Epijlleto  Arbutbnot,  as  in  the  Dunciatt,  he  had  attacked  Gibber  with  great  fcverity.  Cibber, 
who  well  knew  the  irritability  of  Pope,  and  confident  that  he  could  give  him  pain,  wrote  a  fpirited 
pamphlet,  containing  feveral  ftories,  tending  to  make  him  ridiculous.  The  inceflant  and  unappeafe- 
able  malignity  of  Pope,  h$  imputes  to  his  ridicule  of  the  exploded  fcene  of  the  mummy  and  the 
crocodile  in  Th  Three  Hours  after  Marriage,  fuppofed  to  be  the  joint  production  of  Gay,  Pope, 
and  Arbuthnot.  Pope  enraged,  publifhed  a  new  edition  of  the  DunciaJ,  in  which  he  degraded 
Theobald,  and  enthroned  Cibber  in  his  ftead.  By  transferring  the  fame  ridicule  from  one  to  ano-- 
ther,  he  destroyed  its  efficacy.  Unhappily  the  two  heroes  were  of  oppofite  characters,  and  Pope 
\vasunwilling  to  lofe  what  he  had  already  written  ;  he  has  therefore  depraved  his  poem,  by  giving  to 
Cibber  the  old  books,  the  cold  pedantry,  and  fluggifh  pertinacity  of  Theobald.  Cibber  repaid  the  Dun- 
ciadwith  another  pamphlet.which,  though  he  pretended  to  difregard,  really  gave  him  great  uneafmcfs. 
From  this  time,  finding  his  difeafes  more  ou^reffive,  and  his  vital  powers  gradually  declining,  he 
wrote  nothing  new,  but  fatisfied  himfelf  with  revifing  his  former  works,  in  which  he  received  ad- 
vice  and  affiftance  from  Warburton,  whofe  hints,  in  the  warmth  of  gratitude,  he  followed  with  ali 
the  blindnefs  of  infatuafed  affection. 

He  laid  afide  his  epic  poem,  on  the  ridiculous  fiction  of  the  arrival  of  TSrutat^  the  Trojan,  in 
Britain  ;  which  lie  had  begun  in  blank  verfe.  The  plan  is  exhibited  by  Ruffhead  ;  but  though  the 
jVtS.  was  before  him,  he,  has  given  no  fpecimen. 

In  1743,  he  began  to  confider  himfelf  as  approaching  to  his  end.  He  had  for  at  leaft  five  years 
been  afflicted  with  an  afthma,  and  other  diforders,  wjiich  his  phyficians  were  unable  to  relieve. 
While  he  was  yet  capable  of  amufernent  and  converfation,  his  literary  friends  wre  almoft  con- 
tinually with  him,  and  endeavoured  to  alleviate  his  pain.  Hrs  favourite,  Martha  Blount,  is  faid  to 
have  neglected  him,  with  fhameful  unkindnefs,  in  the  latter  time  of  his  decay.  Of  this,  how- 
ever, he  doss  satleem  to  Iwve  been  fciifibk,  a?  he  left  Irer  the  greater  part  of  his  property.  ' 


LIFF  OF   POPS.  i* 

Tn  &Tay  1744,  his  death  was  approaching;  on  the  6th  he  was  all  day  delirious.  He  afterwards 
complained  of  feeing  things  as  through  a  curtain.  He  faid  that  his  greateft  inconvenience  was 
inability  to  think.  He  received  the  Sacrament  from  a  Romifh  prieft ;  aad  exprefied  undoubted 
confidence  of  a  future  ftate.  He  died  on  the  evening  of  the  3Gth  day  of  May,  1744.  in  perfedt 
tranquillity;  having,  a  few  days  before,  entered  the  57th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  at 
Twickenham,  near  his  father  and  mother,  where  a  monument  has  been  erected  to  himt  by  hi& 
friend  Warburton. 

By  his  will,  made  in  the  end  of  1743,  he  appointed  Lord  Bathurft,  Lord  Marchmont,  Mr. 
Murray,  and  Mr.  Arbuthnot,  his  executors,  and  left  the  care  of  his  papers  to  Lord  Bolingbroke; 
and  failing  him,  to  Lord  Marchmont ;  and  to  Warburton,  the  property  of  all  his  works,  on  which 
he  had  written,  or  ihould  write  commentaries,  except  thofe  of  which- the  property  had  been  fold. 
To  his  noble  friends  he  left  his  piSures,  and  ftatues,  with  feme  of  his  favourite  books;  with  other 
legacies  to  his  other  friends,  and  to  his  favourite  domefties ;  and  the  reiklue  of  his  fortune,  to  Martha 
Blount,  for  her  life,  and  then  to  be  divided  among  his  relations. 

The  contemptuous  mention  made  in  his  will  of  Mr.  Allen,  and  an  aifeAed  repayment  of  his  be- 
»efa&ions  with  150 1.,  brought  fome  reproach  on  his  memory.  Martha  Blount  had  been  invited 
with  Pope  to  Mr.  Allen's  houfe  at  Prior  Park.  Having  occafion  to  go  to  Briftol  for  a  few  days, 
he  left  her  behind  him.  In  his  abfence,  fhe  fignified  an  inclination  to  go  to  the  Popiih  chapel  at 
Bath,  and  defired  of  Mr  Allen  the  ufe  of  his  chariot  j  but  he,  being  at  that  thne  Mayor  of  the 
city,  fuggefted  the  impropriety  of  having  his  carriage  feen  at  the  door  of  a  place  of  worfhip,  to 
which,  as  a  magiftrate,  he  was  at  leaft  reftrained  from  giving  a  fan&ion,  and  might  be  required 
to  fupprefs ;  and  therefore  defired  to  be  excufed, 

Mrs,  Biount  refcnted  this  refufal,  and  told  Pope  of  it  at  his  return;  and  fo  infected  him  with 
her  rage,  that  they  both  left  the  houfe  abruptly.  She  parted  from  Mr.  Allen  in  a  ftate  of  irrecon  . 
eileable  diflike,  and  refufed  any  legacy  from  Pope,  unlefs  he  left  the  world  with  a  difavowal  of 
obligation  to  him.  Pope  complied  with  her  demand,  and  polluted  his  will  with  female  refentment, 
Mr.  Allen  accepted  the  legacy  which  he  gave  to  the  hofpital  at  Bath. 

He  loft  the  favour  of  Bolingbroke,  by  a  kind  of  pofthumous  offence.  He  had  been  defired  by 
Bolingbroke  to  procure  the  impreflion  of  a  very  few  copies  of  the  "  Patriot  King  ;"  and  he  allured 
him  that  no  more  copies  had  been  printed  than  were  allowed ;  but  after  his  death  the  printer  re- 
figned  a  complete  edition  of  1500  copies,  to  the  right  owner,  which  Pope  had  ordered  him  t» 
print,  and  to  retain  in  fccret.  Bolingbroke  delivered  the  whole  impreflion  to  the  flames,  and  em- 
ployed Mallet,  another  friend  of  Pope,  to  expofe  the  breach  of  truft  to  the  public,  with  all  its 
aggravations.  Warburton  undertook  not  indeed  to  vindicate  the  adlion,  but  to  extenuate  it  h>- 
an  apology.  To  this  apology  an  anfwer  was  written,  in  "  A  letter  to  the  moft  impudent  man 
living." 

His  works  were  publifhed  in  9  vols.  8vo.  1751,  with  a  commentary  and  notes  by  Warburton, 
Another  edition  appeared  in  5  vols.  410.  1769,  with  an  account  of  his  life,  and  obfervations  on  his 
writings,  by  Owen  Ruffhead,  Efq.  An  edition  with  notes,  has  been  lately  announced  by  Mr. 
Wakefield,  the  learned  author  of  the  "  Silva  Critica"  and  another  by  Dr.  Warton,  the  elegant  author 
ef  the  "  Efiays  on  the  Genius  and  writings  of  Pope,"  in  a  vols.  8vo.  1762,  and  1784:  A  work 
abounding  with  information,  learning  and  juft  principles  of  tafte. 

The  perfon  of  Pope  was  diminutive  and  mifhapen.  In  the  "  Guardian,"  he  compares  himfelf 
to  a  fpider,  and  is  faid  to  have  been  protuberant  behind  and  before.  His  ftature  was  fo  low,  that, 
to  bring  him  to  a  level  with  common  tables,  it  was  neceffary  to  raife  his  feat.  But  his  face  was 
fweet  and  animated,  and  his  eye  remarkably  intelligent  and  piercing.  One  fide  was  contra&ed. 
He  wore  a  fur  doublet  under  a  fhirt  of  coarfe  linen  with  fine  fleeves.  When  he  rofe,  he  was  inverted 
in  boddice  made  of  ftiff  canvafs,  being  fcarce  able  to  hold  himfelf  ere<5fc  till  they  were  laced.  His 
legs  were  fo  flender,  that  he  enlarged  their  bulk  with  three  pair  of  (lockings,  which  were  drawn  on 
and  off  by  the  maid ;  for  he  was  not  able  to  drefs  or  undrefs  himfelf,  and  neither  went  to  bed  nor 
rofe  without  help.  His  weaknefs  made  it  very  difficult  for  him  to  be  clean.  The  feeblencfs  of  his 
frame  made  him  fickly  and  impatient.  Both  thefe  caufes  made  him  a  troublefome  gueft  in  the  families 
which  he  vifitcd.  He  was  perpetually  lending  the  fervants  on  frivolous  errands,  but  took  care  to 
eompenfate  their  trouble  by  pecuniary  rewards.  He  expected  that  every  thing  fhould  give  way  t» 
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his  eafe  or  humour.  When  hi:  wanted  to  fleep,  he  nodded  in  company,  and  once  flumbeic, 
own  table,  while  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  talking  of  poetry.  In  familiar  or  convivial  converfation 
he  was  not  diftinguifhed  by  vivacity.  In  his  eating,  he  was  both  dainty  and  voracious ;  an.i 
when  he  had  eaten  too  much,  if  a  dram  had  been  ofFcred  to  him,  he  pretended  to  be  angry, 
but  did  not  forbear  to  drink  it.  It  does  not  appear  that  he  was  addicted  to  wine.  His  impa- 
tience and  irritability  often  led  him  into  little  quarrels,  that  would  make  him  leave  the  houfes 
of  his  friends  abruptly.  At  Lord  Oxford's  he  frequently  met  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,  who 
knowing  his  pcevifhnef?,  could  by  no  entreaties  be  retrained  from  contradicting  him,  till  their  dif- 
putes  were  fharpened  to  fuch  afperity,  that  one  or  other  quitted  the  houfe.  At  home  he  was 
chiefly  diftinguifhed  for  his  frugality.  It  is  faid  that  when  he  had  two  guelts  in  his  houfe,  he 
would  only  fet  a  tingle  pint  of  wine  on  the  taMe.  He  fometimes  gave  a  fplendid  entertainment ; 
and  on  thole  occafions  fliowed  tafte,  and  magnificence.  Of  his  fortune,  which  was  very  honourably 
obtained,  he  was  proud.  The  great  topic  of  his  ridicule  is  poverty.  He  was  accufed  of  loving 
money  ;  but  his  love  was  eagernefs  to  gain,  not  folicitude  to  keep  it.  He  aflilled  Dodfley  with  a 
hundred  pounds,  that  he  might  open  a  fhop,  and  contributed  twenty  pounds  a-year  to  the  fubfcrip- 
tion  for  Savage  ;  and  beftowed  confiderable  fums  on  charity.  He  was  a  faithful  and  conftaRt 
friend;  and  notwithstanding  the  little  defects  of  his  conftitutional  temper,  was  beloved  by  them 
during  his  life,  and  remembered  with  the  moft  tender  affection  after  his  death.  His  refentment 
•was  too  eafily  excited,  and  his  revenge  carried  to  too  great  a  length.  The  provocation  he  received 
by  no  means  juftified,  in  many  cafes,  the  fevere  fatire  of  the  Dunelad.  His  malignity  to  Philips, 
•whom  he  had  at  firft  made  ridiculous,  and  then  hated  for  being  angry,  continued  too  long.  Of  his 
•vain  defire  to  make  Bentley  contemptible,  no  good  reafon  can  be  given.  He  was  fonsttimes  wanton  ia 
liis  attacks,  before  Chandas,  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,  and  Hill,  mean  in  his  retreat. 
Though,  on  the  whole,  a  man  of  integrity,  he  frequently  uled  artiikes  that  bordered  on  difcn- 
genuity.  Thofe,  however,  fcem  to  have  refulted  more  from  the  idea  of  fupcriority,  than  of  im- 
pofing  upon  others.  Even  that  gratification  was  a  weaknefs  in  the  character  of  Pope.  Artiiice 
and  cunning  require  very  little  ability.  A  man  of  fuch  exalted  fuperiority,  and  fo  little  modera- 
tion/would  naturally  have  all  his  delinquencies  obfcrved;  thofe  who  could  not  deny  that  he  was  ex- 
cellent, would  rejoice  to  .find  that  he  was  not  perfect. 

Of  his  intellectual  character,  the  ccnftituent  a'nd  fundamental  principle  was  good  fenfe,  a  prompt 
and  intuitive  perception  of  confonance  and  propriety.  He  had  likewife  genius ;  a  mind  active, 
ambitious,  and  adventurous,  always  inveftigating,  always  afpi/ing.  He  was  endowed  with  a  fer- 
tile invention,  and  brilliant  wit.  To  affift  thefe  powers,  he  had  great  ftrength  and  exactncfs  of 
memory,  which  readily  fupplied  the  understanding  with  abundance  of  materials.  Thofe  gifts  he 
improved  by  indefatigable  induflry,  and  acquired  a  great  compafs  of  knowledge,  completely  di- 
gefted. 

Thus  endowed  with  the  means  of  acquifition,  lie  fuperadded  the  moft  effectual  and  agreeable 
modes  of  communication.  His  language  is  clear,  forcible  and  elegant,  enriched  with  figures,  that 
at  once  illuflrate,  adorn,  and  imprefs.  He  confidered  poetry  as  the  bufinefs  of  his  life,  and  how- 
ever he  might  feem  to  lament  his  occupation,  he  followed  it  with  conftancy ;  to  make  verfes  was 
his  firft  labqur,  and  to  mend  them  was  his  laft.  He  ufed  always  the  fame  fabric  of  verfe.  Of  thi* 
uniformity  the  certain  confequence  was  readinefs  and  dexterity.  By  perpetual  practice,  language 
had  in  his  mind  a  fyftematical  arrangement;  having  always  the  fame  ufe  for  words,  he  had  words 
fo  felecled  and  combined  as  to  be  ready  at  his  call. 

On  the  general  character  and  effect  of  his  poems,  it  is  the  lefs  neceflary  to  enlarge,  as  little  re- 
mains to  be  added  to  the  diftinct  examination  of  his  excellent  biographer,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  the 
mafterly  criticifm  of  Dr.  Warton. 

In  his  Pajlorals,  Dr.  Warton  obferves,  there  is  not  to  be  found  a  fingle  iiiftance  of  a  rural  image 
that  is  new.  The  ideas  of  Theocritus,  Virgil,  and  Spenfer,  are  indeed  exhibited  in  language  equally 
mellifluous  and  pure,  but  the  defcriptiona  and  i'entiments  are  trite,  and  common.  A  mixture  of 
Britifh. and  Grecian  ideas  may  juftly  be  deemed  a  blcmifh.  An  Englifhman  fpeaks  of  "  celeftiai 
Venus,  aod  Idalia's  Groves,  of  Diana  and  Cynthius."  They  exhibit,  however,  a  feries  of  verii- 
.ficatlon,  -which  had  in  Englilli  poctry.no  precedent,  n,>r  has  £iice  had  an  imitation. 

The  defign  of  Wind/or  Fortfl  is  evidently  derived  from  Denham'*  "  Cooper's  liiil,"  with  fome  at- 
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tention  to  Waller's  poem  on  "  The  Park  ;"  but  Pope  cannot  be  denied  to  excel  his  matters  in  va- 
riety, and  elegance,  and  the  art  of  interchanging  defcription,  narrative,  and  morality. 

Of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  every  part  is  fplendi4;  there  is  great  luxuriance  of  ornaments.  The  ori- 
ginal vifion  of  Chaucer  is  much  improved ;  the  imagery  is  properly  felected,  and  learnedly  difnlaycd  ; 
vet,  with  all  this  comprehenfion  of  excellence,  it  never  obtained  much  notice,  and  is  leldom  quoted 
or  mentioned,  with  either  praiie  or  blame. 

That  the  Me/iak  excells  the  "  Poliio1'  of  Virgil,  is  no  great  praife,  if  it  is  confidered  from  what 
fublime  original  the  improvements  are  derived.  Sumetimes  indeed  the  fimple  grandeur  of  Ifaiab  is 
diminifhed  by  florid  epithets,  and  injudicious  prettineffes. 

The  Elepy  on  an  Unfortunate  Lady,  as  it  came  from  the  heart,  is  very  tender  and  pathetic ;  nor 
has  Pope  produced  any  poem  in  which  the  fenfe  predominates  more  over  the  diction. 

Of  the  Ode  for  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  it  is  fufficient  praife,  that  it  is  only  inferior  to  the  inimitable 
<«  Alexander's  Feaft"  of  Dryden.  The  general  effedl  is  very  pleafmg,  and  often  finking. 

Of  the  E/ay  on  Crit'ic';f>n,  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  that  if  he  had  written  nothing  clfe,  it  would  have 
placed  him  among  the  fir  ft  critics  and  the  firft  poets,  as  it  exhibits  every  mode  of  excellence  that 
pan  embelHfh  or  dignify  didactic  compofition,  felection  of  matter,  novelty  of  arrangement,  juftnefs  of 
precept,  fplcndour  of  illuftration,  and  propriety  of  digreffion. 

The  Rape  of  tie  Lock  is  univerfally  allowed  to  be  the  mod  attractive  of  all  ludicrous  compofitions. 
The  means  employed  are,  vigorous  thought,  brilliant  fancy,  poignant  wit,  forcible  fatire,  and  refined 
humour,  moft  agreeably  interwoven  and  diverfified.  The  machinery  is  an  ingenious  expanfion  of 
that  in  Shakfpeare's  "  Temptft,"  and  the  Roficrucian  dialogue  of  the  Comte  de  Gabalis. 

The  epiftle  of  Elaifa  to  Abelard  is  replete  with  poetical  fire,  paffionate  language,  picturefque  ima« 
gery,  and  pathetic  exclamation,  which  ftrike  the  imagination  with  a  captivating  horror. 

"  Clouds  interpofe,  waves  roar,  and  winds  arife." 

It  has  certainly  a  charm  hardly  to  be  equalled  ;  for  who  can  read  it  without  experiencing  the  al- 
ternate irnpulfe  of  defire,  pity,  or  rage  ;  and  laflly,  the  freezing  languor  of  irrecoverable  defpair. 

"  This  epiftle,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  is  one  of  the  moft  highly  finifhed,  and  certainly  the  moft 
interefting  of  the  pieces  of  Pope;  and,  together  with  the  Elegy  on  an  Unfortunate  Lady,  is  the  only 
inftance  of  the  pathetic  he  lias  given  us." 

The  tranflation  of  Homer  is  a  performance  which  no  age  or  nation  can  pretend  to  equal.  Such 
a  verfion,  the  moft  perfe  A  knowledge  of  the  Greek  and  Englifh  languages  could  not  have  produced. 
It  is  not  the  work  of  a  fcholar  or  verfifier  merely ;  it  is  the  performance  of  a  poet.  The  diction  and 
veriification  muft  vindicate  to  themfelves  a  very  coaifiderable  fhare  of  the  merit  of  this  mafterly 
v/ork.  "  Pope  fearched  the  pages  of  Dryden,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon, "  for  happy  combinations  of  poetic 
diction  ;  but  it  will  not  be  denied  that  he  added  much  to  what  he  found.  He  cultivated  the  lan- 
guage with  fo  much  diligence  and  art,  that  he  has  left  in  his  Homer  a  treafure  of  poetical  elegances 
to  posterity.  His  verfion  may  be  faid  to  have  tuned  the  Englifh  tongue ;  for  fince  its  appearance, 
no  writer,  however  deficient  in  other  powers,  has  wanted  melody.  Such  a  feries  of  lines,  fo  ela- 
borately corrected,  and  fo  fweetly  modulated,  took  pofTeffion  of  the  public  ear;  the  vulgar  was  ena. 
jnoured  of  the  poem,  and  the  learned  wondered  at  the  tranflation." 

It  has  been  objected  by  fome,  that  it  is  not  Homerical ;  that  it  exhibits  no  refemblance  of  the  ori- 
ginal and  characteriftic  manner  of  the  Father  of  Poetry,  as  it  wants  his  awful  fimplicity,  his  artlefs 
grandeur,  his  unaffected  majefty.  This  cannot  be  totally  denied.  Homer  doubtlefs  owes  to 
his  tranflator  many  Ovidian  graces,  not  ftrictly  fuitable  to  his  character;  but  to  have  added  can 
Le  no  great  crime,  if  nothing  be  taken  away.  Elegance  is  furely  to  be  defired,  if  it  be  not  gained 
at  the  expence  of  dignity.  Pope  wrote  for  his  own  age  and  his  own  nation  ;  he  knew  that  it  was 
neceffary  to  colour  the  images,  and  paint  the  fentiments  of  his  author ;  he  therefore  made  him 
graceful,  but  loft  fome  of  his  fublimity. 

,  As  a  work  of  wit  and  ingenious  fatire,  the  Dunclad  has  few  equals.  The  hint  is  confefTedly  taken 
from  Dryden's  "  Mac  Flecknoe;"  but  the  plan  is  fo  enlarged  and  diverfified,  as  juftly  to  claim  the 
jariufc  of  an  original,  and  affords,  perhaps,  the  beft  fpecimen  that  has  yet  appeared  of  perfonal  fa- 
tire,  ludicroufiy  pompous.  Without  approving  of  the  petulance  and  malignity  of  the  defign,  the 
yigour  of  iiitelie#,  and  the  feitiiity  of  fancy  which  it  difplays,  are  equally  admirable,  ^ 
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«  The  beauties  of  this  poem,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  are  well  known  ;  its  chief  fault  is  the  greft- 
nefs  of  its  images.     But  even  this  fault,  ofFenfive  as  it  is,  maybe  forgiven  for  the  excellence  of  other 
paffages;  fuch  as  the  formation  and  difiblution  of  Moore,  the  account  of  the  Traveller,  the  misfortune 
«f  the  Florijl,  and  the  crowded  thoughts  and  (lately  numbers  which  dignify  the  concluding  paragraph.'* 
The  E/ay  on  Man,  is  a  didactic  :poem  written  on  metaphyfical  ideas,  which  he  did  not  perfectly 
comprehend.     His  intentions  were  evidently  good,  to  fhow  men  that  the  exiftence  of  imperfectioa 
and  evil  is  not  inconfiftent  with  the  wifdom  and  goodnefs  of  God.     Many  of  the  facts  arc  true, 
piany  of  the  obfervations  are  juft,  but  do  not  tend  to  eftablifli  the  truth  of  the  propofed  fyftera. 
The  adaptation  of  human  fenfes,  paflions,  and  reafon,  to  their  ends,  the  co-operation  of  the  prin- 
ciples of  felf-love  and  benevolence,  in  producing  happinefs,  the  uncertainty  of  phyfical  good,  that 
man's  fupreme  felicity  confifts  in   moral  good,  that   we  are  very  weak  in  comparifon  to  our 
Creator,  are  all  petitions  which  are  undoubtedly  true,  but  do  not  prove  that  partial  evil  is  univer- 
fal  good ;  that  -whatever  is,  it  right.     Pope,   like  Addifon,  had  confidered  man  chiefly  in  active  life. 
When  he  exhibits  him  in  action,  his  exhibition  is  natural,  beautiful,  and  juft ;  but  when  he  ana- 
tyfes  his  principles  of  thought,  and  of  action,  he  is  not  always  fo  fuccefsful.     Voltaire  ridiculed 
Pope's  favourite  pofition  in  his  Candlde.     The  confequences  which  Candidcs  application  of  the  prin- 
ciple to  various  cafes  produces,  are  certainly  fuch  as  Pope  never  intended,  yet  it  muft  be  acknow- 
ledged he  did  not  fufficiently  guard  againft  his  interpretation. 

"  This  effay,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  is  certainly  not  the  happieft  of  Pope's  performances.  It 
affords  an  egregious  initance  of  the  predominance  of  genius,  the  dazzling  fplendour  of  imagery, 
and  the  feductive  powers  of  eloquence.  Never  were  penury  of  knowledge,  and  vulgarity  of  fen- 
timent  fo  happily  difguifed,  or  recommended  by  fuch  a  blaze  of  embellifhments,  or  fuch  fweetnefs 
of  melody.  The  vigorous  contraction  of  fome  thoughts,  the  luxuriant  amplification  of  others,  the 
incidental  illuftrations,  and  fometimes  the  dignity,  fometimes  the  foftnefs  of  the  verfcs,  enchain  phi- 
lofophy,  fufpend  criticifm,  and  opprefs  judgment,  by  overpowering  pleafure." 

"  This  is  true  of  many  paragraphs;  yet  if  I  had  undertaken  to  exemplify  Pope's  felkity  of  com- 
pofition  before  a  rigid  critic,  I  fhould  not  felect  the  EJTay  on  Man :  for  it  contains  more  lines  un- 
fuccefsfully  laboured,  more  harfhnefs  of  diction,  more  thoughts  imperfectly  expreffed,  more  levity 
without  elegance,  and  more  heavinefs  without  ftrength,  than  will  eafily  be  found  in  all  his  other  works." 
The  Cbaraflers  of  Men  and  Women,  are  the  product  of  diligent  fpeculation  upon  life  and  manners, 
and  fhow  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  mind,  engaged  in  action,  and  modified  by  the  mart- 
ners  of  the  times. 

"  I  recommend,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  a  comparifon  of  his  Characters  of  Women,  with  Boileau'« 
fatire ;  it  will  then  be  fecn  with  how  much  more  perfpicacity  female  nature  is  inveftigated,  and 
female  excellence  felected.  The  Cbaraflcrs  ef  Men,  however,  are  written  with  more,  if  not  with 
deeper  thought,  and  exhibit  many  paffages  exquifitely  beautiful.  The  Gem,  and  the  Flower,  will  not 
eafily  be  equalled.  In  the  women's  part  are  fome  defects  ;  the  character  of  Atoffa,  is  not  fo  neatly 
finifhed  as  that  of  Clodio;  and  fome  of  the  female  characters  may  be  found,  perhaps,  more  frequently 
among  men." 

Of  his  Ep'fle  ft  Lord  Bathurjl,  the  moft  valuable  paffage  is,  perhaps,  the  eulogy  on  GoodSenfe;  and 
Of  the  Epijlle  to  Lord  Burlington,  the  end  of  Miters,  Duke  of  Buckingham.  Of  the  Epr/ilc  to  Arbutbtiet, 
no  part  has  more  elegance,  fpirit,  or  dignity,  than  the  vindication  of  his  own  character.  The 
meaneft  paffage  is  the  fatire  upon  Sforus.  The  allufion  to  his  mother  is  exquifitely  beautiful  and 
jtiterefting.  His  tran/lations  from  Ovid  are  rendered  with  faithfulnefs  and  elegance.  The  epiftie 
from  Sappho  ta  Pbaon  breathe  fuch  paffionate  and  pathetic  fentiments  as  are  worthy  of  the  exquifite 
fenfibility  of  the  amorous  Sappho ;  and  the  verification  is  in  point  of  melody  next  to  that  of  the 
fafloreSf, 

On  his  Epitaphs,  the  minute  criticifm  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  printed  in  the  "  Vifitor,"  is  acute,  and  well 
enforced;  but  his  examination  is  too  rigorous,  and  the  general  opinion  is  much  more  favourable. 
His  Imitations  of  Horace,  difplay  a  great  portion  of  wit,  as  well  as  argument.  He  has  the  hu- 
mour, and  almoft  the  eafe  of  Horace,  with  more  wit,  and  falls  little  fhort  of  the  feverity  of  Juvenal. 
1-n  his  Letters  he  is  feen  as  connected  with  the  other  contemporary  wits,  and  fuffers  no  difgrace  in 
the  *9Enparifon.  Thofe  of  Arbuthnot  are  written  wi;h  eafe  and  a  beautiful  fjmplicity.  Swift'* 
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alfo  are  unaffe^ed.  Several  of  BolingbrokeV  and  Attetbury's  are  mafterly.  There  is  fomething  more 
Audied  and  artificial  in  Pope's  productions  than  the  reft-  His  letter?  fo  ladies  are  full  of  affe&ation. 
"  Pope  may  be  faid,"  fays  Dr  Johnfon,  "  to  write  always  with  his  reputation  in  his  head  ;  Swift 
perhaps  like  a  man  who  remembered  that  he  was  writing  to  Pope  ;  but  Arbuthnot,  like  one  who 
lets  thoughts  drop  from  his  pen,  as  they  rife  info  his  mind." 

The  compofitions  of  Pope  are  perhaps  a  greater  acceffion  to  Englifh  literature,  than  thofe  of  any 
other  poet  of  our  nation,  except  Spenfer,  Shakfpeare,  and  Milton.  Of  thole  poets  who  rank  in 
the  higheft  clafs  after  them,  Dryden  is  generally  allowed  to  be  the  firft ;  but  his  claim  to  that  dif. 
tindlion  is  at  leaft  rendered  doi.btful  by  the  pretenfions  of  Pope,  who  learned  his  poetry  from  Dry- 
den,  and  whofe  chara&er  perhaps  may  receive  fome  illuftration,  if  he  be  compared  with  his  matter. 
To  regulate  the  fcale,  by  which  the  comparative  merit  of  poetical  pretenfions  is  to  be  eftimated,  is 
one  of  the  mod  difficult  undertakings^  criticifm.  Something  of  this  kind,  however,  is  attempted 
by  Dr.  Johnfon  in  his  parallel  between  Dryden  and  Pope,  of  which  it  is  fcarccly  hyperbolical  to  af- 
firm, that  it  is  "fevery  way  worthy  of  its  fubjeit,  and  iuch  as  perhaps  the  pen  of  Dr.  Johnfon  only  could 
have  written. 

"  Integrity  of  understanding,  and  nicety  of  difcernment,  were  not  allotted  in  a  lefs  proportion  to 
Dryden  than  to  Pope.  The  rectitude  of  Dryden's  mind  was  fufficiently  ihown  by  the  difmiffion  of 
his  poetical  prejudices,  and  the  rejection  of  unnatural  thoughts,  and  rugged  numbers.  But  Dryden 
never  defired  to  apply  all  the  judgment  that  he  had.  He  wrote,  and  profeffed  to  write,  merely 
for  the  people;  and  when  he  pleafed  others,  he  contented  himfelf.  Pope  was  not  content  to  fa- 
tisfy  ;  he  defired  to  excel;  and  therefore  always  endeavoured  to  do  his  bed.  He  did  not  court  the 
Candour,  but  dared  the  judgment  of  his  reader;  and  expecting  no  indulgence  from  others,  he 
fliowed  none  to  himfelf.  For  this  reafon,  he  kept  his  pieces  very  long  in  his  hands,  while  he  con-  ' 
ftdcred,  and  reconfidered  them.  It  will  feldom  be  found  that  he  altered,  without  adding  clearnefs, 
elegance  and  vigour.  Pope  had  perhaps  the  judgment  of  Dryden,  but  Dryden  certainly  wanted  the 
diligence  of  Pope 

"  In  acquired  knowledge,  the  fuperiority  muft  be  allowed  to  Dryden,  whofe  education  was  more 
fcholaftic.  His  mind  has  a  larger  range,  and  he  collects  his  images  and  illustrations  from  a  more 
extenfive  circumference  of  fcience.  Dryden  knew  more  of  man  in  his  general  nature,  and  Pope  in 
his  local  manners.  The  notions  of  Dryden  were  formed  by  a  comprehenfive  fpeculation,  and  thofe 
pf  Pope  by  minute  attention.  There  is  more  dignity  in  the  knowledge  of  Dryden,  and  more  cer- 
tainty in  that  of  Pope. 

"  Poetry  was  not  the  fole  praife  of  either,  for  both  excelled  likewife  in  profe ;  but  Pope  did  not 
borrow  his  profe  from  his  predeceffors.  The  ftyle  of  Drydeu  is  capricious  and  varied  ;  that  of  Pope 
is  cautious  and  uniform.  Dryden  obfervea  the  motions  of  his  own  mind ;  Pope  conftrains  his  mind 
to  his  own  rules  of  compofition.  Dryden  is  fometimes  vehement  and  rapid  ;  Pope  is  always  fmootb, 
uniform,  and  gentle.  Dryden's  page  is  a  natural  field,  rifing  into  inequalities,  and  diverfified  by 
the  varied  exuberance  of  abundant  vegetation  ;  Pope's  is  a  velvet  lawn,  fhaven  by  the  fcythe,  and 
levelled  by  the  roller. 

*'  Of  genius,  that  power  which  conftitutes  a  poet,  that  quality  without  which  judgment  is  cold, 
and  knowledge  is  inert ;  that  energy  which  collects,  combines,  amplifies,  and  animates,  the  fupe- 
riority mufi,  with  fome  hefitation,  be  allowed  to  Dryden.  It  is  not  to  be  inferred,  that  of  this 
poetical  vigour  Pope  had  only  a  little,  becaufe  Dryden  had  more,  for  every  other  writer  fince 
Milton  muft  give  place  to  Pope  ;  and  even  of  Dryden  it  muft  be  faid,  that  if  he  has  brighter  para- 
graphs, he  has  not  better  poems.  Dryden's  performances  were  always  hafty,  either  excited  by 
ibrne  external  occafion,  or  extorted  by  fome  domeftic  neceffity  ;  he  compofed  without  confederation, 
and  publifhed  without  correction.  What  his  mind  could  fupply  at  call,  or  gather  in  one  .xcurfion, 
was  all  that  he  fought,  and  all  that  he  gave.  The  dilatory  caution  of  Pope  enabled  him  to  condenfe 
his  fentiments,  to  multiply  his  images,  and  to  accumulate  all  that  fhidy  might  produce,  or  chance 
might  fupply.  If  the  flights  of  Dryden  therefore  are  higher,  Pope  continues  longer  on  the  wing. 
If  of  Dryden's  fire  the  blaze  is  brighter,  of  Pope's  the  heat  is  more  regular  and  conftant.  Dryden 
often  furpaffes  expectation,  and  Pope  never  falls  belpw  it;  Pryden  is  read  with  frequent  aftoniffe- 
and  Pope  with  perpetual 
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The  fubjeA  of  this  truly  excellent  parallel  has  been  controverted  by  Mr.  Wefton  and  Mif» 
Scward,  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  1790.  Both  parties  have  fhown  much  critical  inge- 
nuity in  maintaining  the  pretenfions  of  their  favourite  poet.  To  give  any  adequate  idea  of  the  con- 
troverly,  would  much  exceed  the  limits  of  this  preface.  Mr.  Weflon,  with  juftice,  ccnfures  the 
poetry  of  Pope,  as  too  exquifitely  polifhed,  too  uniformly  mufical,  and  as  glutting  the  car  with  un- 
varied fwectnefs.  Judging  perhaps  by  principles,  rather  than  perception,  he  feems  to  think  fiudied 
difcords,  varied  paufes,  triplets,  expletives,  and  Alexandrines,  effential  to  rhyme,  becaufe  they  have 
been  uied  by  Dryden.  But  the  poetry  of  Pope,  though  perhaps  lefs  impregnated  with  enthufiafm, 
Jcfs  enriched  with  clafflcal  knowledge,  lefs  illumined  by  vivid  imagination,  and  lefs  diverfified  by 
variety  of  cadence,  is  certainly  more  elaborately  correct,  more  regularly  harmonious,  m*re  deli- 
cately polifhed,  and  more  fyftematically  dignified,  than  that  of  Dryden. 

He  has  even  ventured  to  aflert,  that  Pope  was  not  a  poet*  but  only  an  elegant  verfifier.  When 
lie  affirms  that  the  author  of  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  of  the  Dunciad,  of  Eloifa  to  Alelard,  and  of  the 
Englifh  Iliad,  was  not  a  poet,  he  muft  mean  fomething  by  the  term  different  from  the  general  ac- 
ceptation. 

"  If  Pope  be  not  a  poet,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  where  is  poetry  to  be  found  ?  To  circumfcribe 
poetry  by  a  definition,  will  only  fhow  the  narrownefs  of  the  definer,  though  a  definition  which 
ihall  exclude  Pope,  will  not  eafily  be  made.  Let  us  look  round  upon  the  prefent  time-,  and  back 
upon  the  pad  ;  let  us  inquire  to  whom  the  voice  of  mankind  has  decreed  the  wreath  of  poetry ;  let 
their  productions  be  examined,  and  their  claims  ftated,  and  the  pretenfions  of  Pope  will  no  more  be 
difputed.  Had  he  given  the  world  only  his  verfion,  the  name  of  poet  muft  have  been  allowed  him; 
if  the  writer  of  the  Iliad  were  to  clafs  his  fucceffors,  he  would  affign  a  very  high  place  to  his  tranf- 
lator,  without  requiring  any  other  evidence  of  genius." 

A  parallel,  upon  a  more  extenfive  fcale,  5$  given  by  Dr.  Warton,  in  which  the  poetical  qualifica- 
tions of  Pope  are  as  candidly  examined,  as  they  are  judicioufly  difcriminated. 

*'  Of  Pope's  works,  the  largeft  portion  is  of  the  didaclic,  moral,  and  fatyric  kind  ;  and  confequently 
not  of  the  moft  poetic  fpecies  of  poetry :  whence  it  is  manifeft,  that  good  fenfe  and  judgment  were 
his  chara&eriflicaj  excellencies,  rather  than  fancy  and  invention  ;  not  that  the  author  of  the  Rape  of 
the  Lock  and  Eloifa  can  be  thought  to  want  imagination,  but  becaufe  his  imagination  was  not  his 
predominant  talent ;  becaufe  he  indulged  it  not,  and  becaufe  he  gave  not  fo  many  proofs  of  this  ta- 
lent as  of  the  other.  This  turn  of  mind  led  him  to  admire  French  models  ;  he  ftudied  Boileau  at- 
tentively, formed  himfelf  upon  him,  as  Milton  formed  himfelf  upon  the  Grecian  and  Italian  fons  of 
Fancy.  He  gradually  became  one  of  the  moft  correct,  even,  and  exact  poets  that  ever  wrote,  po- 
lifhing  his  pieces  with  a  care  arid  afliduity  that  no  hufmefs  or  avocatron  ever  interrupted  ;  fo  that  if 
he  does  not  frequently  ravifh  and  tranfport  his  reader,  yet  he  does  not  difguft  him  with  unexpected 
inequalities  and  abfurd  improprieties.  Whatever  poetical  enthufiafm  he  actually  poffeffed,  he  with- 
held and  {lifted.  The  perufal  of  him  affects  not  our  minds  with  fuch  ftrong  emotions  as  we  feel 
from  Homer  and  Milton  ;  fo  that  no  man  of  a  true  poetical  fpirit  is  matter  of  himfelf  while  he 
reads  them.  Hence  he  is  a  writer  fit  for  univcrfal  perufal,  adapted  to  all  ages  and  ftations,  for  the 
eld  and  for  the  young,  the  man  of  bufinefs  and  the  fcholar.  He  who  would  think  "  Palamon  and 
Arcite,"  "  The  Temped,"  or  "  Comus,"  childifh  and  romantic,  might  relifh  Pope.  Surely  it  is  no 
narrow  and  niggardly  encomium  to  fay,  that  he  is  the  great  poet  of  reafon,  the  firft  of  ethical  au- 
thors in  verfe. 

Where  then  fhall  we,  with  juftice,  be  authorifcd  to  place  our  admired  Pope  ?  Not  afluredly 
in  the  fame  rank  with  Spenfer,  Shakfpeare,  and  Milton  ;  however  juftly  we  may  applaud  the 
.E&jfc-and  Rapt  of  the  Lock  ;  but,  confidering  the  corredlnefs,  elegance,  and  utility  of  his  works, 
the  weight  of  fentiment,  and  the  knowledge  of  man  they  contain,  we  may  venture  to  affign 
him  a  place  next  to  Milton,  and  juft  above  Dryden.  Yet,  to  bring  our  minds  fteadily  to  make  this 
decifion,  we  muft  forget  for  a  moment  the  divine  "  Mufic  Ode"  of  Dryden,  and  may  perhaps  then 
he  compelled  to  confefs,  that  thoygh  Dryden  be  the  greater  genius,  yet  Pope  is  the  better  artift. 

"  The  preference  here  given  to  Pope  above  other  Modern  Englifh  Poets,  it  muft  be  remember- 
ed, is  founded  on  the  excellencies  of  his  works  in  general,  and  taken  all  together ;  for  there  are 
parts  and  paffagcs  in  other  modern  authors,  in  Young  and  in  Thomfon  for  inftance,  equal  to  any 
of  Pope  j  and  he  has  written  nothing  in  a  flrain  fo  truly  fublime  a*  the  "  Sard  of  Gray." 
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EXTRACT  FROM  DR.  WARBURTON'S  ADVERTISEMENT 

To  tie  Cfiavo  Edition  of  MA.  POPE'J  PVorkst  1751. 


MR.  POPE,  in  his  laft  illnefs,  amufed  himfelf,  a- 
midft  the  care  of  his  higher  concerns,  in  prepar- 
ing a  corrected  and  complete  edition  o'f  his  writ- 
ings; and,  with  his  ufual  delicacy,  was  even  fo- 
licitous  to  prevent  any  ihare  of  the  offence  they 
might  occafion,  from  falling  on  the  friend  whom 
he  had  engaged  to  give  them  to  the  public. 

In  difcharge  of  this  truft,  the  public  has  here  a 
complete  edition  of  his  works,  executed  in  fuch  a 
manrer,  as,  I  am  perfuaded,  would  have  been  to 
his  fatisfaclion. 

But  it  may  be  proper  to  be  a  little  more  parti- 
cular concerning  the  fuperiority  of  this  edition 
above  all  the  preceding ;  fo  far  as  Mr.  Pope  him- 
felf was  concerned.  What  the  editor  hath  done,  the 
reader  muft  collect  for  himfelf. 

The  firft  ^volume,  and  the  original  poems  in  the 
fecond,  are*  here  printed  from  a  copy  c  >rre<Sled 
throughout  by  the  author  himfelf,  even  to  the  ve- 
ry preface  ;  which,  with  feveral  additional  notes  in 
his  own  hand,  he  delivered  to  the  editor  a  little 
before  his  death.  The  Juvenile  Tranfiations,  in  the 
other  part  of  the  fecond  volume,  it  was  never,  his 
intention  to  bring  into  this  edition  of  his  works, 
on  account  of  the  levity  of  fome,  the  freedom  of 
others,  and  the  little  importance  of  any  ;  but  thefe 
being  the  property  of  other  men,  the  editor  had  it 
not  in  his  power  to  follow  the  author's  intention. 

The  third  volume,  all  but  the  Effay  on  Man 
(which,  together  with  the  Effay  on  Oiticifm,  the 
author,  a  little  before  his  death,  had  corrected  and 
publifhed  in  quarto,  as  a  fpccimen  of  his  projected 
edition),  was  printed  by  him  in  his  laft  illnefs(but 
never  publifhed;  in  the  manner  it  is  now  given. 
The  difpofition  of  the  Epiftle  on  the  Characters  of 
,Men  is  quite  altered;  that  on  the  Characters  of 
Women,  much  enlarged ;  and  the  Epiftles  on  Riches 
and  Tafte,  corrected  and  improved.  To  thefe 
advantages  of  the  third  vo'ume,  muft  be  added  a 
great  number  of  fine  Verfes,  taken  from  the  an- 
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thor's  mantffcript  copies  of  thefe  poems,  commu- 
nicated by  him  for  this  purpofe  to  the  editor. 
Thefe,  when  he  firft  puMifhed  the  poems  to  which 
t^y  belong,  he  thought  proper,  for  various  rea- 
fons,  to  omit.  Some  from  the  manufcript  copy  of" 
the  Effay  on  Man,  which  tended  to  difcredir  fate, 
and  to  recommend  the  moral  government  of  God, 
had,  by  the  editor's  advice,  been  reftored  to  their 
places  in  the  laft  edition  of  that  poem.  The  reft, 
together  with  others  of  the  like  fort,  from  his  ma- 
nulcript  -copy  of  the  other  Ethic  Epiftles,  are  here 
inferted  at  the  bottom  of  the  page,  under  the  title 
of  Variations. 

The  fourth  volume  contains  the  Satires,  with 
their  prologue,  the  epiftle  to  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  and 
epilogue,  the  two  poems,  intitled  M  DCC  xxxvm. 
The  prologue  and  epilogue  are  here  given  with  the 
like  advantages  as  the  Ethic  Epiftles  in  the  forego-* 
ing  volume  ;  that  is  to  fay  with  the  variations,  or 
additional  verfes,  from  the  author's  manufcripts. 
The  epilogue  to  the  fatires  is  likewife  enriched 
with  many  and  large  nores,  now  firft  printed  from, 
the  author's  own  manufcript. 

The  fifth  volume  contains  a  corredler  and  com- 
pleter  edition  of  the  Dunciad  than  hath  been  hi- 
therto publifhed  ;  o'f  which,  at  prefent,  I  have  only 
this  farther  to  add,  that  it  was  at  my  requeft  he 
laid  rhe  plan  of  a  fourth  book.  I  often  told  him, 
it  was  a  pity  f<>  fine  a  poem  fhould  remain  difgrac- 
ed  by  the  meannefs  of  its  fubje6t,  the  moft  inlig- 
nificant  of  all  dunces,  bad  rhymers,  and 'malevo- 
lent cavillers;  that  he  ought  to  raifc  and  enoble 
it,  by  pointing  his  fatire  againft  the  moft  pernicious 
of  all,  minute  philofophers  and  freethinkers.  I 
imagined  too,  it  was  for  the  intereft  of  religion,  to 
have  it  known  that  fo  great  a  genius  had  a  due  ab- 
horrence of  thefe  pefts  of  virtue  and  fociety.  He 
came  readily  into  my  opinion;  but,  at  the  fame 
time,  told  me  it  would  create  him  man-,  enemies: 
he  was  not  miftakcn  ;  for  chough  the  terror  of  his 
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DR.    WARBURTON'S     ADVERTISEMENT. 


pen  kept  them  for  fome  time  in  refpedl,  yet  on  his 
death  they  rofe  with  unreftrained  fury,  in  nume- 
rous coffee-houfc  tales,  and  Grub-ftreet  libels.  The 
plan  of  this  admirable  fatire  was  artfully  contrived 
to  Ihew,  that  the  follies  and  defeds  of  a  faftiionable 
education  naturally  led  to,  and  neceflarily  ended 
in,  freethinking ;  with  defign  to  point  out  the  on- 
ly remedy  adequate  to  fo  fatal  an  evil.  It  was  to 
advance  the  fame  ends  of  virtue  and  religion,  that 
the  editor  prevailed  on  him  to  alter  every  thing  in 
his  moral  writings  that  might  be  fufpe&ed  of  hav- 
ing the  leafi.  glance  towards  fate,  or  naturalifm ; 
and  to  add  what  was  proper  to  convince  the  world, 
that  he  was  warmly  on  the  fide  of  moral  govern- 
ment, and  a  revealed  will :  and  it  would  be  injuf- 
tice  to  his  memory,  not  to  declare  that  he  embrac- 
ed thefe  occafions  with  the  moft  unfeigned  plea- 
fure 

The  fixth  volume  confifts  of  Mr.  Pope's  Mif- 
cellaneous  Pieces,  in  verfe  and  profef .  Among  the 
verie  feveral  fine  poems  make  now  their  firft  ap- 
pearance in  his  works  :  and  of  the  profe,  all  that  is 
good,  and  nothing  but  what  is  exquifitely  fo,  will 
be  found  in  this  edition. 

f  The  profe  is  not  within  the  plan  of  tliis  edition. 
I 


The  feventh,  eighth,  and  ninth  volumes,  conf  ft 
entirely  of  his  Letters ;  the  more  valuable,  as  they 
are  the  only  true  models  which  we,  or  perhaps  any 
of  our  neighbours  have,  of  familiar  epiftles.  This 
collection  is  now  made  more  complete  by  the  ad- 
dition of  feveral  new  pieces.  Yet  excepting  a  fhort 
explanatory  letter  to  Col.  M.  and  the  letters  to  Mr. 
A.  and  Mr.  W.  (the  latter  of  which  are  given  to 
(hew  the  editor's  inducements,  and  the  engage- 
ments he  was  under,  to  intend  the  care  of  this  edi- 
tion), excepting  thefe,  I  fay,  the  reft  are  all  pub- 
lifhed  from  the  author's  own  printed,  though  not 
publifhed,  copies,  delivered  to  the  editor. 

On  the  whole,  the  advantages  of  this  edition, 
above  the  preceding,  are  thefe  :  That  it  is  the  firft 
complete  collection  which  has  ever  been  made  of 
his  original  writings;  that  all  his  principal  poems, 
of  early  or  later  date,  are  here  given  to  the  public 
with  his  laft  corrections  and  improvements ;  that 
a  great  number  of  his  verfes  are  here  firft  printed 
from  the  manufcript  copies  of  his  principal  poems 
of  later  date  ;  that  many  new  notes  of  the  author"« 
are  here  added  to  his  poems ;  and,  laftly,  that  fe- 
veral pieces,  both  in  profe  and  verfe,  make  no's* 
their  firfl  appearance  before  the  public. 


RECOMMEND ATORT  POEMS. 


TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON   HI3  PASTORALS. 

IN  thofe  more  dull,  as  more  cenforiousdays, 
When  few  dare  give,  and  fewer  merit  praife, 
A  mufe  fmcere,  that  never  flattery  knew, 
Pays  what  to  friendfhip  and  defert  is  due. 
Young,  yet  judicious  ;  in  your  verfe  are  found, 
Art  ftrengthening  nature,  fenfe  improv'd  by  found. 
Unlike  thole  wits,  whole  numbers  glide  along 
So  fmooth,  no  thought  e'er  interrupts  the  fong: 
Laborioufly  enervate  they  appear, 
And  write  not  to  the  head,  but  to  the  ear  : 
Our  minds  unmov'd  and  unconccrn'd  they  lull, 
Arid  are  at  beft  moft  mufically  dull  : 
So  purling  dreams  with  even  murmurs  creep, 
And  hufb.  the  heavy  hearers  into  fleep. 
As  fmootheft  fpeech  is  mofl  deceitful  found, 
The  fmootheft  numbers  oft  are  empty  found. 
But  wit  and  judgment  join  at  once  in  you, 
Sprightly  as  youth,  as  age  confummate  too  : 
Your  ftrains  are  regularly  bold,  and  pleafe          ") 
With  uniorc'd  care,  and  unaffected  cafe,  C 

With  proper  thoughts,  and  lively  images;  j 

Such  as  by  nature  to  the  ancients  fhewn, 
Fancy  improves,  and  judgment  makes  your  own  : 
For  great  men's  fafhions  to  be  follovv'd  are, 
Although  disgraceful  'tis  their  clothes  to  wear. 
Some,  in  a  polifh'd  ftyle,  write  paftoral : 
Arcadia  fpeaks  the  language  of  the  Mall. 
Like  foms  fair  fhepherdefs,  the  Sylvan  mufe 
Should  wear  thofe  flowers  her  native  fields  pro- 
dace  ; 

And  the  true  meafure  of  the  fhcpherd's  wit 
Should,  like  his  garb,  be  for  the  country  fit  : 
Yet  muft  his  pure  and  unaffecled  thought     . 
More  nicely  than  the  common  fwain's  be  wrought ; 
So,  with  becoming  art,  the  players  drefs 
In  filks  the  fhepherd,  and  the  fhepherdefs  ; 
Yet  ftill  unchang'd  the  form  and  mode  remain, 
Shap'd  like  the  homely  ruffet  of  the  fwain. 
Your  rural  mufe  appears  to  juftify 
The  long- loft  graces  of  fimplicity  : 
So  rural  beauties  captivate  our  fenfe 
With  virgin  charms,  and  native  excellence  : 
Yet  long  her  modefty  thofe  charms  conceal'd, 
Till  by  men's  envy  to  the  woiU  reveal'd  j 


For  wits  induftrious  to  their  trouble  feem, 
And  needs  will  envy  what  they  muft  efteem. 

Live,  and  enjoy  their  fpite  !  nor  mourn  that  fate, 
Which  would,  if  Virgil  liv'd,  on  Virgil  wait ; 
Whofe  mufe  did  once,  like  thine,  in  plains  delight  ; 
Thine  fhall,  like  his,  foon  take  a  higher  flight : 
So  larks,  which  firlt  from  lowly  fields  arife, 
Mount  by  degrees,  and  reach  at  laft  the  fkie?. 

W.  WYCHERLEY. 


TO  MR.  POP.P7 

ON    HI3    WINDSOR-FOREST. 

HAIL  !  facred  bard !  a  mufe  unknown  before 
Salutes  thee  from  the  bleak  Atlantic  more. 
To  our  dark  world  thy  fhining  page  is  fhewn, 
And  Windfor's  gay  retreat  becomes  our  own. 
The  eaftern  pomp  had  juft  befpoke  our  care, 
And  India  pour'd  her  gaudy  treafures  here  : 
A  various  fpoil  adorn'd  our  naked  land, 
The  pride  of  Perfia  glitter'd  on  our  ftrand, 
And  China's  earth  was  cafb  on  common  fand  : 
Tofs'd  up  and  down  the  gloffy  fragments  lay, 
And  dreis'd  the  rocky  fhelves,  and  pav'd  the  paint- 
ed bay. 

Thy  treafures  next  arriv'd  :  and  now  we  boaft 
A  nobler  cargo  on  our  barren  coaft : 
From  thy  luxuriant  foreft  we  receive 
More  lafting  glories  than  the  eaft  can  give. 

Where'er  we  dip  in  thy  delightful  page, 
What  pompous  fcenes  our  bufy  thoughts  engage-! 
The  pompous  fcenes  in  ail  their  pride  appear, 
Frefh  in  the  page,  as  in  the  grove  they  Were  : 
Nor  half  fo  true  the  fair  Lodona  fhews 
The  fylvan  ftate  that  on  her  border  grows, 
While  fne  the  wond'ring  fhepherd  entertains 
With  a  new  Windfor  in  her  watery  plains ; 
The  jufter  lays  the  lucid  wave  furpafs, 
The  living  fcene  is  in  the  mufe's  glafs. 
Nor  fweeter  notes  the  echoing  forefts  cheer, 
When  Philomela  fits  and  warbles  there, 
Than  when  you  ling  the  greens  and  opening  glades, 
And  give  us  harmony  as  well  as  fhades  : 
A  Titian's  hand  might  draw  the  grove;  but  you 
Can  paint  the  grove,  and  add  the  mufic  too. 


RECOMMENDATORY    POEMS. 


With  vaft  variety  thy  pages  fliine ; 
A  new  creation  ftarts  in  every  line. 
Jiow  fudden  trees  rife  to  the  reader's  fight, 
And  make  a  doubtful  fcene  of  {hade  and  light, 
And  give  at  once  the  day,  at  once  the  night ! 
And  here  again  what  fweet  confufion  reigns, 
In  dreary  deferts  tnix'd  with  painted  plains  ! 
And  fee  !  the  deferts  caft  a  pleafing  gloom, 
And  fhnibby  heaths  rejoice  in  purple  bloom  ; 
Whilft  fruitful  crops  rife  by  their  barren  fide, 
And  bearded  groves  difplay  their  annual  pride. 

Happy  the  man,  who  firings  his  tuneful  lyre 
Where  woods,  and  brooks,  and  breathing  fields 

infpire  ! 

Thrice  happy  you  !  and  worthy  beft  to  dwell 
Amidft  the  rural  joys  you  fing  fo  well. 
1  in  a  cold,  and  in  a  barren  clime, 
Cold  as  my  thought,  and  barren  to  my  rhyme, 
Here  on  the  wtflern  beach  attempt  to  chime, 
O  joylefs  flood  1  O  rough  tempeftuous  main  ! 
Bordcr'd  with  weeds,  and  folitudes  obfcene  ! 

Snatch  me,  ye  gods  1  from  thefe  Atlantic  fhores, 
And  fhelter  me  in  VVindfor's  fragrant  bowers ; 
Or  to  my  much-lov'd  Ifis*  walk  convey, 
And  on  her  flowery  banks  for  ever  lay. 
Thence  let  me  view  the  venerable  fcene, 
The  awful  dome,  the  groves  eternal  green, 
Where  facred  Hough  long  found  his  fam'd  retreat, 
And  brought  the  mufes  to  the  fylvan  feat; 
Reform'd  the  wits,  unlock'd  the  clafllc  ftore, 
And  made  that  mufic  which  was  noife  before. 
There,  with  iiluftrious  bards,  I  fpent  my  days, 
Not  free  from  cenfure,  nor  unkno  v!i  to  praife : 
Enjoy'd  the  blefllngs  that  his  reign  beftow'd, 
Nor  envy'd  Winclfor  in  the  foft  abode. 
The  golden  minutes  fmoothly  danc'd  away, 
And  tuneful  bards  beguii'd  the  tedious'day  : 
They  fung,  nor  fung  in  vain,  with  numbers  fir'd, 
ThatMaro  taught,  or  Addifon  infpir'd. 
Ev'n  I  eflay'd  to  touch  the  trembling  firing  : 
Who  could  hear  them,  and  not  attempt  to  fing  ? 
Rous'd  from  thefe  dreams  by  thy  commanding 

ftrain, 

I  rife  and  wander  through  the  field  or  plain ; 
Led  by  thy  mufe,  from  fport  to  fport  I  run, 
Mark  the  f  tretch'd  Jine,  or  hear  the  thundering  gun. 
AK  '  how  I  melt  with  pity,  when  I  fpy 


Ah 


On  the  cold  earth  the  fluttering  pheaiant  lie  ! 
His  gaudy  robes  in  dazzling  lines  appear, 
And  every  feather  {nines  and  varies  there. 

Nor  can  I  pafs  the  generous  courier  by  ;  •) 

But  while  the  prancing  fteed  allures  my  eye,     V 
He  ftarts,  he's  gone  !  and  now  I  fee  him  fly       j 
Wer  hills  and  dales  ;  and  now  I  lofe  the  courfe, 
Nor  cafl  the  rapid  fight  purfue  the  flying  horfe. 
Oh,  could  thy  Virgil  from  his  orb  look  down, 
He'd  view  a  courier  that  might  match  his  own  ! 
Fir'd  with  the  fport,  and  eager  for  the  chace, 
JLodona's  murmurs  ftop  me  in  the  race. 
Who  can  refufe  Lodona's  melting  tale  ? 
The  foft  complaint  ftiali  over  time  prevail ; 
The  tale  be  told  when  fhades  forfake  her  fhore, 
The  nymph  be  fang  when  fhe  can  flow  no  more. 

Nor  fhall  the  fong,  old  Thames:  forbear  to  ihine, 
At  once  the  fubjedt  and  the  fci>g  divine. 


Peace,  fung  by  thee,  fliall  pleafe  ev'n  Britons  i 
Than  all  their  fliouts  for  victory  before. 
Oh  !  could  Britannia  imitate  thy  ftream, 
The  world  fliould  tremble  at  her  awful  name  ; 
From  various  fprings  divided  waters  glide, 
In  different  colours  roll  a  different  ride, 
Murmur  along  their  crooked  banks  a  while, 
At  once  they  murmur  and  enrich  the  ifle ; 
A  while  diftinA  through  many  channels  run, 
But  meet  at  laft,  and  fweetly  flow  in  one ; 
There  joy  to  lofe  their  long-diftingaifh'd  names, 
And  make  one  glorious  and  immortal  Thames. 

FR.  KNAP. 


TO  MR.  POPE, 

$y  the  Right  Honourable 
ANNE  COUNTESS  OF  WINCHELSEA. 

THE  mufe,  of  every  heavenly  gift  allow'd 
To  be  the  chief,  is  public,  though  not  proud. 
Widely  extenfive  is  the  poet's  aim, 
And  in  each  verfe  he  draws  a  bill  on  fame. 
For  none  have  wit  (whatever  they  pretend) 
Singly  to  raife  a  patron  or  a  friend  ; 
But  whatfoe'er  the  theme  or  object  be, 
Some  commendations  to  thcmfelves  forefec. 
Then  let  us  find,  in  your  foregoing  page, 
The  celebrating  poems  of  the  age; 
Nor  by  injurious  fcruples  think  it  fit, 
To  hide  their  judgments  who  applaud  your  wit : 
But  let  their  pens  to  yours  the  heralds  prove, 
Who  ftrive  for  you,  a>  Greece  for  Homer  ftrove  ; 
Whilft  he  who  beft  your  poetry  afierts, 
Aflerts  his  own,  by  fympathy  of  parts. 
Me  panegyric  verfe  does  not  infpire, 
Who  never  well  can  praife  what  I  admire, 
Nor  in  thofe  lofty  trials  dare  appear, 
But  gently  drop  this  counfel  in  your  ear : 
Go  on,  to  gain  applaufes  by  defert ; 
Inform  the  head,  whilft  you  difTolvc  the  heart; 
Inflame  the  foldier  with  harmonious  rage, 
Elate  the  young,  and  gravely  warm  the  fage : 
Allure,  with  tender  verfe,  the  female  race ; 
And  give  their  darling  paffion,  courtly  grace  : 
Defcribe  the  forcft  ftill  in  rural  ftrains, 
With  vernal  fweets  frefh-breathing  from  the  plains : 
Your  tales  &  eafy,  natural,  and  gay, 
Nor  all  the  poet  in  that  part  difplay ; 
Nor  let  the  critic  there  his  fkill'unfold, 
For  Boccace  thus  and  Chaucer  tales  have  told  : 
Soothe,  as  you  only  can,  each  different  tafte, 
And  for  the  future  charm  us  in  the  pad. 
Then,  fliould  the  verfe  of  every  artful  hand 
Before  your  numbers  eminently  ftand ; 
[n  you  no  vanity  could  thence  be  fhewn, 
Unlefs,  fince  fhort  in  beauty  of  your  own, 
Some  envious  fcribbler  might  in  fpite  declare, 
That  for  comparifon  you  plac'd  them  there. 
But  envy  could  not  againft  you  fucceed  : 
Tis  not  from  friends  that  write,  or  foea  that  read; 
Cenfure  or  praife  mull  from  ourfelves  proceed, 
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TO  MR.  POPE, 

JlY  MISS  JUD.  COWPER,  AFTERWARDS  MRS.  MADAM. 

O  POPE  !  by  what  commanding  wondrous  art 
Doft  thou  each  paffion  to  each  bread  impart  ? 
Our  beating  hearts  with  fprightly  meafures  move, 
Or  melt  us  with  a  tale  of  haplefs  love  ! 
Th'  elated  mind's  impetuous  ftarts  control, 
Or  gently  footh  to  peace  the  troubled  foul ! 
Graces  till  now  that  fmgly  met  our  viewj 
And  fmgly  charm'd,  unite  at  once  in  you  : 
A  ftyle  polite,  from  affectation  free, 
Virgil's  correctness,  Homer's  majefty  ! 
Soft  WallerZs  eafe,\vith  Milton's  vigour  wrought, 
And  Spenfer'sbold  luxuriancy  of  thought. 
In  each  bright  page,  ftrength,  beauty,  genius  fhine, 
While  nervous  judgment  guides  each  flow  ing  line. 
No  borrow'd  tinfei  glitters  o'er  thefe  lays, 
And  to  the  mind  a  falfe  delight  conveys  : 
Throughout  the  whole  with  blended  power  is  found, 
The  weight  of  fenfe,  and  elegance  of  found  : 
A  lavifh  fancy,  wit,  and  force,  and  fire, 
Graces  each  motion  of  th'  immortal  lyre. 
The  matchlefs  ftrains  our  ravim'd  fenfes  charm  : 
How  great  the  thought !  the  images  how  warm  ! 
How  beautifully  juft  the  turns  appear  1 
The  language  how  majeftically  clear! 
With  energy  divine  each  period  fwclls, 
And  all  the  bard  th'  infpiring  God  reveals. 
Loft  in  delights,  my  dazzled  eyes  I  turn, 
Where  Thames  leans  hoary  o'er  his  ample  urn  ; 
Where  his  rich  waves  fair  Windfor's  towers  fur- 
round, 

And  bounteous  rufh  amid  poetic  ground. 
O  Windfor  !  facred  to  thy  blifsful  feats, 
Thy  fylvan  fhades,  the  mufes'  lov'd  retreats  ; 
Thy  rifing  hills,  low  vales,  and  waving  woods, 
Thy  funny  glades,  and  celebrated  floods  ! 
But  chief  Lodona's  filver  tides,  that  flow 
Cold  and  unfullied  as  the  mountain  fnow  ; 
Whofe  virgin  name  no  time  nor  change  can  hide, 
Though  ev'n  her  fpotlefs  waves  fhould  ceafe  to 

glide : 

In  mighty  Pope's  immortalizing  ftrains, 
Still  {hall  fhe  grace  and  range  the  verdant  plains  ; 
By  him  feledted  for  the  mufes'  theme,       [ftream. 
Still  fhine  a  blooming  maid,  and  roll  a  limpid 

Go  on,  and,  with  thy  rare  refiftlefs  art, 
Rule  each  emotion  of  the  various  heart ; 
The  fpring  and  teft  of  verfe  unrival'd  reign, 
And  the  full  honours  of  thy  youth  maintain  ; 
Soothe,  with  thy  wonted  eafe  and  power  divine, 
Our  fouls,  and  our  degenerate  taftes  refine ; 
In  judgment  o'er  our  favourite  follies  fit, 
And  foften  Wifdom's  harfh  reproofs  to  wit. 

Now  war  and  arms  thy  mighty  aid  demand, 
And  Homer  wakes  beneath  thy  powerful  hand  J 
His  vigour,  genuine  heat,  and  manly  force, , 
In  thee  rife  worthy  of  their  facred  fource  ; 
His  fpirit  heighten'd,  yet  his  fenfe  entire, 
As  gold  runs  purer  from  the  trying  fire. 
O,  for  a  mufe  like  thine,  while  I  rehearfe 
Th'  immortal  beawti.es  of  thy  various  verfe  ! 


Now  light  as  air  th'  enlivening  numbers  move, 
Soft  as  the  downy  plumes  of  fabled  love, 
Gay  as  the  ftreaks  that  (lain  the  gaudy  bow, 
Smooth  as  Meander's  cryftal  mirrors  ilow. 

But,  when  Achilles,  panting  for  the  war, 
Joins  the  fleet  courfers  to  the  whirling  car  ; 
When  the  warm  hero,  with  celeftial  might, 
Augments  the  terror  of  the  raging  fight, 
From  his  fierce  eyes  refulgent  lightnings  ftream 
(As  Sol  emerging  darts  a  golden  gleam); 
In  rough  hoarfe  verfe  we  fee  th'  embattled  foes  j 
In  each  loud  ftrain  the  fiery  onfet  glows; 
With  ftrength  redoubled  here  Achilles  fhines, 
And  all  the  battle  thunders  in  thy  lines. 

So  the  bright  magic  of  the  painter's  hand 
Can  cities,  ftreams,  tall  towers,  and  far-ftretch'd 

plains,  command; 
Here  fpreadmg  woods  embrown   the  beauteous 

fcene, 

There  the  wide  landfcape  fmileswith  livelier  green  j 
The  floating  glafs  rdlecSts  the  diftant  fky, 
And  o'er  the  whole  the  glancing  fun-beams  fly ; 
Buds  open,  and  difclofe  the  inmoft  {hade  ; 
The  npen'd  harveft  crowns  the  level  glade. 
But  when  the  artift  does  a  work  defign, 
Where  bolder  rage  informs  eAch  breathing  line  j 
When  the  ftretch'd  cloth  a  rougher  ftroke  receives^ 
And  Csefar  awful  in  the  canvas  lives; 
When  art  like  hvifh  nature's  felf  fupplies, 
Grace  to  the  limbs,  and  fpirit  to  the  eyes ; 
When  ev'n  the  paflions  of  the  mind  are  feen, 
And  the  foul  fpeaks  in  the  exalted  mien ; 
When  all  is  jtift,  and  regular,  and  great, 
We  own  the  mighty  Mafter's  (kill,  as  boundiefs  as 
complete. 


LORD  MIDDLESEX  TO  MR.  POPE, 

On  rtading  Mr.  Addlfons  Account  of  tic  Englijb  Peels* 

If  all  who  e'er  invok'd  the  tuneful  Nine, 
In  Addifon's  majeftic  numbers  ihine, 
Why  then  fhould  Pope,  ye  bards,  ye  critics,  tell, 
Remain  unfung,  who  fihgs  himfelf  fo  well  ? 
Hear  then,  great  bard,  who  can  alike  irifpire 
With  Waller's  fofinefs,  or  with  Milton's  fire; 
Whilft  I,  themeaneft  of  the  mufes  throng, 
To  thy  juft  praiies  tune  th'  adventurous  fong. 

How  am  1  fili'd  with  rapture  and  delight, 
When  gods  and  mortals,  mix'd,  fuftain  the  fight ! 
Like  Milton  then,  though  in  more  polifh'd  ftrains, 
Thy  chariots  rattle  o'er  the  fmoking  plains. 
What  though  archangel  'gainft  archangel  arms, 
And  higheft  Heaven  refounds  with  dire  alarms  '.' 
Doth  not  the  reader  with  like  dread  fufvey 
The  wounded  gods  repuls'd  with  foul  difmay  ?  ' 

But  when  fome  fair  one  guides  your  fofter  verfe, 
Her  charms,  her  godlike  features,  to  rehearfe  ; 
See  how  her  eyes  with  quicker  lightnings  arm, 
And  Waller's  thoughts  in  fmoother  numbers  charm! 

When  fools  provoke,  and  dunces  urge  thy  rage4 
Fleeknoe  improv'd  bites  keener  in  each  page. 
Give  o'er,  great  bard,  your  fruitlefs  toil  give  o'er, 
For  ftill  king  Tibbald  fcribbles  as  bef«r« j 
A  iij 
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Poor  Shakfpcare  fuffers  by  his  pen  each  day, 
While  Grub-drect  alleys  own  his  lawful  fway. 

Now  turn,  my  mufe,  thy  quick,  poetic  eyes, 
And  view  gay  fcenes  and  opening  profpects  rife. 
Hark  !  how  his  ruftic  numbers  charm  around, 
While  groves  to  groves,  and  hills  to  hills  refuund 
The  liftening  beads  ftand  fearlefs  as  he  fings, 
And  birds  attentive  clofe  their  ufelefs  wings. 
The  fwains  and  fatyrs  trip  it  o'er  the  phin, 
And  think  old  Spenfer  is  reviv'd  again. 
But  when  once  more  the  godlike  man  begun 
In  words  fmooth  flowing  from  his  tuneful  tongue 
Pvavifh'd  they  gaze,  and  druck  with  wonder  fay, 
Sure  .Spenfer's  felf  ne'er  fung  fo  fweet  a  lay  : 
Sure  once  again  Eliza  glads  the  ifle, 
That  the  kind  mufes  thus  propitious  fir.ile — 
Why  gaze  ye  thus?  Why  all  this  wonder,  fwains? — 
5  Tis  Pope  that  fings,  and  Carolina  reigns. 

But  hold,mymufe  !  whofe  awkward  verfebetrays 

Thy  want  of  (kill,  nor  fnews  the  poet's  praife  ; 

Ceafe  then,  and  leave  fome  fitter  bard  to  tell 

How  Pope  in  every  drain  can  write,  in  every 

drain  excel. 


TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON  THE  PUBLISHING   HIS  WORKS. 

HE  comes,  he  comes !  bid  every  bard  prepare 
The  fong  of  triumph,  and  attend  his  car. 
Great  Sheffield's  mufe  the  long  procefiion  heads, 
And  throws  a  ludre  o'er  the  pomp  ihe  leads; 
Fird  gives  the  palm  die  fir'd  him  to  obtain, 
Crowns  his  gay  brow,  and  fhews  him  how  to  reign. 
Thus  young  Alcides,  by  old  Chiron  taught, 
Was  form'd  for  all  the  miracles  he  wrought : 
Thus  Chiron  did  the  youth  he  taught  applaud, 
Pleas'd  to  behold  the  earned  of  a  God. 

But  hark !  what  diouts,  what  gathering  crowds 

rejoice  ! 

Undain'd  their  praife  by  any  venial  voice, 
Such  as  th'  ambitious  vainly  think  their  due, 
When  proditutes,  or  needy  flatterers  fue. 
And  fee  the  chief !  before  him  laurels  borne  ; 
Trophies  from  undeferving  temples  torn  : 
Here  Rage  enchain'd  reluctant  raves;  and  there 
Pale  Envy  dumb,  and  fick'ning  with  defpair, 
Prone  to  the  earth  die  bends  her  lothmg  eye, 
Weak  to  fupport  the  blaze  of  majedy. 

Bur  what  are  they  that  turn  the  facred  page  ? 
Three  lovely  virgins,  and  of  equal  age; 
Intent  they  read,  and  all  enamour'd  leem, 
As  he  that  met  his  likenefs  in  the  dream  : 
The  Graces  thefe  ;  and  fee  how  they  contend, 
Who  mod  diall  praife,  who  bed  fhall  recommend. 

The  chariot  now  the  painful  deep  afcends, 
The  Paeans  ceafe^  thy  glorious  labour  ends. 
Here  fix'd,  the  bright  eternal  temple  dands, 
Its  profpect  an  unbounded  view  commands : 
Say,   wondrous  youth,   what   column  wilt  thou 

choofe, 

What  laurel'd  arch  for  thy  triumphant  mufe? 
Though  each  great  ancient  court  thee  tohisdmne, 
Though  ev^ry  laurel  through  the  dome  be  thine, 


(From  the  proud  epic,  down  to  thofe  that 
The  gentler  brow  of  the  foft  Lefljian  maid ) 
Go  to  the  good  and  jud,  an  awfui  train, 
Thy  foul's  delight,  and  glory  of  the  fane  : 
While  through  the  earth  thy  dear  rcmcmbra 

ilies, 
"  Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  ikies." 


• 

ranee 


SIMON  HARCOURT. 


TO  MR.  POPE, 

B-Y  MR.  HARTE. 

To  move  the  fprings  of  nature  as  we  pleafe ; 
To  think  with  fpirit,  but  to  write  with  eafe  ; 
With  living  words  to  warm  the  confcious  he: 
Or  pleafe  the  foul  with  nicer  charms  of  art ; 
For  this  the  Grecian  foar'd  in  epic  drains, 
And  fofter  Maro  left  the  Mantuan  plains  : 
Melodious  Spenfer  felt  the  lover's  fire, 
And  awful  Milton  drungjiis  heavenly  lyre. 

'  Tis  yours,  like  thefe,  with  curious  toil  to  trace 
The  powers  of  language,  harmony,  and  grace ; 
How  Nature's  felf  with  living  luftre  (nines, 
How  judgment  drengthens,  and  how  art  refines ; 
How  to  grow  bold  with  confdous  fenfe  of  fame, 
And  force  a  pleafure  which  we  dare  not  blame  ; 
To  charm  us  more  through  negligence  than  painr, 
And  give  ev'n  life  and  action  to  the  drains: 
Led  by  fome  law,  whofe  powerful  impulfe  guides 
Each  happy  flroke,  and  in  the  foul  prefides  ; 
Some  fairer  image  of  perfection  given 
T'  infpire  mankind,  icfelf  deriv'd  from  heaven. 

O  ever  worthy,  ever  crown'd  with  praife, 
Blcft  in  thy  life,  and  bleft  in  all  thy  lays  ! 
Add  that  the  Sifters  every  thought  refine, 
Or  ev'n  thy  life  be  fauklefs  as  thy  line ; 
Ytt  Envy  dill  with  fiercer  rage  purfues, 
Obfcures  the  virtue,  and  defames  the  mufe. 
A  foul  like  thine,  in  pains,  in  grief  refign'd. 
Views  with  vain  fcorn  the  malice  of  mankind  : 
Not  critics,  but  their  planets,  prove  unjuft; 
And  arc  they  blam'd  who  fin  becaufe  they  rauft  ? 

Yet  lure  not  fo  muft  all  perufe  thy  hys  : 
I  cannot  rival — and  yet  dare  to  praife. 
A  thoufand  charms  at  once  my  thoughts  engage  ; 
Sappho's  foft  fwcetnefs,  Pindar's  warmer  rage, 
Statius'  free  vigour,  Virgil's  ftudiom  care, 
And  Homer's  force,  and  Ovid's  eafier  air. 

So  feems  fome  picture,  where  exact  defign, 
And curiouspains, and  drcngth, and fweetnefs  join; 
Where  the  free  thought  its  pleafing  grace  beftow*, 
And  each  warm  ftroke  with  living  colour  glows; 
Soft  without  weaknefs,  without  labour  fair, 
Wrought  up  at  once  with  happinefs  and  care  ! 

How  bled  the  man  that  from  the  world  removes, 
To  joys  that  Merdaunt*,  or  his  Pope,  approves  ; 
Whofe  tafte  exact  each  author  can  explore, 
And  live  the  prefent  and  paft  ages  o'er ; 
Who,  free  from  pride,  from  penitence,  or 
Moves  calmly  forward  to  the  verge  of  life  : 

*  Etrl  of  Peterborough. 


RECOMMENDATORY   POEMS, 


Such  be  my  day?,  and  fuch  my  fortunes  be, 
To  live  by  reafon,  and  to  write  by  thee  ! 

Nor  deem  this  verfe,  though  humble,  a  difgrace  : 
All  are  not  born  the  glory  of  their  race  : 
Yet  all  are  born  t'  adore  the  greac  man's  name, 
And  trace  his  footfteps  in  the  paths  to  fame. 
The  mufe,  who  now  this  early  homage  pays, 
Firft  learn'd  from  thee  to  animate  her  lays  : 
A  mufe  as  yet  unhonour'd,  but  unftain'd, 
Who  prais'd  no  vices,  no  preferment  gain'd; 
Unbiais'd  or  to  cenfure  or  commend, 
Who  knows  no  envy,  and  who  grieves  no  friend ; 
Perhaps  too  fond  to  make  thofe  virtues  known, 
And  fix  her  fame  immortal  on  thy  own. 


THE  TRIUMVIRATE  OF  POETS, 


BY   MRS.  TOLLET. 


BRITAIN  with  Greece  and  Rome  contended  long 

For  lofty  genius  and  poetic  long, 

Till  this  Auguflan  age  with  Three  was  bleft, 

To  fix  the  prize,  and  finilh  the  conteft. 

In  Addifon,  immortal  Virgil  reigns ; 

So  pure  his  numbers,  fo  refin'd  his  ftrains  : 

Of  nature  full,  with  more  impetuous  heat, 

In  Prior  Horace  fhines,  fublimely  great. 

Thy  country,  Homer !  we  difpute  no  more, 

For  Pope  has  fix'd  it  to  his  native  fhorc. 

A  iiij 


PREFACE. 


I  AM  inclined  to  think,  that  both  the  writers  of 
books  and  the  readers  of  them,  are  generally  not  a 
little  unreafonable  in  their  expectations.  The  firft 
fcem.to  fancy  that  the  world  muft  approve  of 
•whatever  they  produce,  and  the  latter  to  imagine 
that  authors  are  obliged  to  pleafe  them  at  any  rate. 
Methinks,  as,  on  the  one  hand,  no  (ingle  man  is 
born  with  a  right  of  controuling  the  opinions  of 
all  the  reft ;  fo,  on  the  other,  the  world  has  no 
title  to  demand,  that  the  whole  care  and  time  ef 
any  particular  perfon  fhould  be  facrificed  to  its 
entertainment.  Therefere,  I  cannot  but  believe 
that  writers  and  readers  are  under  equal  obliga- 
tions, for  a?  much  fame,  or  pleafure,  as  each  af- 
fords the  other. 

Every  one  acknowledges,  it  would  be  a  wild 
notion  to  expect  perfection  in  any  work  of  man  : 
and  yet  one  would  think  the  contrary  was  taken 
for  granted,  by  the  judgment  commonly  pafied 
upon  poems.  A  critic  luppofes  he  has  done  his 
part,  if  he  proves  a  writer  to  have  failed  in  an 
exprt  fiion,  or  erred  in  any  particular  point  :  and 
can  it  then  be  wondered  at,  if  the  Poets,  in  ge- 
neral, feem  refolved  not  to  own  themfclves  in  any 
error  ?  For,  as  long  as  one  fide  will  make  no  al- 
lowances, the  other  will  be  brought  to  no  acknow- 
ledgments*. 

I  am  afraid  this  extreme  zeal  on  both  fides  is  ill- 
placed  ;  Poetry  and  Criticifm  being  by  no  means 
the  univerfal  concern  of  the  world,  but  only  the 
affair  of  idle  men  who  write  in  their  clofets,  and 
cf  idle  men  who  read  there. 

Yet  fure,upon  the  whole,  a  bad  author  deferves 
better  ufage  than  a  had  critic  :  for  a  writer's  en- 
deavour, for  the  moft  part,  is  to  pleafe  his  readers, 
and  he  fails  merely  through  the  misfortune  of  an 
ill  judgment;  but  fuch  a  critic's  is  to  put  them 
out  of  humour  ;  a  defign  he  could  never  go  upon 
without  both  that  and  an  ill  temper. 

*  In  ike  former  editions  it  tuas  thus  ••  <{  For  as 
*'  long  as  one  fide  defptfes  a  ivell-mcant  endeavour,  the 
"  nther  iv iU  not  be  fatisfied  •with  a  moderate  apfroba- 
*'  //<?«." — i'lit  ths  Authvr  altered  it,  as  thefe  ivords 
•were  rather  a  cwfcqucnce  from  the  conclufion  be  would 
dra-jv%  iban  tat  conclujlon  ilfclf^bicb  hebustou' iffcried. 


I  think  a  good  deal  may  be  faid  to  extenuate 
the  fault  of  bad  Poets.  What  we  call  a  Genius, 
is  hard  to  be  diftinguiihed,  by  a  man  himfelf,  from 
a  ftrong  inclination  :  and  if  his  genius  be  ever  fo 
great,  he  cannot  at  firft  difcover  it  any  other  way, 
than  by  giving  way  to  that  prevalent  propenfitf 
which  renders  him  the  more  liable  to  be  miftaken. 
The  only  method  he  has,  is  to  make  the  experiment 
by  writing,  and  appealing  to  the  judgment  of 
others  :  now,  if  he  happens  to  write  ill  (  which  is 
certainly  no  fin  in  itfelf),  he  is  immediately  made 
an  object  of  ridicule.  I  wifli  we  had  the  huma- 
nity to  reflect,  that  even  theworft  authors  might, 
in  their  endeavour  to  pleafe  us,  deferve  fomething 
at  our  hands.  We  have  no  caufc  to  quarrel  with 
them  but  for  their  obftinacy  in  perfifting  to  write; 
and  this  too  may  admit  of  alleviating  circum- 
ftances.  Their  particular  friends  may  be  either 
ignorant  or  infincere ;  and  the  reft  of  the  world 
in  general  is  too  well  bred  to  fhock  them  with  a 
truth,  which  generally  their  bookfellers  are  the 
firft  that  inform  them  of.  This  happens  not  till 
they  have  fpent  too  much  rf  their  time,  to  apply 
to  any  profeffion  which  might  better  fit  their  ta- 
lents ;  and  till  fuch  talents  as  they  have  are  fo  far 
difcredited  as  to  be  but  of  fmall  fervice  to  them. 
For  (what  is  the  hardeft  cafe  imaginable)  the  re- 
putation of  a  man  generally  depends  upon  the  firft 
fteps  he  makes  in  the  world;  and  people  will 
eftablifh  their  opinion  of  ns.  from  what  we  do  at 
that  feafon,  when  we  have  leaft  judgment  to  di- 
rect us. 

On  the  other  hand,  a  good  poet  no  fooner  com- 
municates his  works  with  the  fame  dcfire  of  in- 
formation, but  it  is  imagined  he  is  a  vain  young 
creature  given  up  to  the  ambition  of  fame  ;  when 
perhaps  the  poor  man  is  all  the  while  trembling 
with  the  fear  of  being  ridiculous.  If  he  is  made 
to  hope  he  may  pleafe  the  world,  Ke  falls  under 
very  unlucky  circumftances :  for,  from  the  mo- 
ment he  prints,  he  muft  expe<ft  to  hear  no  more 
truth,  than  if  he  were  a  prince,  or  a  beauty  If 
he  has  not  very  good  fenfe  (and  indeed  there  are 
twenty  men  of  wit  for  one  man  of  fenfe  .,  his  li- 
ving thus  in  a  courfe  of  flattery  may  put  him  in 
no  imall  danger  of  becoming  a  coxcomb ;  if  he 
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lias,  Ihe  will  confcquently  have  fo  much  diffidence 
as  not  to  reap  any  great  fatisfaction  from  his 
praife ;  fmce,  if  it  be  given  to  his  face,  it  can 
fcarce  be  diftinguifhed  from  flattery,  and  if  in  his 
abfence,  it  is  hard  to  be  certain  of  it.  Were  he 
fure  to  be  commended  by  the  beft  and  moft  know- 
ing, he  is  as  furc  of  being  envied  by  the  worft  and 
moft  ignorant,  which  are  the  majority ;  for  it  is 
with  a  fine  genius,  as  with  a  fine  fafhion,  all  thofe 
are  difpleafed  at  it  who  are  not  able  to  follow  it  : 
and  it  is  to  be  feared  that  efteem  will  feldom  do 
any  man  fo  much  good,  as  ill  will  does  him  harm 
Then  there  is  a  third  clafs  of  pecpk  who  make 
the  largeft  part  »f  mankind,  thofe  of  ordinary  or 
indifferent  capacities;  and  thefe  (to  a  man)  will 
hate  or  fufpect  him  :  a  hundred  honeft  gentlemen 
will  dread  him  as  a  wit,  and  a  hundred  innocent 
women  as  a  fatinft.  In  a  word,  whatever  be  his 
fate  in  poetry,  it  is  ten  to  one  but  he  muft  give 
up  all  the  reafonable  aims  of  life  for  it.  Theie 
are  indeed  fome  advantages  accruing  from  a  ge- 
nius to  poetry,  and  they  are  all  I  can  think  of : 
the  agreeable  power  of  felf-anvufement  when  a 
man  is  idle  or  alone ;  the  privilege  of  being  ad- 
mitted into  the  beft  company ;  and  the  freedom 
of  faying  as  many  carelefs  things  as  other  people, 
without  being  fo  feverely  remarked  upon. 

I  believe,  if  any  one,  early  in  his  life,  fhould 
contemplate  the  dangerous  fate  of  authors,  he 
would  fcarce  be  of  their  number  on  any  confidera- 
tion.  The  life  of  a  wit  is  a  warfare  upon  earth; 
and  the  prefent  fpirit  of  the  learned  world  is  fuch, 
that  to  attempt  to  ferve  it  (any  way)  one  muft 
have  the  conftancy  of  a  martyr,  and  a  refolution  to 
fuffer  for  its  fake.  I  could  wifh  people  would  be- 
lieve, what  T  am  pretty  certain  they  will  not,  that 
I  have  been  much  lefs  concerned  about  fame  than 
I  durft  declare  till  this  occafion,  when  methinks  I 
Jhould  find  more  credit  than  I  could  heretofore, 
Cnce  my  writings  have  had  their  fate  already,  and 
it  is  too  late  to  think  of  prepoffefling  the  reader 
in  their  favour.  I  would  plead  it  as  fome  me'rit 
in  me,  that  the  world  has  never  been  prepared 
for  thefe  trifles  by  prefaces,  biaffed  by  recommen- 
dationv.  dazzled  with  the  names  of  great  patrons, 
wheedled  with  fine  rcafons  and  pretences,  or 
troubled  with  excufes.  I  confefs  it  was  want  of 
confideration  that  made  me  an  author  :  1  writ 
becaufe  it  amufed  me  ;  I  corrected  becaufe  it  was 
as  pleafant  to  me  to  correct  as  to  write  ;  and  I 
pubiifhed  becauie  I  was  told  I  might  pleafe  fuch 
as  it  was  a  credit  to  pleafe.  To  what  degree  I 
have  done  this,  I  am  really  ignorant ;  I  had  too 
much  fondnefs  for  my  productions  to  judge  of 
them  at  firft,  and  too  much  judgment  to  be  p'leafed 
with  them  at  laft.  But  I  have  reafon  to  think  they 
can  have  no  reputation  which  will  continue  long, 
or  which  deferves  to  do  fo  ;  for  they  have  always 
fallen  fhort  not  only  of  what  I  read  of  others,  but 
even  of  my  own  ideas  of  poetry. 

If  any  one  fhould  imagine  I  am  not  in  earneft,  I 
defire  him  to  reflect,  that  the  Ancients  (to  fay  the 
leait  of  them)  had  as  much  genius  as  we ;  and  that 
to  take  more  pains,  and  employ  more  time,  cannot 
fail  to  produce  more  complete  pieces.  They  con- 
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ftantly  applied  themfelves  not  only  to  that  art,  but 
to  that  (ingle  branch  of  an  art,  to  which  their  ta- 
lent was  moft  powerfully  bent;  and  it  was  the 
bufinefs  of  their  lives  to  correct  and  finifh  their 
works  for  pofterity.  If  we  can  pretend  to  have 
ufed  the  fame  induftry,  let  us  expedl  the  fame  im- 
mortality :  Though,  if  we  took  the  fame  care, 
we  fhouW  ftill  lie  under  a  further  misfoitune: 
they  writ  in  languages  that  became  univerfal  and 
everlafiing,  v<  bile  Ours  are  extremely  limited  both 
in  extent  and  in  duration  t  A  mighty  foundation 
for  our  pride  :  when  the  utmoft  we  can  hope  ig 
but  to  be  read  in  one  ifland,  and  to  be  thrown 
afidc  at  the  end  of  one  age. 

All  that  is  left  us  is  to  recommend  our  produc- 
tions by  the  imitation  of  the  Ancients ;  and  it  will 
be  found  true,  that,  in  every  age,  the  higheft  cha- 
racter for  fenfr  arid  learning  ha«  been  obtained  by 
thofe  who  have  been  moft  indebted  to  them.  For, 
to  fay  truth,  whatever  is  very  good  fenfe,  muft 
have  been  common  fenfe  in  all  times:  and  what  we 
call  Learning,  is  but  the  knowledge  of  the  fenfe  of' 
our  predeceffors  Therefore  they  who  fay  our 
thoughts  are  not  our  own,  becaufe  they  refemblc 
the  Ancients,  may  as  well  fay  our  faces  are  not  out 
own,  becaufe  they  are  like  our  Fathers:  And  indeed? 
it  is  very  unreafonable,  that  people  fhould  eypedl  uaT 
to  be  fcholars,  and  yet  be  arigry  to  find  us  fo. 

I  fairly  confefs  that  I  have  ferved  myfelf  all  f 
could  by  reading  ;  that  I  made  ufe  of  the  judgment 
of  authors  dead  and  living;  that  1  omitted  no  mean* 
in  my  power  to  be  informed  of  my  errors,  both  by 
my  friends-  and  enemies :  But  the  true  reafon  thefe 
pieces  are  net  more  correct,  is  owing;  to  the  con- 
fideration how  fhort  a  time  they  and  I  have  to 
live  :  One  may  be  aihamed  to  confume  half  one's' 
days  in  bringing  fenfe  and  rhyme  together;  and 
what  critic  can  be  fo  unreafonable,  as  not  to  leave 
a  man  time  enough  for  any  more  ferious  em- 
ployment, or  more  agreeable  amufement  ? 

The  only  plea  I  fhall  ufe  for  the  favour  of  the 
public,  is,  that  I  have  as  great  a  refpedl  for  it,  as 
moft  authors  have  for  themfelves;  and  that  I  have 
facrificed  much  of  my  own  felf-love  for  its  fake,  in 
preventing  not  only  many  mean  things  from  feeing 
the  light,  but  many  which  I  thought  tolerable,  f 
would  not  be  like  thofe  authors,  whoforglve  them- 
felves fome  particular  lines  for  the  fake  of  a  whole 
poem,  and  vice  verfa  a  whole  poem  for  the  fake  of 
fome  particular  lines.  I  believe,  no  one  qualifi- 
cation is>  fo  likely  to  make  a  good  writer,  as  the 
power  of  rejecting  his  own  thoughts;  and  it  muft 
be  this  (if  any  thing)  that  can  give  me  a  chance 
to  be  one.  For  what  I  have  pubiifhed,  I  can  only^ 
hope  to  be  pardoned  ;  but  for  what  I  have  burned, 
I  deferve  to  be  praifed.  On  this  account  the  world 
is  under  fome  obligation  to  me,  and  owes  me  tht 
jwftice  in  return,  to  look  upon  no  verfes  as  mine 
that  are  not  inferted  in  this  collection.  And  per- 
haps nothing  could  make  it  worth  my  while  to 
own  what  are  realty  fo,  but  to  avoid  the  imputa- 
tion of  fo  many  dull  and  immoral  things,  as  partly 
by  malice,  and  partly  by  ignorance,  have  been, 
afcribed  to  me.  I  muft  further  acquit  myfelf  of 
the  preemption  of  having;  lent  j«y  name  to  re» 
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commend  any  mifcellanies,  or  works  of  other  men; 
a  thing  I  never  thought  becoming  a  perfon  who 
has  hardly  credit  enough  to  aafwer  for  his  own. 

In  this  office  of  collecting  my  pieces,  I  am  alto- 
gether uncertain,  whether  to  look  upon  myfelf  as 
a  man  building  a  monument,  or  burying  the  dead. 

If  time  fiiall  make  it  the  former,  may  thefe 
poems  (as  long  as  they  laft)  remain  as  a  teftimony 
that  their  author  never  made  his  talents  fubfer- 
vient  to  the  mean  and  unworthy  ends  of  party  or 
felf-intereft  ;  the  gratification  of  public  prejudices 
or  private  pafiions ;  the  flattery  of  the  undeferving, 
or  the  infult  of  the  unfortunate.  If  I  have  written 
well,  let  it  be  confidered  that  it  is  what  no  man 
can  do  without  good  fenfe;  a  quality  that  not  only 
renders  one  capable  of  being  a  good  writer,  but  a 
good  man.  And  if  I  have  made  any  acquifition 
in  the  opinion  of  any  one  under  the  notion  of  the 
former,  let  it  be  continued  to  me  under  no  other 
title  than  that  of  the  latter. 

But  if  this  publication  be  only  a  more  folemn 
funeral  of  my  remains,  I  defire  it  to  be  known 
that  I  die  in  charity,  and  in  my  fenfes ;  without 
any  murmurs  againft  the  juflice  of  this  age,  or 
any  mad  appeals  to  pofterity.  I  declare  I  mail 
think  the  world  in  the  right,  and  quietly  fubmit 
to  every  truth  which  time  ihall  difcover  to  the 
prejudice  of  thefe  writings;  not  fo  much  aswifh- 
ing  fo  irrational  a  thing,  as  that  every  body  mould 
be  deceived  merely  for  my  credit.  However,  I 
defire  it  may  be  then  conlidered,  That  there  arc 
very  few  things  in  this  colleclion  which  were  not 
written  under  the  age  of  five-and-twenty ;  fo  that 
my  youth  may  be  made  (as  it  never  fails  to  be  in 
executions)  a  cafe  of  compaflion  :  That  I  was 
never  fo  concerned  about  my  works  as  to  vindi- 
cate them  in  print,  believing,  if  any  thing  was 
good,  it  would  defend  itfelf,  and  what  was  bad 
could  never  be  defended  :  That  I  ufed  no  artifice 
to  raife  or  continue  a  reputation,  depreciated  no 
dead  author1  I  was  obliged  to,  bribed  no  living 
one  with  unjuft  praife,  infulted  no  adverfary  with 
ill  language  ;  or,  when  I  could  not  attack  a  rival's 
works,  encouraged  reports  againft.  his  morals. 
To  conclude,  if  this  volume  periih,  let  it  ferve  as  a 
warning  to  the  critics,  not  to  take  too  much  pains 
for  the  future  to  deftroy  fuch  things  as  will  die  of 
themfelves  ;  and  a  memento  marl  to  fome  of  my  vain 
contemporaries  the  Poets,  to  teach  them  that,  when 
real  merit  is  wanting,  it  avails  nothing  to  have  been 
encouraged  by  the  great,  commended  by  the  emi- 
nent, and  favoured  by  the  public  in  general. 
Nov.  10.  1716. 


VARIATIONS  in  tie  Author  s  Manufiript  Preface. 

AFTER  page  9.  c.  1. 1.  27.  it  followed  thus :  For  my 
part,  I  confels,  had  I  feen  things  in  this  view,  at 
firft,  the  public  had  never  been  troubled  either 


j  with  my  writings,  or  with  this  apology  for  : 
I  I  am  fenfible  how  difficult  it  is  to  fpeuk  of  one's 
|  felf  with  decency  :  but  when  a  man  muft  fpeak  of 
!  himfelf,  the  beft  way  is  to  fpeak  truth  of  himfelf, 
or,  he  may  depend  upon  it,  others  will  do  it  for 
him.  I'll  therefore  make  this  Preface  a  general 
confeflion  of  all  my  thoughts  of  my  own  poetry, 
refolving  with  the  fame  freedom  to  expole  my- 
felf, as  it  is  in  the  power  of  any  other  to  expofe 
them.  In  the  firft  place,  I  thank  God  and  nature, 
that  I  was  born  with  a  love  to  poetry;  for  nothing 
more  conduces  to  fill  up  all  the  intervals  of  our 
time,  or,  if  rightly  ufed,  to  make  the  whole  courle 
of  life  entertaining:  "  Cantantcs  licet  ufque  (mi- 
nus via  lasdet)."  It  is  a  vaft  happinefs  to  poffefs 
the  pleafures  of  the  head,  the  only  pleafures  in 
which  a  man  is  fufficient  to  himfelf,  and  the  only 
part  of  him  which,  to  his  fatisfaclion,  he  can  em- 
ploy all  day  long.  The  Mufes  are  "  amicsE  omni- 
um horarum  ;"  and,  like  our  gay  acquaintance, 
the  beft  company  in  the  world,  as  long  as  one  ex- 
peels  no  real  fervice  from  them.  I  confefs  there 
was  a  time  when  I  was  in  love  with  myfelf,  and 
my  firft  productions  were  the  children  of  felf-love 
upon  innocence.  I  had  made  an  Epic  Poem,  and 
Panegyrics  on  all  the  princes  in  Europe,  and 
thought  myfelf  the  greateft  genius  that  ever 
was.  I  cannot  but  regret  thofe  delightful  vifions 
of  my  childhood,  which,  like  the  fine  colours  we 
fee  when  our  eyes  arc  fhut,  are  vaniihed  for  ever. 
Many  trials,  and  fad  experience,  have  fo  unde- 
ceived me  by  degrees,  that  I  am  utterly  at  a  lofs  at 
what  rate  to  value  myfelf.  As  for  fame,  I  mall 
be  glad  of  any  I  can  get,  and  not  repine  at  any  I 
mifs ;  and,  as  for  vanity,  I  have  enough  to  keep 
me  from  hanging  myfelf,  or  even  from  wifliing 
thofe  hanged  who  would  take  it  away.  It  was 
this  that  made  me  write.  The  fenfe  of  my  faults 
made  me  correcl;  befides,  that  it  was  as  pleafant 
to  me  to  correcl:  as  to  write. 

At  p.  9  c.  a.  1.  26.  In  the  firft  place,  I  own  that 
I  have  ufed  my  beft  endeavours  to  the  finifhing 
thefe  pieces :  That  I  made  what  advantage  I 
could  of  the  judgment  of  authors  dead  and  living; 
and  that  I  omitted  no  means  in  my  power  to  be 
informed  of  my  errors  by  my  friends  and  my  ene- 
mies :  And  that  I  expert  no  favour  on  account  of 
my  youth,  bufinefs,  want  of  health,  or  any  fuch 
idle  excufes.  But  the  true  reafon  they  are  not 
yet  more  correcl,  is  owing  to  the  confederation 
how  fhort  a  time  they,  and  I,  have  to  live.  A  man 
that  can  expecl  but  fixty  years,  may  be  afhamed 
to  employ  thirty  in  meafuring  fyllables,  and  bring- 
ing fenfe  and  rhyme  together.  We  fpend  our 
youth  in  purfuit  of  riches  or  fame,  in  hopes  to  en- 
joy them  when  we  are  old ;  and  when  we  are  old, 
we  find  it  too  late  to  enjoy  any  thing.  I  therefore 
hope  the  Wits  will  pardon  me,  if  I  referve  fome 
of  my  time  to  fave  my  foul ;  and  that  fome  wife 
men  will  be  of  my  opinion,  even  if  I  mould  think 
a  part  of  it  better  fpent  in  the  enjoyments  of  life, 
than  in  pleafing  the  critics. 
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Rura  mihi  et  rigui  placeant  in  valibus  amncs, 
Flumina  amem,  fylvafque,  inglorius. 


DISCOURSE  ON  PASTORAL  POETRY.* 


THERE  are  not,  I  believe,  a  greater  number  of 
any  fort  of  vcrfes  than  thofe  which  ace  called 
Paftorals;  nor  a  fmalier,  than  thofe  which  are 
truly  fo.  Ic  therefore  feerns  neceffary  to  give 
fomc  account  of  this  kind  of  Poem  ;  and  it  is  my 
defign  to  comprife  in  this  fliort  paper  the  fub- 
ftance  of  thofe  numerous  difiertations  the  Critics 
have  made  on  the  fubject,  without  omitting  any 
of  their  rules  in  my  own  favour.  You  will  alfo 
find  fome  points  reconciled,  about  which  they 
feem  to  differ;  and  a  few  remarks,  which,  I 
think,  have  efcaped  their  obfervation. 

The  original  of  Poetry  is  afcribed  to  that  Age 
which  fucceeded  the  creation  of  the  world  ;  and 
as  the  keeping  of  flocks  feems  to  have  been  the 
firft  employment  of  mankind,  the  moft  ancient 
ff.-t  of  Poetry  was  probably  Paftoral  f.  It  is  na- 
tural to  imagine,  that  the  leifure  of  thofe  ancient 
fhepherds  admitting  and  inviting  fome  diver- 
lion,  none  was  fo. proper  to  that  folitary  and  fe- 
dantary  life  as  finging ;  and  that  in  their  fongs 
they  took  occafion  to  celebrate  their  own  felicity. 
From  hence  a  Poem  was  invented,  and  after- 
wards improved  to  a  perfect  image  of  that  happy 
time  ;  which,  by  giving  u*  an  efteem  for  the  vir- 
tues of  a  former  age,  might  recommend  them  to 
the  prefent.  And  fince  the  life  of  fhepherds  was 
attended  with  more  tranquillity  than  any  other 
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rural  employment,  the  poets  chofe  to  introduce 
their  perfons,  from  whom  it  received  the  name  of 
Paftoral. 

A  paftoral  is  an  imitation  of  the  action  of  a 
fhepherd,  or  one  confidered  under  that  character. 
The  form  of  this  imitation  is  dramatic,  or  narra- 
tive, or  mixed  of  both  \ ;  the  fable  fimple,  the 
manners  hot  too  polite  nor  too  ruftic :  the 
thoughts  are  plain,  yet  admit  a  little  quicknefs 
and  paflion,  but  that  fhort  and  flowing  :  the  ex- 
preffion  humble,  yet  as  pure  as  the  language  will 
afford  ;  neat,  but  not  florid;  eafy,  and  yet  lively. 
In  Ihort,  the  fable,  manners,  thoughts,  and  ex- 
preffions,  are  full  of  the  greateft  fimplicityin  na- 
ture. 

The  complete  character  of  this  poem  confifts 
in  limplicity  {,  brevity,  and  delicacy;  the  two 
firft  of  which  render  an  eclogue  natural,  and  the 
laft  delightful. 

If  we  could  copy  nature,  it  may  be  ufeful  to 
take  this  idea  along  with  us,  that  paftoral  is  an 
image  of  what  they  call  the  Golden  Age.  So 
that  we  are  not  to  defcribe  our  ihepherds  as  ihep- 
herds  at  this  day  really  are,  but  as  they  may  be 
conceived  then  to  have  been,  when  the  beft  o£ 
men  followed  the  employment.  To  carry  this 
refemblance  yet  further,  it  would  not  be  amifs  to 
give  thefe  fhepherds  fome  fkill  in  aftronomy,  as 
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far  as  it  may  be  ufeful  to  that  fort  of  life.     Am 
an  air  of  piery  to  the  gods  fhould  ihine  through 
the   poem,  which  fo  vifibly  appears   in  all  th 
works   of  antiquity ;    and  it  ought  to  preferv 
fome  relifh  of  the  old  way  of  writing  :  the  con- 
nection  fhould  be  loofe,  the  narrations  and   de- 
fcriptions  fhort  *,  and  the  periods  concife  :  yet  i 
is  not  fufficient,  that  the  fentences  only  be  brief 
the  whole  eclogue  fheuld  be  fo  too :  for  we  can- 
jiot  fuppofe  poetry  in  thofe  days  to  have  been  the 
bufinefs  of  men,   but  their  recreation   at  vacant 
hours. 

But  with  refpect  to  the  prefect  age,  nothing 
more  conduces  to  make  thefe  compofures  natural, 
than  when  fome  knowledge  in  rural  affairs  i 
difcovered  f  This  may  be  made  to  appear  ra- 
ther done  by,  chance  than  on  defign,  and  fome- 
times  is  beft  {hewn  by  inference ;  left  by  too  much 
ftudy  to  feem  natural,  we  deftroy  that  eafy  fim- 
plicity  from  whence  arifes  the  delight  :  for  ivhat 
is  inviting  in  this  fort  of  poetry  proceeds  not  fo 
ftiuch  from  the  idea  of  that  bufinefs,  as  the  tran- 
quillity of  a  country  life. 

We  muft  therefore  ufe  fome  illufion  to  render  a. 
paftoral  delightful,-  and  this  confifts  in  expofing 
the  beft  fide  only  of  a  fhepherd's  life,  and  in  con- 
cealing its  miferies  f.     Nor  is  it  enough  to  intro- 
duce fhepherds  difcotirfing  together  in  a  natural 
way;  but  a  regard  muft  be  had   to   the  fubject, 
that   it   contain  fome  particular  beauty  in  itfelf, 
and  that  it  be  different  in  every  eclogue.     Bc- 
fides,  in  each  of  them  a  defigned  fcene  or  profpe& 
|s  to  be  prefented  to  our  view,  which  fhould  like- 
wife  have  its  variety  §.     This  variety  is  obtained 
in  a  great  degree  by  frequent  companions,  drawn 
from  the  mod  agreeable  objects  of  the  country  ; 
by  interrogations  to  things  inanimate ;  by  beauti- 
ful digreffions,  but  thofe  fhort ;  fometimes  by  in- 
fifting  a  little  on  circumftances;  and  laftly,  by  e- 
legant    turns   on   the  words,  which  render  the 
numbers  extremely  fweet  and  pleafmg.     As  for 
the  numbers  themfelves,  though  they  are  proper- 
ly of  the  heroic  meafure,    they  fhould   be   the 
fmootheft,  the  moft  eafy  and  flowing  imaginable. 
It  is  by  rules  like  thefe  that  we  ought  to  judge 
of  paftoral.     And  fince  the  inftru&ions  given  for 
any  art  are  to  be  delivered  as  that  art  is  in  per- 
fection, they   muft  of  neceffity  be  derived  from 
thofe  in  whom  it  is  acknowledged  fo  to  be.     It  is 
therefore   from   the  practice  of  Theocritus  and 
Virgil  (the  only  undifputed  authors  of  paftoral) 
that  the  critics  have  drawn  the  foregoing  notions 
concerning  it. 

Theocritus  excells  all  others  in  nature  and  fim- 
plicity,  The  fubjects  of  his  Idyllia  arc  purely 
paftoral ;  but  he  is  not  fo  exail  in  his  perfons, 
having  introduced  reapers  ||  aud  fifhermen  as 
•well  as  fhepherds.  He  is  apt  to  be  too  long  in 
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his  defcriptions,  of  which  that  of  the  cup  in  the 
firft  paftoral  is  a  remarkable  inftance.  In  the 
manners  he  feems  a  little  defective;  for  his  fwains 
are  fometimes  abufive  and  immodeft,  and  perhaps 
too  much  inclining  to  rufticity ;  for  inftance,  in 
his  fourth  and  fifth  Idyllia.  But  it  is  enough 
that  all  others  learned  their  excellence  from  him, 
and  that  his  dialect  alone  has  a  fecret  charm  in  it, 
which  no  other  could  ever  attain. 

Virgil,  who  copies  Theocritus,  refines  npon  hit 
original :  and  in  all  points,  where  judgment  is 
principally  concerned,  he  is  much  fuperior  to  his 
mafter.  Though  fome  of  his  fubjedls  are  not 
paftoral  in  themfelves,  but  only  feem  to  be  fuch  ; 
they  have  a  wonderful  variety  in  them,  which 
the  Greek  was  a  ftranger  to  *.  He  exceeds  him 
in  regularity  and  brevity,  and  falls  fhort  of  him 
in  nothing  but  fimplicity  and  propriety  of  ftyle  ; 
the  firft  of  which  perhaps  was  the  fault  of  his  age, 
and  the  laft  of  his  language. 

Among  the  moderns,  their  fuccefs  has  been 
greateft  who  have  moft  endeavoured  to  make 
thefe  ancients  their  pattern.  The  moft  confider- 
able  genius  appears  in  the  famous  Taffo,  and  our 
Spenfcr.  Taffo  in  his  Aminta  has  as  far  excelled 
all  the  paftoral  writers,  as  in  his  Gicrufalemme  he 
has  outdone  the  epic  poets  of  his  country.  But  as 
bis  piece  feems  to  have  been  the  original  of  a  new 
"ort  of  poem,  the  paftoral  comedy,  in  Italy,  it  can- 
not fo  well  be  confidered  as  a  copy  of  the  ancients. 
Spenfer's  Calendar,  in  Mr.  Drydea's  opinion,  is 
the  moft  complete  work  of  this  kind  which  any 
nation  has  produced  ever  fince  the  time  of  Vir- 
il  f  i  not  but  that  he  may  be  thought  imper- 
&  in  fome  few  points.  His  eclogues  are  fome- 
what  too  long,  if  we  compare  them  with  the  an- 
cients. He  is  fometimes  too  allegorical,  and 
reats  of  matters  of  religion  in  a  paftoral  ftyle,  as 
he  Mantuan  had  done  before  him.  He  has  em- 
)loyed  the  lyric  meafure,  which  is  contrary  to 
he  practice  of  the  old  poets.  His  fianza  is  not 
till  the  fame,  nor  alvays  well  chofen.  This  laft 
may  be  the  reafon  his  expreffion  is  fometimes  not 
oncife  enough :  for  the  tetraftic  has  obliged 
iim  to  extend  his  fenfe  to  che  length  of  four 
ines,  which  would  have  been  more  clofcly  con- 
incd  in  the  couplet. 

In  the  manners,  thoughts,  and  characters,  he 
omes  near  to  Theocritus  himfelf ;  though,  not- 
vithftanding  all  the  care  he  has  taken,  he  is  cer- 
ainly  inferior  in  his  dialed :  for  the  Doric  had 
ts  beauty  aud  propriety  in  the  time  of  Theocri- 
i  it  was  ufed  in  part  of  Greece,  and  frequent 
n  the  mouths  of  many  of  the  greateft  perfons  : 
/hercas  the  old  Englifh  and  country  phrafes  of 
penfer  were  either  entirely  obfolete,  or  fpoken 
nly  by  people  of  the  loweft  condition.  As  there 
a  difference  betwixt  fimplicity  and  rufticity,  fo 
ie  expreffion  ef  Cmple  thoughts  fhould  be  plain, 
ut  nut  clownifh.  The  addition  he  has  made  of 
calendar  to  his  eclogues,  is  very  beautiful  j 
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Cnce  by  this,  befides  the  general  moral  of  inno- 
cence and  fimplicity,  which  is  common  to  other 
authors  of  paftoral,he  has  one  peculiar  tohimielf; 
he  compares  human  life  to  the  feveral  feafons, 
and  at  once  expofes  to  his  readers  a  view  of  the 
great  and  little  worlds,  in  their  various  changes 
and  afpedb.  Yet  the  fcrupulous  divifion  of  his 
paftorals  into  months,  has  obliged  him  either  to 
repeat  the  fame  dcfcription,  in  other  words,  for 
three  months  together  ;  or,  when  it  was  exhauft- 
ed  before,  entirely  to  omit  it :  whence  it  comes  to 
pafs  that  fome  of  his  eclogues  (as  the  fixth,  eighth, 
and  tenth,  for  example)  have  nothing  but  their 
titles  to  diftinguifh  them.  The  reafon  is  evident, 
•becaufe  the  year  has  not  that  variety  in  it  to  fur- 
nifti  every  month  with  a  particular  defcription,  as 
it  may  every  feafon. 


Of  the  following  eclogues  I  {hall  only  fay,  that 
thefe  four  comprehend  all  the  fubjects  which  the 
critics  upon  Theocritus  and  Virgil  will  allow  to 
be  fit  for  paftoral :  That  they  have  as  much  va- 
riety of  defcription,  in  refpedt  of  the  feveral  fea- 
fons, as  Spenfer's :  That,  in  order  to  add  to  this 
variety,  the  feveral  times  of  the  day  are  obferved, 
the  rural  employments  in  each  feafon  or  time  of 
day,  and  the  rural  fcenes  or  places  proper  to  fuch. 
employments;  not  without  fome  regard  to  the 
feveral  ages  of  man,  and  the  different  paffion». 
proper  to  each  age. 

But  after  all,  if  they  have  any  merit,  it  is  to  be 
attributed  to  fome  good  old  authors,  whofe  works 
as  I  had  leifure  to  ftudy,  fo,  I  hope,  I  have  n«C 
wanted  care  to  imitate. 


PASTORALS. 


SPRING. 


THE  FIRST  PASTORAL,  OR  DAMON. 


TO  SIR  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL, 


FIRST  in  thefe  fields  I  try  the  fylvan  drains, 
Nor  blufti  to  fport  on  Windfor's  blifsful  plains  : 
Fair  Thames,  flow  gently  from  thy  facred  fpring, 
While  on  thy  banks  Sicilian  mufes  ling ; 
.Let  vernal  airs  through  trembling  ofiers  play, 
And  Albion's  cliffs  refound  the  rural  lay. 

Youth  at,  too  wife  for  pride,  too    good   for 

power, 

Enjoy  the  glory  to  be  great  no  more, 
And,  carrying  with  you  all  the  world  can  boaft, 
To  all  the  world  illuflrioufly  are  loft  !  IO 

O  let  my  mufe  her  {lender  reed  infpire, 
Till  in  your  native  {hades  you  tune  the  lyre  : 
So  when  the  nightingale  to  reft  removes, 
The  thrufti  may  chant  to  the  forfaken  groves, 
But  charm'd  to  filence,  liftens  while  (he  fings, 
And  all  th'  aerial  audience  clap  their  wings. 

Sooa  as  the  flocks  {hook  off  the  nightly  dews, 
Two.  fvvains,  whom  love  kept  wakeful,  and  the 

mufe, 

Pour'd  o'er  the  whitening  vale  their  fleecy  care, 
Frefh  as  the  morn,  and  as  the  feafon  fair  :          30 
The  dawn  now  blufliing  on  the  mountain's  fide, 
Thus  Daphnis  fpoke,  and  Strephon  thus  reply'd. 
BAFHNIS. 

Hear  how  the  birds,  on  every  bloomy  fpray, 
With  joyous  mufic  wake  the  dawning  day  ! 
Why  fit  we  mute,  when  early  linnets  fing, 
When  warbling  Philomel  falutes  the  fpring  ? 
Why  fit  we  fad,  when  Phofphor  {hines  fo  clear, 
And  lavifh  nature  paints  the  purple  year  ? 

STREPHON. 

Sirg  t, en, and  Damon  {hall  attend  the  ftrain, 
While  y  >n'  flow  oxen  turn  the  furrow'd  plain.  30 
Hrre  the  bright  crocus  and  blue  violet  glow; 
Here  weftern  winds  on  breathing  rofes  blow, 
I'll  flake  yon'  lamb,  that  near  the  fountain  plays, 
And  from  the  brink  his  dancing  {hade  furveys. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  34.  The  firft  reading  was, 
And  his  own  inisgc  from  the.  bank  furveys. 


DAPHNI3. 

And  I  this  bowl,  where  wanton  ivy  twines, 
And  fwelling  clufters  bend  the  curling  vines  : 
Four  figures  rifing  from  the  work  appear, 
The  various  feafons  of  the  rolling  year; 
And  what  is  that,  which  binds  the  radiant  fky, 
Where  twelve  fair  Cgns  in  beauteous  order  lie  ?  49 
DAMON. 

Then  fing  by  turns,  by  turns  the  mufes  fing ; 
Now  hawthorns  bloflom,  now  the  dailies  fpring, 
Now  leaves  the  trees,  and  flowers  adorn  the 

ground; 
Begin,  the  vales  {hall  every  note  rebound. 

STREPHON. 

Infpire  me,  Phcebu?,  in  my  Delia's  praife, 
With  Waller's  ftrains.or  Granville's  moving  lays! 
A  milk-white  bull  {hall  at  your  altars  ftand, 
That  threats  a  fight,  and  fpurns  the  rifing  fand. 
DAPHNIS. 

O  Love  !  for  Sylvia  let  me  gain  the  prize, 
And  make  my  tongue  victorious  as  her  eyes  ;     5* 
No  lambs  or  {heep  for  victims  I'll  impart, 
Thy  victim,  Love,  (hall  be  the  fliepherd's  heart. 

STREPIION. 

Me  gentle  Delia  beckons  from  the  plain, 
Then,  hid  in  {hades,  eludes  her  eager  fwain ; 
But  feigns  a  laugh,  to  fee  me  fearch  around, 
And  by  that  laugh  the  willing  fair  is  found. 

DAPHNIS, 

The  fprightly  Sylvia  trips  along  the  green, 
She  runs,  but  hopes  fhe  does  not  run  unfeen  ; 
While  a  kind  glance  at  her  purfuer  flies, 
How  much  at  variance  are  her  feet  and  eyes  !  6* 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  36.  And  clufters  lurk  beneath  the  curling 
vines. 

Ver.  49.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
Pan,  let  my  numbers  equal  Strephon's  lays, 
Of  Parian  ftone  thy  ftatue  will  I  raife  ; 
But  if  I  conquer,  and  augment  my  fold, 
Thy  Parian  flatus  ihall  be  chang'd  to  gold. 


PASTORALS. 


STRBPHON. 

O'er  golden  fands  let  rich  Pa&olus  flow, 
And  trees  weep  amber  on  the  banks  of  Po  ; 
Bleft  Thames's  ftiores  the  brighteft  beauties 

yield  ; 
Feed  here  my  lambs,  I'll  feek  no  diftant  field. 

DAPHN1S. 

Celeftial  Venus  haunts  Idalia's  groves; 
Diana  Cynthus,  Ceres  Hybla  loves. 
If  Windfor  {hades  delight  the  matchlefs  maid, 
Cynthus  and  Hybla  yield  to  Windfor  {hade. 

STREPHON. 

All  nature  mourns,  the  Ikies  relent  in  fhowers, 
Hufh'd  are  the  birds,  and  clos'd    the  drooping 
flowers ;  70 

If  Delia  fmile,  the  flowers  begin  to  fpring, 
The  Ikies  to  brighten,  and  the  birds  to  fing. 

DRPHNIS. 

All  nature  laughs,  the  groves  are  frefh  and  fair, 
The  fun's  mild  luflre  warms  the  vital  air ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  6l.  It  flood  thus  at  firft  : 
Let  rich  Iberia  golden  fleeces  boaft, 
Her  purple  wool  the  proud  Affyrian  coaft, 
Bleft  Thames's  fhores,  &c. 

Ver.  6z.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
Go,  flowery  wreath,  and  let  my  Sylvia  know, 
Compar'd  to  thine  how  bright  her  beauties  fhew  : 
Then  die ;  and  dying,  teach  the  lovely  maid 
How  foon  the  brighteft  beauties  are  decay'd. 

PAPHNIS. 

Go,  tuneful  bird,  that  pleas'd  the  woods  fo  long, 
Of  Amaryllis  learn  a  fweeter  fong  : 
To  heaven  arifing  then  her  notes  convey, 
For  heav'n  alone  is  worthy  fuch  a  lay. 

Ver   69.    Thefe  veries  ^vere  thus  at  firft  : 
All  nature  mourns,  the  birds  their  fongs  deny, 
Nor  wafted  brooks  the  thirfty  flowers  fupply  ; 
JfDelia  fmile,  the  flowers  begin  to  fpring, 
The  brooks  to  murmur,  and  the  birds  to  ling. 


If  Sylvia  fmiles,  new  glories  gild  the  Chore, 
And  vanquifh'd  nature  feems  to  charm  no  more. 

STREP1ION. 

Tn  fpring  the  fields,  in  autumn  hills  I  love, 
At  morn  the  plains,  at  noon  the  fhady  grove, 
But  Delia  always ;  abfent  from  her  fight, 
Nor  plains  at  morn,  nor  groves  at  noon  delight.  80* 
DAPHNIS. 

Sylvia's  like  autumn  ripe,  yet  mild  as  May, 
More  bright  than  noon,  yet  frefh  as  early  day; 
Ev'n  fpring  difpleafes,  when  fhe  fhines  not  here; 
But,  blefs'd  with  her,  'tis  fpring  throughout  th» 
year. 

STREPHON. 

Say,  Daphnis,  fay,  in  what  glad  foil  appears, 
A  wondrous  tree  that  facred  monarch  bears ; 
Tell  me  but  this,  and  I'll  difclairn  the  prize, 
And  give  the  conqueft  to  thy  Sylvia's  eyes. 
DAPHNIS. 

Nay,  tell  me  firft,  in  what  more  happy  fields 
The  thiftle  fprings,  to  which  the  lily  yields  :       9* 
And  then  a  nobler  prize  I  will  refign; 
For  Sylvia,  charming  Sylvia  {hall  be  thine. 

DAMON. 

Ceafe  to  contend  ;  for,  Daphnis,  I  decree 
The  bowl  to  Strephon,  and  the  lamb  to  thee. 
Bleft  fwains,  whofe  nymphs  in  every  grace  excel; 
Bleft  nymphs,  whofe  fwains  thofe  graces  fing  fe 

well ! 

Now  rife,  and  hafte  to  yonder  woodbine  bowers, 
A  foft  retreat  from  fudden  vernal  fhowers ; 
The  turf  with  rular  dainties  (hall  be  crown'd, 
While    opening  blooms   diffufe   their  fweets  a« 

round.  IOO 

For  fee  '.  the  gathering  flocks  to  flicker  tend, 
And  from  the  pleiuds  fruitful  fhowers  defcend. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  99   was  originally, 

The  turf  with  country  dainties  {hall  be  fpread, 
And  trees  with  twining  branches  {hade  your  head. 


SUMMER. 


THE  SECOND  PASTORAL,  OR  ALEXIS. 


TO  DR.  GARTH, 


A  SHEPHERD'S  boy  (he  feeks  no  better  name) 
Led  forth  his  flocks  along  the  filver  Thame, 
Where  dancing  fun-beams  on  the  waters  play'd, 
And  verdant  alders  form'd  a  quivering  fliade. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  1,2,3,4.  were   thus  printed  in  the    firft 

edition. 

A  faithful  fwain,  whom  love  had  taught  to  fing, 
Bewail'd  hi§  fate  befide  a  filver  fpring  j 


Soft  as  he  mourn'd,  the  ftreams  forgot  to  flow, 
The  flocks  around  a  dumb  companion  fhew, 


VARIATIONS. 

Where  gentle  Thames  his  winding  waters  leads 
Through   verdant  forefts,   and    through  flowery 

meads. 

Ver.  3.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
There  to  the  winds  he  plain'd  his  haplcfs  lovc$ 
And  AmyrillU  fill'd  the  vocal  grove. 


THE   WORKS   OF  POPE. 


The  Naiads  wept  in  every  watery  bower, 
And  Jove  confented  in  a  filent  Ihower. 
Accept,  O  Garth,  the  mufe's  early  lays, 
That  adds  this  wreath  of  ivy  to  thy  bays  ;          IO 
Hear  what  from  love  unpra&is'd  hearts  endure, 
From  love,  the  fole  difeaie  thou  canft  not  cure. 

Ye  fhady  beeches,  and  ye  cooling  ftreams, 
Defence  from  Phoebus',  not  from  Cupid's  beams, 
To  you  I  mourn ;  nor  to  the  deaf  1  fing, 
The  woods  fhall  anfwer,  and  their  echo  ring. 
The  hills  and  rocks  attend  my  doleful  lay, 
Why  art  thou  prouder  and  more  hard  than  they  ? 
The  bleating  fheep  with  my  complaints  agree, 
They  parch'd  with  heat,  and  I  inflam'd  by  thee.  ao 
The  fultry  Sirius  burns  the  thirfly  plains, 
While  in  thy  heart  eternal  winter  reigns. 

Where  ftray  ye,  mufes,  in  what  lawn  or  grove, 
While  your  Alexis  pines  in  hopelefs  love  ? 
In  thofe  fair  fields  where  facred  Ifis  glides, 
Or  elfe  where  Cam  his  winding  vales  divides? 
As  in  the  cryftal  fpring  I  view  my  face, 
Jrefli  rifing  blufhes  paint  the  watery  glafs; 
But  fince  thofe  graces  pleafe  thy  eyes  no  more, 
I  fhun  the  fountains  which  I  fought  before.         30 
Once  I  was  fldll'd  in  every  herb  that  grew, 
And  every  plant  that  drinks  the  morning  dew  ; 
Ah,  wretched  fhepherd,  what  avails  thy  art, 
To  cure  thy  lambs,  but  not  to  heal  thy  heart ! 

Let  other  fwains  attend  the  rural  care, 
peed  fairer  flocks,  or  richer  fleeces  fheer  : 
IBut  nigh  yon*  mountain  let  me  tune  my  lays, 
Embrace  my  love,  and  bind  my  brows  with  bays. 
That  flute  is>  mine  which  Colin's  tuneful  breath 
Jnfpir'd  when  living,  and  bequeath'd  in  death  :  40 
IHe  faid ;  Alexis,  take  this  pipe,  the  fame 
"That  taught  the  groves  my  Rofalir.da's  name  : 
!But  now  the  reeds  fhall  hang  on  yonder  tree, 
!For  ever  filent,  fince  defpis'd  by  thee. 
O  !  were  I  made  by  fome  transforming  power 
*The  captive  bird  that  fings  within  thy  bower  ! 
TThen  might  my  voice  thy  liftening  ears  employ, 
And  I  thofe  kiffes  he  receives  enjoy. 

And  yet  my  numbers  pleafe  the  rural  throng, 
DRough  batyrs  dance,  and  Pan  applauds  the  fong  jo 
The  nymphs,  foriaking  every  cave  and  fpring, 
JTheir  early  fruit  and  milk-white  turtles  bring  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  27. 

Oft  in  the  cryftal  fpring  I  caft  a  view, 
And  equall'd  Hylas,  if  the  glafs  be  true  ; 
But  fince  thole  graces  meet  my  eyes  no  more, 
I  ihun,  *c, 


Each  amorous  nymph  prefers  her  gifts  in  vain 
On  you  their  gifts  are  all  beftow'd  again, 
For  you  the  fwains  the  faireft  flowers  defign, 
And  in  one  garland  all  their  bean'ies  join  ; 
Accept  the  wreath  which  you  deferve  alone, 
In  whom  all  beauties  are  compris'd  in  one. 

See  what  delights  in  fylvan  fcenes  appear  ! 
Defcending  Gods  have  found  Elyfium  here.        6« 
In  woods  bright  Venus  with  Adonis  ftray'd, 
And  chafte  Diana  haunts  the  foreft  fhade. 
Come,  lovely  nymph,  and  blefs  the  filent  hours, 
When  fwains  from  fheering  *feek   their  nightly 

bowers ; 

When  weary  reapers  quit  the  fultry  field, 
Andcrown'd  with  corn  their  thanks  to  Ceres 
This  harmlefs  grove  no  lurking  viper  hides, 
But  in  my  breaft  the  ferpent  Love  abides. 
Here  bees  from  bloffoms  fip  the  rofy  dew, 
But  your  Alexis  knows  no  fweets  but  you.         70 
Oh  deign  to  vifit  our  forfaken  feats, 
The  mofly  fountains,  and  the  green  retreats  .' 
Where'er  you  walk,  cool  gales  fhall  fan  the  glade; 
Trees,  where  you  fit,  fhall  crowd  into  a  fhade  : 
Where'er  you  tread,  the  blufhing  flowers  fhall  rife, 
And  all  things  flounfli  where  you  turn  your  eyes. 
Oh  !  how  I  long  with  you  to  pafs  my  days, 
Invoke  the  mufes,  and  refound  your  praifc  ! 
Your  praife  the  birds  fhall  chant  in  every  grove, 
^nd  winds  fhall  waft  it  to  the  powers  above.     80 
But  would  you  fing,  and  rival  Orpheus'  ftrain, 
The  wondering  forefts  foon  fhould  dance  again, 
I'he  moving  mountains  hear  the  powerful  call, 
And  headlong  ftreams  hang  liftening  in  their  full ! 
But  fee,  the  ftupherds  fliun  the  noon-day  heat, 
The  lowing  herds  to  murm'ring  brooks  retreat, 
To  clofer  (hades  the  panting  flock*  remove  ; 
Ye  gods  .  and  is  there  no  relief  for  love  ! 
But  foon  the  fun  with  milder  rays  defcendi 
To  the  cool  ocean,  where  his  journey  ends  :       99 
Dn  me  love's  fiercer  flames  for  ever  prey, 
By  night  he  fcorches,  as  he  burns  by  day. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  79.  80. 

Your  praife  the  tuneful  birds  to  heaven  fhall  bear, 
And  liftening  wolves  grow  milder  as  they  hear. 

So  the  vcrnes  were  originally  written ;  but  the  au- 
hor,  young  as  he  was,  fo«m  found  the  abfurdity, 
vhich  Spenler  himfelf  overlooked,  of  introducing 
wolves  into  England. 

Ver.  91.  Me  love  inflames,  nor  will  bis  fires  allay. 


PASTORALS. 


AUTUMN. 


THE  THIRD  PASTORAL,  OR  HYLAS  AND 


TO   MR.   WYCHERLT. 


BENEATH  the  fhade  a  Spreading  beech  difplays, 
Hylas  and  JEgon  fung  their  rural  lays : 
This  mourn'd  a  faithlefs,  that  an  abfent  love ; 
And  Delia's  name  and  Bori's  fill'd  the  grove.  - 
Ye  Mantuan  nymphs,  your  facred  fuccour  bring; 
Hylas  and  ./Egon's  rural  lays  T  fmg. 

Thou,  whom  the  nine  with  Plautus'  wit  infpire, 
The  art  of  Terence  and  Menander's  fire  ; 
Whofefenfe  inftrudlsus,  and  whofe  humour  charm", 
Whofe  judgment  fways   us,    and    whofe    fpirit 
warms!  lo 

Oh,  ikill'd  in  Nature  !  fee  the  hearts  of  fwains, 
Their  artlefs  paflions,  and  their  tender  pains. 
Now  fetting  Phoebus  {hone  ferenely  bright, 
And  fleecy  clouds  were  flreak'd  with  purple  light ; 
"When  tuneful  Hyhis,  with  melodious  moan, 
Taught  rocks  to  weep,  and  made  the  mountains 

groan. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  I 
To  Delia's  ear  the  tender  notes  convey, 
As  fome  fad  turtle  his  loft  love  deplores, 
And  with  deepmurmursfillsthe  foundingfhores;  20 
Thus,  far  from  Delia,  to  the  winds  I  mourn, 
Alike  unheard,  unpity'd,  and  forlorn. 
Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  along  ! 
For  her,  the  feathcr'd  quires  neglect  their  fong  ; 
For  her,  the  limes  their  pleafing  (hades  deny ; 
For  her,  the  lilies  hang  their  heads  and  die. 
Ye  flowers  that  droop,  forfaken  by  the  fpring, 
'Ye  birds  that,  left  by  lummer,  ceafe  to  fing, 
Ye  trees  that  fade  when  autumn  heats  remove, 
Say,  is  not  abfence  death  to  thofe.,who  love  ?      30 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 
Curs'd  be  the  fields  that  caufe  my  Delia's  flay  j 
Fade  every  bloflbm,  wither  ever  tree, 
Die  every  flower,  and  perifh  all,  but  fhe. 
What  have  I  faid  ?  where'er  my  Delia  flies, 
Let  fpring  attend,  and  fudden  flowers  arife ! 
Let  opening  rofes  knotted  oaks  adorn, 
And  liquid  amber  drop  from  every  thorn. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  along  ! 
The  birds  fliall  ceafe  to  tune  their  evening  fong,  40 
The  winds  to  breathe,  the  waving  woods  to  move, 
And  dreams  to  murmur,  ere  I  ceafe  to  love. 
Not  bubbling  fountains  to  the  thirfty  fwain, 
Not  balmy  fleep  to  labourers  faint  with  paia, 
VOL.  Vili. 


Not  fhowers  to  larks,  or  funfiiine  to  the  bee, 
Are  half  fo  charming  as  thy  fight  to  me. 
.    Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 
Come,  Delia,  come  ;  ah,  why  this  long  delay  ? 
Through  rocks  and  caves  the  name  of  Delia  founds, 
Delia,  each  cave  and  echoing  rock  rebounds.      50 
Ye  powers,  what  pleafing  frenzy  foothesmy  mind! 
Dp  lovers  dream,  or  is  my  Delia  kind  ? 
She  comes,  my  Delia  comes ! — Now  ceafe  my  lay, 
And  ceaft,  ye  gales,  to  bear  my  fighs  away !  [mir'd  ; 

Next  JEgon  fung,  while  Windfor  groves  ad- 
Rehearfe,  ye  mufes,  what  yourfelves  inlpir'd. 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  drain  1 
Of  perjur'd  Doris,  dying  I  complain; 
Here  where  the  mountains,  lefiening  as  they  rife, 
Lofe  the  low  vales,  and  fteal  into  the  Ikies ;        60 
While  labouring  oxen,  fpent  with  toil  and  heat, 
In  their  loofe  traces  from  the  field  retreat ; 
While  curling  fmokes  from  village  tops  are  feen, 
And  the  fleet  fliades  glide  o'er  the  duflcy  green. 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay  ! 
Beneath  yon'  poplar  oft  we  pafs'd  the  day : 
Oft  on  the  rind  I  carv'd  her  amorous  vows, 
While  flie  with  garlands  hung  the  bending  boughsj 
The  garlands  fade,  the  vows  are  worn  away; 
So  dies  her  love,  and  fo  my  hopes  decay.  jm 

Refound,  ye  hill?,  refotind  my  mournful  flraia  I 
Now  bright  Ardurus  glads  the  teeming  grain  ; 
Now  golden  fruits  on  loaded  branches  fhine, 
And  grateful  clufters  fwell  with  floods  of  wine  ; 
Now  blufliing  berries  paint  the  yellow  grove  ; 
Juft  gods  !  fhall  all  things  yield  returns  but  love  ! 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay  I 
The  fhepherds  £ry,  "  Thy  flocks  are  left  a  prey." 
Ah  !  what  avails  it  me,  the  flocks  to  keep, 
Who  loft  my  heart  while  I  preferv'd  my  (beep?  £® 
Pan  came,  and  afk'd,  what  magic  caus'd  my  imart, 
Or  what  ill  eyes  malignant  glances  dart  ? 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  48    Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
With  him  through  Libya's  burning  plains  I'll  go, 
On  Alpine  mountains  tread  th'  eternal  fnow ; 
Yet  feel  no  heat  but  what  our  loves  impart, 
And  dread  no  coldnefs  but  in  Thirfis'  heart. 
B 


jf!  THE  WORKS 

What  eyes  but  hers,  alas,  have  power  to  move  1 
And  is  there  magic  but  what  dwells  in  love  ? 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  drains  1 
I'll  fly  from  fhepherds,  flocks,  and  flowery  plains. 
From  fhepherds,  flocks,  and  plains,  I  may  remove, 
Forfake  mankind,  and  all  the  world— but  love  ! 
I  know  thee,  Love  1  on  foreign  mountains  bred, 
Wolves  gave  thee  fuck,  and  favage  tigers  fed.    9^0 
Thou  wert  from- -/Etna's  burning  entrails  torn, 
Got  by  fieice  whirlinds,  and  in  thunder  born  I 


OF   POPE. 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay ! 
Farewell,  ye  woods,  adieu  the  light  of  day  ! 
One  leap  from  yonder  cliffs  fhall  end  my  pains  ; 
No  more,  ye  hills,  no  more  refound  my  ftrains  ! 

Thus  fung  the  fhepherds  till  th'  approach  of 

night, 

The  fkies  yet  blufliing  with  departing  light, 
When  falling  dews  with  fpangles  deck'd  the  glade, 
And  the  low  fun  had  lengthen'd  every  made.  io» 


WINTER. 


THE  FOURTH  PASTORAL,  OR  DAPHNE. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MRS.  TEMPEST. 


LYCIDAS. 

THYRSIS,  the  mufic  of  that  murmuring  fpring 
4s  not  fo  mournful  as  the  ftrains  you  fing  ; 
Nor  rivers  winding  through  the  vales  below, 
So  fweetly  warble,  or  fo  fmoothly  flow. 
Now  fleeping  flocks  on  their  foft  fleeces  lie, 
The  moon,  ferene  in  glory,  mounts  the  fky, 
While  filent  birds  forget  their  tuneful  lays, 
OjQng  of  Daphne's  fate,  and  Daphne's  praife  ! 

THYRSIS. 

Behold  the  groves  that  fhine  with  filver  froft, 
Their  beauty  wither'd,  and  their  verdure  loft.     IO 
l^ere  fhall  I  try  the  fwect  Alexis'  ftram, 
That  call'd  the  liftening  Dyrades  to  the  plain  ? 
Thames  heard  the  numbers,  as  he  flow'd  along, 
And  bade  his  willows  learn  the  moving  fong. 

LYCIDAS. 

So  may  kin^  rains  their  vital  moifture  yield, 
And  fwell  the  future  harveft  of  the  field. 
Begin ;  this  charge  the  dying  Daphne  gave, 
And  faid,  "  Ye  fhepherds,  fing  around  my  grave  !" 
i»ing,  while  befide  the  fhaded  tomb  I  mourn, 
And  with  frefh  bays  her  rural  fhrine  adorn.       ao 
THYRSIS. 

Ye  gentle  mufes,  leave  your  cryftal  fpring, 
Xet  Nymphs  and  Sylvans  cyprefs  garlands  bring ; 
Ye  weeping  loves,  the  ftream  with  myrtles  hide, 
And  break  your  bows  as  when  Adonis  dy'd; 
And  with  your  golden  darts,  now  nfelefs  grown, 
Infcribe  a  verfe  on  this  relenting  (tone  : 
•c  Let  nature  change,  let  heaven  and  earth  deplore, 
"  Fair  Daphne's  <Jead}  and  love  is  now  no  morel" 


'Tis  don*,  and  nature's  various  charms  decay  '. 
See  gloomy  clouds  obfcure  the  cheerful  day  !     3,* 
Now  hung  with  pearls  the  dropping  trees  appear, 
Their  faded  honours  fcatter'd  on  her  bier. 
See  where,  on  earth,  the  flowery  glories  lie  ! 
With  her  they  flourifh'd  and  with  her  they  die. 
Ah,  what  avail  the  beauties  nature  wore  ? 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  beauty  is  no  more  ! 

For  her  the  flocks  refufe  their  verdant  food, 
The  thirfty  heifers  fhun  the  gliding  flood  ; 
The  filver  fwans  her  haplefsfate  bemoan, 
In  notes   more    fad  than  when   they  fing   their 
own ;  40 

In  hollow  caves  fweet  Echo  fiknt  lies, 
Silent,  or  only  to  her  name  replies; 
Her  name  with  pleafure  once  Ihe  taught  the  fhorc, 
Now  Daphne's  dead,  and  pleafure  is  no  more  ! 

No  grateful  dews  defcend  fro-n  evening  fkies, 
Nor  morning  odours  from  the  flowers  ariie ; 
No  rich  perfumes  refrefb.  the  fruitful  field, 
Nor  fragrant  herbs  their  native  incenfe  yield. 
The  balmy  zephyrs,  filent  fince  her  death, 
Lament  the  ceafing  of  a  fweeter  breath  ; 
Th'  induftrious  bees  negle-fl  their  golden  ftore  ; 
Fair  DaphueTs  dead,  and  fwcetnefs  is  no  more  1 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  29.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
'Tis done,  and  nature's  chang'd  fince  you  are  gone; 
Behold,  the  clouds  have  "  put  their  mourning  on," 


A  S        O 

No  more  themountmglarks, while  Daphne fings, 
Shall,  liftening  in  mid  air,  fufpend  their  wings; 
No  more  the  birds  (hall  imitate  her  laysj 
Or,  hufli'd  with  wonder,  hearken  from  the  fprays; 
No  more  the  ftreams  their  wonder  {hall  forbear, 
A  fwfeeter  mtific  than  their  own  to  hear  J 
But  tell  the  reeds,  and  tell  the  vocal  fhore, 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  mufic  is  no  more  !         6d 

Her  fate  is  whifper'd  by  the  gentle  breeze, 
And  told  in  fighs  to  all  the  trembling  trees  ; 
The  trembling  trees,  in  every  plain  and  wood, 
Her  fate  remurmur  to  the  filver  flood  : 
The  filver  flood,  fo  lately  calm,  appears 
Swell'd  with  new  paflion,  and  o'erflows  with  tears; 
The  winds,  and  trees,  and  floods,  her  death  de- 
plore, 
Daphne,  our  grief !  our  glory  now  no  more  I 

But  fee  !  where  Daphne  wondering  mounts  on 

high 

Above  the  clouds,  above  the  ftarry  flcy  !  70 

Eternal  beauties  grace  the  fhining  fcene, 
Fields  ever  frefli,  and  groves  for  ever  green  ! 
There  while  you  reft  in  amaranthine  bowers, 
Or  from  thofe  meads  feleA  unfading  flowers, 
Behold  us  kindly,  who  your  name  implore, 
Daphne,  our  goddefs,  and  our  grief  no  more  ! 

LYCIDAS. 

How  all  things  liften,  while  thy  mufe  complains! 
Such  filence  waits  on  Philomela's  ftrains, 


R  A  L  S,  1 9 

fn  fome  ftill  evening,  when  the  whifpenng  breeze 
Pants  on  the  leaves,  and  dies  upon  the  trees      ,80 
To  thee  bright  goddefs,  oft  a  lamb  {hail  bleed, 
If  teeming  ewes  increafe  my  fleecy  breed. 
While  plants  their  {hade,  or  flowers  their  odours 

give, 
Thy  name,  thy  honour,  and  thy  praife  {hall  live ! 

THYRSIS. 

But  fee,  Orion  fheds  unwholefome  dews ; 
Arife,  the  pines  a  noxious  {hade  diffufe  ; 
Sharp  Boreas  blows,  and  nature  feels  decay, 
Time  conquers  all,  and  we  muft  time  obey. 
Adieu,  ye  vales,  ye  mountains,  ftreams, and  groves, 
Adieu,  ye  fttepherds'  rural  lays  and  loves ;         9* 
Adieu,  my  flocks;  farewell,  ye  Sylvan  crew; 
Daphne,  farewell ;  and  all  the  world  adieu ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  83.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
While  vapours  rife,  and  driving  fnows  defcend, 
Thy  honour,  name,  and  praife,  {hall  never  end. 

NOTE. 

Ver.  89,  Ac.]  Thefe  four  laft  lines  allude  to  the 
feveral  fubjecls  of  the  four  Paftorals,  and  to  the  fe- 
veral  fcenes  of  them  particuhrifed  before  in  each* 


ME  S  S-IA  H. 


A  SACRED   ECLOGUE, 


IN   IMITATION   OF   VIRGIL'S  POLLIO. 


IN  reading  feveral  paflages  of  the  prophet  Ifaiah,  which  foretel  the  coming  of  Chrift,  and  the 
cities  attending  it,  I  could  not  but  obferve  a  remarkable  parity  between  many  of  the  thoughts,  and 
thofe  in  the  Pollio  of  Virgil.  This  will  not  feem  furprifing,  when  we  reflect,  that  the  Eclogue 
was  taken  from  a  Sibylline  prophecy  on  the  fame  fubjedt.  One  may  judge  that  Vifgil  did  not  copy 
it  line  for  line  ;.  but  fele&ed  fuch  ideas  as  bed  agreed  with  the  nature  of  Paftoral  Poetry,  and 
difpofed  them  in  that  manner  which  ferved  moft  to  beautify  his  piece.  I  have  endeavoured  the 
fame  in  this  imitation  of  him,  though  without  admitting  any  thing  of  my  own  ;  fince  it  was  writ- 
ten with  this  particular  view,  that  the  reader,  by  comparing  the  feveral  thoughts,  might  fee  how 
far  the  images  and  descriptions  of  the  prophet  are  fuperior  to  thofe  of  t^e  poet.  But  a*.  I  fear  I 
have  prejudiced  them  by  my  management,  I  fhall  fuhjoin  the  paflages  of  Ifaiah,  and  thofe  of  Vir- 
gil, under  the  fame  difad vantage  of  a  literal  tranfiation. 


YE  nymphs  of  Solyma !  begin  the  fong  t 
To  heavenly  themes  fublimer  ftrains  belong. 
The  mofTy  fountains  and  the  fylvan  (hades, 
The  dreams  of  Pindus  and'  th'  Aoman  maids, 
Delight  no  more — O  thou  my  voice  infpire 
Who  toii£ h'd  Ifaiah's  hallow'd  lips  with  fire  ! 

Rapt  into  future  times,  the  bard  begun  ! 
A  Virgin  fliall  conceive,  a  Virgin  bear  a  Son ! 
From  *  JiiTe's  root  behold  a  branch  arife, 
Whofefacred  flower  with  fragrance  fills  the  fkies:  10 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  8.    A  Virgin  fhall  conceive — All  crimes 
fiiall  ceafe,  &c.] 

Virg.  Eel.  iv.  ver.  6. 

Tarn  redit  et  Virgo,  redeunt  Saturnia  regna  ; 
Jam  nova  progenies  ccelo  demittitur  alto. 
Te  duce,  fi  qua  maneant  fcderis  veftigia  noftri, 

*  Jfal  xi.  "jsr.  I. 


Th'  Ethereal  fpirit  o'er  its  leaves  fliall  move, 
And  on  its  top  defcends  the  myiHc  Dove. 
Ye  f  Heavens  '.  from  high  the  dewy  nectar  pour, 
And  in  foft  filence  fhed  the  kindly  fhower  ! 
The  {  fick  and  weak  the  healing  plant  fhall  aid, 
From  ftorms  a  flacker,  and  from  heat  a  fhadc. 


IMITATIONS. 

Irrita  perpetua  folvent  formidine  terras, — 
Pacatumque  reget  patriis  virtutibus  orbem. 

"  Now  the  Virgin  returns,  now  the  kingdom  of 
"  Saturn  returns,  now  a  new  progeny  isfent  down 
"  from  high  heaven.  By  means  of  thee,  whate- 
"  ver  relics  of  our  crimes  remain,  fhall  be  wiped 
"  away,  and  free  the  world  from  perpetual  fears. 
"  He  fliall  govern  the  earth  in  peace,  with  the  vir 
"  tues  of  his  Father." 

f  Cb.  xiv.  ver.  8. 
\    Cb.  XXV.  ver.  4. 


MESSIAH. 


All  crimes  fhall  ceafe,  and  ancient  frauds  fha 
Returning  *  Juftice  lift  aloft  her  fcale ; 
Peace  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extend, 
And  white-rob'd  Innocence  from  heaven  defcend.  ao 
Swift  flv  the  years,  and  rife  th'  expected  morn ! 
Oh  fpring  to  light,  aufpicious  babe,  be  born ! 
See,  nature  haftes  her  earlieft  wreaths  to  bring, 
With  all  the  incenfe  of  the  breathing  fpring : 
See  f  lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advance, 
See  nodding  forefts  on  the  mountains  dance  : 
See  fpicy  clouds  from  lowly  Saron  rife, 
And  Carmel's  flowery  top  perfumes  the  Ikies  ! 
Hark !  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  defert  cheers ; 
Prepare  the  J  way  !  a  God,  a  God  appears  !       30 


IMITATIONS. 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  vii.  ver.  14.  "  Behold  a  Virgin 
"  fh.aH  conceive  and  bear  a  Son — Chap,  ix,  ver. 
"  6,  7.  Unto  us  a  Child  is  born ;  unto  us  a  Son 
"  is  given ;  the  Prince  of  Peace :  of  the  increafe 
"  of  his  government,  and  of  his  peace,  there  fhall 
"  be  no  end  :  Upon  the  throne  of  David,  and  up- 
'*  on  his  kingdom,  to  order  and  to  eftablifh  it, 
"  with  judgment  and  with  juftice,  for  ever  and 
"  ever." 
Ver.  23.  See  nature  haftes,  &c.]  Virg.  Eel.  iv. 

ver.  1 8. 

At  tibi  prima,  puer,  nullo  munufcula  cultu, 
Errantes  hedcras  paffim  cum  baccare  tellus, 
Mixtaque  ridenti  colocafia  fundet  acantho— 
Jpfa  tibi  blandes  fundent  cunabula  fiores. 

"  For  thee,  O  Child,  fhall  the  earth,  without 
"  being  tilled,  produce  her  early  offerings ;  wind- 
"  ing  ivy,  mixed  with  Baccar,  and  Colocaffia  with 
"  fmiling  Acanthus.  Thy  cradle  fhall  pour  forth 
"  pleafing  flowers  about  thee." 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  xxxi.  ver.  I.  "  The  wildernefs  and 
r  the  folitary  place  fhall  be  glad,  and  the  defert 
"  fhall  rejoice  and  bloffom  as  the  rofe."  Ch.  Ix. 
ver.  13.  "  The  glory  of  Lebanon  fhall  come  un- 
"  to  thee,  the  fir-tree,  the  pine-tree,  and  the  box 
"  together,  to  beautify  the  place  of  thy  fandlu- 
"  ary." 

Ver.  29.  Hark !  a  glad  voice,  &c. 
Virg.  Eel.  iv.  ver.  46. 

Aggredete,  6  magnos,  (aderit  jam  tempus)honores, 
Cara  deum  foboles,  magnum  Jovis  incrementum — 

Ed.  ver.  6a. 

Tpfi  hetitia  voces  ad  fidera  ja&ant 
Intonfi  montes,  ipfae  jam  carmina  rupes, 
Ipfa  fonant  arbufla,  Deus,  Deus  ille  Menalca ! 

"  O  come  and  receive  the  mighty  honours  :  the 
"  time  draws  nigh,  O  beloved  offspring  of  the 
"  Gods  :  O  great  increafe  of  Jove  !  The  unculti- 
"  vated  mountains  fends  fhouts  of  joy  to  the  ftars  ; 

*  Ch.  ix.  ver.  7.          f  Ch.  xxxv.  ver.  2. 
$  Cb.  xl.  ver.  3,  4. 


A  God,  a  God !  the  vocal  hills  reply, 
The  rocks  proclaim  th'  approaching  Deity. 
Lo,  earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  fkies ; 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains;  and  ye  valiies,  rife  ; 
With  heads  declin'd,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay; 
Be  fmooth,  ye  rocks:  ye  rapid  floods,  give  way ! 
The  Saviour  comes !  by  ancient  bards  foretold  t 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf ;  and  all  ye  blind,  behold ! 
He  from  thick  films  fhall  purge  the  vifual  ray, 
And  on  the  fightlefs  eye-ball  pour  the  day  :       40 
'Tis  he  th'  obftructed  paths  of  found  fhall  clear, 
And  bid  new  mufic  charm  th'  unfolding  ear  : 
The  *  dumb  fhall  fing,the  lame  his  crutch  forego, 
And  leap  exulting  like  the  bounding  roe. 
No  figh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  fhall  hear, 
From  every  face  he  wipes  off  every  tear. 
In  f  adamantine  chains  fhall  death  be  bound, 
And  hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  f  fhepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care, 
Seeks  frefheft  pafture,  and  the  pureft  air  ;  50^ 

Explores  the  loft,  the  wandering  fheep  directs, 
By  day  o'erfees  them,  and  by  night  protects ; 
The  tender  lambs  he  raifes  in  his  arms, 
Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bofom  warms  ; 
Thus  fhall  mankind  his  guardian  care  engage, 
The  promis'd  §  father  of  the  future  age. 
No  more  fhall  |j  nation  againft  nation  rife, 
Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes, 
Nor  fields  with  gleaming  fteel  be  cover*  d  o'er, 
The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more  :       60 
But  ufelefs  lances  into  fcythes  fhall  bend, 
And  the  broad  falchion  in  a  ploughfhare  end. 
Then  palaces  fhall  rife  ;  the  joyful  ^  Son 
Shall  finifh  what  his  fhort-liv'd  Sire  begun ; 
Their  vines  a  fhadow  to  their  race  fhall  yield, 
And  the  fame  hand  that  fow'd,  fhall  reap  the  fiekU 
The  fwain  in  barren  f-j-  deferts  with  furprife 
Sees  lilies  fpring,  and  fudden  verdure  rife  ; 


IMITATIONS. 

"-the  very  rocks  fing  in  verfe  ;  the  very  fhrubs 
"  cry  out,  A  God,  a  God  !" 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  xl.  ver.  3,  4.  "  The  voice  of  him 
"  that  crieth  in  the  wildernefs,  Prepare  ye  the 
"  way  of  the  Lord !  make  ftraight  in  the  defert 
"  a  high-way  for  our  God  !  Every  valley  fhall  be 
"  exalted,  and  every  mountain  and  hill  fhall  be 
"  made  low,  and  the  crooked  fhall  be  made 
"  ftraight,  and  the  rough  places  plain."  Ch.  iv, 
ver.  23.  "  Break  forth  into  fmging,yc  mountains; 
"  O  foreft,  and  every  tree  therein,  for  the  Lord 
"  hath  redeemed  Ifeael." 
Ver.  67.  The  fwain  in  barren  deferts] 

Eel.  iv.  ver.  28. 

Molli  paulatim  flavefcet  campus- arifta, 
Incultilque  rubens  pendebit  fentibus  uva  : 
Et  duras  quercus  fudabunt  rofcida  mella. 

*  Ch.  xliii.  ver.  1 8.     Ch.  xxxv.  ver.  5, 

f  Ch.  XXV.  ver-  8.  |   Ch.  xl.  ver.  II 

§  Ch.  ix.  ver.  6.  [|    Ch.  ii.  ver.  4. 

^  Ch.  Ixv.  ver.  21,22. 

fj  C&.  xxxv.  -ysr.  I.  7. 

Bnj 


Amd  ftarts,  amidft  the  tm'rfty  wilds  to  hear 

IJew  falls  of  water  murmuring  in  his  ear.  70 

On  rifted  rocks,  the  dragon's  late  abodes, 

The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  bulrufh  nods. 

"Wafte  fandy  *  valleys,  once  perplex'd  with  thorn, 

The  fpiry  fir  and  fhapely  box  adorn  : 

To  leaflefs  fhrubs  the  flowery  palms  fucceed, 

And  odorous  myrtle  to  the  noifome  weed. 

The  f  lambs  with  wolves  fhall  graze  the  verdant 

mead, 

And  boys  in  flowery  bands  the  tiger  lead  : 
The  fteer  and  lion  at  one  crib  fhall  meet, 


And  harmlefs  }  ferpents  lick  the  pilgrim's  feet.  80 


IMITATIONS. 

"  The  fields  fhall  grow  yellow  with  ripen'd 
.**  ears,  and  the  red  grape  fhall  hang  upon  the  wild 
V  brambles,  and  the  hard  oaks  fhall  diftil  honey 
"  like  dew." 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  xxxv.  ver.  7.  "  The  parched  ground 
"  fhall  become  a  pool,  and  the  thirfty  land  fprings 
"of  water:  In  the  habitations  where  dragons 
«'  lay,  fhall  be  grafs,  and  reeds  and  mines."  Ch. 
lv.  ver.  13.  "  Inftead  of  the  thorn  fhall  come  up 
•«  the  fir-tree,  and  inftead  of  the  brier  fhall  come 
"  up  the  myrtle-tree." 
yer.  77.  The  lambs  with  wolves,  &c.]  Virg. 

Eel.  iv.  ver.  ai. 

Ipfce  la&e  domum  referent  diftenta  capelbe 
Ubera,  nee  magnos  metuent  armenta  leones — 
Occidet  et  ferpens,  et  fallax  herba  veneni 
Occidet. — 

*'  The  goats  fhall  bear  to  the  fojd  their  udders 
K  diftended  with  milk;  nor  fhall  the  herds  be 
•*  afraid  of  the  greateft  lions.  The  ferpent  fhall 
"  die,  and  the  herb  that  conceals  poifon  fhall  die." 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  xi.  ver.  6,  &c.  "  The  wolf  fhall 
11  dwell  with  the  lamb,  and  the  leopard  fhall  lie 
?'  down  with  the  kid,  and  the  calf  and  the  young 
•*  lien  and  the  falling  together ;  and  a  little  child 
"  fhall  lead  them.  And  the  lion  fhall  eat  ftraw  like 
V  the  ox.  And  the  fucking  child  fhall  play  en 
*'  the  hole  of  the  afp,  and  the  weaned  child  fnall 
f*  put  his  hand  on  the  den  of  the  cockatrice." 


*   Ch.  xli.  ver.  19.     Cb.  lv.  ver.  13. 

f  Cb.  xi.  ver.  6,  7,8.        J   Cb.  Ixv.  ver.  25. 


THE   WORKS    OF   POPE. 

The  fmiling  infant  in  his  hand  fhall  take 
The  crefted  bafilifk  and  fpeckltd  li 
Pleas'd,  the  green  luftre  of  the  fcales  furvey. 
And   with   their  forky  tongue  fhail   innocently 

play. 

Rife,  crowri'd  with  light,  imperial  *  Salem,  rife  ! 
Exait  thy  towery  head,  and  lift  thy  eyea  ! 
See  a  long  \  race  thy  fuacious  courts  adorn ; 
See  future  fons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn, 
In  crowding  ranks  on  every  fide  arife, 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  Ikies !  90 

See  barbarous  \  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 


Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend  ; 

ee  thy  bright  altars  throng'd  with  proftrate  king*, 
And  heap'd  with  produces  of  §  Sabean  fprings, 
For  thee  Idume's  fpicy  foreftsblow, 
And  feeds  of  gold  in  Ophir's  mountains  glow. 
See  heaven  its  fparkling  portals  wide  difplay, 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day  ! 
l4o  more  the  rifing  ||  fun  thall  gild  the  morn, 
Nor  evening  Cynthia  fill  her  filver  horn;         IO8 
But  loft,  diffolv'd  in  thy  fuperior  lays, 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blaze 
O'erflow  thy  courts  :  the  Light  himfelf  fhall  fhino 
Revcal'd,  and  God's  eternal  day  be  thine  ! 
The  ^  feas  fhall  wafle,  the  ikies  in  fmoke  decay, 
Rocks  fall  to  duft,  and  mountains  melt  away  ; 
But  fix'd  his  word,  hisfaving  power  remains  ; 
Thy  realm  for  ever  lafts,  thy  own  Mefliah  reignsl 


IMITATIONS. 
Ver.  85.  Rife,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  Sa- 
lem, rife  !]  The  thoughts  of  Ifaiah,  which  com- 
pofe  the  latter  part  of  the  poem,  are  .wonderfully 
elevated,  and  much  above  thofe  general  exclama- 
tions of  Virgil,  which  make  the  loftieil  part  of  hi* 
Pollio. 

Magnis  ab  integro  fxclorum  nafcitur  ordo  1 
—  toto  furget  gens  aurea  mundo  ! 
—incipient  magni  procedure  menfes  \ 
Afpice,  venture  laetentur  ut  oninia  faeclo  !  &c. 

The  reader  needs  only  to  turn  to  the  paffagc* 
of  Ifaiah,  here  cited- 


*  Cb.  Ix.  ver    I. 

$  Cb.  lx.  vtr.  3. 

||  Cb.  lx.  ver    19   2O 

<  Cb.  li.  ver,  6.     Cb.  liv.  ver. 


f   Ch.  lx.  ver.  4- 
§    C/j.  lx.  ver.  6* 


WINDSOR-FOREST. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

GEORGE   LORD    LANSDOWN, 


M  Non  injuffa  cano :  Te  noftrae,  Vare,  myricse, 

"  Te  Nemus  omne  canet :  Nee  Phoebo  gratlor  ulla  eft, 

"  Quam  fibi  quas  Vari  prsefcripfit  pagina  nomen." 

VIRG. 


THIS  poem  was  written  at  two  different  times  :  the  firfl  part  of  it,  which  relates  to  the  country,  iri 
the  year  1704,  at  the  fame  time  with  the  paftorals  :  the  latter  part  was  not  added  till  the  year 
1713,  in  which  it  was  publifhed. 


THT  forefts,  Windfor!  and  thy  green  retreats, 
At  once  the  monarch's  and  the  mufe's  feats, 
Invite  my  lays.   Be  prefent,  Sylvan  maids  \ 
Unlock  your  iprings,  and  open  all  your  {hades. 
Granville  commands  ;  your  aid,  O  mufes,  bring  ! 
What  mufe  for  Granville  can  refufe  to  fing? 

The  groves  of  Eden,  Yanifh'd  now  fo  long, 
Live  In  defcription,  and  look  green  in  fong  ; 
Thefe,  were  my  breaft  infpir'd  with  equal  flame, 
Like  them  IB  beauty,  fhould  be  like  in  fame,     IO 
Here  hills  and  vales,  the  vroodland  and  the  plain, 
Here  earth  and  water  feem  to  drive  again ; 
Not  chaos-like  together  crufh'd  and  bruis'd, 
But,  as  the  world,  harmonioufly  confus'd  ; 
Where  order  in  variety  we  fee, 
And  where,  though  all  things  differ,  all  agree. 
Here  waving  groves  a  chequer'd  fcene  dilplay, 
And  pajrr  admit,  and  part  exclude  the  day  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  3,  &c.  Originally  thus  : 

Chafle  goddefs  of  the  woods, 
Nymphs  of  the  vales,  and  Naiads  of  the  floods, 
Lead  me  through  arching  bow'rs,  and  glimm'ring 

glades, 
Ifnlock  your  firings  •  •  •« 


As  fome  coy  nymph  her  lover's  warm  addrefs 
Nor  quite  indulges,  nor  can  quite  reprcfs.  £• 

There,  interfpers'd  in  lawns  and  opening  glades, 
Thin  trees  arife  that  fhun  each  other's  fhades. 
Here  in  full  light  the  ruflet  plains  extend ; 
There,  wrapt  in  clouds,  the  bluifh  hills  afcend. 
Ev'n  the  wild  heath  difplays  her  purple  dies, 
And  'midft  the  defert,  fruitful  fields  arife,     [corn, 
That,  crown'd  with  tufted  trees  and  fpiingiug 
Like  verdant  ifies  the  fable  wafte  adorn. 
Let  India  boafl  her  plants,"  nor  envy  we 
The  weeping  amber,  or  the  balmy  tree,  33 

While  by  our  oaks  the  precious  loads  are  borne, 
And  realms  commanded  which  thofe  trees  adorn. 
Nor  proud  Olympus  yields  a  nobler  fig;ht, 
Though  gods  affembled  grace  his  towering  height, 
Than  what  more  humble  mountains  offer  here, 
Where,  in  their  bleflings,  all  thofe  gods  appear. 


VARIATIONS. 
Ver.  25.  Originally  thus: 
Why  fhould  I  fing  our  better  funs  or  air, 
Whofe  vital  draughts  prevent  the  leach's  care, 
While  through  freflj  fields  th'  enliv'ning  odour* 

breathe, 
Of  fpisad  with  vernal  blooms  the  purple  heath  ? 


40 


$4  THE    WORKS   OF 

<->r  Pan  with  flocks,  with  fruits  Pomona  crown'd 
Here  blufhing  Flora  paints  th'  enamell'd  ground 
Here  Ceres'  gifts  in  waving  profped?  ftand, 
And  nodding  tempt  the  joyful  reaper's  hand 
Rich  Jnduftry  fits  fmiling  on  the  plains, 
And  peace  and  plenty  tell,  a  Stuart  reigns. 
Not  thus  the  land  appear'd  in  ages  paft, 
A  dreary  defert,  and  a  gloomy  wafte, 
To  favage  beafts  and  favage  laws  a  prey, 
And  kings  more  furious  and  fevere  than  they; 
Who  claim'd  the  fides,  difpeopled  air  and  floods, 
The  lonely  lords  of  empty  wilds  and  woods  : 
Cities  laid  wafte,  they  ftorm'd  the  dens  and  caves 
(  For  wifer  brutes  were  backward  to  be  flaves\  50 
What  could  bf  free,  when  lawlefs  beafts  obey'd, 
And  ev'n  the  elements  a  tyrant  fway'd  f 
In  vain  kind  feafons  fwell'd  the  teeming  grain, 
Soft  fhowers  diftiTd,  and  funs  grew  warm  in  vain  ; 
The  fwain  with  tears  his  fruftrate  labour  yields 
And  famifh'd  dies  amidft  his  ripen'd  field s. 
What  wonder  then,  a  beaft  or  fubje<5t  flain 
Were  equal  crimes  in  a  defpotic  rtign  ? 

Both  doom'd  alike  for  fportive  tyrants  bled, 
But,  while  the  fubjecl;  ftarv'd,  the  beaft  was  fed. 
Proud  Nirnrod  firft  the  bloody  chace  began,      61 
A  mighty  hunter,  and  his  prey  was  man  : 
Our  haughty  Norman  boafts  that  barbarous  name, 
And  makes  his  trembling  flayes  the  royal  game. 

The    fields    are   ravifh'd    from    th'    induftrious 
fwains, 

From  men  their  cities,  and  from  gods  their  fanei : 

The  leveli'd  towns  with  weeds  lie  ccver'd  o'er; 

The  hollow  winds  through  naked  temples  roar; 

Round  broken  columns  clafping  ivy  twin'd; 

O'er  heaps  of  ruin  ftalk'd  the  ftately  hind; 

The  fox  obfcene  to  gaping  tombs  retires, 

And  favage  bowlings  fill  the  facred  quires. 

Aw'd  by  his  nobles,  by  his  commons  curft, 

Th'  Oppreflor  rul'd  tyrannic  where  he  durft, 

Stretch'd  o'er  the  poor  and  church  his  iron  rod, 

Ami  ferv'd  alike  his  vaflals  and  his  God. 

Whom  ev'n  the  Saron  fpaiM,  and  bloody  Dane, 

The  wanton  victims  of  his  fport  remain. 

But  fee,  the  man  who  fpacious  regions  gave 

A  wafte  for  beafb,  himfelf  deny'd  a  grave  [       8» 
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VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  49.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
From  towns  laid  wafte,  to  dens  and  caves  they  ran 
(For  who  firfl  ftoop'd  to  be  a  flave  was  man). 

Ver.  57,&c. 

!No  wonder  ravages  or  fubjedls  ilain— 
But  fubje&s  ftarv'd,  while  favages  were  fed. 

It  was  originally  thus ;  but  the  word  Savages 
is  not  properly  applied  to  beafts,  but  to  men ; 
ivhich  occafioned  the  alteration. 

Ver.  ^^.   And  wolves  with  howling  fill,  &c. 
The  Author  thought  this  an  error,  wolves   not 
being  common  in  England  at  the  time  of  the  Con- 
fa  cror.    ; 


POPE. 

Stretch'd  on  the  lawn  his  fecond  hope  furvcy, 
At  once  the  chacer,  and  at  once  the  prey  : 
Lo  I  Rufus,  tuggin     at  the  deadly  dart, 
Bleeds  in  the  foreft  like  a  wounded  hart. 
Succeeding  monarchs  heard  the  fubje&s  cries, 
Nor  law  difpleas'd  the  peaceful  cottage  rife. 
1'hen  gathering  flocks  on  unknown  mountains  fed, 
O'er  fandy  wilds  were  yellow  harvefts  fpread, 
The  forefts  wonder'd  at  th'  unufual  grain, 
And  fecret  tranfport  touch'd  the  confcious  fwain. 
Fair  Liberty,  Britannia's  goddefs,  rear*  91 

Her  cheerful  head,  and  leads,  the  golden  years. 

Ye  vigorou*  fwains!  while  youth  ferments  your 

blood, 

And  purer  fpirits  fwell  the  fprightly  flood, 
Now  range  the  hills,  the  gameful  woods  befet, 
Wind  the  ihrill  horn,  or  fpread"the  waving  net. 
When  milder  autumn  fummer's  heat  fucceeds, 
And  in  the  new-fhorn  field  the  partridge  feeds ; 
Before  his  lord  the  ready  fpaniel  bounds, 
Panting  with  hope,  he  tries  the  furrow 'dgrounds;io* 
But  when  the  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 
Couch'd  clofe  he  lies,  and  meditates  the  prey  : 
Secure  the  truft  th'  unfaithful  field  befet, 
Till  hovering  o'er  them  fweeps  the  fwelling  net. 
Thus  (if  finall  things  we  may  with  great  compare) 
When  Albion  fends  her  eager  fons  to  war, 
Some  thoughtlefs  town,  with  eafe  and  plenty  bleft, 
JNear  and  more  near,  the  clofing  lines  invert, 
Sudden  they  feize  th'  amaz'd  defencelefs  prize, 
And  high  in  air  Britannia's  ftandard  flies.        Jio 

See !    from  the  brak^  the  whirring  pheafant 

fprings, 

And  mounts  exulting  on  triumphant  wings  : 
Short  is  his  joy  ;  he  feels  the  fiery  wound, 
Flutters  in  blood,  and  panting  beats  the  ground. 
Ah  !   what  avail  his  glofiy  varying  dies, 
His  purple  creft,  and  fcarlet  circled  eves, 
The  vivid  green  his  fhining  plumes  unfold, 
His  painted  wings,  and  breaft  that  flames  with 
gold  ? 

Nor  yet  when  moift  Anfturus  clouds  the  flcy, 
The  woods  and  fields  their  pleafmg  toils  deny.  120 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  91. 

Oh  may  no  more  a  foreign  matter's  rage, 
With  wrongs  yet  legal,  curfe  a  future  age  ! 
^till  fpread,  fair  liberty  :  thy  hcav'nly  wings, 
Breathe  plenty  on  the  fields,  and  fragrance  on  the 
fpriugs. 

Ver.  97. 

When  yellow  autumn  fummer's  heat  fucceed«, 
And  into  wine  the  purple  harvcft  bleeds, 
The  partridge  feeding  in  the  new-lhorn  fields, 
Both  morning  fports  and  ev'ning  pleafure  yields* 

Ver.  107.  It  flood  thus  in  the  firft  edition  : 
Pleas'd,  in  the  general's  fight,  the  hoft  lie  down 
Sudden  before  fume  unfufpecTiing  town  ; 
The  young,  the  old,  one  inftant  makes  our  prize, 
And  o'er  their  captive  heads  Britannia's  flandard 
files. 
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To  plains  with  well-breath'd  beagles  we  repair, 

And  trace  the  mazes  of  the  circling  hare 

(Beafts,  urg'd  by  us,  their  fellow  beafts  purfue, 

Arid  learn  of  man  each  other  to  undo)  : 

"With  flaughtering  guns  th'unweary'd  fowler  royes, 

When  frofts  have  whiten'd  all  the  naked  groves  ; 

Where  doves  in  flocks  the  leaflets  trees  o'erfhade, 

And  lonely  woodcocks  haunt  the  watery  glade. 

He  lif's  the  tube,  and  levels  with  his  eye ; 

Strait  a  fhort  thunder  breaks  the  frozen  Iky  :  130 

Oft,  as  in  airy  rings  they  fkim  the  heath, 

The  clamorous  lapwings  feels  the  leaden  death  ; 

Oft,  as  .the  mounting  larks  their  notes  prepare, 

They  fall,  and  leave  their  little  lives  in  air. 

In  genial  fpring,  beneath  the  quivering  made, 
Where  cooling  vapours  breathe  along  the  mead, 
The  patient  fiftier  takes  his  filent  ftand, 
Intent,  his  angle  trembling  in  his  hand  : 
With  looks  unmov'd,  he  hopes  the  fcaly  breed, 
And  eyes  the  dancing  cork  and  bending  reed,  140 
Our  plenteous  ftreams  a  various  race  fupply, 
The  bright-ey'd  perch  with  fins  of  Tyriaii  dye, 
The  fdver  eel,  in  fhining  volumes  roll'd, 
The  yellow  carp,  in  fcales  bedropp'd  with  gold, 
Swift  trouts,  divcriify'd  with  crimfon  ftains, 
And  pikes,  the  tyrants  of  the  watery  plains. 

Now  Cancer  glows  with  Phoebus'  fiery  car  : 
The  youth  rufh  eager  to  the  bylvan  war, 
Swarm  o'er  the  lawns,  the  fureft  walks  furround, 
Rouze   the   fleet   hart,   and  cheer    the    opening 
hound.  150 

Th'  impatient  courfer  pants  in  every  vein, 
And,  pawing,  feems  to  beat  the  diftant  plain  : 
Hills,  vales,  and  floods,  appear  already  crofs'd, 
And,  ere  he  ftarts,  a  thoufand  fteps  are  loft. 
See  the  bold  youth  ftrain  up  the  threat'ning  fteep, 
Rufli  through  the  thickets,  down  the  vallies  fweep, 
Hang  o'er  their  courfers  heads  with  eager  fpeed, 
And  earth  rolls  .back  beneath  the  flying  fteed. 
Let  old  Arcadia  boaft  her  ample  plain, 
Th'  immortal  huntrefs,  and  her  virgin-train  ;   1 60 
Nor  envy,  Windfor  !  fince  thy  fhades  have  feen 
As  bright  a  goddefs,  and  as  chafte  a  queen; 
Whofe  care,  like  her's,  protects  the  Sylvan  reign, 
The  earth's  fair  light,  and  emprefs  of  the  main. 

Here,  too^,  'tis  lung,  of  old  Diana  flray'd, 
And  Cynthus'  top  forfook  for  Windfor  fhade; 
Here  was  fhe  feen  o'er  airy  waftes  to  rove, 
Seek    the    clear    fpring,  or   haunt   the  pathlefs 

grove; 

Here  arm'd  with  filver  bows,  in  early  dawn, 
Her  buikin'd  virgins  trac'd  the  dewy  lawn.      170 

Above  the  reft  a  rural  nymph  was  fam'd, 
Thy  offspring,  Thames  !  the  fair  Lodona  nam'd 
(Lodona's  fate,  in  long  oblivion  caft, 
The  mufc  fhail  fing,  and  what  fhe  fings  fhall  laft). 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  ia6. 
O'er  ruftling  leaves  around  the  naked  groves. 

Ver.  129. 
The  fowler  lifu  hi*  leveii'd  tube  on  high. 


Scarce  could  the  goddefs   from  her  nymph  ba 

known, 

But  by  the  crefcent  and  the  golden  zone. 
She  fcorn'd  the  praife  of  beauty,  and  the  care ;  - 
A  belt  her  waift,  a  fillet  binds  her  hair ; 
A  painted  quiver  on  her  (houlder  founds, 
And  with  her  dart  the  flying  deer  (he  wounds.  !$• 
It  chanc'd,  as,  eager  of  the  chace,  the  maid 
Beyond  the  foreft's  verdant  limits  ftray'd, 
Pan  faw  and  lov'd,  and  burning  with  defire 
Purfu'd  her  flight;  her  flight  increas'd  his  fire. 
Not  half  fo  fwift  the  trembling  doves  can  fly, 
When  the  fierce  eagle  cleaves  the  liquid  Iky  ; 
Not  half  fo  fwiftly  the  fierce  eagle  moves, 
When  through  the  clouds  he  drives  the  trembling 

doves ; 

As  from  the  god  fhe  flew  with  furious  pace, 
Or  as  the  god,  more  furious,  urg'd  the  chace.  199 
Now  fainting,  finking,  pale,  the  nymph  appears ; 
Now  clofe  behind,  his  founding  fteps  fhe  hears; 
And  now  his  fhadow  reach'd  her  as  fhe  run, 
His  fhadew  lengthen'd  by  the  fetting  fun ; 
And  now  his  fhorter  breath,  with  fultry  air, 
Pants  on  her  neck,  and  fans  her  parting  hair. 
In  vain  on  father  Thames  fhe  calls  for  aid, 
Nor  could  Biana  help  her  injur'd  maid. 
Faint,  breathlefs,  thus  fhe  pray'd,  nor  pray'd  la 

vain ; 
"  Ah,  Cynthia !  ah — though  banifli'd  from  thy 

"  train,  aoo 

"  Let  me,  O  let  me,  to  the  fhades  repair, 
'•  My  native  {hades ! — there  weep  and  murmur 

"  there!" 

She  faid,  and,  melting  as  in  tears  fhe  lay, 
In  a  fpft  filver  ftream  diffolv'd  away. 
The  filver  ftream  her  virgin  coldnefs  keeps, 
For  ever  murmurs,  and  for  ever  weeps ; 
.Still  bears  the  name  the  haplefs  virgin  bore, 
And  bathes  the  foreft  where  fhe  rang'd  before. 
In  her  chafte  current  oft  the  goddefs  laves, 
And  with  celeftial  tears  augments  the  waves.  ai<> 
Oft  in  her  glafs  the  mufing  fhepberd  fpies 
The  headlong  mountains  and  the  downward  ikies, 
The  watery  landfkip  of  the  pendant  woods, 
And  abfent  trees  that  tremble  in  the  floods ; 
In  the  clear  azure  gleam  the  flocks  are  feen, 
And  floating  forefts  paint  the  waves  with  green  ; 
Through   the  fair  fccne  roll  flow  the  lingering 

ftreams, 
Then   foaming  pour  along,   and  rufli  unto  the 

Thames. 

Thou,  too,  great  father  of  the  Britifh  floods ! 
With  joyful  pride  furvey 'ft  our  lofty  woods ;    24S 
Where  towering  oaks  their  growing  honours  rear, 
And  future  navies  on  thy  fhores  appear. 
Not  Neptune's  felf  from  all  her  ftreams  receives 
A  wealthier  tribute,  than  to  thine  he  gives. 
No  feas  fo  rich,  fo  gay  no  banks  appear, 
No  lake  fo  gentle,  and  no  fpring  fo-clear. 
Nor  Po  fo  fwells  the  fabling  poet's  lays, 
While  led  along  the  ikies  his  current  ftrayi, 
As  thine,  which  vifits  Windfor's  fam'd  abodes, 
To  grace  the  manfion  of  our  earth'y  gods ;       33§ 
Nor  all  his  ftars  above  a  luftre  fhow, 
Like  :he  bright  bcaudcs  ca  thy  backs  belovy  5 
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Where  ]ove,  fubdu'd  by  mortal  paflion  ftill, 
Might  change  Olympus  for  a  nobler  hill. 

Happy  the  man  whom  this  bright  court  ap- 
proves, 

His  fovereign  favours,  and  his  country  lovss  : 
Happy  next  him,  who  to  thefe  fhades  retires, 
Whom  nature  charms,  and  whom  the  mufe  in- 

fpires ; 

Whom  humbler  joys  of  home-felt  quiet  pleafe, 
Succeffive  ftudy,  exercife,  and  eafe.  240 

He  gathers  health  from  herbs  the  foreft  yields, 
And  of  their  fragrant  phyfic  fpoils  the  fields  ; 
Witk  chemic  art  exalts  the  mineral  powers, 
And  draws  the  aromatic  fouls  of  flowers  : 
24ow  marks  the  courfe  of  rolling  orbs  on  high  ; 
O'er  figur'd  worlds  now  travels  with  his  eye; 
Of  ancient  writ  unlocks  the  learned  ftore, 
Confults  the  dead,  and  lives  paft  ages  o'er  : 
Or  wandering  thoughtful  on  the  filent  wood, 
Attends  the  duties  of  the  wife  and  good,          ajo 
Tf  obferve  a  mean,  be  to  himfelf  a  friend, 
To  follow  nature,  and  regard  his  end  ; 
Or  looks  on  heaven  with  more  than  mortal  eyes, 
Bids  his  free  foul  expatiate  in  the  ikies, 
Amid  her  kindred  ftars  familiar  roam, 
Survey  the  region,  and  confefs  her  home  ! 
Such  was  the  life  great  Scipio  once  admir'd, 
Thus  Atticus  and  Trumbull  thus  retir'd. 

Ye  facred  nine !  that  all  my  foul  poflefs, 
Whofe  raptures  fire  me»  and  whofe  vifions  blcfs,26o 
Bear  me, 'oh  bear  me  to  fequefter'd  fcenes, 
The  bowery  mazes,  and  furrounding  greens ; 
To  Thames's  banks  which  fragrant  breezes  fill, 
Or  where  the  mufes  iport  on  Cooper's  Hilt 
(On  Coopers  Hill  eternal  wreaths  fhall  grow, 
While  lafts  the  mountain,  or  while  Thames  fliall 

flow): 

I  feem  through  confecrated  walks  to  rove, 
I  hear  foft  mufic  die  along  the  grove  : 
JLed  by  the  found,  I  roam  from  {hade  to  (hade, 
By  god-like  poets  venerable  made  :  270 

Here  his  firft  lays  majeftic  Denham  fung  ; 
There   the   lad  numbers  flow'd  from  Cowley's 

tongue. 

O  early  loft !  what  tears  the  river  flied, 
When  the  fad  pomp  along  his  banks  was  led  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  233.  Tt  flood  thus  in  the  MS. 
And  force  great  Jove,  if  Jove's  a  lover  ftill^ 
*JTo  change  Olympus,  &c.  \ 

Ver.  235. 

Happy  the  man,  who  to  the  {hades  retires, 
But  doubly  happy,  if  the  mufe  infpires  '. 
Bleft  whom  the  fweets  of  home-felt  quiet  pleafe ; 
But  far  more  bleft,  whofe  iludy  joins  with  eafe. 

Ver.  267.  It  flood  thus  in  the  MS. 
JVIethinks  around  your  holy  fcenes  I  rove, 
And  hear  your  mufic  echoing  through  the  grove ; 
With  tranfport  vifit  each  infpiring  fha.de, 
By  godlike  poets  venerable  made. 


His  drooping  fwans  on  every  note  efpire, 
And  on  his  willows  hung  each  mufe's  lyre. 

Since  fate  relentlefs  ftopp'd  their  heavenly  you*,' 
No  more  the  forefts  ring,  or  groves  rejoice ; 
"Who  now  {hall  charm  the  {hades,  where  Cowley 

ftrung 

His  living  harp,  and  lofty  Denham  (ung          a8» 
But  hark  !  the  groves  rejoice,  the  foreft  rings  '. 
Are  thefe  reviv'd  ?  or  is  it  Granville  fmgs ! 
'Tis  yours,  my  Lord,  to  blefs  our  foft  retreats, 
And  call  the  mufes  to  their  ancient  feats ; 
To  paint  anew  the  flowery  Sylvan  fcenes, 
To  crown  the  foreft  with  immortal  greens, 
Make  Windfor  hills  in  lofty  numbers  rife, 
And  lift  her  turrets  nearer  to  the  fides  ; 
To  fing  thofe  honours  you  deferve  to  wear, 
And  add  new  luftre  to  her  filver  ftar.  29^ 

Here  noble  Surrey  felt  the  facred  rage, 
Surrey,  the  Granville  of  a  former  age  : 
Matchlefs  his  pen,  victorious  was  his  lance, 
Bold  in  the  lifts,  and  graceful  in  the  dance: 
In  the  fame  {hades  the  Cupids  tun'd  his  lyre, 
To  the  fame  notes,  of  love,  and  foft  defire : 
Fair  Geraldine,  bright  object  of  his  vow, 
Then  fill'd  the  groves,  as  heavenly  Mira  now. 
Oh  wouldft  thou  fing  what   heroes  Windfotf 

bore, 
What    king  firft    breath'd'  upon   her    winding 

fliorc,  300 

Or  raife  old  warriors,  whofe  ador'd  remains 
In  weeping  vaults  her  hallow'd  earth  contains! 
With  Edward's  ads  adorn  the  {hining  page, 
Stretch  his  long  triumphs  down  through  every  age; 
Braw  monarchs  chain'd,  and  CreflVs  glorious  field, 
The  lilies  blazing  on  the  regal  fliield  » 
Then,  from  her  roofs  when  Verrio's  colours  fall, 
And  leave  inanimate  the  naked  wall, 
Still  in  thy  fong  fliould  vanquifh'd  France  appear, 
And  bleed  for  ever  under  Britain's  fpear.  310 

Let  fofter  drains  ill-fated  Henry  mourn, 
And  palms  eternal  flourish  round  his  urn. 
Here  o'er  the  martyr-king  the  marble  weeps, 
And,  faft  behind  him,  once-fear'd  Edward  fleeps  : 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  275. 

What  fighs,  what  murmurs,  fill'd  the  vocal  fliore  > 
His  tuneful  fwans  were  heard  to  fing  no  more. 

Ver.  290.  her  filver  ftar.]  All  the  lines  that  fol-? 
low  were  not  added  to  the  poem  till  the  year  1710. 
What  immediately  followed  this,  and  made  the 
conclufion,  were  thefe : 

My  humble  mufe,  in  unambitious  ftrains, 
Paints  the  green  forefts  and  the  flowery  plains ; 
Where  I  obfcurely  pafs  my  carelefs  days, 
Pleas'd  in  the  filent  fhade  with  empty  praife, 
Enough  for  me  that  to  the  liftening  fwains 
Firft  in  thefe  fields  1  fung  the  Sylvan  ftrains, 

Ver.  307.  Originally  thus  in  the -MS. 
When  brafs  decays,  when  trophies  lie  o'erthrowr^ 
And  mouldering  into  duft  drops  the  proud 
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Whom  not  tV  extended  Albion  could  contain, 
Fyoni  old  Belcrium  to  the  northern  main, 
The  grave  unites;  where  ev'n  the  great  find  reft, 
And  blended  lie  th'  oppreffor  and  th*  oppreft  1 
Make  facred  Charles's  tomb  for  ever  known 
(Obfcure  the  place,  and  uninfcrib'd  the  ftone);  320 
Oh  fact  accurs'd  !  what  tears  has  Albion  fhed  ! 
Heavens,  what  new  wounds !  and  how  her  old 

have  bled  1 

She  faw  her  fons  with  purple  deaths  expire, 
Her  fecred  domes  involv'd  in  rolling  fire, 
A  dreadful  feries  of  intettine  wars, 
Inglprious  triumphs,  and  difhoneft  fears. 
At  length  great  Anna  faid,  "  Let  diicord  ceafe  '." 
She  faid,  the  world  obey'd,  and  all  was  peace  I 

In  that  bleft  moment  from  his  opzy  bed 
Old  father  Thames  advanc'd  his  reverend  head. 
His  treffes  dropp'd  with  dews,  and  o'er  the  ftream. 
His  fhining  horns  diffus'd  a  golden  gleam  : 
45rav'd  on  his  urn  appear'd  the  moon,  that  guides 
His  fwelling  waters,  and  alternate  tides; 
The  figur'd  flreams  in  waves  of  filver  roll'd, 
And  on  their  banks  Augufta  rofe  in  gold ; 
Around  his  throne  the  lea-born  brothers  flood 
Who  fwelt  with  tributary  urns  his  flood  ! 
Firft  the  fam'd  authors  of  this  ancient  name, 
The  winding  Ifis,  and  the  fruitful  Thame  :       34© 
The  Kennet  fwift,  for  filver  eels  renown'd; 
The  Loddon  flow,  with  verdant  alders  crown'd  ; 
Cole,  whofe  dark  ftreams  his  flowery  iilandb  lave ; 
And  chalky  Wey,  that  rolls  a  milky  wave  : 
The  blue,  tranfparent  Vandalis  appears  j 
The  gulfy  Lee  his  fedgy  treffes  rears ; 
And  fullen  Mole,  that  hides  his  diving  flood  ; 
And  filent  Darent,  ftain'd  with  Danifh  blood. 

High  in  the  midft,  upon  his  urn  reclin'd, 
(His  lea-green  mantle  waving  with  the  wind)  350 
The  god  appear'd  :  he  turn'd  his  azure  eyes 
Where  Windfor-domes  and  pompous  turrets  rife ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  321.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
O't  fa&  accurs'd  !  oh  facrilegious  brood, 
Sworn  to  rebellion,  principled  in  blood  ! 
Since  that  dire  morn,  what  tears  has  Albion  fhed 
Gods  what  new  wounds,  &c. 

Vcr.  327.  Thus  in  the  MS. 
Till  Anna  rofe,  and  bade  the  furies  ceafe ; 
Let  there  be  peace — fhe  faid,  and  all  was  peace. 


Then  bow'd,  and  fpoke  ;  the  winds  forget  to  roar, 
And  the  hufh'd  waves  glide  foftly  to  the  fhore. 
Hail,  facred  peace  !  hail,  Iong-expe6ted  days, 
That  Thames's  glory  to  the  ftars  fhall  raife  ! 
Though  Tiber's  ftreams  immortal  Rome  behold, 
Though  foaming  Hermus  f  wells  with  tides  of  gold, 
From  heaven  itfelf  the  feven-fold  Nilus  flows, 
And  harvefts  on  a  hundred  realms  beftows;      36© 
Thefe  now  no  more  mail  be  the  mufes'  themes, 
Loft  in  my  fame,  as  in  the  fea  their  ftreams. 
Let  Volga's  banks  with  iron  fquadrons  mine, 
And  groves  of  lances  glitter  on  the  Rhine  ; 
Let  barbarous  Ganges  arm  a  fervile  train  : 
Be  mine  the  blefllngs  of  a  peaceful  reign. 
No  more  my  fons  fhall  die  with  Britifh  blood, 
Red  Iber's  fands,  or  liter's  foaming  flood  : 
Safe  on  my  fhore  each  unmolefted  fwain    4 
bhall  tend  the  flocks,  or  reap  the  bearded  grain  j  37* 
The  fhady  empire  fhall  retain  no  trace 
Of  war  or  blood,  but  in  the  Sylvan  chace  ; 
The  trumpet  fleep,while  cheerful  horns  are  blown, 
And  arms  employ'd  on  birds  and  beafts  alone. 
Behold  '  th'  a  (tending  villas  on  my  fide, 
Project  long  fhadows  o'er  the  cryftal  tide. 
Behold !  Augufta's  glittering  fpires  increafe, 
And  temples  rife,  the  beauteous  works  of  peace. 
[  fee,  I  fee,  where  two  fair  cities  bend 
Their  ample  bow,  a  new  Whitehall  afcend  1     380 
There  mighty  nations  fhall  inquire  their  doom, 
The  world's  great  oracle  in  times  to  come  ;        %  , 
There  kings  fhali  fue,  and  fuppliant  ftates  be  fcen 
Once  more  to  bend  before  a  Britifh  queen. 

Thy  trees,  fair  Windfor!  now  fhall  leave  their 

woods, 

And  half  thy  forefts  rufh  into  thy  floods ; 
Bear  Britain's  thunder,  and  her  crofs  difplay, 
To  the  bright  regions  of  the  rifing  day  : 
Tempt  icy  feas,  where  fcarce  the  waters  roll, 
Where  clearer  flames  glow  found  the  frozen  pole  ; 
Or  under  fouthern  fkies  exalt  their  fails,  391 

Led  by  new  ftars,  and  borne  by  fpicy  gales  ! 
For  me  the  balm  fhall  bleed,  and  amber  flow, 
The  coral  redden,  and  the  ruby  glow, 
The  pearly  fhell  its  lucid  globe  unfold, 
And  Phoebus  warm  the  ripening  ore  to  gold. 
The  time  fhall  come,  when  free  as  feas  or  wind 
Unbounded  Thames  fhall  flow  for  all  mankind, 
Whole  nations  enter  with  each  fwelling  tide, 
And  feas  but  join  the  regions  they  divide  ;      40* 


B.etween  verfe  330  and  331,  originally  flood  thefe 
lines: 

From  fhorc  to  fhore  exulting  fhouts  he  heard, 
O'er  all  his  banks  a  larnbient  light  appear'd  ; 
With  fparkling  flames  heaven's  glowing  concave 

fhone, 

Fictitious  ftars,  and  glories  not  her  own. 
He  faw,  and  gently  rofe  above  the  ftream  ; 
His  fhining  horns  diffufe  a  golden  gleam  : 
With  pearl  and  gold  his  towery  front  was  dreft, 
The  tributes  cf  the  diftant  eaft  and  weft. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  363.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
Let  Venice  boaft  her  towers  amidft  the  main, 
Where  the  rough  Adrian  fweils  and  roars  in  vain: 
Here  not  a  town,  but  fpacious  realm  Ihall  have 
A  fure  foundation  on  the  rolling  wave. 

Ver.  385,  &c.  were  originally  thus  in  the  MS* 
Now  fhall  our  fleets  the  bloody  crofs  difplay 
To  the  rich  regions  of  the  rifing  day, 
Or  thofe  green  ifles,  where  headlong  T|tan  flcepi 
His  hiffing  axle  in  th' Atlantic  deeps  ; 
Tempt  icy  feas,  &c. 
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Earth's  diftant  ends  our  glory  {hall  behold, 
And  the  new  world  launch  forth  to  feek  the  old. 
Then  (hips  of  uncouth  form  {hall  item  the  tide, 
And  feather'd  people  crowd  my  wealthy  fide, 
And  naked  youths  and  painted  chiefs  admire, 
Our  fpcech,  our  colour,  and  our  ftrange  attire  ! 
Oh.  ftretch  thv  reign,  fair  peace !  from  more  to  more, 
Till  conqueft  ceafe,  and  flavery  be  no  more ; 
Till  the  freed  Indians  in  their  native  groves 
Reap  their  own  fruits,  and  woo  their  fable  loves ; 
Peru  once  more  a  race  of  kings  behold,  411 

And  other  Mrxicos  be  roof 'd  with  gold. 
Exil'd  by  *hee  from  earrh  to  deepeft  hell, 
In  brazen  bonds  (hall  barbarous  difcord  dwell : 
Gigantic  pride,  pale  terror,  gloomy  care, 
And  mad  ambition,  (hall  attend  her  there  : 
There  purple  vengeance  bath'd  in  gore  retires, 
fier  weapons  blunted,  and  cxtiird  her  fires ; 


There  hateful  envy  her  own  fnakes  mall  feel, 
And  perfecution  mourn  her  broken  wheel :     421 
There  faction  roar,  rebellion  bite  her  chain, 
And  gafping  furies  thirft  for  blood  in  vain. 

Here  ceafe  thy   flight,  nor   with   unhallow'4 

lays 

Touch  the  fair  fame  of  Albion's  golden  days : 
The  'houghts  of  gods  let  Granville's  verfe  recite^ 
And  bring  the  fcenes  of  opening  fate  to  light : 
My  humble  mufe,  in  unambitious  ftrains. 
Paints  the  green  forefls  and  the  flowery  plain*, 
Where  peace  defcending  bids  her  olive  fpring, 
And  fcatters  bleffings  from  her  dove-like  wing. 
Ev'n  I  morefweetly  pafs  my  carelcfs  days,       431 
Pleas'd  in  the  filent  made  with  empty  praife  j 
Enough  for  me,  that  to  the  liftening  fwains 
Firil  in  thefe  fields  I  fung  the  Sylvan  drains. 


ODES. 


ODE  FOR  MUSIC  ON  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAY. 


DBICENO,  ye  nine  !  defcend,  and  fing ; 
The  breathing  inftruments  infpfre  ; 
Wake  into  voice  each  filent  firing, 
And  fweep  the  founding  lyre  ! 

In  a  fadly-plealing  flrain 

Let  the  warbling  lute  complain; 
Let  the  loud  trumpet  found, 
Till  the  roofs  .all  around 
The  fhrill  echoes  rebound  : 
While,  in  more  lengthen'd  notes  and  flow, 
The  deep,  majeftic,  folemn  organs  blow, 

Hark !  the  numbers  foft  and  clear 

Gently  fteal  upon  the  ear  ; 

Now  louder,  and  yet  louder  rife, 

And  fill  with  fpreading  founds  the  fkiea ; 
Exulting  in  triumph  now  fwell  the  bold  notes, 
In  broken  air  trembling,  the  wildmufic  floats; 

Till,  by  degrees,  remote  and  fmall, 
The  (trains  decay, 
And  melt  away, 

In  a  dying,  dying  fall, 
iz. 
By  mufic,  minds  an  equal  temper  know, 

Nor  fwell  too  high,  nor  fink  too  low. 
If  in  the  bread  tumultuous  joys  arife, 
Mufic  her  foft,  affuafive  voice  applies ; 

Or  when  the  foul  is  prefs'd  with  cares, 

Exalts  her  in  enlivening  airs. 
Warriors  fhe  fires  with  animated  founds ; 
Pours  balm  into  the  bleeding  lover's  wounds  ; 

Melancholy  lifts  her  head, 

Mnrphcu?  roufes  from  his  bed, 

Sloth  unfolds  her  arms  and  wakes, 

Liftening  envy  drops  her  fnakes ; 
Inteftine  war  no  more  our  paffions  wage, 
And  giddy  factions  hear  away  their  rage. 

in. 

But  when  our  country's  caufe  provokes  to  arms, 
How  martial  mufic  every  bofom  warms  1 
So  when  the  firft  bold  veflel  dar'd  the  feas, 
High  on  the  ftern  the  Thracian  rais'd  his  ilrain, 

While  Argo  law  her  kindred  trees 

DdTcend  from  Peliaa  to  the  main. 


Tranfported  deml-gods  ftood  round, 
And  men  grew  heroes  at  the  found, 
Enflam'd  with  glory's  charms  : 
Each  chief  his  feven-fold  fhicld  difplay'd, 
And  half  unfheath'd  the  fliining  blade  : 
And  feas,  and  rocks,  and  ikies,  rebound 
To  arms,  to  arms,  to  arms ! 

IV. 

But  when  through  all  th*  infernal  bounds, 
Which  flaming  Phlegeton  furrounds, 
Love,  ftrong  as  death,  the  poets  led 
To  the  pale  nations  of  the  dead, 
What  founds  were  heard, 
What  fcenes  appear'd, 

O'er  all  the  dreary  coafls ! 
Dreadful  gleams,    * 
Difmal  fcreams, 
Fires  that  glow, 
Shrieks  of  woe, 
Sullen  moans, 
Hollow  groans, 
And  cries  of  tortur'd  ghofts ! 
But  hark  !  he  ftrikes  the  golden  lyre  ; 
And  fee  !  the  tortur'd  ghofts  rcfpire. 
See,  fliady  forms  advance  ! 
Thy  ftone,  O  Sifyphus,  ftands  dill, 
v  Ixionretrs  upon  his  wheel, 

And  the  pale  fpe&res  dance  ! 
The  furies  fink  upon  their  iron  beds, 
And  fnakes,  uncurl'd,  hang  liftening  round  thcif 
heads. 

v 

B\  the  ftreams  that  ever  flow, 
By  the  fragrant  winds  that  blow 

O'er  the  Elyfijn  flowers; 
By  thofe  happy  fouls  who  dwell 
In  yellow  meads  of  alphodei, 

Or  amaranthine  bowers; 
By  the  hero's  armed  (hades, 
Glittering  through  the  gloomy  glades; 
By  tne  youths  that  dy'd  for  love, 
Wandering  in  the  myrtle  grove, 
Reftore,  reflore  Eurydice  to  life  : 
Oh,  take  the  hulband,  or  return  the  wife  I 
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He  fung,  and  hell  confented 

To  hear  the  poet's  prayer ; 
Stern  Proferpine  relented, 
And  gave  him  back  the  fair. 
Thus  fong  could  prevail 
O'er  death,  and  o'er  hell, 
/A.  contjueft  how  hard  and  how  glorious  I 
Though  fate  had  faft  bound  her 
With  Styx  nine  times  round  her, 
Yet  mufic  and  love  were  victorious. 

VI. 

But  foon,  too  foon,  the  lover  turns  his  eyes : 
Again  (he  falls,  again  flic  dies,  fhe  dies ! 
How  wilt  thou  now'  the  fatal  fitters  move  ? 
No  crime  was  thine,  if  'tis  no  crime  to  love. 
Now  under  hanging  mountains, 
Befide  the  falls  of  fountains, 
Or  where  Hebrus  wanders 
Rolling  in  maeanders 
All  alone, 

Unheard,  unknown, 
He  makes  his  moan ; 
And  calls  her  ghoft, 
For  ever,  ever,  ever  loft  ! 
How  with  furies  furrounded, 
Defpairing,  confounded, 
He  trembles,  he  glows, 
Amidil  Rhcdope's  fnows  : 


See,  wild  as  the  winds,  o'er  the  defert  lie  file- ; 
Hark !    H.xmus   rcibunds   with    the  Bacchanali 

cries — 

Ah,  fee,  he  dies! 

Yet,  ev'n  in  death  Eurydice  he  fung ; 
Eurydice  ftill  trembled  on  his  tongue ; 

Eurydice  the  woods, 

Eurydice  the  floods, 
Earydice  the  rocks  and  hollow  mountains  rung. 

VII. 

Mufic  the  fierceft  grief  can  charm, 
And  fate's  fevereft  rage  difarm  : 
Mufic  can  Ibften  pain  to  eafe, 
And  make  defpair  and  m»dnefs  pleafe  : 
Our  joys  below  it  can  improve, 
And  antedate  the  blifs  above. 
This  the  divine  Cecilia  found, 
And  to  her  Maker's  praife  confin'd  the  founc?, 
When  the  full  organ  joins  the  tuneful  quire, 

Th'  immortal  powers  incline  their  ear ; 
Borne  on  the  fwelling  notes  our  fouls  afpire, 
While  folemn  airs  improve  the  facred  fire  ; 

And  angels  lean  from  heaven  to  hear. 
Of  Orpheus  now  no  more  let  poets  tell, 
To  bright  Cecilia  greater  power  is  given  : 
His  numbers  rais'd  a  (hade  from  hell, 
Her's  lift  the  foul  to  heaven. 


TWO  CHORUSES 
TO  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BRUTUS. 


Altered  from  Shakfpeare  by  the  Duke  01"  Buckingham  ;  at  whofe  defire  thefe  two  Chorufes  were 
competed,  to  fupply  as  many,  wanting  in  his  play.  They  were  fet  many  years  afterwards  By  the 
famous  Bononcini,  and  performed  at  Buckingham-houfe. 


CHORUS  OF.  ATHENIANS. 

.      STROPHE    I. 

YE  (hades,  where  facred  truth  is  fought ; 

Groves,  where  immortal  fages  taught ; 

Where  heavenly  vifions  Plato  fir'd, 

And  Epicurus  lay  infpir'd  ! 

In  vain  your  guiltlefs  laurels  ftood 

Unfpotted  Ibng  with  human  blood. 
War,  horrid  war,  your  thoughtful  walks  invades, 
And  fteel  now  glitters  in  the  mufes  fliades. 

ANTISTROPHE    I. 

Oh,  heaven-born  fifters !  fource  of  art ! 
"Who  charm  the  fenfe,  or  mend  the  heart; 
Who  lead  fair  virtue's  train  along, 
Mortal  truth  and  myftic  fong  ! 
To  what  new  clime,  what  diftant  iky, 
Eorfaken,  friendlefs,  (ball  ye  fly  ? 


Say,  will  ye  blefs  the  bleak  Atlantic  fliore  ? 
Or  bid  the  furious  Gaul  be  rude  no  more  ? 

STROPHE  II. 

When  Athens  finks  by  fates  unjuft, 
When  wild  barbarians  fpurn  her  duft  ; 
Perhaps  ev'n  Britain's  utmoft  ftore 
Shall  ceafe  to  blufh  with  ftranger's  gore ; 
See  arts  her  favage  fons  controul,  ' 
And  Athens  rifing  near  the  pole ! 
Till  fame  new  tyrant  lifts  his  purple  hand, 
And  civil  madnefs  tears  tkem  from  the  land. 

ANTISTROPHE  II. 

Ye  gods,  what  juftice  rules  the  ball  I 
Freedom  and  arts  together  fall  ; 
Fools  grant  whate'er  ambition  crave*, 
And  men,  once  ignorant,  are  flaves, 
Oh,  curs'd  effedls  of  civil  hate, 
IA  ev'ry  age,  in  every  ftatc  \ 


ODES. 


Still,  when  the  luft  of  tyrant  power  fucceeds, 
Some  Athens  perifhes,  fome  Tully  bleeds. 

CHORUS  OF  YOUTHS  AND  VIRGINS. 

SEMICHORUS. 

OH,  tyrant  love  '.  haft  thou  pofleft 
The  prudent,  learn'd,  and  virtuous  breaft ! 
Wifdom  and  wit  in  vain  reclaim, 
And  arts  but  foften  us  to  feel  thy  flame. 
Love,  foft  intruder,  enters  here, 
But  entering  learns  to  be  fincere. 
Marcus  with  blufhe*  owns  he  loves, 
And  Brutus  tenderly  reproves. 

Why,  virtue,  doft  thou  blame  defire,* 

Which  nature  has  impreft  ? 
Why,  nature,  doft  thou  fooneft  fire 
The  mild  and  generous  breaft  ? 

CHORUS. 

Love's  purer  flames  the  gods  approve  ; 
The  gods  and  Brutus  bend  to  love : 
Brutus  for  abfent  Porcia  fighs, 
And  fterner  Caflius  melts  at  Junia's  eyes. 
What  is  loofe  love  ?  a  tranfient  guft, 
Spent  in  a  fudden  ftorm  of  luft ', 
A  vapour  fed  from  wild  defire, 
A  wandering,  felf  •coniuming  fire. 


But  Hymen's  kinder  flames  unite, 

And  burn  for  ever  one ; 
Chafte  as  cold  Cynthia's  virgin  light, 
Productive  as  the  fun. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Oh,  fource  of  every  focial  tie, 
United  wifti,  and  mutual  joy  \ 
What  various  joys  on  one  attend, 
As  fon,  as  father,  brother,  hufband,  friend  J 
Whether  his  hoary  fire  he  fpies, 
While  thoufand  grateful  thoughts  arife ; 
Or  meets  his  fpoufc's  fonder  eye  ; 
Or  views  his  fmiling  progeny; 

What  tender  paffions  take  their  turns, 

What  home-felt  raptures  move  1 
His  heart  now  melts,  now  leaps, 
With  reverence,  hope,  and  love. 

CHORUS. 

Hence  guilty  joys,  diftaftes,  furmifes, 
Hence  falfe  tears,  deceits,  difguifes,- 
Dangers,  doubts,  delays,  furprifes ; 

Fires  that  fcorch,  yet  dare  not  fhine : 
Pureft  love's  unwafting  treafure, 
Conftant  faith,  fair  hope,  long  leifure; 
Days  of  eafe,  and  nights  of  pleafure ; 
Sacred  Hymen  :  thefe  are  thine. 


ODE  ON  SOLITUDE. 

t&e  Author  -was  about  'Twelve  Yean  old. 


HAPPY  the  man,  whofe  wilh  and  care 

A  few  paternal  acres  bound, 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air, 

In  his  own  ground. 
Whofe  herds  with  milk,  whofe  fields  with  bread, 

Whofe  flocks  fupply  him  with  attire  ; 
Whofe  trees  in  fummer  yield  him  {hade, 

In  winter  fire. 
Bleft,  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 

Hours,  days,  and  years  flide  foft  away, 
In  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind, 

Quiet  by  day, 

Sound  fleep  by  night  ;  ihidy  and  eafc, 
Together  mix'd  ;  fweet  recreation, 
And  innocence,  which  moft  does  pleafe 
With  meditation. 
Thus  let  me  live,  unfeen,  unknown  ; 

Thus  unlamented  let  me  die, 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  ftone 
Tell  where  I  lie. 


ODE. 

THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN  TO  HIS  SOWI* 
I. 

VITAL  fpark  of  heavenly  flame ! 

Quit,  oh  quit  this  mortal  frame  : 

Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 

Oh  the  pain,  the  blifs  of  dying  I 
Ceafe,  fond  Nature,  ceafe  thy  ftrife, 
And  let  me  languiih  into  life, 
n. 

Hark!  theywhifper;  Angels  fay, 

Sifter  Spirit,  come  away. 

What  is  this  abforbs  me  quite  ? 

Steals  my  fenfes,  (huts  my  fight, 
Drowns  my  fpirits,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  foul,  can  this  be  death  ? 

in. 

The  world  recedes ;  it  difappears ! 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes  !  my  ears 

With  founds  feraphic  ring  : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings  !   I  mount !  I  fly  * 
O  Grave  !  where  is  thy  viclory  ? 
O  Death  i  where  is  thy  fting  \ 


AN  ESSAT  ON  CRITICISM. 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  1 709, 


Si  quid  nerifti  re&ius  iftis 

Candidas  impcrti ;  fi  non,  his  utere  mccum. 


HOKACE. 


CONTENTS  OF  THE  ESSAY  ON  CRITICISM. 


PART  i. 

IKTRODUCTION.  That 'tis  as  great  a  fault  to  judge 

ill,  as  to  write  ill,  and  a  more  dangerous  one  to 

the  public,  ver.  I. 
That  a  true  Tafte  is  as  rare  to  be  found  as  a  true 

Genius,  ver.  9  to  18- 
That  mod  men  are  born  with  fome  Tafte,  but 

fpoiled  by  falfe  Education,  ver.  19  to  25.     • 
The  multitude  of  Critics  and  caufes  of  them,  ver. 

26  to  45. 
That  we  are  to  ftudy  our  own  Tafte,  and  know 

the  limits  of  it,  ver.  46  to  67. 
Nature  the  beft  guide  of  judgment,  ver.  68  to  87. 
Improved  by- Art  and  Rules,  which  are  but  me- 
thodized Nature,  ver.  88. 
Rules  derived  from  the  Pra&ice  of  the  Ancient 

Poet?,  ver.  98  ro  no. 
That  therefore  the   Ancients  are  necefiary  to  be 

fludied  by  a  Critic,  particularly   Homer  and 

Virgil,  ver.  120  to  138. 
Of  Licences,  and  the  ufe  of  them  by  the  Ancients, 

ver.  140  to  1 80. 
Reverence  due  to  the  Ancients,  and  praife  of  them, 

ver.  1 8 1,  &c. 

PART  II.    Ver.  203,  &c. 

Caufes  hindring  a  true  Judgment.     I.  Pride,  ver. 
208.     2    Imperfect   Learning,   ver.    21  j.     .3. 
by  parts,  and  not  by  the  whole,  ver. 


333  to  288.  Critics  in  Wit,  Language,  Veri- 
fication, only,  288,  305,  339.  ^&c.  4.  Being 
too  hard  to  pleafe,  or  too  apt  ro  admire,  ver. 
384.  5.  Partiality — too  much  love  to  a  Sedt,— - 
to  the  Ancients  or  Moderns,  ver.  394.  6.  Pre- 
judice or  Prevention,  ver.  408.  7.  Singularity, 
ver.  424.  8.  Inconftancy,  ver.  430.  9  Party 
Spirit,  ver.  452,  &c.  10.  Envy,  ver  466.  A- 
gainft  Envy,  and  in  praife  of  Good -nature,  ver. 
508.  &c.  When  Severity  is  chiefly  to  be  ufe4 
by  Critics,  ver.  526,  &c. 

PART  III.    Ver.  568,  &c. 

Rules  for  the  Conduct  of  Manners  in  a  Critic,  I. 
Candour,  ver.  563.  Modefty,  ver.  536.  Good- 
breeding,  ver.  572.  Sincerity  and  Freedom  of 
Advice,  ver.  578.  2.  When  one's  Counfel  is 
to  be  reftrained,  ver.  584.  Character  of  an  in* 
corrigible  Poet,  ver.  600 ;  and  of  an  impertinent 
Critic,  ver.  610,  &c.  Character  of  a  good  Cri- 
tic, ver.  629.  The  Hiftory  of  Criticifm,  and 
Characters  cf  the  beft  Critics :  Ariftotle,  ver. 
645.  Horace,  ver.  653.  Dionyfius,  ver.  665. 
Petronius,  ver.  667.  Quintilian,  ver.  670. 
Longinus,  ver.  675.  Of  the  Decay  of  Criti- 
cifm, and  its  Revival.  Erafmus,  ver.  693.  Vi- 
da,  ver.  705.  Bsileau,  ver.  714.  Lord  Rof- 
common,  &c.  ver.  725.  Conclufion. 


ESSAY  ON  CRITlCtSJVt 
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ESSAY  ON  CRITICISM. 


'Tis  hard  to  fay,  if  greater  want  of  (kill 
Appear  in  writing  or  in  judging  ill ; 
But  of  the  two,  lefs  dangerous  is  th'  offence 
To  tire  our  patience,  than  miflead  our  fenfe. 
Some  few  in  that,  but  numbers  err  in  this, 
Ten  cenfure  wrong  for  one  who  writes  amifs; 
A  fool  might  once  himfelf  alone  expofe, 
Now  one  in  verfe  makes  many  more  in  profe. 

'Tis  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches ;  none 
Go  juft  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own.  10 

In  poets  as  true  genius  is  but  rare, 
True  tafle  as  feldom  is  the  critic's  (hare ; 
Both  muft  alike  from  Heaven  derive  their  light, 
Thefe  born  to  judge,  as  well  as  thofe  to  writs. 
Let  fuch  teach  others  who  themfelves  excel, 
And  cenfure  freely  who  have  written  well : 
Authors  are  partial  to  their  wit,  'tis  true ; 
But  are  not  critics  to  their  judgment  too  ? 

Yet,  if  we  look  more  clofely,  we  fhall  find 
Mod  have  the  feeds  of  judgment  in  their  mind  :  20 
Nature  affords  at  lead  a  glimmering  light;  [righr, 
The  lines,  though  touch'd  but  faintly,  are  drawn 
But  as  the  flighted  Iketch,  if  juftly  trac'd, 
Is  by  ill  colouring  byt  the  more  difgrac'd, 
So  by  falfe  learning  is  good  fenfe  defac'd  : 
Some  are  bewilder'd  in  the  maze  of  fchool», 
And  fome  made  coxcombs  nature  meant  but  fools. 
In  fearch  of  wit  thefe  lofe  their  common  fenfe, 
And  then  turn  critics  in  their  own  defence  : 
Each  burns  alike,  who  can,  or  cannot  write,      30 
Or  with  a  rivals,  or  an  eunuch's  fpite. 
All  fools  have  ftill  an  itching  to  deride, 
And  fain  would  be  upon  the  laughing  fide. 
If  Maevius  fcribble  in  Apollo's  fpite, 
There  are  who  judge  ftill  worfe  than  he  can  write. 

Some  have  at  firft  for  wits,  then  poets  paft  ; 
Turn'd  critics  next,  and  prov'd  plain  fools  at  laft. 
Some  neither  can  for  wits  nor  critics  paf«, 
As  heavy  mules  are  neither  horfe  nor  afs. 


VARIATIONS. 
Between  ver.  25  and  26  were  thefe  lines,  fince 

omitted  by  the  Author : 
Many  are  fpoil'd  by  that  pedantic  throng, 
Who  with  great  pains  teach  youth  to  r  eafon  wrong : 
Tutors,  like  virtuofos,  oft  inclined 
By  ftrange  transfufion  to  improve  the  mind, 
Draw  off  the  fenfe  we  have,  to  pour  in  new : 
"Which  yet,  with  all  their  fkill,  they  ne'er  could  do. 

Ver.  30,  31.  In  the  firft  edition  thus  : 
.Thofe  hate  as  rivals  all  that  write  ;  and  others 
But  envy  wits,  as  eunuchs  envy  lovers. 
Ver.  32.  «  All  fools,"  in  the  firft  edition  :  "  All 
"  fuch,"  in  edition,  1717  ;  fince  reftored. 
Vol..  VIII, 


Thofe  half-learn'd  witlings,  numerous  in  ohr  ifle,, 
As  half-form'd  infects  on  the  banks  of  Nile  ;     41 
UnfiniiTi'd  things,  one  knows  not  what  to  call, 
Their  generation  's  fo  equivocal  : 
To  tell  them  Would  a  hundred  tongues  require, 
Or  one  vain  wit's,  that  might  a  hundred  tire. 

But  you,  who  feek  to  give  and  merit  fame, 
And  juftly  bear  a  critic's  noble  name, 
Be  fure  yourfelf  and  your  owa  «ach  to  know, 
How  far  your  genius,  tafte,  and  learning,  go; 
Launch  not  beyond  your  depth,  but  be  difcreet,  jo 
And  mark  that  point  where  fenfe  and  dulnefs  meet. 

Nature  to  all  things  fix'd  the  limits  fit, 
And  wifely  curb'd  proud  man's  pretending  wit : 
As  on  the  land  while  here  the  ocean  gains, 
In  other  parts  it  leaves  wide  fandy  plains ;' 
Thus  in  the  foul  while  memory  prevails, 
The  folid  power  of  underftanding  fails  ; 
Where  beams  of  warm  imagination  play, 
The  memory's  foft  figures  melt  away. 
One  fcience  only  will  one  genius  fit ;  6fl 

So  vaft  is  art,  fo  narrow  human  wit: 
Not  only  bounded  to  peculiar  arts, 
But  oft  in  thofe  confin'd  to  fingle  parts. 
Like  kings,  we  lofe  the  conquefts  gain'd  before, 
By  vain  ambition  ftill  to  make  them  more  : 
Each  might  his  feveral  province  well  command, 
Would  all  but  ftoop  to  what  they  under ftand. 

Firft  follow  nature ;  and  your  judgment  frame 
By  her  juft  ftandard,  which  is  ftill  the  fame  : 
Unerring  NATURE,  ftill  divinely  bright,  J9 

One  clear,  unchang'd,  and  univerfal  light, 
Life,  force,  and  beauty,  muft  to  all  impart, 
At  once  the  fource,  and  end,  and  teft  of  art, 
Art  from  that  fund  each  juft  fupply  provides; 
Works  without  {hew,  and  without  pomp  prefideSj^ 
In  fome  fair  body  thus  th'  informing  foul 
With  fpirits  feeds,  with  vigour  fills  the  whole^ 
Each  motion  guides,  and  every  nerve  fuftains; 
Itfelf  unfeen,  but  in  th'  effe&s  remains. 
Some,  to  whom  Heaven  in  wit  has  been  profufe, 
Want  as  much  more,  to  turn  it  to  its  ufe  ;  Si 

For  wit  and  judgment  often  are  at  ftrife, 
Though   meant   each  others   aid,  like  man  and 
wife. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  63.  Ed.  I.  But  ev'n  in  thofe,  &c. 

Ver.  74. 

That  art  is  beft,  which  moft  refembles  her; 
Which  ftill  prefides,  yet  never  doe's  appear. 

Ver.  76. the  fecret  foul. 

Ver.  80. 

There  are  whom  Heaven  hasbleft  with  (lore  »f  wit. 
Yet  want  as  much  again  to  manage  it. 


THE    WORKS    OF    POPE. 


>Tis  more  to  guide.,  than  fpur  the  mufe's  fteed; 
Reftrain  his  fury,  than  provoke  his  fpeed  : 
The  winged  courfer,  like  a  generous  horfc, 
Shows  mofl  true  mettle  when  you  check  his  courfc. 

Thofe  rules  of  old  difcover'd,  not  devis'd, 
Are  nature  flill,  but  nature  methodis'd: 
Nature,  like  liberty,  is  but  reflrain'd  90 

By  the  fame  laws  which  firft  herfelf  ordain'd. 

Hear  how  learn'd  Greece  her  ulcful  rules  endites, 
"When  to  reprcfs,  and  when  indulge  our  flights: 
High  on  Parnaffus'  top  her  Tons  fhe  fhew'd, 
And  pointed  out  thofe  arduous  paths  they  trod  : 
Held  from  afar,  aloft,  th'  immortal  prize, 
And  urg'd  the  reft  by  equal  fteps  to  rife. 
Juft  precepts  thus  from  great  example  given, 
She  drew  from  them  what  they  deriv'd  from  heaven. 
The  generous  critic  fann'd  the  poet's  fire,        ico 
And  taught  the  world  with  reafon  to  admire. 
Then  criricifm  the  mufe's  handmaid  prov'cl, 
*To  drefs  her  charms,  and  make  her  more  belov'd : 
But  following  wits  from  that  intention  ftray'd, 
"Who  could  not  win  the  miftrefs  woo'd  the  maid; 
Againft  the  poets  their  own  arms  they  turn'd, 
Sure  to  hate  mofl  the  men  from  whom  they  learn'd. 
So  modern  'pothecaries  taught  the  art 
By  doctors  bills  to  play  the  doctor's  part, 
Bold  in  the  practice  of  miftaken  rules,  IIO 

jPrefcribe,  apply,  and  call  their  matters  fools. 
Come  on  the  leaves  of  ancient  authors  prey, 
>Tor  time  nor  moths  e'er  fpoil'd  fo  much  as  they  : 
Some  drily  plain,  without  invention's  aid, 
Write  dull  receipts  how  poems  may  be  made. 
Thefe  leave  the  fenfe,  their  learning  to  difplay, 
And  thofe  explain  the  meaning  quite  away,  [iteer, 

You  then  whofe  judgment  the  right  courie  would 
Know  well  each  Ancient's  proper  character  ; 
His  fable,  fubjecl,  fcope  in  every  page ;  1 20 

IReligion,  country,  genius  of  his  age  : 
"Without  all  thefe  at  once  before  your  eyes, 
Cavil  you  may,  but  never  criticife. 
Be  Homer's  works  your  ftudy  and  delight 
Read  them  by  day,  and  meditate  by  night,; 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  90.  Ed.  I.  Nature,  like  monarchy,  £c. 

Ver.  92. 

tfirft  learned  Greece  juft  precepts  did  endite, 
When  to  reprefs,  and  when  indulge  our  flight. 

Ver.  97. 
Trom  great  examples  ufeful  rules  were  given. 

After  ver.  104,  this  line  is  omitted  : 
Set  up  themfelves,  and  drove  a  feparate  trade. 
Ver.  116.  Ed.  i.  Thefe  loft,  &c. 
Ver.  117.  And  thefe  explain'd,  &c. 
Ver.  133.  Ed.  i.  You  may  confound,  but,  &c. 
Ver.  133.    Cavil  you  may,  hut  never  criticilc. 

The  Author  after  this  verfe  originally  inierted 
the  following,  which  he  has  however  omitted  in 
all  the  editions : 

.Zoilus,  had  thefs  been  known,  without  a  name 
Had  dy'd,  and  Perault  ne'er  been  damn'd  to  fame  : 
The  fenfe  of  found  antiquity  had  reign'd, 
And  facred  Homer  yet  been  unprofan'd. 
None  e'er  had  thought  his  comprehenfive  mind 
To  modern  cuftoms,  modern  rules  confin'd  J 
Who  for  a]J  ages  writ,  and  all  mankind, 


Thence  form  your  judgment,  thence  your  ma: 

bring, 

And  trace  the  mufes  upward  to  their  fpring  ; 
Still  with  itfelf  compar'd,  his  text  perufc  ; 
And  let  your  comment  be  the  Mantuan  mufe. 
When    firft    young    Maro,    in   his   boundleff 

mind 

A  work  t'  outhft  immortal  Rome  defign'd,      131 
Perhaps  he  feem'd  above  the  critic's  law, 
And  but  from  nature's  fountains  fcorn'd  to  draw  r 
But  when  t'  examine  every  part  he  came, 
Nature  and  Homer  were,  he  found,  the  fame. 
Convinc'd,  amaz'd,  he  checks  the  bold  defign  ; 
And  rules  as  ftridl  his  labour'd  work  confine, 
As  if  the  Stagyrite  o'erlook'd  each  line. 
Learn  hence  lor  ancient  rules  a  juft  efteem  ; 
To  copy  nature,  is  to  copy  them.  140 

Some  beauties  yet  no  precepts  can  declare, 
For  there's  a  happinefs  as  well  as  care. 
M \: fie  refcrmblcs  poetry  ;  in  each  "} 

Are  namclefs  graces  which  no  methods  teach,     > 
And  which  a  mafter-hand  alone  can  reach.         j 
If,  where  the  rules  not  far  enough  extend, 
(Since  rules  were  made   but   to   promote   their 

end), 

Some  lucky  liceufe  anfwer  to  the  full 
Th'  intent  propos'd,  that  liccnfe  is  a  rule. 
Thus  Pegaius,  a  nearer  way  to  take,  150 

May  boldly  deviate  from  the  common  track  ; 
From  vulgar  bounds  with  brave  diforder  part, 
And  fnatch  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art, 
Which,  without  palling  through  the  judgment^ 

gains 

The  hcait.  and  all  its  end  at  once  attains. 
In  profpects  thus,  fome  objects  pleafe  our  eyes, 
\Vhlch  out  of  nature's  common  order  rife, 
The  fhapelufs  rock,  or  hanging  precipice. 
Great  wits  fometimes  may  glorioufly  offend, 
And  rife  to  faults  true  critics  dare  not  mend.  i6» 
But  though  the  ancients  thus  their  rules  invade 
(As  kings  difpeule    with    laws  themfelves  have 

made); 

Moderns,  beware  !  or,  if  you  muft  offend 
Againft  the  precept,  ne'er  tranfgrefs  its  end  : 
Let  it  be  feldoai,  and  compell'd  by  need ; 
And  have,  at  leaft,  their  precedent  to  plead. 
The  critic  clie  proceeds  without  remnrfe. 
Seizes  your  fame,  and  puts  his  laws  in  force. 


VARIATIONS; 

Vrr.  IZ6 

Thence  form  your  judgment,  thence  your  norions 
bring. 

Ver.  150. 

When  Srft  young  Maro  fung  of  kings  and  wars, 
Ere  warning  Phoebus  touch'u  his  trembling  ears. 
Ver.  130.  Ed.  i.  When  iirft  great  Maro,  &c. 

Ver.  136. 

Convinc'J,  amaz'd,  he  check'd  the  bold  defign ; 
And  did  his  work  to  rules  as  ftricl  confine. 
Ver.  145.  Ed.  i.  And  which  amafter's  hand, 

After  ver.  i  j  8.  the  firft  edition  reads, 
But  care  in  poetry  muft  ftill  be  had, 
It  alks  difcretion  ev'n  in  running  mad  ; 
And  though  the  ancients,  &c. 
And  what  are  now  ver.  ijo,  1 60,  followed  ver.  15: 


ESSAY    ON    CRITICISM. 


1  knoW  there  are^owhofeprcfumptuousthoughts 
freer  beauties,  ev'n  in  them,  feem  faults.  170 
Some  figures  moqftrous  and  mif-.fhap'd  appear, 
C|>nfider'd,4ingiy,  or  .beheld  too  near,  < 
Which,  but;  proportion'd  to  their  light,  or  place, 
Due  diftance,  reconciles  to  form  and  grace. 
A  prudent  chief  pot -always  muft  difplay 
His  powers  in  equal  ranks,  and  fair  array, 
But  with  th'  occafion  and  the  place  comply, 
Conceal  his  force,  nay  fometimes  feern  to  fly. 
Thofe  oft  are  ftratagems  which  error  feem, 
Ner  is  it  Hemer  nods,  but  we  that  dream.        180 
•  S,till  green  with  bays  each  ancient  altar  (lands, 
Above  the  reach  of  iacrilegious  hands ; 
Secure  from  flames,  frcYn  envy's  fiercer  lage, 
DeftrucUve  war,  and  all-in-volving  age. 
See  from  each  clime  the  learn'd  their  incenfe  bring  ' 
Hear,  in  all  tongues  consenting  Psans  ring  ! 
In  praife  fo.  juft  let  every  voice  be  join'4, 
And  fill  the  general  chorus  of  mankind. 
Hail,  bards  triumphant !  born  in  happier  days; 
Immortal  heirs , of  univerfal  praife  !  19/0 

Whofe  honours  with  increafe  of  ages  grow, 
As  dreams  roll  down,  enlarging  as  they  flow  ; 
Nations  unborn  yoflr  mighty  names  fhall  found, 
And  worlds  applaud  that  muft  not  yet  be  found  ! 
O  may  fome  fpark  of  your  celeftial  fire, 
The  laft,,  the  meaneft  of  your  fons  infpire, 
(That,  on.  weak  wing?;  from  far  purfues  your  flights, 
Glows  while  he  reads,  but  trembles  as  he  writes) 
To  teach  vain  wits  a  fcience  Jittle  known, 
T'  admire  fuperior  fenfe,  and  doubt  their  own  : 

Of  all  the  caufes  whjch  cpnfpire  to  blind     2OI 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  mifguide  the.  mind, 
What  the  weak  hea.4  with  ftrongeft  .bias  rules, 
Is  pride,  the  never-failing  voice  of  fools. 
Whatever  nature  has  in.  worth  deny'd, 
Sb.e  gives  in  large  r.ecruits  of  needful  pride ! 
For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  fouls,  we  find 
What  wants  in  blood  and  fpirits,fweii'd  with  wind: 
Pride,  where  wit  fails,  fleps  in  to  our  defence,  . 
And  fills  up  all  the  mighty  void  of  fchfe.          210 
If  once  right  reafpn  drives  that  cloud  away, 
Truth  breaks, upon  us -with  rcfiftlefs  day. 
Truft  not  yourielf;  but,  your  defscls  to  know, 
JVIake  ufe  gf  every  friend — and  every  foe. 
A  little  learning  is  a  dangerou«v  thing  ! 
Drink  deep,  or  wile  not  the  Pierian  ijring  ; 
There  fliallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain, 
And  drinking  largely  fobers  us  again. 
Fir'd  at  firft  fight  with  what  the  mule  imparts, 
Jnfearleis  youth_we  tempt  the  heights  of  aTjs,22O 


VARIATIONS. 

,      ,  Ver.  178.  Ed,  I. 

Oft  hide  his  force,  nay  feem  fometimes  to  fly. 

Ver.  184.  Ed.  i. 
Deftrudive  war,  and  all-devouring  age. 

Ver.  1 86.  Ed.  i. 

Hear,  in  all  tongues  applauding  Paeans  ring ! 
Ver.  197.  Ed.  i.  That  with  weak  wings,  &c. 

Ver.  219-. 

Fir'd  with  the  charms  fair  fcience  does  impart, 
In  fcarlefs  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  art. 
Ver.  223.  But  mere  Bdvanc'd,  furvey,  Sis. 


While*  from  the  bounded  level  of  our  mind, 
Short  views  we  take, -no;;. lee"  the  lengths  behind  ; 

!  But  more  advanc'd,  behold  wilh>  ftrange  furprife 
New,  diftatit  fcenes  of  endlef^  fcience  rile  ! 
So  pleas'd.at  firfl  the  towering  Alps  we  try, 
Mount  o'er  the  vales,  and  feera  to  tread  the  iky  ; 
Th'  eternal  (hows  appear  already  paft, 
And  the  firft  clouds  and  mountains  feem  the  laft : 
But,  thofe  attain'd,  .we  vtremble  to  iurvey 
The  growing  labours  of  the  lengthen'd  way  ;  230 
TIV  increafinft  prolpeft  tires  our  wandering  eyes, 

j  Hills  peep  o'er  hills,  and  Alps  on  Alps  arifc  ! 

,  A  perfect  iydgc  will  read  each  work  of  wit 
Wirh  the  fame  fpirk  that  its  author  writ  : 
Survey  the  whole,-- nor  feek  flight  faults  to  find 
Where   nature   moves,  and   rapture  warms   the 

i   mind  ; -   . 

Nor  iofe,lor  that  majignant  dull  delight, 
The  generous  pleafu?e  to  be  charm'd  with  wit. 
But,  in  fych  lays  as  neither  ebb  nor  flow, 
Corredlly  cold,  and  regularly  low,  240 

That,  fhunning  faults,  one  quiet  tenour  keep ; 
We  cannot  bjame  indeed — but  we  may  fleep. 
In  wit,  as  nature,  what  affedks  our  hearts 
Is  not  th'  eTSKStnefs  of  peculiar  parts  ; 
'Tis  not  a  lip,  or  eye,  we  beauty  call, 
But  the  joint  force  and  full  relult  of  all. 
Thus  when  we  view  fome  well-prpportion'd  dome^ 
(The  world's  juft  wonder,  and   ev'n   thine,  O 

Rome!). 

No  fingle  parts  unequally  furprife, 
Ajj  coines  united  to  th' admiring  eyes;  250 

No  monftrpus  height,  or  breadth,  or  length  ap- 

pear;  - 
The  whole  at  pnce  isbold,  and  regular. 

Whoever  thinks  a  faultlefs  piece  to  fee, 
Thinks  v/hat  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  fhallbe. 
In  every  work  regard  the  writer's  end, 
Since  none  can  compafs  more  than  they  intend; 
And  if  the  means  be  juft,  the  conduct  true, 
Applaufe,  in  Ipite  of  trivial  faults,  is  due. 
As  men  of  breeding,  fometimes  men  of  wit, 
T*  avoid  great  errors  mutt  the  lefs  commit :    z6c 
Nfgled:  the  rules  each  verbal  critic  lays, 
For  not  to  know  fome  trifles,  is  a  praife. 
Moft  critics,  fond  of  fome  fubferyient  art, 
Still  make  the  whole  depend  upon  a  part : 
They  talk  of  principles,  but  notions  prize, 
And4  all  to  one  lov'd  folly  facrifice. 
Once  on  a  time,  La  Mancha's  knight,  they  fay, 
A  certain  bard  encountering  on  the  way, 
Difcours'd  in  terms  as  juft,  with  looks  as  fage, 
A*  e'er  could  Dennis,  of  the  Grecian  ftage  ;      370 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  225. 

So  plcas'd  at  firft  the  towering  alps  to  try, 
Fill'd  with  ideas  of  fair  Italy, 
The  traveller  beholds  with  cheerful  eyes 
The  leffening  vales,  and  feems  to  tread  the  flues* 

Ver.  259. 
As  men  of  breeding,  oft  the  men  of  wit. 

Yen  265. 
They  talk  of  principles,  but  parts  they  prize. 

Ver.  270. 

As  e'er  could  Dennis  of  the  laws  o'  th'  ftag«» 
Cij 


•fHE    WORKS    OF  P OPE. 


Concluding  all  were  defperat'e  fots  and  fools, 

Who  durft  depa-.t  from  Ariftotle's  rules. 

Our,  author,  happy  in  a  judge  fo  nice, 

Produc'd  his  play,  and  begg'd  the  knight's  advice  : 

Made  him  obfeive  the  fubject,  and  the  plot, 

The  manners,  paflions,  unities;  what  riot  ? 

All  which,  cxacl  to  rule,  were  brought  about, 

Were  but  a  combat  in  the  lifts  left  out. 

"  What !  leave  the  combat  out  ?"  exclaims  the 

knight. 

Yes,  or  we  muft  renounce  the  ftagirite.  2,80 

*'  Not  lo,  by  heaven  I  (he  anfwers  in  a  rage) 
**  Knights,  'fquires,  and  fteeds,  muft  enter  on  the 

"  ftage." 

So  vaft  a  throng  the  ftage  can  ne'er  contain. 
•'  Then  build  a  new,  or  ad  it  in  a  plain." 

Thus  critics,  of  lefs  judgment  than  caprice, 
Curious,  not  knowing,  not  exait  but  nice, 
Form  fhort  ideas;  and  offend  in  arts 
(As  moft  in  manners)  by  a  love  to  parts. 

Some  to  conceit  alone  their  tafte  confine,      189 
And  glittering  thoughts  ftruck  out  at  every  line  ; 
Pleas'd  with  a  work  where  nothing's  juft  or  fit ; 
One  glaring  chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit. 
Poets  like  painters,  thus  unfkill'd  to  trace 
The  naked  nature,  and  the  living  grace, 
With  gold  and  jewels  cover  every  part, 
And  hide  with  ornaments  their  want  of  art. 
True  wit  is  nature  to  advantage  drefs'd, 
What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne'er  fo  well  exprefs'd  ; 
Something,  whofe  truth  convinc'd  at  fight  we  find, 
That  gives  us  back  the  image  of  our  mind.      300 
As  {hades  more  fweetly  recommend  the  light, 
So  modeft  plainnefs  fets  offfprightly  wit ; 
For  works  may  have  more  wit  than  does  them 

good, 
As  bodies  perifh  through  excefs  of  blood. 

Others  for  language  all  their  care  exprefs, 
And  value  books,  as  women  men,  for  drefs  : 
Their  praife  is  dill — the  ftyle  is  excellent : 
The  ienfe,  they  humbly  take  upon  content. 
Words  are  like  leaves;  and  where  theymoft  abound, 
Much  fruit  of  fenfe  beneath  is  rarely  found.     310 
Falfe  eloquence,  like  the  prifmatic  glafs, 
Its  gaudy  colours  fpreads  on  every  place  ;  > 
The  face  of  n-atnre  we  no  more  furvey, 
All  glares  alike,  without  diftin£lion  gay  : 
But  true  expreflion,  like  th'  unchanging  fun,       "} 
Clears  and  improves  whate'er  it  ihines  upon  ;      > 
It  gilds  all  objects,  but  it  alters  none.  j 

Expreffion  is  the  drefs  of  thought,  and  ftill 
Appears  more  decent,  as  more  I'm  table  ; 
A  vile  conceit  in  pompoas  words  exprefs'd,      310 
Is  like  a  clown  in  regal  purple  drefs'd : 
For  different  ftyles  with  different  fubje&s  fort, 
As  feveral  garbs,  with  country,  town,  and  court. 
Some  by  old  words  to  fame  have  made  pretence, 
Ancients  in  phrale,  mere  moderns  in  their  fenfe ; 


;  o 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  171.  Ed.  I.  That  durft,  &C. 

Ver.  acyg.  Ed.  I. 
What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne'er  before  exprefs'd. 

Ver.  320  Ed.  I. 
A  vile  concslt  ia  pompous  ftyle  exprefe'd. 


Such  labour'd  nothings,  in  fo  ftrange  a  ftyle, 

Amaze  th'  unlearn'd,  and  make  the  learned  fmile. 

Unlucky,  as  Fungofa  in  the  play, 

Thefe  fparks  with  aukward  vanity  difplay 

What  the  fine  gentleman  wore  yefterday  ;    330 

And  but  fo  mimic  ancient  wits  at  beft, 

As  apes  our  grandfires  in  their  doublets  dreft. 

Tn  wcids,  as  famions,  the  fame  rule  will  hold; 

Alike  fantaftic,  if  too  new  or  old  : 

Be  not  the  firft  by  whom  the  new  are  try'd, 

Nor  yet  the  laft  to  lay  the  old  afide. 

But  moft  by  numbers  judge  a  poet's  fong  ; 
And  fmooth  or  rough,  with  them,  is  right  or 

wrong :  [fp're» 

In  the  bright  mufe  though  thoufand  charms  con- 
Her  voice  is  all  thefe  tuneful  fools  admire  ;       340 
Who  haunt  Parnaflus  but  tn  pleafe  their  ear,     ^ 
Not  mend  their  minds;  as  fome  to  church  repair,  >• 
Not  for  the  doctrine,  but  the  mufic  there.          3 
Thefe,  equal  fyllablcs  alone  require, 
Though  oft  the  ear  the  open  vowels  tire  ; 
While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  join, 
And  ten  low  words  oft  creep  in  one  dull  line  : 
While  they  ring  round  the  fame  unvary'd  chimes, 
With  fure  returns  of  ftill  expected  rhymes ;      34^ 
Where'er  you  find  "  the  cooling  weftern  breeze," 
In  the  next  line  it  "  whifpers  through  the  trees  :'* 
If  cryftal  ftreams  "  with  pleafing  murmurs  creep," 
The  reader's  threaten'd (not  in  vain)  with  "fleep:" 
Then  at  the  laft  and  only  couplet  fraught 
With  fome  unmeaning  thing  they  call  a  thought, 
A  needlels  Alexandrine  ends  the  fong, 
That,  like  a  wounded  fnake,  drags  its  flow  length 

along.  [know 

Leave  fuch  to  tune  their  own  dull  rhymes,  and 
What's  roundly  fmooth,  or  languifhingly  flow ; 
And  praife  the  eafy  vigour  of  a  line,  369 

Where  Denham's  ftrength  and  Waller's  fweetnefs 

join. 

True  eafe  in  writing  comes  from  art,  not  chance, 
As  thofe  move  eafiett  who  have  learn'd  to  dance. 
'Tis  not  enough  no  harftmefs  gives  offence, 
The  found  muft  feem  an  echo  to  the  fenfe  : 
Soft  is  the  ft  rain  v*  hen  zephyr  gently  blows, 
And  the  fmooth  ftream  in  fmoother  numbers  flows; 
But  when  lou#l  furges  lafb  the  founding  fhore, 
The  hoarfe,  rough  verfe  fhould  like  the  torrent  roar. 
When   Ajax   ftrives  fome  rock's  vaft  weight  t» 

throw,  370 

The  line  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  flow  : 
Not  fo  when  fwift  Camilla  fcours  the  plain, 
Flies  o'er  th'  unbending  corn,  and  fkiraa  along  the 

main. 

Hear  how  Timotheus'  vary'd  lays  furprife, 
And  bid  alternate  paflions  fall  and  rife  1 
While,  at  each  change,  the  fon  of  Libyan  Jove 
Now  burns  with  glory,  and  then  melts  with  love  ; 
Now  hi.s  fierce  eyes  with  fparkling  fury  glow, 
Now  fighs  fteal  out,  and  tears  begin  to  flow  : 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver  338.  £d.  r. 

And  fmooth  or  rough,  with  fuch,  &c. 
Ver   36.5-  3^4-  Theft  lines  are  added. 
Ver.  36*.  But  when  loud  billows,  &c« 


c. 

1 


ESSAY   ON   CRITICISM. 


Perfians  and  Greets  like  turns  of  nature  found,  380 
And  the  world's  vidtor  flood  fubdued  by  found  ! 
The  power  of  mufic  all  our  hearts  allow, 
And  what  Timotheus  was,  is  Dryden  now. 

Avoid  extremes ;  and  fhun  the  fault  of  fuch, 
Who  ftill  are  pleas'd  too  little  or  too  much. 
At  every  trifle  fcorn  to  take  offence', 
That  always  {hows  great  pride,  or  little  fenfe  ; 
Thofe  heads,  as  ftomachs,  are  not  furo  the  beft, 
Which  naufeate  all,  and  nothing  car:  digeft. 
Yet  let  not  each  gay  turn  thy  rapture  move ;    390 
For  fools  admire,  but  men  of  fenfe  approve  : 
As  things  feem  large  which  we  through  mills 

defcry, 
Dulnefs  is  ever  apt  to  magnify. 

Some  foreign  writers,  fome  our  own  defpife  ; 
The  ancients  only,  or  the  moderns  prize  : 
Thus  wit,  like  faith,  by  each  man  is  apply'd 
To  one  fmall  fe6l,  and  all  are  damn'd  befide. 
Meanly  they  feek  the  bleffing  to  confine^ 
And  force  that  fun  but  on  a  part  to  iliine, 
Which  not  alone  the  fouthern  wit  fublimes,     400 
But  ripens  fpirits  in  cold  northern  climes ; 
Which  from  the  firft  has  {hone  on  ages  paft, 
Enlights  the  prefent,  and  fliali  warm  the  lafl; 
Though  each  may  feel  increafes  and  decays, 
And  fee  now  clearer  and  now  darker  days. 
Regard  not  then  if  wit  be  old  cr  new, 
But  blame  the  falfe,  and  value  ftill  the  true. 

Some  ne'er  advance  a  judgment  of  their  own, 
But  catch  the  fpreading  notion  of  the  town ; 
They  reafon  and  conclude  by  precedent,  410 

And  own  ftale  nonfenfe  which  they  ne'er  invent. 
Some  judge  of  authors  names,  not  works,  and  then 
Nor  praife  nor  blame  the  writings,  but  the  men. 
Of  all  this  fervile  herd,  the  word  is  he 
That  in  proud  dulneis  joins  with  quality ; 
A  conftant  critic  at  the  great  man's  board, 
To  fetch  and  carry  nonfenfe  for  my  lord, 
What  woful  ftuff  this  madrigal  would  be, 
In  fome  ftarv'd  hackney-fonneteer,  or  me ! 
But  let  a  lord  once  own  the  happy  lines,          420 
How  the  wit  brightens !  how  the  ftyle  refines ! 
Before  his  facred  name  flies  every  fault, 
And  each  exalted  (lanza  teems  with  thought ! 

The  vulgar  thus  through  imitation  err  ; 
As  oft  the  learn'd  by  being  fmgular  ; 
So  much  they  fcorn  the  crowd,  that  if  the  throng 
By  chance  go  right,  they  purpofely  go  wrong  : 
So  Schematics  the  plain  believers  quit, 
And  are  but  damn'd  for  having  too  much  wit. 
Some  praife  at  morning  what  they  blame  at  night, 
But  always  think  the  laft  opinion  right.  431 

A  myie  by  thefe  is  like  a  miftrefsus'd, 
This  hour  {he's  idoliz'd,  the  next  abus'd; 
While  their  weak  heads,  like  towns  uni'orttfy'd, 
'Twixt  fenfe  and  nonfenfe  daily  change  their  Ikie. 
Alk  them  the  caufe  ;  they're  wifer  ftill,  they  lay  ; 
And  ftill  to-morrow's  wifer'than  to-day. 
We  think  our  fathers  tools,  fo  wife  we  grpw  ; 
Our  wifer  fons,  no  doubt,  will  think  us  fo', 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  394.  Ed.  I.  Some  the  French  writers,  £c. 
Ver.  413.  Ed.  I.  Nur  praife  nor  damn,  &c. 
Yer.  43  tf.  So  Schematics  the  dull,  &c. 


Once  fchool  divines  this  zealous  ifle  o'erfpread  ; 
Who  knew  moft  fentencee  was  deepeft  read  ;  441 
Faith,  gofpel,  all,  feem'd  made  to  be  difputed, 
And  none  had  fenfe  enough  to  be  confuted  : 
Scotifts  and  Thomifts,  now  in  peace  remain, 
Amidft  their  kindred  cobwebs  in  Duck-lane. 
If  faith  itfeif  has  different  dreffes  worn, 
What   wonder  modes   in  wic  iliould  ukc  their 

turn  ? 

Oft,  leaving  what  is  natural  and  fit, 
The  current  folly  proves  the  ready  wit ; 
And  authors  think  their  reputation  fafe,  450 

Which  lives  as  long  as  fools'are  pleas'd  to  laugh. 

Some,  valuing  thofe  of  their  own  fide  or,  mind, 
Still  make  themfelves  the  meafnre  of  mankind  : 
Fondly  we  think  we  honour  merit  then, 
When  we  but  praife  ourfelves  in  other  men. 
Parties  in  wit  attend  on  thofe  of  ftate, 
And  public  faction  doubles  private  hate. 
Pride,  malice,  folly,  againil  Dryden  rofe, 
In  various  ftaapes  of  parfons,  critics,  beaux  : 
But  fenfe  furviv'd,  when  merry  jefts  were  paft ; 
For  rifing  merit  will  buoy  up  at  laft.  465 

Might  he  return,  and  blcfs  once  more  our  eyes, 
New  Blackmores  and  new  Milbourns  muft  arife  ; 
Nay,  fhould  great  Homer  lift  hi*  awful  head, 
Zoilus  again  would  ftart  up  from  the  dead. 
Envy  will  merit,  as  its  {hade,  purfue  ; 
Bur,  like  a  ftiadow,  proves  the  fubftance  true  : 
For  envyM  wit,  like  Sol  eclips'd,  makes  known 
Th'  oppofing  body's  groffnefs,  not  its  own. 
When   firft   that   fun   too   powerful  beams  <Jif- 

plays. 

It  draws  up  vapours  which  obfcure  its  rays ;    471 
But  ev'n  thofe  clouds  at  lift  adorn  its  way, 
Reflect  new  glories,  and  augment  the  day. 
Be  thou  the  firft,  true  merit  to  befriend; 
His  praife  is  loft,  who  flays  till  all  commend. 
Short  is  the  date,  alas,  of  modern  rhymes, 
And  'tis  but  juft  to  let  them  live  betimes. 
No  longer  now  that  golden  age  appears, 
When  patriarch-wits  furviv'd  a  thoufand  years; 
Now  length  of  fame  (our  fecond  life)  is  loft,    480 
And  bare  threefcore  is  all  ev'n  that  can  boaft ; 
Our  fons  their  fathers  failing  language  fee, 
And  fuch  as  Chaucer  is,  fhah  Dryden  be. 
So  when  the  faithful  pencil  has  defign'd 
Some  bright  idea  of  the  matter's  mind, 
Where  a  new  world  leaps  cut  at  his  command, 
And  ready  nature  waits  upon  his  hand; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  447.  Between  this  and  ver.  448. 
The  rhyming  clowns  that  gladded  Shakfpear's  age, 
No  more  with  crambo  entertain  the  ftage. 
Who  now  in  anagrams  their  patron  praife, 
Or  fing  their  miltrefs  in  acroflic  lays  ? 
Ev'n  pulpits  pleas'd  with  merry  puns  of  yore; 
Now  al!  are  banifh'd  to  th'  Hibernian  fhore  1 
Thus  leaving  what  was  natuial  and  fit, 
The  current  folly  prov'd  their  ready  wit ; 
And  authors  thought  their  reputation  fafe, 
Which    liv'd   as   long   as  fools  were  pleas'd  to 

laugh. 

Y«r.  485,  £d.  I,  Some  fair  idea,  5c^ 
Ciij 
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When  the  ripe  colours  fofitn  and  unite, 
And  fweetly  melt  into  juft  fhade  drid  light ; 
When  mellowing  years  their  full  perfection  give, 
And  each  bold  figure  juft  begins  to  live  ;  •       491 
The  treacherous  colours  the  fair  art  betray, 
And  all  the  bright  creatirn  fades  away  !     ' 

Unhappy  wit,  like  moft  n/iftaken  things, 
Atones  'not  for  that  envy  wfhich1  it  brings'; 
In  youth  alone  its  empty  praife  weboafty 
But  foon  the  fhort-liv'd  vanity  is  loft  :    • 
Like  foroe  fair  flower  the  early  fpring  fupplies, 
That  gaily  blooms,  but  ev'n  in  blooming  dies. 
What  is  this  wit,  which  muft  our  cares  employ  ? 
The  owner's  wife,  that  other  men  enjoy  ;        501 
The  moft  our  trouble  ftill  when  moft  admir'd,    • 
And  ftill  the  more  we  give,  the  more  refluir'd  ; 
Whole  fame  with  paiiis  we  guard,  buc  iofe  with 

eafe, 

Sure  fome  to  vex,  but  never  all  to  pleafe ; 
"Tis  what  the  vicious  fear,  the  virtuous  fhun  ; 
By  fools  'tis  hated,  and  by  knaves  undone  ! 

If  wit  fo  much  from  ignorance  undergo, 
Ah,  let  not  learning  too  commence  its  foe ! 
Of  old,  thofe  met  rewards,  who  could  excel,    510 
And  fuch  were  prais'd  who  but  endeavour'd  well; 
Though  triumphs  were  to  generals  only  due, 
Crowns  were  referv'd  to  grace  the  foldiers  too. 
How,  they  who  reach  Parnaflus'  l«ity  crown1, 
Employ  their  pains  to  fpurn  fome  others  down  ; 
And  while  felf-love  each  jealous  writer  rules, 
Contending  wits  become  the  fport  of  fools  : 
But  ftill  the  worft  with  rnoft  regret  commend, 
Tor  each  ill  author  is  as  bad  a  friend. 
*To  what  bafe  ends,  and  by  what  abje<ft  ways,  510 
Are  mortal*  urg'd  through  facred  luft  of  praife  i 
Ah,  ne'er  fo  dire  a  thirft  of  glory  boaft, 
Nor  in  the  critic  let  the  man  be  loft. 
Good-nature  and  good-fenfe  rnuft  ever  join  ; 
To  err,  is  human ;  to  forgive,  divine. 

But  if  in  noble  minds  tome  dregs  remain, 
Not  yet  purg'd  off,  of  fpleen  and  four  difdain  ; 
Difcharge  that  rage  on  more  provoking  crimes, 
!Nor  fear  a  dearth  in  thefe  flagitious  times. 
No  pardon  vile  obfcenity  fliould  find,  530 

Though  wit  and  art  conipire  to  move  your  mind  j 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  490.  Ed.  i.  When  mellowing  time  does,  &c. 
Ver.  493.  The  treacherous  colours  in  few  years 

decay. 
Ver.  495.  Repaya  not  half  that  envy,  &c. 

Ver.  498. 
Like  fome  fair  flower  .that  in  the  fpring  does  rife. 

Ver.  500. 
What  is  this  wit  that  does  our  cares  employ  ? 

Ver.  502. 

The  more  his  trouble  as  the  more  admir'd; 
Where  wanted,  fcorn'd;  and  envy'd  where  ac- 

quir'd ; 

Maintain'd  with  pains,  but  forfeited  with  eafe,  &c. 
','    Ver.  508.  Ed.  i.  Too  much  does  wit,  &c. 
Ver.  514.  Now  thofe  that  reach,  &c. 
Ver.  .5 19.  And  each,  &c. 
Ver.  j$i.  Are  mortals  urg'd  by  facred,  &c. 


i 


But  dulr.efs  with  obfcenity  muft  prove 

As  ftrameful  fure  as  impotence  in  love. 

In  the  fat  age  of  plealure,  wealth,  and  eafe, 

Sprang  the  rank  weed,  and  thriv'd  with  large  in- 

creafe  : 

When  love  was  all  in  eafy  monarch's  care ; 
Seldom  at  council,  never  in  a  war  : 
Jilts  rul'd  the  ftate,  and  ftatefmen  farces  writ ; 
Nay  wits  had  pehfions,  and  young  lords  had  wit  : 
The  fair  fat  panting  at  a  courtier's  play,  54 

Arid  not  a  maflc  went  unimprov'd  a\Vay  : 
The  modeft  fan  v;as  lifted  up  no  more, 
And  virgins  fmir*d  at  what  they  blufli'd  before. 
The  following  licenfe  of  a  foreign  reign 
Did  all  the  dregs  of  bold  Socinus  drain  ; 
Then  unbelieving  priefts  reform'd  the  nation, 
And  taught  more  pleafant  methods  of  falvation  ; 
Where  heaven's  free  fubjeds  mijght  their  right? 

difpute,   • 

Left  God  .nimfclf  fhould  feem  too  abfolute  : 
Pulpits  their  facred  fatire  learn'd  to  fpare,       550 
And  vice  admir'd  to  find  a  flatterer  there  ! 
Encourag'd  thus,  -wit's  Titans  brav'd  the  ikies, 
And  the  prefs  groan'd  with  licensM  blafphemies. 
Thefe  nienfters,  critics*  with  your  darts  engage, 
Here  point  your  thunder,  and  exhauft  your  rage  ! 
Yet  fhun  their  fault,  who,  fcandaloufly  nice, 
Will  needs  miftake  an  author' into  vice  ; 
All  feems  infected  that  th*  infected  fpy, 
As  all  looks  yellow  to  rhe  jaundic'd  eye. 

Learn  then  what  morals  critics  ought  to  fhow ; 
For  'tis  but  half  a  judge's  talk,  to  know.          561 
'  Tis  not  enough,  tafte,  judgment,  learning,  join  ; 
In  all  you  fpeak,  let  truth  and' candour  fhine  ; 
That  not  alone  what  to  your  fenfe  is  due 
All  may  allow,  but  fcek  your  friendfhip  too. 

Be  filent  always,  when  you  doubt  your  lenfr  ; 
And  fpeak,  though  fure,  with  feeming  diffiderice  : 
Some  pofitive,  perfifting  fops  we  know,  ' 
Who,  if  once  wrong,  will  needs  be  always  fo  ; 
But  you,  with  plealure,  own  your  errors  paft,  ,570 
And  make  each  day  a  critic  on  the  laft. 

'Tis  not  enough  your  counfel  ftill  be  true  ; 
Blunt  truths  more  mifchief  than  nice  fallehoods  do ; 
Men  muft  be  taught  as  if  you  taught  them  not, 
And  things  unknown  propos'd  as  things  forgot. 
Without  good  breeding  truth  is  difapprov'd ; 
That  only  makes  fu^erior  fcufc  belov'd. 


VALUATIONS. 

Ver.  547.  The  Author  has  here  omitted  the 
two  following  lines ;  as  containing  a  national  re- 
fle&ion,  which  in  his  ftriclcr  judgment  he  could 
not  but  difapprove  on  any  people  whatever. : 
Then  firft  the  Belgians  morals  were  extoll'd  ; 
We  their  religion  had,  and  they  our  gold. 
Ver.  562.  'Tis  not  enough,  wit,  art,  and  learning 

join. 
Ver.  564.  That  not  alone  what  to  your  judgment's 

due. 

Ver.  569.  That  if  once  wrong,  &c. 
Ver.  575.  And  things  ne'er  know,  &c. 
Ver.  576.  Without  good- breeding  truth  is  not 

approv'd. 


ESSAY   ON    CRITICISM. 


Be  -niggards  of  advice  cm  no  pretence ; 
For  the1  worft  avarice  is  that  of  {eiife. 
With  mean  complacence,  ne'er  betray  your  trufh, 
Nor  be  fo  civil  as  to  prove  unjuft.  381 

Fenr  not  the  anger  of  the  wife  to  raife; 
Thofe  beft  can  bear  reproof,  who  merit  praife. 

'Tv/ere  well  might  critics  ftillthis  freedom  take: 
But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  you  fpeak, 
And  ftares  tremendous,  with  a  threatening  eye, 
Like  fome  fierce  tyrant  in  old  tapeftry. 
Fear  moft  to  tan  an  honourable  fool, 
Whofe  right  it  is,  uncenfur'd,  to  be  dull '.  • 
Such,  without  wit,  are  poets  when  they  pleafe, 
As  without  learning  they  can  take  degrees.     591 
Leave  dangerous  truths  to  unfuccefsful  fatires, 
And  flattery  to  fulfome  dedicators, 
Whom,  when  they  yraife,  the  world  believes  no 

more 

Than  when  they  promifc  to  give  fcribbling  o'er. 
*Tis  beft  fometimes  your  cenfure  to  reftrain, 
And  charitably  let  the  dull  be  vain  : 
Your  filcnce  there  is  better  than  your  fpite, 
For  who  can  rail  fo  long  as  they  can  write  ?    599 
Still  humming  on,  their  drowfy  courfe  they  keep, 
And  lafh'd  fo  long,  like  tops,  are  laih'd  afleep. 
Falfe  fleps  but  help  them  to  renew  the  race, 
As,  after  ftumbling,  jades  will  meiid  their  pace. 
What  crowds  of  theie,  impenitemly  bold, 
In  founds  and  jingling  fyllables  grown  old, 
Still  run  on  poets,  in  a  raging  vein, 
Ev'n  to  the  dregs  and  fqueezings  of  the  brain, 
Strain  out  the  laft  dull  dropping  of  their  fenfe, 
And  rhyme  with  all  the  rage  of  impotence! 

Such  fhamelefs  T>ards  we   have  :    and  yet  'tis 

true, 

There  are  as  mad,  abandon'd  critics  too.          6il 
The  bookful  blockhead,  ignorantly  read, 
With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  his  head, 
With  his  own  tongue  ftill  edifies  his  ears, 
And  always  liftening  to  himlelf  appears. 
All  books  he  reads,  and  all  he  reads  affails, 
From  Dryden's  Fables  down  to  Durfey's  Tales  : 
With  him,  moft  authors  fteal  rheir  works,  or  buy 
Garth  did  not  write  his  own  Difpenfary. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  j86.  And  flares  tremendous,  &c.]  This 
picture  was  taken  to  himfelf  by  John  Dennis,  a 
furious  old  critic  by  profefilon,  who,uponno  other 
provocation,  wrote  againft  this  effay,  and  its  au- 
thor, in  a  manner  perfectly  lunatic  :  For,  as  *o 
mention  made  of  him  in  ver.  27©,  he  took  it  as  a 
compliment,  and  faid  it  was  treach«roufly  meant 
to  caufe  him  to  overlook  this  abufe  of  his  perfon. 

Ver.  597.  And  charitably  let  dull  fools  be  vain. 

Ver.  6co. 

Still  humming  on,  their  old  dull  courfe  they  keep. 
NOTE. 

Ver.  619.  Garth  did  not  write,  &c.]  A  com- 
mon flander  at  that  time  in  prejudice  of  that  de- 
ferving  author.  Our  poet  did  him  this  juftice, 
when  that  flander  moft  prevailed ;  and  it  is  now 
(perhaps  the  fooner  for  this  very  verfe)  dead  and 
J'orgott-sn, 


Name  a  new  play,  and  he's  the  poet's  friend,  6zo 
Nay  fhow'd  his  faults — but   when  would  poets 

mend  ? 

No  place  fo  facred  from  fuch  fops  is  barr'd, 
Nor  is  Paul's  church  more  fafe  than  Paul's  church- 
yard : 

Nay,  fly  to  altars;  there  they'll  talk  you  dead  ; 
For  fools  rufli  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread. 
Diftruftful  fenfe  with  model!  caution  fpeaks,     "J  ' 
It  ftill  looks  home,  and  fhort  excurfions  makes  :  V 
But  rattling  nonfenfe  in  full  vollies  breaks,         3 
And,  never  ihock'd,  and  never  turn'd  afide, 
Burfts  out,  refiftlefs,  with  a  thundering  tide.    630 

But  where's  the  man,  whb  counfel  can  beftow, 
Still  pleas'd  to  teach,  and  yet  not  proud  to  know  ? 
Unbiafs'd,  or  by  favour,  or  by  fpite  ; 
Not  dully  prcpofiefs'd,  nor  blindly  right ;  [fincere  ; 
Though  learn'd,  well-bred ;  and  though  well-bred, 
Modeilly  bold,  and  humanely  fevere  : 
Who  to  a  friend  his  faults  can  freely  fhow. 
And  gladly  praife  the  merit  of  a  foe  ? 
Bleft  with  a  tafte  exadt,  yet  unconfin'd  ; 
A  knowledge  both  of  books  and  human  kind;  640 
Generous  converfe;  a  foul  exempt  from  pride ;    - 
And  love  to  praife,  with  reafon  on  his  fide  ? 

Such  once  were  critics;  fuch  the  happy  few 
Athens  and  Rome  in  better  ages  knew  : 
The  mighty  Stagyrite  firft  left  the  fhore, 
Spread  all  his  fails,  and  durft  the  deeps  explore ; 
He  fteer'd  fecurely,  and  difcover'd  far, 
Led  by  the  light  of  the  Masonian  ftar. 
Poets,  a  race  long  unconfin'd  and  free, 
Still  fond  and  proud  of  favage  liberty,  650 

Receiv'd  his  laws;  and  flood  convinc'd  'twas  fit, 
Who  conquer'd  nature,  fhould  prefide  o'er  wit. 

Horace  ftill  charms  with  graceful  negligenc;, 
And  without  method  talks'us  into  fenfe, 
Will,  like  a  friend,  familiarly  convey 
The  trueft  notions  in  the  eafieft  way. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  623.  Between  this  and  ver.  624. 
In  vain  you  fhrug  and  fweat,  and  ftrive  to  fly ; 
Thefe  know  no  manners  but  of  poetry  : 
They'll  (top  a  hungry  chaplain  in  his  grace, 
To  treat  of  unities  of  time  and  place. 
Ver.  624.  Nay  run  to  altars,  &c. 
Ver.  634.  Not  dully  prepoflefs'd,  or  blindly  right. 

Between  ver.  646  and  649,  I  fouhd  the  follow- 
ing lines,  fince  fuppreffed  by  the  author  : 
That  bold  Columbus  of  the  realms  of  wit, 
Whofe  iirft  difcovery  's  not  exceeded  yet, 
Led  by  the  light  of  the  Mxonian  ftar, 
He  fteer'd  fecurely,  and  difcover'd  far. 
He,  when,  all  nature  was  fubdued  before, 
Like  his  great  pupil,  figh'd,  and  long'd  for  more  l 
Fancy's  wild  regions  yet  unvanquifh'd  lay. 
A  boundlefs  empire,  and  that  own'd  no  fway. 
Poets,  &c. 

After  ver.  648.  the  firft  edition  reads, 
Not  only  nature  did  his  laws  obey, 
But  fancy's  boundlels  empire  own'd  his  fway, 

Ver.  655.  Does,  like  i  friend,  &c. 

Ver,  655,  656.  Thefe  lines  are  not  in  Ed.  r. 


THE    WORKS   Of   POPE. 


He,  who  fuprcmc  in  judgment,  as  in  wit, 
Might  boldly  cenfure,  as  he  boldly  writ,       [fire  ; 
\et  judg'd  with  coolnefs,  though  he  fung  with 
His  precepts  teach  but  what  his  works  infpire. 
Our  critics  take  a  contrary  extreme,  661 

Theyjudge  with  fury,but  they  write  with  phlegm: 
Nor  fuffers  Horace  more  in  wrong  tranflaticns 
By  wits,  than  critics  in  as  wrong  quotations. 

See  Dionyfms  Homer's  thoughts  refine, 
And  call  new  beauties  forth  from  every  line  1 

Fancy  and  art  in  gay  Petronius  pleafe, 
The  fcholar's  learning,  with  the  courtier's  eare. 

In  grave  Quintilian's  copious  work,  we  find 
The  jufteft  rules  and  cleareft  method  join'd  :  670 
Thus  ufeful  arms  in  magazines  we  place, 
All  rang'd  in  order,  and  difposvd  with  grace, 
But  lefs  to  pleafe  the  eye,  than  arm  the  hand, 
Still  fit  for  pfe,  and  ready  at  command. 

Thee,  bold  Loiiginus  !  all  the  Nine  infpire, 
And  blefs  their  critic  with  a  poet's  fire. 
An  ardent  judge,  who,  zealous  in  his  truft, 
With  warmth  gives  fentence,  yet  is  always  juft  ; 
Whofe  own  example  ftrengthens  all  his  laws ; 
And  is  himfelf  that  great  fublime  he  draws.     68e 

Thus  long  fucceeding  critics  juftly  reign'd, 
Licenfe  reprefs'd,  and  ufeful  law*  ordairi'd. 
Learning  and  Rome  alike  in  empire  grew, 
And  arts  ftill  follow'd  where  her  eagles  flew  ; 
From  the  fame  foes,  at  laft,  both  felt  their  doom, 
And  the  fame  age  faw  learning  fall,  and  Rome. 
With  tyranny,  then  fuperilition  join'd, 
As  that  the  body,  this  enflav'd  the  mind; 
Much  was  believ'd,  but  little  underftood, 
And  to  be  dull  was  conftrued  to  be  good  :        690 
A  fecond  deluge  learning  thus  o'er-ran, 
And  the  Monks  finifh'd  what  the  Goths  began. 

At  length  Erafmus,  that  great  injur'd  name, 
(The  glory  of  the  priefthood,  and  the  lhame  !) 
Stemm'd  the  wild  torrent  of  a  barbarous  age, 
And  drove  thofe  holy  Vandals  oft"  the  ftage. 


VARIATIONS. 
Ver.  668. 
The  fcholar'e  learning,  and  the  courtier's  cafe. 

Ver.  $73, '&c. 

Nor  thus  alone  the  curious  eye  to  pleafe, 
But  to  be  found,  when  need  requires,  with  cafe. 
The  mufes  fure  Longinus  did  infpire, 
And  blefs'd  their  critic  with  a  poet's  fire. 
An  ardent  judge,  that  zealous,  &c. 
Ver.  689.  All  was  believ'd,  but  nothing  underftood. 
Between  ver.  690  and  691.  the  Author  omitted 
fhefe  two  : 

Vain  wits  and  critics  were  no  more  allow'd, 
When  none  but  faints  had  licenle  to  be  proud. 


But  fee  !  each  mufe,  in  Leo'«  golden  days, 
Starts  from  her  trance,  and  trims  her  wither'^ 

bays  ; 

Rome's  ancient  genius,  o'er  its  ruins  fpread, 
Shakes  off  the  duft,  and  rears  his  reverend  head.  70* 
Then  fculpturc  and  her  fifter-arts  revive  ; 
Stones  ieap'd  to  form,  and  rocks  began  to  live ; 
With  fweeter  notes  each  rifing  temple  rung; 
A  Raphael  painted,  and  a  Vida  fung. 
Immortal  Vida  !  on  whofe  honour'd  brow 
The  poet's  bays  and  critic's  ivy  grow  : 
Cremona  now  {hall  ever  boaft  thy  name, 
As  next  in  place  to  Mantua,  next  in  fame  ! 

But  foon,  by  impious  arms  from  Latium  chas'd, 
Their  ancient  bounds  the  banifh'd  mufcs  pafs'd; 
Thence  arts  o'er  ail  the  northern  world  advance, 
But  critic-learning  flourifh'd  moftin  France  : 
The  rules  a  nation,  born  to  ferve,  obeys; 
And  Boileau  ftill  in  right  of  Horace  fways. 
But  we,  brave  Britons,  foreign  laws  dcfpis'd, 
And  kept  unconquer'd,  and  unciviliz'd  ; 
Fierce  for  the  liberties  of  wit,  and  bold, 
We  ftill  defy'd  the  Romans,  as  of  old.  . 
Yet  fome  there  were  among  the  founder  few 
Of  thofe  who  lefs  preium'd,  and  better  knew,  71^ 
Who  durft  afiert  the  jufter  ancient  caufe, 
And  here  reftor'd  wit's  fundamental  laws. 
Such  was  the  mufe,  whofe  rules  and  practice  fell, 
"  Nature's  chief  mafter-piece  is  writing  well." 
Such  was  Rofcommon,  not  more  learn'd  than  good, 
With  manners  generous  as  his  noble  blood ; 
To  him  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome  was  known, 
And  every  author's  merit  but  his  own. 
ouch  late  was  Walfli — the  mufe's  judge  and  friend, 
Who  juftly  knew  to  blame  or  to  commend;     730 
To  failings  mild,  but  zealous  for  defert; 
The  cleareft  head,  and  the  fincereft  heart. 
This  humble  praife,  lamented  (hade  !  receive, 
This  praife  at  leaft  a  grateful  mufe  may  give  : 
The  mufe,  whofe  early  voice  you  taught  to  fing, 
Prefcrib'd  her  heights,   and   prun'd   her  tender 

wing, 

(Her  guide  now  loft)  no  more  attempts  to  rife, 
But  in  low  numbers  fhort  excurfions  tries  : 
Content,  if  hence  th*  unlearn 'd  their  wants  may 

view, 

The  learn'd  reflect  on  what  before  they  knew.  740 
Carelefs  of  cenfure,  nor  too  fond  of  fame; 
Still  pleas'd  to  praife,  yet  not  afraid  to  blame ; 
Averfe  alike,  to  flatter  or  offend  ; 
Not  free  from  faults,  nor  yet  too  vain  to  mend. 


VARIATIONS. 
Ver.  723,  714.  Thefc  lines  are  not  in  Ed. 


THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 

AN  HEROIC-COMICAL  POEM, 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  IJII. 


"  Nolueram,  Belinda,  tuos  violare  capillot, 
*'  Sed  juvat,  hoc  precibus  me  tribuiffe  tuis." 


MA1T, 


TO  MRS.  ARABELLA  FERMOR* 


MA9AU, 

IT  will  be  in  vain  to  deny  that  I  have  fome  re- 
gard for  this  piece,  fmce  I  dedicate  it  to  you  ;  yet 
you  may  bear  me  witnefs,  it  was  intended  only  to 
divert  a  few  young  ladies,  who  have  good  fenfc  and 
good  humour  enough  to  laugh  not  only  at  their  fex's 
little  unguarded  follies,  but  at  their  own.  But  as 
it  was  communicated  with  the  air  of  a  fccret,  it 
foon  found  its  way  into  the  world.  An  imperfect 
copy  having  been  offered  to  a  bookfeller,  you  had 
the  good  nature,  for  my  fake,  to  confent  to  the 
publication  of  one  more  correct  :  This  I  was  forced 
to,  before  I  had  executed  half  my  defign,  for  the 
machinery  was  entirely  wanting  to  complete  it. 

The  machinery,  Madam,  is  a  term  invented  by 
the  critics,  to  fignify  that  part  which  the  deities, 
angels,  or  daemons,  are  made  to  act  in  a  poem : 
For  the  ancient  poets  are  in  one  refpect  like  ma- 
ny  modern  ladies  ;  .Jet  an  action  be  never  fo  tri- 
vial in  itfelf,  they  always  make  it  appear  of  the 
utmoft  importance.  Thefe  machines  I  determin- 
ed to  raife  on  a  very  new  and  odd  foundation,  the 
Roficrufian  doctrine  of  fpirits. 

I  know  how  difagrceable  it  is  to  make  ufe  of 
hard  words  before  a  lady  ;  but  it  is  fo  much  the 
concern  of  a  poet  to  have  his  works  underllood, 
and  particularly  by  your  fex,  that  you  muft  give 
me  leave  to  explain  two  or  three  difficult  terms. 

The  Roficrufians  are  a  people  I  muft  bring  you 
acquainted  with.  The  beft  account  I  know  of 
them  is  in  a  French  book  called  Le  Comte  ds  Ca- 


baKs,  which,  both  in  it»  title  and  fize,  is  fo  like  a 
novel,  that  many  of  the  fair  fex  have  read  it  for 
one  by  miftake.  According  to  thefe  gentlemen, 
the  four  elements  are  inhabited  by  fpirits,  which 
they  call  fylphs,  gnomes,  nymphs,  and  falaman- 
ders.  The  gnomes,  or  daemons  of  earth,  delight 
in  mifchief ;  but  the  fylphs,  whofe  habitation  is 
in  the  air,  are  the  bed-conditioned  creatures  ima- 
ginable ;  for  they  fay,  any  mortals  may  enjoy  the 
moft  intimate  familiarities  with  thefe  gentle  fpirits, 
upon  a  condition  very  eafy  to  all  true  adepts,  an. 
inviolate  prefervation  of  chaftity. 

As  to  the  following  cantos,  all  the  paflages  of 
them  are  as  fabulous  as  the  vifion  at  the  beginning, 
or  the  transformation  at  the  end  (except  the  lofs 
of  your  hair,  which  I  always  mention  with  reve- 
rence). The  human  perfons  are  as  fictitious  as  the 
airy  ones ;  and  the  character  of  Belinda,  as  it  is 
now  managed,  refembles  you  in  nothing  but  ii\ 
beauty. 

If  this  poem  had  as  many  graces  as  there  are  ia 
your  perfon,  or  in  your  mind,  yet  I  could  never 
hope  it  fhould  pafs  through  the  world  half  fo  un- 
cenfured  as  you  have  done.  But  let  its  fortune 
be  what  it  will,  mine  is  happy  enough,  to  have 
given  me  this  occafion  of  afluring  you  that  I  amt 
with  the  trueft  efteem, 

Madam, 
your  moft  obedient;  humble  fervant, 

A.  POPE, 


WORKS    OF    POPS. 


THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 


CANTO  I. 

WHAT  dire  offence  from  amorous  caufes  fprings, 
What  mighty  contefts  rife  from  trivial  things, 
I  fing — this  verfc  to  Caryl,  mufe  !  is  due  : 
This  ev'n  Belinda  may  vouchfafe  to  view  : 
Slight  is  the  fubjeift,  but  not  fo  the  praife, 
If  fhe  infpire,  and  he  approve  my  lays. 

Say  what  ftrange  motive,  goddefs!  could  compel 
A  well-bred  lord  t'  affault  a  gentle  belle  ?         ' 
O  fay  what  ftranger  caufe,  yet  unexplor'd, 
Could  make  a  gentle  belle  reject  a  lord  ?  10 

In  tafks  fo  bold,  can  little  men  engage  ? 
And  in  foft  bcfoms  dwells  fuch  mighty  rage  ? 

Sol  through  white  curtains  mot  a  timorous  ray, 
And  ope'd  thofe  eyes  that  muft  cclipfe  the  day  : 
Now  lap-dogs  give  thcmfelves  the  rbuzing  fnake, 
And  fleeplefs  lovers,  juft  at  twelve,  awake  : 
Thricerungthebell,  the  flipper  knock'd  theground, 
And  the  prefs'd  watch  rcturn'd  a  filver  found. 
Belinda  ftill  her  downy  pillow  preft, 
Her  guardian  fylph  prolong'd  the  balmy  reft  :   20 
'Twas  he  had  fummon'd  to  her  filent  bed 
The  morning  dream  that  hover 'd  o'er  her  head. 
A  youth  more  glittering  than  a  birth-night  beau 
(That  ev'n  in  number  caus'd  her  cheek  to  glow) 
JSeem'd  to  her  ear  his  winning  lips  to  lay, 
And  thus  in  whifpers  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay  : 

Faireft  of  mortals,  thou  diftinguifh'd  care 
Of  thoufand  bright  inhabitants  of  air  ! 
If  e'er  one  vifibn  touch  thy  infant  thought, 
Of  all  the  nurfe  and  all  the  prieft  have  taugtot ;  y) 


VARIATIONS. 

Vcr.  u,  I  a.  It  was  in  the  firft  editions  : 
And  'dwells  fuch  rage  in  fofteft  bofoms  then, 
And  lodge  fuch  daring  fouls  in  little  men  ? 

Ver.  13,  &c.  ftood  thus  in  the  firft  edition  : 
gol  through  white  curtains  did  his  beams  difplay, 
And  ope'd  thofe  eyes  which  brighter  fhone  than 

_they; 

Shock  juft  had  given  himfelf  the  rouzing  fhakc, 
And  nymphs  prepar'd  their  chocolate  to  take  ; 
Thrice  the  wrought  flipper  knock'd  againft  the 

ground, 
And  ftriking  watches  the  tenth  hour  refound. 

Ver.  19,  Belinda  ftill,  Sec.]  All  the  verfes  from 
hence  to  the  end  of  this  canto  were  added  after- 
wards.' 


Of  airy  eives  by  moonlight  ftiadows  fecn, 

The  filver  token, 'and  the  circled  green, 

Or  virgins  vifited  by  angel-powers, 

With  golden   crowns  and  wreaths  ef  heavenly 

flowers; 

Hear  and  believe  !  thy  own  importance  know, 
Nor  bound  thy  narrow  views  to  things  below, 
Some  ferret  truths,  from  learned  pride  conceal'd, 
To  maids  alone  and  children  are  reveaPd  : 
What  though  no  credit  doubting  wits  may  give  ? 
The  fair  and  innocent  fhall  ftill  believe.  40 

Know  then,  unnumber'd  fpirits  round  thee  fly. 
The  light  militia  of  the  lower  flcy  : 
Thefe,  though  unfcen,  are  ever  on  the  wing, 
Hang  o'er  the  box,  and  hover  round  the  ring. 
Thjnk  what  an  equipage  thou  haft  in  air. 
And  view  with  fcorn  two  pages  and  a  chair. 
As  now  your  own,  our  beings  were  of  old, 
And  once  enclos'd  io-  woman's  beauteous  mould  ; 
Thence,  by  a  foft  traufition,  we  repair 
From  earthly  vehicles  to  thefe  of  air.  5* 

Think  nor,  when   women's  tranficnt  breath    is 

fled, 

That  all  her  vanities  at  once  are  dead. 
Succeeding  vanities  fhe  ftill  regards, 
And  though  (he  plays  no  mere,  o'erlooks  the  cards. 
Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive, 
And  love  of  ombre,  after  death  furvive, 
For  when  the  fair  in  all  their  pride  expire, 
•To  their  firft  elements  their  fouls  retire  : 
The  fprites  of  fiery  termagants  in  flame 
Mount  up,  aud  take  a  falamander's  name,  60 

Soft  yielding  minds  to  water  glide  away, 
Aud  lip,  with  nymphs,  their  elemental  tea. 
The  graver  prude  finks  downward  to  a  gnome, 
In  fearch  of  mifchief  ftill  on  earth  to  roam. 
The  light  coquettes  in  fylphs  aloft  repair, 
And  fport  and  flutter  in  the  fields  of  air. 

Know  farther  yet ;  whoever  fair  and  chaftc 
Rejects  mankind,  is  by  fome  fylph  embrac'd  : 
For,  fpirits,  freed  from  mortal  laws,  with  eafe 
Aflume  what  fexes  and  what  fhape  they  plcafe.  7« 
What  guards  the  purity  of  melting  maids, 
In  courtly  balls,  and  midnight  mafquerades, 
Safe  from  the  treacherous  friends,  the  daring  fpark, 
The  glance  by  day,  the  whifper  in  the  dark. 
When  kind  occafion  prompts  their  warm  defires, 
When  mufic  foftens,  and  when  dancing  fires  ? 
'Tis  but  their  fylph,  the  wife  celeftials  know 
Though  honour  is  the  word  with  men 


THE   RAPE   OF   THE   LOCK. 


Sqipe  nymphs  there  are,  too  confcious  of  their 

'  'face, 

For  life  predeftin'd  to  the  gnomes  embrace.        80 
Thefe  fwell  their  profpecls,  and  exalt  their  pride, 
.When  offers  are  difdain'd,  and  love  deny'd  : 
Then  gay  ideas  crowd  the  vacant  brain, 
While  peers,  and  dukes,  and  all  theirfweeping  train, 
And  garters,  ftars,  and  coronets  appear, 
And  m  foft  founds,  your  Grace  falutes  their  car. 
f  Tis  thefe  that  early  taint  the  female  foul, 
Inftruft  the  eyes  of  young  coquettes  to  roll, 
Teach  infant  cheeks  a  bidden  blufh  to  know, 
And  little  hearts  to  flutter  at  a  beau.  90 

Oft,  when  the  world  imagine  women  ftray, 
The  fylphs  through  myftic  mazes  guide  their  way, 
Through  all  the  giddy  circle  they  purfue, 
And  old  impertinence  expel  by  new, 
What  tender  maid  but  muft  a  victim  fall 
To  one  man's  treat,  but  for  another's  ball  ? 
When  Florio  fpeaks,  what  virgin  could  withftand, 
If  gentle  Damon  did  not  fqueeze  her  hand  ? 
With  varying  vanities,  from  every  part, 
,They  fhift  the  moving  toy-fhop  of  their  heart ;  IOO 
Where  wigs  with  wigs,  with  fword-knots  fword- 

knots  drive, 

Beaux  banifh  beaux,  and  coaches  coaches  drive. 
This  erring  mortals  levity  may  call ; 
Oh,  blind  to  truth  !  the  fylphs  contrive  it  all. 

Of  thefe  am  I,  who  thy  protection  claim, 
A  watchful  fprite,  and  Ariel  is  my  name. 
Late,  as  I  rang'd  the  cryftal  wilds  of  air, 
In  the  clear  mirror  of  thy  ruling  ftar 
I  faw,  alas  !  Ibme  dread  event  impend, 
Ere  to  the  main  this  morning  fun  defcend ;      no 
But  heaven  reveals  not  -what,  or  how,  or  where : 
Warn'd  by  the  fylph,  oh  pious  maid,  beware.! 
This  to  difclofe  is  all  thy  guardian  can  ; 
Beware  of  all,  but  moft  beware  of  man  J 

He  faid ;  when  Shock,  who  thought  me  flep 

too  long,  ' 

Leap'd  up,  and  wak'd  his  miflrefs  with  his  tongue 
'Twas  then,  Belinda,  if  report  fay  true, 
Thy  eyes  firft  open'd  On  a  billet  doux  ; 
Wounds,  charms,  and  ardours,  were  no  fooner  read 
But  all  the  vifion  vanifh'd  from  thy  head,        la 
And  now,  unveil'd,  the  toilet  ftands  difplay'd, 
Each  filver  vale  in  myftic  order  laid. 
Firft,  rob'd  in  white,  the  nymph  intent  adores, 
With  head  uncover'd,  the  cofmetic  powers. 
A  heavenly  image  in  the  glafs  appears, 
"To  that  fhe  bends,  to  that  her  eyes  fhe  rears  ; 
Th'  inferior  prieftefs,  at  her  altar  fide, 
Trembling,  begins  the  facred  rites  of  pride. 
Unnumber'd  treafures  ope  at  once,  and  here 
The  various  offerings  of  the  world  appear ;       13 
From  each  fhe  nicely  culls  with  curious  toil, 
And  decks  the  goddefs  with  the  glittering  fpoil. 
This  cafket  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks, 
And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box.. 
The  tortoife  here  and  elephant  unite, 
Transform'd  to  combs,  the  fpeckled  and  the  whit< 
Here  files  of  pins  extend  their  fliining  rows, 
Puffs,  powders,  patches,  bibles,  billet-doux. 
!Now  awful  beauty  puts  on  all  its  arms ; 
The  fair  each  moment  rlfes  iii  her  charms,       14 


lepairs  her  fmiles,  awakens  every  grace, 
And  calls  forth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face  : 
>ees  by  degrees  a  purer  blufh  arifc, 
And  keener  lightnings  quicken  in  her  eyes. 
The  bufy  fylphs  furround  their  darling  care  ; 
Thefe  fet  the  head,  and  thofe  divide  the  hair; 
Some  fold  the  fleeve,  whilft  others  plait  the  gown; 
And  Betty's  prais'd  fpr  labours  not  her  own. 


CANTO  U. 

NOT  with  more  glories  in  th'  ethereal  plain, 
The  fun  firfl  rifes  o'er  the  purpled  main, 
Than,  iffuing  forth,  the  rival  of  his  beams 
Launch'd  on  the  bofom  of  the  filver'd  Thames. 
Fair  nymphs  and  well-drefs'd  youths  around  her 

Ihone, 

But  every  eye  was  fix'd  on  her  alone. 
On  her  white  breaft  a  fparkling  crofs  fbe  wore, 
Which  Jews  might  kifs,  and  Infidels  adore. 
Her  lively  looks  a  fprightly  mind  difclofe, 
Quick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  unfix'd  as  thole  :         10 
Favours  to  none,  to  all  fhe  fmiles  extends ; 
Oft  fhe  rejects,  but  never  once  offends. 
Bright  as  the  fun,  her  eye*  the  gazers  ftrike, 
And,  like  the  fun,  they  fhine  on  all  alike. 
Yet  graceful  cafe,  and  fweetnefs  void  of  pride, 
Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  faults  to  hide: 
If  to  her  fhare  fome  female  errors  fall, 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  them  all. 

This  nymph,  to  the  deftrudlion  of  mankind, 
Nourifh'd  two  locks,  which  graceful  hung  !>c- 
hind  33 

In  equal  curls,  and  well  confpir'd  to  deck 
With  fliining  ringlets  the  fmooth  ivory  neck. 
Love  in  thefe  labyrinths  his  flaves  detains, 
And  mighty  hearts  are  held  in  flender  chains. 
With  hairy  fprings  we  the  birds  betray ; 
Slight  lines  of  hair  furprife  the  finny  prey; 
Fair  trefies  man's  imperial  race  infnare, 
And  beauty  draws  us  with  a  fingle  hair. 

Th'  adventurous  baron  the  bright  locks  aJ- 

mir'd ; 

He  faw,  he  wifh'd,  and  to  the  prize  afpir'd.         30 
Refolv'd  to  win,  he  meditates  the  way, 
By  force  to  ravifh,  or  by  fraud  betray  ; 
For  when  fuccefs  a  lovers  toil  attend*, 
Few  afk,  if  fraud  or  force  attain'd  his  ends. 

For  this,  ere  Phoebus  rofe,  he  had  implor'd 
Propitious  heav'n,  and  every  power  ador'd  ; 
But  chiefly  Love — to  Love  an  altar  built, 
Of  twelve  vaft  French  romances  neatly  gilt. 
There  lay  three  garters,  half  a  pair  of  gloves, 
And  all  the  trophies  of  his  former  loves.  40 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  4.  Launch'd  on  the  bofom]    From  hence 
the  poem  continues,  in  the  firil  edition  to  ver.  46. 

The  reft  the  winds  difpers'd  in  empty  air ; 
all  after,  to  the  end  of  this  canto,  being  additional. 


THE   WORKS   OF   POPE. 


With  tender  billet-doux  he  lights  the  pyre, 
And  breathes  three  amorous  fighs  to  raile  the  fire 
Then  proihate  falls,  and  begs  with  ardent  eyes 
Soon  to  obtain,  and  lon^  poflefs  the  prize  : 
The  powers  gave  ear.  and  granted  half  his  prayer 
The  reft,  the  winds  difpers'rl  in  empty  air. 
But  now  fecure  the  painted  veflel  glides, 
The  fun-beams  tremb'iiijr  on  the  floating  tides : 
While  melting  mufic  Heals  upon  the  Iky, 
And  foften'd  founds  along  the  waters  die  ;         50 
Smooth  flow  the  waves,  the  zephers  gently  play, 
Belinda  fmil'd,  and  all  the  world  was  gay, 
All  but  the  fylph — with  careful  thoughts  oppreft, 
Th'  impending  wo  fat  heavy  on  his  breaft. 
He  fummons  ftrait  his  denizens  of  air; 
The  lucid  fquadrons  round  the  fails  repair ; 
Soft  o'er  the  (hroud  aerial  whifpert>  breathe, 
That  feem'd  but  zephyrs  to  -the  train  beneath* 
Some  to  the  fun  their  infedt  wings  unfold, 
Waft  on  the  breeze,  or  link  in  clouds  ot  gold  ;    60 
Tranfparent  forms,  too  fine  for  mortal  fight, 
Their  fluid  bodies  half  diffolvM  in  light. 
Lo«  fe  to  the  wind  their  airy  garments  flew, 
Thin  glittering  textures  of  the  filmy  dew, 
jDipp'd  in  the  richelt  /in&ures  of  the  flcics, 
Where  light  difports  in  ever-mingling  dye«, 
While  every  beam  new  tranfient  colours  flings, 
Colours  that  change  whene'er  they  wave  their 

wings. 

Amid  the  circle  on  the  gilded  mart, 
Superior  by  the  head  was  Ariel  plac'd ;  70 

His  purple  pinions  opening  to  the  fun, 
He  rais'd  his  azure  wand  and  thus  begun  : 

Ye  fylphs  and  fylphid*,  to  your  chief  give  ear ; 
Fays,  fairies,  genii,  elves,  and  daemons,  hear  ! 
Ye  know  the  fpheres,  and  various  talks  aflign'fl 
By  laws  eternal  to  th'  aerial  kind. 
Some  in  the  fitlds  of  pureft  aether  play, 
And  balk  and  whiten  in  the  blaze  of  day ; 
Some  guide  the  courfe  of    wondering    orb*  an 

high, 

Or  roll  the  planets  through  the  boundlefs  fey  ;  $o 
Some,  lefs  refiri'd,  beneath  the  moon's  pair:  light 
Purfue  the  ftars  that  Ihoot  athwart  the  night, 
Or  fuck  the  mills  in  grofler  air  below, 
Or  dip  their  pinions  in  the  painted  bow, 
Or  brew  fierce  tempefts  on  the  wintery  main, 
Or  o'er  the  glebe  diftil  the  kindly  rain. 
Others  on  earth  o'er  human  race  prefide, 
Watch  all  their  ways,  and  all  their  a£ions  guide  : 
Of  thefe  the  chief  the  care  of  nations  own, 
And  guard  with  arms  divine  the  Britifli  throne.  90 

Our  hiuubler  province  is  to  tend  the  fair, 
Not  a  lefs  pleafing,  though  Ilk  glorious  care  ; 
To  fave  the  powder  from  too  rude  a  gale, 
Nor  let  th'  imprifon'd  effences  exhale  ; 
To  draw  frelh  colours  from  the  vernal  flowers  ; 
To  fteal  from  rainbows,  ere  they  drop  in  Ihowers, 
A  brighter  walh;  to  curl  their  waving  hairs, 
Ailift  their  blulhes, and  inlpire  their  airs; 
Nay  oft,  in  dreams,  invention  we  beftow, 
To  change  a  flounce,  or  add  a  furbelow.  ico 

This  day,    black   omens   threat    the  brighteft 

fair 
That  e'er  defcrv'd  a  watchful  fpirits's  carp  ; 


Some  dire  difafter,  or  by  force,  or  flight ; 

But  what,  or   where,   the  fates  have  wrapp'd  ii 

night. 

Whether  the  nymph  lhall  break  Diana's  law, 
Or  ibme  frail  China-jar  receive  a  flaw  ; 
Or  ftain  her  honour,  or  her  new  brocade; 
Forget  her  prayers,  or  mifs  a  mafquerade ; 
Or  lofe  her  heart,  or  necklace  at  a  ball  ; 
Or  v/hcther  Heaven  has  deem'd  that  Shock  muft 

fall.  3 

Haftc  then,  ye  fpirits !  to  your  charge  repair  : 
The  fluttering  fan  be  Zephyretta'h  care ; 
The  drops  to  thee,  Brillantc,  we  confign  ;. 
And,  Momentilla,  let  the  watch  be  thine  ; 
Do  thou,  Crifpifla,  tend  her  favourite  Lock; 
Ariel  himfclf  lhall  be  the  guard  of  Shock. 

To  fifty  chofen  fylphs,  of  fpecial  note, 
We  truft  th'  important  charge,  the  petticoat: 
Oft  have  we  known  that  fevtn-fold  fence  to  fail, 
Though  ftiff  with  hoops,  and  arm'd  with  ribs  of 

whale. 

^fonn  a  ftrong  line  about  the  filver  bound, 
And  guard  the  wide  circumference  around. 

Whatever  fpirk,  careltfs  of  his  charge, 
His  poft  neglects,  or  leave*  the  fair  at  large, 
Shall  feel  fharp  vengeance  foon  o'ertake  his  fins, 
Be  ftopp'd  in  vials,  or  tranfix'd  with  pins ; 
Or  plung'd  in  lakes  of  bitter  waihes  lie, 
Or  wedg'd  whole  ages  in  a  bodkin's  eye  : 
Gums  and  pomatums  lhall  his  flight  reftrain, 
While   clogg'xi    he     beats    his   filken   wings 

vain ;  I. 

Or  alum  ftyptics  with  contracting  power 
Shrink  his  thin  cflence  like  a  (hrivei'd  flower  : 
Or,  as  ixion  fix'd,  the  wretch  ftiall  feel 
The  giddy  motion  of  the  whirling  mill, 
In  fumes  of  burning  chocolate  (hall  glow, 
And  tremble  at  the  fea  that  froth*  below  ! 

He  fpoke  ;  the  Ipirits  fn>m  the  fails  dcfcend  : 
Some,  orb  in  orb,  around  the  nymph  extend  ; 
Some  thrid  the  mazy  ringlets  of  her  hair; 
Some  hang  upon  the  pendents  of  her  ear  ; 
With  beating  hearts  the  dire  event  they  wait, 
Anxious,  and  trembling  for  the  birth  of  fate. 


CANTO    III. 

CLOSE  by  thofe  meads,  for  ever  crownM  with 
flowers,  [towers, 

Where   Thames    with    pride    furveys  his   rifing 
There  Hands  a  ftru&ure  of  majeftic  frame, 
Which  from  the  neighbouring  Hampton  takes  its 

name. 

Britain's  ftatefmen  oft  the  fall  forrdoom 
Of  foreign  tyrants,  and  of  nymphs  at  home  ; 
iere  thou,  great  Anna  !  whom  three  realms  obey, 
3  oft  fometimes  counfel  take — and  fometime*  tea. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  I.    Clofe  by  thofe  meads,]  The  firft  edi- 
ion  continues  from  this  line  to  ver    24.  of  this 
Canto. 


THE   RAPE  OF  THE   LOC& 


Hither  the  heroes  and  the  nymphs  refort, 
Totafte  awhile  the  pleafures  of  a  Court;  IO 

In  various  talk  th'  inftructive  hours  they  pad. 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  the  vifit  laft ; 
One  fpeaks  the  glory  of  the  Britifh  queen, 
And  one  dcfcribes  a  charming  Indian  fcreen  ; 
A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  eyes ; 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff,  or  the  fan,fupply  each  paufe  of  chat, 
With  liRging,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that. 

Meanwhile,  declining  from  the  noon  of  day, 
The  fun  <  bliquely  (hoots  his  burning  ray  ;          3O 
The  hungry  judges  foon  the  ientence  fign, 
And  wretches  hang,  that  jurymen  may  dine  ; 
The    merchant   from   th'  Exchange    returna    in 

peace, 

And  the  long  labours  of  the  toilet  ceafe. 
Belinda  r.ow,  whom  thirft  of  fame  invites, 
Burns  to  encouuter  two  adventurous  knights, 
At  Ombre  fingly  to  decide  their  doom; 
And  fwells  her    breaft    with  conquefts   yet   to 

come. 

Strait  the  three  bands  prepare  in  arms  to  join, 
Each  band  the  number  of  the  facred  nine,  30 

Soon  as  (he  fpreads  her  hand,  th'  aerial  guard 
Defcend,  and  fit  on  each  important  card  : 
Firft  Ariel  pei  ch'd  upon  a  Matadore, 
Then  each  according  to  the  rank  they  bore : 
For  fylphs,  yet  mindful  of  their  ancient  race, 
Are,  as  when  women,  wondrous  fond  of  place. 

Behold,  four  Kings  in  majefty  rever'd, 
With  hoary  wifkers  and  a  forky  beard  ; 
And  four  fair   Queens,    whofe  hands  fuftain   a 

flower, 

Th'  expreflive  emblem  of  their  fofter  power; 
Four  Knaves  in  garbs  fuccinct,  a  trufty  band  ; 
Caps  on  their  heads,  and  halbcrts  in  their  hand; 
And  party-coloured  troops,  a  (hining  train, 
Drawn  forth  to  combat  on  the  velvet  plain. 
The   fkilful  nymph  reviews  her    force    with 

care  : 
Let  Spades  be  trumps!  (he  faid,  and  trumps  they 

were. 

Now  move  to  war  her  fable  Matadores, 
In  (how  like  leaders  of  the  fwarthy  Moors. 
Spadiilio  firft,  unconquerable  Lord  ! 
Led   off  two   captive    trumps,    and   fwept    the 

board.  jo 

As  many  more  Manillio  forc'd  to  yield, 
And  march'd  a  victor  from  the  verdant  field.- 
Him  Bafto  follow'd,  but  his  fate  more  hard 
Gain'd  but  one  trump,  and  one  Plebeian  card. 
With  his  broad  fahre  next,  a  chief  in  years, 
The  hoary  Majefty  of  Spades  appears, 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  ii,  13..  Originally  in  the  firft  edition, 
In  various  talk  the  cheerful  hours  they  paft, 
Of,  who  was  bit,  or  who  capotted  laft. 

Ver.  24     And  the  long  labours  of  the  toilet 
ceafe.]    All  that  follows  of  the  game  at  Ombre, 
was  added  fince   the  firft  edition,   till  ver.  105, 
\vhich  connected  thus : 
Sudden  Uis. ho»rd  with  cups  andfppons  iscrown'd. 


Puts  forth  one  manly  leg,  to  fight  rcveal'd, 
The  reft,  his  manr-colour'd  robe  conceal'd. 
The  rebel  Knave,  who  dares  his  prince  engage, 
Proves  the  juft  victim  of  his  royal  rage.  60 

Ev'n  mighty  Pam,  that  Kings  and  Queens  o'er- 

threw, 

And  mow*d  down  armies  in  the  fights  of  Lu, 
Sad  chance  of  war     now  deftitufe  of  aid, 
Falls  undiftingui(h'd  by  the  victor  Spade! 

Thus  far  both  armies  to  Belinda  yield  ; 
Now  to  the  Baron  fate  inclines  t'-e  field. 
His  warlike  Amazon  her  hoft  invades, 
Th'  imperial  confort  of  the  crown  of  Spades. 
The  Club's  black  tyrant  firft  her  victim  dy'd, 
Spite  of  his  haughty  mien, and  barbarous  pride :  7* 
What  boots  the  regal  circle  on  his  head. 
His  giant  limbs  in  ftate  unwieldy  fpread ; 
That  long  behind  he  trails  his  pompous  robe, 
And,  of  all  monarchs,  only  grafps  the  globe  ? 

The  Baron  now  his  Diamonds  poufs  apace  ; 
Th'  embroider'd  King  who  (hows  but  half  hi* 

face, 

And  his  refulgent  Queen  with  powers  combin'd, 
Of  broken  troops  an  eafy  conqueft  find. 
CJubs,  Diamonds,  Hearts,  in  wild  diforder  feen, 
With  throngs  promiicuousftrow  the  level  green.  8<6 
Thus  when  difpers'd  a  routed  army  runs, 
Of  Afia's  troops,  and  Afric's  fable  fons, 
With  like  confufion  different  nations  fly, 
Of  various  habit,  ami  of  various  dye, 
The  pierc'd  battalions  difunited  fall, 
Tn  heaps  on  heaps ;  one  fate  o'ewhelms  them  alL 

The  Knave  of  Diamonds  tries  his  wily  arts, 
And  wins  (oh  (hameful  chance !)  the  Queen  o£ 

Hearts. 

At  this,  the  blood  the  virgin's  face  forfoofc, 
A  livid  palenefs  fpreads  o'er  all  her  look; 
She  fees,  and  trembles  at  th'  approaching  ill, 
Juft  in  the  jaws  of  ruin,  and  codille. 
And  now  (as  oft  in  fome  diftemper'ft  ftate) 
On  one  nice  trick  depends  the  general  fate, 
An  Ace  of  Hearts  fteps  forth  :  the  King  unfeen 
Lurk'd   in  her  hand,    and  mourn'd  his  captive 

Queen  : 

He  fprings  to  vengeance  with  an  eager  pace, 
And  falls  like  thunder  on  the  profcrate  Ace. 
The  nymj)h  exulting  fills  with  (houts  the  (ky; 
The  walls,  the  woods,  and  long  canals  reply.  io» 

O  thoughtlefs  mortals :  ever  blind  to  fate, 
Too  foon  dejected,  and  too  foon  elate, 
budden,  thefe  honours  (hall  be  fnatch'd  away, 
And  curs'd  for  ever  this  victorious  day. 

For   lo !    the  board  with  cups  and    fpoons  if 

crown'd, 

The  berries  crackle,  and  the  mill  turns  round  : 
On  fhining  altars  of  Japan  they  raife 
The  filver  lamp ;  the  fiery  fpirits  blaze  : 
From  filver  fpouts  the  grateful  liquors  glide, 
While     China's    earth     receives    the     fmoking 
tide:  no 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  1*3.  Sudden  the  board,  Sic.]  From  hecw 
the  firft  edition  continues  to  ver.  134, 


THE   WORKS    O'F   PO~PE. 


At  once  they  gratify  their  fcent  and  tafte, 
And  frequent  cups  prolong  the  rich  repaft. 
Strait  hover  round  the  fair  her  airy  band ; 
Some,  as  fhe  fipp'd,  the  fuming  liquor  fann'd ; 
Some  o'er  her  lap  their  careful  plumes  difplay'd, 
Trembling,  and  confcious  of  the  rich  brocade. 
Coffee  (which  makes  the  politician  wife. 
And  fee  through  all  things  with  his  half-fliut  eyes) 
Sent  up  in  vapours  to  the  Baron's  brain 
New  ftratagems,  the  radiant  Lock  to  gain.        lao 
Ah  ceafe,  rafh  youth  !  defift  ere  'tis  too  late", 
Pear  the  juft  gods,  and  think  of  Scylla's  fate  ! 
Chang' d  to  a  bird,  and  fent  to  flit  in  air, 
She  dearly  pays  for  Nifus'  injured  hair ! 
.  But  when  to  mifch'ief  mortals  bend  their  will, 
How  foon  they  find  fit  inftm'ments  of  ill ! 
Juft  then,  Clariffa  drew  with  tempting  grace 
A  two-edg'd  weapon  from  her  fhining  cafe  : 
So  ladies,  in  romance,  affift  their  knight, 
Prefent  the  fpear,  and  arm  him  for  the  fight    130 
He  takes  the  gift  with  reverente,  and  extends 
The  little  engine  on  his  fingers  ends; 
This  juft  behind  BefindaV  neck  he  fpread, 
As  o'er  the  fragrant  fleams  fhe  bends  her  head. 
Swift  to  the  Lock  a  thoufand  fprites  repair, 
A  thoufand  wings,  by  turns,  blow  back  the  hair; 
And  thrice  they  twitch'd  the  diamond  in  her  ear; 
Thrice  fhe  look'd  back,  arid  thrice  the  foe  drew 

noar. 

Juft  in  that  inftant,  anxious  Ariel  fought 
The  clofe  receffes  of  the  virgin's  thought;       140 
As  on  the  nofegay  in  herbreaft  reclin'd, 
He  watch'd  th'  ideas  rifing  in  her  mind, 
Sudden  he  view'd,  in  fpite  of  all  her  art, 
An  earthly  lover  lurking  at  her  heart. 
Amaz'd,  confus'd,  he  found  his  ptmer  expir'dj 
Refign'd  tp  fate,  and  with  a  figh  retir'd. 

The  Peer  -How  fpreads    the   glittering  forfex 

•wide, 

T'  inclofe  the  Lock;  now  joins  it,  to  divide. 
Ev'n  then,  before  the  fatal  engine  clos'd, 
A  wretched  fylph  too  fondly  interpos'd  ;  150 

Fate  urg'd  the  fheers,  and  cuf  the  fylph  in  twain 
(But  airy  fubftance  foon  unites  again) 
The  meeting  points  the  facred  hair  diffever 
From  the  fair  head,  for  ever,  and  for  eveH 

Then  flafh'd  the  living  lightning  from  her  eyes, 
And  fcreams  of  horror  rend  th'  affrighted  ikies. 
Not  louder  fhrieks  to  pitying  heaven  are  caft, 
When  hufbands,  or  when  lap-dogs,  breathe  their 

laft! 

Or  when  rich  China  veflels,  fall'n  from  high, 
In  glittering  duft  and  painted  fragments  lie  !   160 
Let  wreaths  of  triumph  now  my  temples  twine 
(The  vi&or  cry'd),  the  glorious  prize  is  mine  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  134.  In  the  firft  edition  it  was  thus : 
As  o'er  the  fragrant  ftream  fhe  bends  her  head, 
Firft  he  expands  the  glittering  forfex  wide 
T'  enclofe  the  Lock ;  then  joins  it  to  divide  : 
The  meeting  points  the  facred  hair  diffever 
From  the  fair  her.d,for  ever  and  for  ever.  Ver.  154. 
All  that  is  between  was  added  afterwards. 


While  fifh  in  ftreams,  or  kirds  delight  in  air/ 
Or  in  a  coach  and  fix  the  Britifh  fair, 
As  long  as  Atalantis  (hall  be  read, 
Or  the  finall  pillow  grace  a  lady's  bed, 
While  vifits  fhall  be  paid  on  folemn  days. 
When  numerous  wax-lights  in  bright  order  blaze, 
While  nymphs  take  treats,  or  affignations  give, 
So  long  ruyhonour,name,anfli  praife, fhall  live! 
What  time  would  fpare,  from  fteel  receives  its  date, 
And  monuments,  like  men,  fubmit  to  fate! 
Steel  could  the  labour  of  the  gods  deftrey. 
And  ftrike  to  duft  th'  imperial  powers  of  Troy ; 
Steel  could  the  works  of  mortal  pride  confound, 
And  hew  triumphal  arches  to  the  ground. 
What  wonder  then,  fair  nymph  !  thy  hairs  fhouhf 

feel 
The  conquering  force  of  imrcfifted  fteel  ? 


CANTO    IV. 

BUT*  anxious  cares  the  penfive  nymph  opprefs'd, 

And  fecret  paffions  labour'd  in  her  breaft. 

Not  youthful  kings  in  battle  feiz'd  alive, 

Not  fcornful  virgins  who  their  charms  furvive, 

Not  arc^nt  lovers  robb'd  of  all  their  blifs, 

Not  ancient  ladies  when  refus'd  a  kifs, 

Not  tyrants  fierce  that  unrepenting  dip, 

Not  Cynthia  when  her  mantau's  pinn'd  awry, 

E'er  felt  fuch  rage,  refentment,  and  defpair, 

As  thou,  fad  virgin  !  for  thy  ravifh'd  hair.          10 

For,  that  fad  moment,  when  the  fylphs  with- 
drew, 

And'  Ariel  weeping  from  Belinda  flew, 
Umbriel.  a  dulky,  melancholy  fprite, 
As  ever  fully'd  the  fair  face  of  light, 
Down  to  the  central  earth,  his  proper  fcenc, 
Reoair'd  to  fearch  the  gloomy  cave  of  fpleen. 

Swift  on  his  footy  pinions  flits  the  gnomt, 
And  in  a  vapour  reach'd  the  difmal  dome. 
No  cheerful  breeze  this  fullen  region  knows, 
The  dreaded  eaft  is  all  the  wind  that  blows.      aa 
Here  ill  a  grotto,  fhelter'd  clofe  from  air, 
Andfcreen'd  in  fhades  from  day 'sdetefted  glare, 
She  fighs  for  ever  on  her  penfive  bed, 
Pain  at  her  fide,  and  Megrim  at  her  head. 

Two  handmaids  wait    the   throne  :    alike  in 

place, 

But  differing  far  in  figure  and  in  face. 
Here  ftood  Ill-nature  like  an  ancient  maid, 
Her  wrinkled  form  in  black  and  white  array'd  ; 
With  rtorc  of  prayers,  for  mornings,  nights,  and 

nootis, 
Her  hand  is  fill'd;  her  bofom  with  lampoons.  30 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  ir.  For,  that  fad  moment,  Sue.]  All  the 
lines  from  hence  to  the  94th  verfe,  defcribe  the 
houfe  of  Spleen,  and  are  not  in   the  firft  edition  ; 
inftead  of  them  followed  only  thefe  : 
While  her  rack'd  foul  repofe  and  peace  requires,, 
The  fierce  Thaleftris  fans  the  rifing  fires ; 
and  continued  at  the  G4th  verfc  of  this  Cant«. 


THE   RAPE    OF    THE    LOCK7 


There  Affe&atlon,  with  a  fickly  mien, 
Shows  in  her  cheek  the  rofes  of  eighteen, 
Pra&is'd  to  lifp,  and  hang  the  head  afide. 
l:aints  into  airs,  and  languifties  with  pride, 
On  the  rich  quilt  links  with  becoming  wo, 
"Wrapt  in  a  gown,  for  ficknefs,  and  for  mow. 
The  fair  ones  feel  fuch  maladies  as  thefe, 
When  each  new  night-drels  gives  a  new  difeafe. 

Aconftant  vapour  o'er  the  palace  flies; 
Strange  phantoms  rifing  as  the  mifts  arifc ;  40 

Dreadful,  as  hermits  dreams  in  haunted  fhades, 
Or  bright,  as  vilions  of  expiring  maids. 
Now  glaring  fiends,  and  fnakes  on  rolling  fpires, 
Pale  fpectres,  gaping  tombs,  and  purple  fires: 
How  lakes  of  liquid  gold,  Elyfian  fcenes, 
And  cryflal  domes,  and  angels  in  machines. 

Unnumber'd  throngs  on  every  fide  are  feen, 
Of  bodies  chang'd  to  varions  forms  by  fpleen. 
Here  living  tea-pots  ftand,  one  arm  htld  out, 
One  bent;  the  handle  this,  and  that  the  fpout :  50 
A  pipkin  there,  like  Homer's  tripod,  walks  ; 
Here  fighs  ajar,  ajtid  there  a  goofe-pye  talks; 
Men  prove  with  child,  as  powerful  fancy  works, 
And  maids,  turn'd  bottles,  call  aloud  for  corks. 

Safe  paft  the  gnome  through  this  fantaftic  band, 
A  branch  of  healing  fplecn-wort  in  his  hand, 
Then  thus  addrefs'd  the  power — Hail,  wayward 

queen ! 

Who  rule  the  fex  to  fifty  from  fifteen  : 
Parent  of  vapours,  and  of  female  wit, 
Who  give  th'  hyfteric,  or  poetic  fit,  60 

On  various  tempers  acl  by  various  ways, 
Make  fome  take  phyfic,  others  fcribble  plays  ; 
Who  caufe  the  proud  their"  vifits  to  delay, 
And  fend  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray. 
A  nymph  there  is,  that  all  thy  power  difdains, 
And  thoufands  more  in  equal  mirth  maintains. 
But  oh  !  if  e'er  thy  gnome  could  1'poil  a  grace, 
Or  raife  a  pimple  on  a  beauteous  face, 
Like  citron-waters  matrons  cheeks  inflame, 
Or  chang'd  complexions  at  a  lofing  game ;          70 
If  e'er  with  airy  horns  I  planted  heads, 
Or  rumpled  petticoats,  or  tumbled  beds, 
Or  caus'd  fufpicion  where  no  foul  was  rude, 
Or  difcompos'd  the  head-drefsof  a  prude, 
Or  e'er  to  coflive  lap-dog  gave  difeafe, 
Which  not  the  tears  of  brighteft  eyes  could  eafe  : 
Hear  me,  and  touch  Belinda  with  chagrin  ; 
That  fingle  ac"l  gives  half  the  world  the  fpleen. 

The  goddefs  with  a  difcontented  air, 
Seems   to   reject    him,    though   flae    grunts   his 
prayer.  80 

A  wonderous  bag  with  both  her  hands  flie  binds, 
Like  that  where  once  Ulyffes  held  the  winds ; 
There  fhe  collects  the  force  of  female  lungs, 
Sighs,  fobs,  and  paflions,  and  the  war  of  tongues. 
A  vial  next  Ihe  fills  with  fainting  fears, 
Soft  forrows,  melting  griefs,  and  flowing  tears. 
The  gnome  rejoicing  bears  her  gifts  away, 
Spreads  his  black  wings,  and  flowly  mounts  to 

day. 

Sunk  in  Thaleftris'  arms  the  nymph  he  found, 
Her  eyes  deje&ed,  and  her  hair  unbound.  90 

Full  o'er  their  heads  the  fwelling  bag  he  lent, 
And  all  the  furies  iiiued  at  the  vent. 


Belinda  burns  with  more  than  mortal  Jrd,' 

And  fierce  Thaleitris  fans  the  rifiug  fire. 

O    wretched   maid  1    fne  ipread  her  hands,  and 

cry'd, 
(While  Hampton's  echoes,  wretched  maid!   re- 

ply'd) 

Was  it  for  this  you  took  fuch  conftant  care 
The  bodkin,  comb,  and  eflence,  to  prepare  ? 
Fop  this  your  locks  in  paper  durance  bound, 
For  this  with  torturing  irons  wreach'd  around?  100 
For  this  with  fillets  ftrain'd  your  tender  head, 
And  bravely  bore  the  double  loads  of  lead  ? 
Gods  '.  fhall  the  ravifher  difplay  your  hair, 
While  the  fops  envy,  and  the  ladies  ftare  ? 
Honour  forbid  !  at  whofe  unrivai'd  fhrine 
Eafe,  pleafure,  virtue,  all  our  fex  refign. 
Methinks  already  I  your  tears  furvey, 
Already  hear  the  horrid  things  they  fay, 
Already  fee  you  a  degraded  toaft, 
And  all  your  honour  in  a  whrfper  loft  !  no 

How  fhall  I,  then,  your  helplefs  fame  defend  ? 
'Twill  then  be  infamy  to  feem  your  friend  1 
And  fhall  this  prize,  th'  ineftimable  prize, 
Expos'd  through  cryftal  to  the  gazing  eyes, 
And  heighten'd  by  the  diamond's  circling  rays, 
On  that  rapacious  hand  for  ever  blaze  ! 
Sooner  fhall  grafs  in  Hyde  Park  circus  grow, 
And  wits  take  lodgings  in  the  found  of  Bow  ? 
Sooner  let  earth,  air,  fea,  to  chaos  fall, 
Men,  monkeys,  lap-dogs,  parrots,  perifh  all !     120 

She  faid  ;  then  raging  to  Sir  Plume  repairs, 
And  bids  her  beau  demand  the  precious  hairs  1 
(Sir  Plume  of  amber  fnuff-box  juftly  vain, 
And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane) 
With  earneft  eyes,  and  round  unthinking  face, 
He  firft  the  fnuff-box  open'd,  then  the  cafe, 
And  thus  broke  out — "  My  Lord,  why,  what  the 

"  devil  ? 
"  Z — ds  !  damn  the  Lock  !  'fore  Gad,  you  muft 

"  be  civil ! 

"  Plague  on't !  'tis  paft  a  jeft— nay  prythee,pox ! 
"  Give  her  the  hair" — he  fpoke,  and  rapp'd  his 
box.  jgo 

It  grieves  me  much  (reply'd  the  peer  again) 
Who  Ipeaks  fo  well  fhould  ever  fpeak  in  vain  ; 
But  by  this  Lock,  this  facred  Lock,  I  fwear, 
(Which  never  more  (hall  join  its  parted  hair; 
Which  never  more  its  honour  fhall  renew, 
Clipp'd  from  the  lovely  head  where  late  it  grew) 
That  while  my  nourils  draw  the  vital  air, 
This  hand,  which  won  it,  fhall  for  ever  wear. 
He  fpoke,  and  fpeaking,  in  proud  triumph  fpread 
The  long-contended  honours  of  her  head.          14© 
But  Umbriel,  hateful  gnome  !  forbears  not  fo  ; 
He  breaks  the  vial  whence  the  forrows  flow. 
Then  fee  !  the  nymph  in  beauteous  grief  appears, 
Her  eyes  half  languifhing,  half  drown'd  in  tears; 
On  her  heav'd  bofom  hung  her  drooping  head, 
Which,  with  a  ligh,  fhe  rais'd  ;  and  thus  fhe  faid  : 

For  ever  curfed  be  this  deteited  day, 
Which  fnatch'd  my  beft,my  favourite  curl  away  ! 
Happy  :  ah,  ten  times  happy  had  I  been, 
If  Hampton-court  thefe  eyes  had  never  feen !  15^ 
Yet  am  not  I  the  firft  miftaken  maid 
By  love  of  courts  to  numerous  ills  hetray'd. 


THE   WORKS   OF   POPE. 


Oh,  had  I  rather  unadmir'd  remain 'd 
In  fome  lone  ifle,  or  diftant  northern  land  ; 
Where  the  gilt  chariot  never  marks  the  way, 
Where  none  learn  Ombre,  none  e'er  taftc  bohea  ! 
There  kept  my  charms  conceal'd  from  mortal  eye 
Like  rofes,  that  in  deferts  bloom  and  die. 
What  mov'd  my  mind  with  youthful  lords  to  roam 
Oh,  had  I  ftay'd,  and  faid  myprayers  at  home  !  1 60 
Twas  this,  the  morning  omens  feem'd  to  tell, 
Thrice  from  my  trembling  hand  the  patch-hex  fell 
The  tottering  china  Ihook  without  a  wind, 
Nay  Poll  fat  mute,  arid  Shock  was  mofl  unkind  ! 
A  fylph  too  warn'd  nie  of  the  threats  of  fate; 
In  myftic  vifions,  now  believ'd  too  late  ! 
See  the  poor  remnants  of  thefe  flighted  hairs ! 
My  hand  fliail  rend,  what  ev'n  rhy  rapine  fpares  : 
Thefe  in  two  fable  ringlets  taught  to  break, 
Once  gave  new  beauties  to  the  fnowy  neck  ;     170 
The  fifter-lock  now  fits  uncouth,  alone, 
And  in  its  fellow's  fate  forefees  its  own  ; 
Uncurl'd  it  hangs,  the  fatal  iheers  demands, 
And  tempts,  once  more,  thy  facrilegious  hands. 
Oh,  hadft  thou,  cruel !  been  content  to  feize 
Hairs  lefs  in  fight,  or  any  hairs  but  thefe  ! 


CANTO   V. 

SHE  faid  :  the  pitying  audience  melt  in  tears; 
But  fate  and  Jove  had  ftopp'd  the  baron's  ears. 
In  vain  Thaleftris  with  reproach  aflails, 
For  who  can  move  when  fair  Belinda  fails  ? 
Not  half  fo  fix'd  the  Trojan  could  remain, 
While  Anna  begg'd  and  Dido  rag'd  in  vain. 
Then  grave  Clariffa  graceful  wav'd  her  fan  ; 
Silence  enfued,  and  thus  the  nymph  began. 

Say,  why  are  not  beauties  prais'd  and  honour'd 

moft. 

The  wife  man's  paffion,  and  the  vain  man's  toaft?  10 
Why  deck'd  with  all  that  land  and  fea  afford, 
Why  angels  call'd,  and  angel-like  ador'd? 
Why  round  our  coaches  crowd  the  white- glov'd 

beaux  ? 

Why  bows  the  fide-box  from  its  inmoft  rows  ? 
How  vain  are  all  thefe  glories,  all  our  pains, 
Unlefs  good  fenfe  preferve  what  beauty  gains  : 
That  men  may  fay  when  we  the  front-box  grace, 
Behold  the  firit  in  virtue  as  in  face  ! 
Oh  !  if  to  dance  all  night  and  drefa  all  day, 
Charm'd  the  fmall  pox,  or  chac'd  old  age  away;  10 
Who  would  not  fcorn  what  houfewife's  cares  pro- 
duce, 

Or  who  would  learn  one  earthly  thing  to  ufe  ? 
To  patch,  nay  ogle,  may  become  a  faint ; 
Nor  could  it  fure  be  fuch  a  fin  to  paint. 
But  fince,  alas  '  frail  beauty  muft  decay  ; 
Curl'd  or  uncurl'd,  fince  Locks  will  turn  to  grey ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  7.  Then  grave  Clarifla,  &c.]  A  new  cha- 
mber Introduced  in  the  lubfequent  editions,  toopen 
anore  clearly  the  moral  of  the  poem,  in  a  parody  of 
the  fpecch  of  Sarpedon  to  Giaucus  in  Homer. 


Since  painted,  or  not  painted,  all  fhall  fade, 
And  fhe  who  ftorns  a  man  muft  die  a  maid  ; 
What  then  remains,  but  well  our  power  to  ufe, 
And  keep  good  humour  ftill,  whate'er  we  lofe  ?  3* 
And  trull  me,  dear  !  good-humour  can  prevail, 
When  airs,  and  flights,  and  fcrcams,  and  fcoldine 

fail, 

Beauties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 
Charms  ftrikes  the  fight,  but  merit  wins  the  fouL 

So  fpoke  the  dame,  but  no  applaufe  enfued ; 
Belinda  frown'd,  Thaleftris  call'd  her  prude. 
To  arms,  to  arms  !  the  fierce  Virago  cries, 
And  fwift  as  lightning  to  the  combat  flies. 
All  fide  in  parties,  and  begin  th'  attack  ;     [crack; 
Fans  clap,   filks   ruftle,  and    tough    whalebones 
Heroes  and  heroines  fhouts  confus'dly  rife,         41 
And  bafs  and  treble  voices  ftrike  the  fkics. 
No  common  weapon  in  their  hands  are  found; 
Like  gods  they  fight,  nor  dread  a  mortal  wound. 
So  when  bold  Homer  makes  the  gods  engage, 
And  heavenly  breads  with  human  paffions  rage; 
'Gainft  Pallas,  Mars;  Latona  Hermes  arms; 
And  all  Olympus  rings  with  loud  alarms; 
Jove's  thunder  roars,  heaven  trembles  all  around, 
Blue  Neptune  i1orms,the  bellow  ing  deeps  refound: 
Earth  {hakes  her  nodding  towers,  the  ground  gives 
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And  the  pale  ghofts  ftart  at  the  flafli  of  day  1 
Triumphant  Umbrlel  on  a  fconce's  height 
Clapp'd  his  glad  wings,  and  fat  to  view  the  fight : 
Propp'd  on  their  bodkin  fpears,  the  fprites  furvey 
The  growing  combat,  or  affift  the  fray. 

While  through  the  prefs  enrag'd  Thaleftris  flics, 
And  fcatters  death  around  from  both  her  eye?, 
A  beau  and  witling  perifh'd  in  the  throng, 
One  dy'd  in  metaphor,  and  one  in  fong. 
"  O  cruel  nymph  !  a  living  death  I  bear,"          6* 
Cry'd  Dapperwit,  and  funk  befide  his  chair. 
A  mournful  glance  Sir  Fopling  upwards  caft, 
"  Thofeeyes  are  made  fo  killing" — was  his  laft. 
Thus  on  Mxander's  flowery  margin  lies 
Th'  expiring  fwan,  and  as  he  fings  he  dies. 

When  bold  Sir  Plume  had  drawn  Clarifla  dow«, 
Chloc  ftepp'd  in,  and  kill'd  him  with  a  frown  ; 
She  fmil'd  to  fee  the  doughty  hero  flain, 
But,  at  herfmile,  the  beau  reviv'd  again.  7* 

Now  Jove  fufpends  his  golden  fcales  in  air, 
Weighs  the  mens  wits  againft  the  lady's  hair 
The  doubtful  beam  long  nods  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
At  length  the  wits  mount  up,  the  hairs  fubfidc. 

See,  fierce  Belinda  on  the  Baron  flies, 
With  more  than  ufual  lightning  in  her  eyes  ; 
Mor  fear'd  the  chief  th'  unequal  fight  to  try, 
*Vho  fought  no  more  than  on  his  foe  to  die. 
Jut  this  bold  lord,  with  manly  ftrcngth  endued, 
ihe  with  one  finger  and  a  thumb  fubdued  :        80 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  37.  To  arms,  to  arms!]  From  hence  the 
irft  edition  goes  to  the  conclufion,  except  a  very 
ew  fhort  infertions  added,  to  keep  the  machinery 
n  view  to  the  end  of  the  poem. 

Ver.  53.  Triumphant  Umbriel]  Thefe  four  lines 
dded,  for  the  reafoji  before  mentioned. 


THE   RAPE   OF   THE   LOCK, 


juft  where  the  breath  cf  life  his  noftrils  drew, 
A  charge  of  fnuff  the  wily  virgin  threw  ;  • 
The  Gnomes  direct,  to  every  atom  juft, 
The  pungent  grains  of  titillating  duft. 
Sudden,  with  ftarting  tears  each  eye  o'erflows, 
And  the  high  dome  re-echoes  to  his  nofe. 

Now  meet  thy  fate,  incens'd  Belinda  cry'd, 
And  drew  a  deadly  bodkin  from  her  fide. 
(The  fame,  his  ancient  perfonage  to  deck, 
Her  great-great-grandfire  wore  about  his  neck,  90 
In  three  feal-rings ;  which  after,  melted  down, 
Form'd  a  vaft  buckle  for  his  widow's  gown  : 
Her  infant  grandame's  whiftle  next  it  grew, 
The  bells  fhe  jingled,  and  the  whiftle  blew  ; 
Then  in  a  bodkin  grac'd  her  mother's  hairs, 
Which  long  fhe  wore,  and  now  Belinda  wears.) 

Boaft  not  my  fall  (he  cry'd),  intuiting  foe! 
Thou  by  fo'me  other  fhalt  be  laid  as  low. 
Nor  think,  to  die  dejecls  my  lofty  mind  : 
All  that  I  dread  is  leaving  you  behind  !  too 

Rather  than  fo,  ah !  let  me  ftill  furvive, 
And  burn  in  Cupid's  ilarnes— but  burn  alive. 

Reftore  the  Lock,  fhe  cries;  and  all  around, 
Reftore  the  Lock  !  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound. 
Not  fierce  Othello  in  fo  loud  a  ftrain 
Roar'd  for  the  handkerchief  that  caus'd  his  pain. 
But  fee  how  oft  ambitious  aims  are  crofs'd, 
And  chiefs  contend  till  ail  the  prize  is  loft ! 
The  Lock,  obtain'd  with  guiit,   arid   kept  with 

pain, 

Jn  every  place  is  fought,  but  fought  in  vain  :   lio 
With  fuch  a  prize  no  mortal  muft  be  bleft, 
So  heaven  decrees  '.  with  heaven  who  can  conteft  ? 

Some  thought  it  mounted  to  the  Lunar  fphere, 
Since  all  things  loft  on  earth  are  treafur'd  there. 
There  heroes  wits  are  kept  in  ponderous  vafes, 
And  beaux  in  fnuff-boxes  and  tweezer  cafes  : 
There  broken  vows  and  death-bed  almsare  found, 
And  lovers  hearts  with  ends  of  ribband  bound ;       | 


The  courtier's  promifes,  and  fick  man's  prayers, 
The  fmiles  of  harlots,  and"  the  tears  of  heirs,     izo 
Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  yoke  a  flea, 
Dry'd  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  cafuiftry. 

But  truft  the  mufe — (he  faw  it  upward  rife, 
Though  marlt'd  by  none  but  quick,  poetic  eyes  : 
(So  Rome'sgreat  founder  to  the  heavens  withdrew^ 
To  Proculus  alone  confefs'd  in  view) 
A  fudden  ftar,  it  fliot  through  liquid  air, 
And  drew  behind  a  radiant  trail  o(  hair. 
Not  Berenice's  locks  firft  rofe  fo  bright, 
The  heaven  befpanglingwith  difheveii'd  light.  130 
The  Sylphs  behold  it  kindling  as  it  flies, 
Aad  pleas'd  purfue  its  progress  through  the  &ies. 

This  the  3eau-monde  fhall  from  the  Mall  furvey, 
And  hail  with  mufic  its  propitious  ray. 
This  the  bleft  lover  (hall  for  Venus  take, 
And  fend  up  vows  from  Rofamonda's  lake. 
This  partridge  foon  fhall  view  in  cloudiefs  flcies, 
When  next  he  looks  through  Galilxo's  eyes ; 
And  hence  th'  egregious  wizard  fhall  foredoom 
The  fate  of  Louis,  and  the  fall  of  Rome.          140 

Then  ceafe,  bright  nymph !  to  mourn  thy  ra-» 

vifh'd  hair, 

Which  adds  new  glory  to  the  firming  fphere  ! 
Not  all  the  treffes  that  fair  head  can  boaft, 
Shall  draw  fuch  envy  as  the  Lock  you  loll. 
For,  after  all  the  murders  of  your  eye, 
When,  after  millions  flain,  yburielf  faall  die ; 
When  thofe  fair  funs  fhall  fet,  as  fet  they  muftj 
And  all  thofe  treffes  fliall  be  laid  in  duft, 
This  Lock,  the  mufe  fhall  confecrate  to  fame, 
And  'midft  the  ftars  infcribe  Belinda's  name.  150 


-       .  VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  131.  The  Sylphs  behold]  Thefe  two  lines 
added  for  the  fame  reafon,  to  keep  in  view  the  raaJ- 
chicery  of  the  poem. 


VOL.  VIII, 


POEMS. 


ELEGY 

To  the  memory  of  an  Unfortunate  Lady. 

WHAT  beckoning  ghofl,  along  the  moonlight 

Jhade, 

Invites  my  fteps,and  points  to  yonder  glade  ?^ 
'Tis  fhe  ! — but  why  that  bleeding  bofom  gor'd, 
Why  dimly  gleams  the  vifionary  fword  ? 
Oh  ever  beauteous,  ever  friendly  !  tell, 
Is  it,  in  heaven,  a  crime  to  love  too  well  ? 
To  bear  too  tender,  or  too  firm  a  heart, 
To  aft  a  lover's  or  a  Roman's  part'? 
Is  there  no  bright  reverfion  in  the  flcy, 
For  thofe  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  die  ? 

Why  bade  ye  clfe,  ye  Powers  !  her  foul  aipire 
Above  the  vulgar  flight  of  low  defire  ? 
Ambition  firft  fprung  from  your  bled  abodes; 
The  glorious  fault  of  angels  and  of  gods : 
Thence  to  their  images  on  earth  it  flows, 
And  in  the  breads  of  kings  and  heroes  glows. 
Moft  fouls,  'tis  true,  but  peep  out  once  an  age, 
Dull  fullen  prifoners  in  the  body's  cage  : 
Dim  lights  of  life,  that  burn  a  length  of  years, 
Ufelefs,  unfeen,  as  lamps  in  fepulchfes  ; 
Like  eaftern  kings  a  lazy  ftate  they  keep, 
And,  clofc  confin'd  to  their  own  palace,  fleep. 

.From  thefe  perhaps  (ere  nature  bade  her  die) 
Fate  fnatch'd  her  early  to  the  pitying  iky. 
As  into  air  the  purer  fpirits  flow, 
And  feparate  from  their  kindred  dregs  below ; 
So  flew  the  foul  to  its  congenial  place, 
Nor  left  one  virtue  to  redeem  her  race. 

But  thou,  falfe  guardian  of  a  charge  too  good, 
Thou,  mean  defcrter  of  thy  brother's  blood ! 
See  on  thcfr  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
Thefe  checks  now  fading  at  the  blaft  of  death  ; 
Cold  is  that  bread  which  warm'd  the  world  before, 
And  thofe  love-darting  eyes  mud  "roll  no  more. 
Thus,  if  eternal  juftice  rules  the  ball, 
Thus  fhall  your  wives,  and  thus  your  children  fall : 
On  all  the  line  a  fudden  vengeance  waits, 
And  frequent  hearfes  fhall  befiege  your  gates; 
There  paflengers  fhall  ftand,  and  pointing  fay, 
( Whileythe  long  funerals  blacken  all  the  way) 
Lo !  thefe  were  they,  whofe  fouls  the  furies  fteel'd, 
And  curfc  with  hearts  unknowing  how  to  yield. 
Thus  unlamented  pafs  the  proud  away, 
The  gaze  of  fools,  and  pageant  of  a  day  ! 
So  perifh  all,  whofe  breaft  ne'er  learn'd  to  glow 
For  others  good,  or  melt  at  others  woe. 

What  can  atone  (oh,  ever  injur'd  fhade  !) 
Thy  fate  unpity'd,  apd  thy  rites  unpaid  ? 


No  friend's  complaint,  no  kind  domeftic  tear 
Plcas'd  thy  pale  ghod,  or  grac'd  thy  mournful 

bier: 

By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  clos'd, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  decent  limbs  com^os'd, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorn'd, 
By  ftrangershonour'd,  and  by  Granger's  mourn'd  ! 
What  though  no  friends  in  fable  weeds  appear; 
Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps,  then  mourn  a  year, 
And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  woe 
To  midnight  dances,  and  the  public  fliovv  ? 
What  though  no  weeping  loves  thy  afhes  grace, 
Nor  polifh'd  marble  emulate  thy  face  ? 
What  though  no  facred  earth  allow  thee  room, 
Nor  hallow'd  dirge  be  mutter'd  o'er  thy  tomb  ? 
Yet  fhall  thy  grave  with  rifing  flower*  be  drefs'd, 
And  the  green  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breaft : 
There  fhull  the  morn  her  earlieft  tears  beftow, 
There  the  firft  rofes  of  the  year  (hall  blow  ; 
While  angels  with  their  diver  wings  o'erfhade 
The  ground  now  facred  by  thy  relics  made. 

So,  peaceful  reds,  without  a  done,  a  name, 
What  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth,  and  fame. 
How  lov'd,  how  honour'donce,  avails  thee  not. 
To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot; 
A  heap  of  dud  alone  remains  of  thee, 
' Tis  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  fhall  be  ! 

Poets  themfelves  mud  fall,  like  thofe  they  fung, 
Deaf  theprais'u  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue. 
Ev'n  he,  whofe  foul  now  melts  in  mournful  lays, 
Shall  fliortly  want  the  generous  tear  he  pays  ; 
Then  from  his  clofing  eyes  thy  form  fhall  part, 
And  the  lad  pang  fhall  tear  thee  from  his  heart, 
Life's  idle  bufinefs  at  one  gafp  be  o'er, 
The  mule  forgot,  and  thou  belev'd  no  more  ! 


PROLOGUE 


MR.  ADDISON'S  IRA  GEDT  OF  CA  TO. 

To  wake  the  foul  by  tender  drokes  of  art, 
To  raife  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart ; 
To  make  mankind  in  confcious  virtue  bold, 
Live  o'er  each  fcene,  and  be  what  they  behold  : 
For  this  the  Tragic  Mufe  fird  trod  the  dage, 
Commanding  tears  to  dream  through  every  age  ; 
Tyrants  no  more  their  favage  nature  kept, 
And  foes  to  virtue  vvonder'd  how  they  wept. 
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Oar  author  fhuns  by  vulgar  fprings  to  move 
The  hero's  glory,  or  the  virgin's  love  ; 
In  pitying1  Love,  we  but  our  wcaknefs  fhow, 
And  wild  Ambition  well  deferves  its  woe. 
Here  tears  ihall  flow  from  a  more  generous  caufe, 
Such  tears  as  patriots  fhed  for  dying  laws  : 
He  bids  your  breafts  with  ancient  ardour  rife, 
Ar>d  calls  forth  Roman  drops  from  Britiflieyes. 
Virtue  confefs'd  in  human  {hope  he  draws, 
What  Plato  thought,  and  godlike  Cato  was  : 
No  common  object  to  your  fight  difplays, 
But  what  with  pleafure  heaven  itfeif  furvcys, 
A  brave  man  ftruggling  in  the  ftorms  of  fate, 
And  greatly  falling  with  a  falling  ftate. 
While  Cato  gives  his  little  fenate  laws, 
What  bofom  beats  not  in  his  country's  caufe  ? 
Who  fees  him  a&,  but  envies  every  deed  ? 
Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wiili  to  bleed  ? 
Ev'n  when  proud  Caefar  'midft  triumphal  cars, 
The  fpoils  of  nations,  and  the  pomp  of  wars, 
Ignobly  vain,  and  impotently  great, 
Shew'd  Rome  her  Cato's  figure  drawn  in  ftate  ; 
As  her  dead  father's  reverend  image  part, 
The  pomp  was  darken'd,  and  the  day  o'ercaft  ; 
The  triumph  ceas'd,  tears  gufh'd  from  every  eye; 
The  world's  great  victor  pafs'd  unheeded  by  ; 
Her  laft  good  man  dejected  Rome  ador'd, 
And  honour'd  Cxfar's  lefs  than  Cato's  fword. 

Britons,  attend  :    he  worth  like  this  approv'd, 
And  fhow  you  have  the  virtue  to  be  mov'd. 
With  honeft  fcorn  the  firft  fam'd  Cato  view'd 
Rome  learning  arts  from  Greece,  whom  fhe  fub- 

dued ; 

Your  fcene  precarioufly  fubfifrs  too  long 
On  French  tranflation,  and  Italian  fong. 
Dare  to  have  feiife  yourfelves  ;  affert  the  ftage, 
Bft  juftly  warm'd  with  your  own  native  rage  : 
Such  plays  alone  fhould  win  a  Britifh  ear, 
As  Cato's  feif  had  not  difdain'd  to  hear. 


EPILOGUE 

TO 

MR.  ROWE'SJANE  SHORE. 

vDESlGNED   FOR   MRS.  OLDriELD. 

PRODIGIOUS  this  !  the  frail-one  of  our  play 
From  her  own  fex  fhould  mercy  find  to-day  ! 
You  might  have  held  the  pretty  head  afide, 
Peep'd  in  your  fans,  been  ferious,  thus,  and  cry'd, 
The  play  may  pafs — but  that  flrange  creature, 

Shore, 

I  can't— indeed  now — I  fo  hate  a  whore  ' — 
Juft  as  a  blockhead  rubs  his  thoughtlefs  fkull, 
And  thanks  his  ftars  he  was  not  born  a  fool ; 
So  from  a  fitter  firmer  you  mail  hear, 
«*  How  flrangely  you  expofe  yourfelf,  my  dear  !" 
But  let  me  die,  all  raillery  apart, 
Our  fex  are  ftill  forgiving  at  their  heart; 
And,  did  not  wicked  cuttom  fo  contrive, 
)Vc'd  be  the  Ikft,  good-natur'o  things  alire. 


There  are,  'tis  true,  who  tell  another  tale, 
That  viftuous  ladies  envy  while  they  rail; 
Such  rage  without  betrays  the  fire  wi'hin  ; 
In  fome  clofe  corner  of  the  foul,  they  fin  ; 
Still  hoarding  up,  mod  fcandaloufly  nice, 
Amidft  their  virtues  a  reftrve  of  vice. 
The  godly  dame,  who  flefhly  failings  damns, 
Scolds  with  her  maid,  or  with  hf  r  chaplain  cram*. 
Would  you  enjoy  foft  nights,  and  folid  dinners  : 
Faith,  gallants,  board  with  faints,  and  bed  with 
finners. 

Well,  if  our  author  in  the  wife  offends, 
He  has  a  hufband  that  will  make  amends  : 
He  draws  him  gentle,  tender,  and  forgiving, 
And  Jure  fuch  kind  good  creatures  may  be  living, 
In  days  of  old  they  pardon'd  breach  of  vows, 
Stern  Cato's  felf  was  no  relentlefs  fpoufe  : 
Plu- — Plutarch,   what's  his  name,  that  writes  his 

life  ? 

Tells  us,  that  Cato  dearly  lov'd  his  wife  : 
Yet  if  a  friend,  a  night  or  fo,  fliould  need  her, 
He'd  recommend  her  as  a  fpecial  breeder. 
To  lend  a  wife,  few  here  would  fcruple  make  ; 
But,  pray,  which  of  you  all  would  take  her  back  ? 
Though  with  the  ftoic  chief  our  ftage  may  ring, 
The  iioic  hufband  was  the  g'orious  thing. 
The  man  had  courage,  was  a  fage,  'tis  true, 
And  iov'd  hi1-  country — but  what's  that  to  you? 
Thofe  ftrange  examples  ne'er  were  made  to  fit  ye. 
But  the  kind  cuckold  might  inftruct  the  city  : 
There  many  an  honeft  man  may  copy  Cato, 
Who  ne'er  faw  naked  fword,  or  look'd  in  Plato. 

If,  after  all,  you  think  it  a  di%race, 
That  Jidward's  mifs  thus  perks  it  in  your  face  ; 
To  fee  a  piece  of  failing  flefh  and  blood, 
In  all  the  reft  fo  impudently  good  ; 
Faith  let  the  modeft  matrons  of  the  town 
Come  here  in  crowds,and  fUre  the  (trumpet  down. 


SAPPHO  TO  PKAON. 

SAY,  lovely  youth,  that  dofr.  my  heart  command, 
Can  Phaon's  eyes  forget  his  Sappho's  hand  ? 
Muft  then  her  name  the  wretched  writer  prove, 
To  thy  remembrance  loft,  as  to  thy  love? 
Afk  not  the  caufe  that  I  new  numbers  choofe, 
The  lute  neglefred,  and  the  lyric  mufc  ; 
Love  taught  my  tears  in  fadder  notes  to  flow, 
And  tun'd  my  heart  to  elegies  of  woe, 
I  burn,  I  burn,  as  when  through  ripen'd  corn 
By  driving  windsthefpreading  flames  areborne. 
Phaon  to  ./Etna's  fcorching  fields  retires, 
While  I  confume  with  more  than  ./Etna's  fires! 
No  more  my  foul  a  charm  in  mufic  finds, 
Mufic  has  charms  alone  for  peaceful  minds. 
Soft  fcenes  of  folitude  no  more  can  pltafe, 
Love  enters  there,  and  I  'm  my  own  difeafe. 
No  more  the  Lcfbian  dames  my  paffion  move, 
Once  the  dear  objects  of  my  guilry  love; 
All  other  loves  are  loft  in  only  thine, 
Ah,  youth  ungrateful  to  a  flame  like  mine  ! 
Whom  would  not  all  thofe  blooming  charms  fur* 

prife, 

Th,ofe  heavenly  looks,  and  dear  deluding  eyes  I 
JDij 
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The  harp  and  bow  would  you  like  Phoebus  bear, 
A  brighter  Phabus  Phaon  might  appear; 
Would  yc.u  with  ivy  wreathe  your  flowing  hair, 
Not  Bacchus'  f-elf  with  Phaon  could  compare  : 
Yet  Phoebus  lov'd,  and  Bacchus  felt  the  flame, 
One  Daphne  warm'd,  and  one  the  Cretan  dame; 
Nymphs  that  in  verfe  no  more  could  rival  me, 
Than    ev'n   thofe  gods  contend  in  charms   with 

The  mufes  teach  me  all  their  fofreft  lays, 

And  the  wide  world  refounds  with  Sappho's  praife. 

Though  great  Alcaeus  more  ftiblimely  fmgs, 

And  flrikes  with  ;  older  rage  the  founding  firings, 

No  lefs  renown  attends  the  moving  lyre, 

Which  Venus  tunes,  and  all  her  loves  infpire ; 

To  me  what  nature  h;is  in  charms  deny'd, 

Is  well  by  wit's  more  lafting  flames  fuppiy'd. 

Though  fhort  my^lature,  yet  my  name  extends 

To  heaven  itfelf,  and  earth's  remoteft  ends. 

Erown  as  I  am.  an  Ethiopian  dame 

Infpir'd  young  Perleus  with  a  generous  flame: 

Turtles  and  doves  of  differing  hues  unite, 

And  glcffy  jet  is  pait'd  with  ihiaing  white. 

If  to  no  charms  thou  wilt  thy  heart  rcfign, 

But  fuch  as  merit,  fuch  as  equal  thine, 

By  none,  alas !  by  none  thou  canft  be  mov'd  ! 

Phaon  alone  by  Phaon  muft  be  lov'd  ! 

Yet  once  thy  Sappho  could  thy  cares  employ, 

Once  in  her  arms  you  centr'd  all  your  joy  : 

No  time  the  dear  remembrance  can  remove, 

For,  oh  !  how  vaft  a  memory  has  love  ! 

jVfy  mufic,  then,  you  could  for  ever  hear, 

And  all  my  words  were  mufic  to  your  ear. 

You  ftopp'd  with  kiffes  my  enchanting  tongue, 

And  found  my  kiffes  fweeter  than  my  fong. 

In  all  I  pleas'd,  but  moft  in  what  was  bcft ; 

And  the  laft  joy  was  dearer  than  the  reft. 

Then  with  each  word,  each  glance,each  motion  fir'd, 

You  ftill  enjoy'd,and  yet  you  ftill  defir'd, 

Till  all  diffblving  in  the  trance  we  lay, 

And  in  tumultuous  raptures  dy'd  away. 

The  fair  Sicilians  now  thy  foul  inflame ; 

Why  was  I  born,  ye  gods  !  a  Lefbian  dame  ? 

But  ah,  beware,  Sicilian  nymphs  !  nor  boaft 

That  wandering  heart  which  I  fo  lately  loft  ; 

l\!or  be  with  all  thofe  tempting  words  abus'd, 

Thofe  tempting  words  were  all  to  Sappho  us'd. 

And  you  that  rule  Sicilia's  happy  plains, 

Have  pity,  Venus,  on  your  poet's  pains ! 

Shall  fortune  (till  in  one  fad  tenor  run, 

And  ftill  incrtafe  the  woes  fo  foon  begun  ? 

Inur'd  to  forrow  from  my  tender  years, 

3Vly  parent's  aihes  drank  my  early  tears : 

My  brother  next,  neglecting  wealth  and  fame, 

Ignobly  burn'd  in  a  deftrudlive  flame  : 

*\n  infant  daughter  late  my  griefs  increas'd, 

And  all  a  mother's  cares  diftracl;  my  breaft. 

Alas,  what  more  could  fate  itfelf  impofe, 

But  thee,  the  laft  and  greuteft  of  my  woes  ? 

No  more  my  robes  in  waving  purple  flow, 

Nor  on  my  hand  the  fparkling  diamonds  glow ; 

No  more  my  locks  in  ringlets  curl'd  diifufe 

The  coftly  fweetnefs  of  Arabian  dews, 

Nor  braids  of  gold  the  varied  treffes  bind, 

That  fly  diforder'd  v.-ith  the  wanton  wind  : 


For  whom  fhould  Sappho  ufe  fuch  arts  as  thefc 
He's  gone,  whom  only  fhe  defir'd  to  pleafe  1 
Cupid's  light  darts  my  tender  bofom  move, 
Still  is  there  caufe  for  Sappho  ftill  to  love  : 
So  from  my  birth  the  lifters  fiVd  my  doom, 
And  gave  to  Venus  all  my  life  to  come ; 
Or,  while  my  mule  in  melting  notes  complains, 
My  yielding  heart  keeps  meafure  to  my  (trains. 
By  charms  like  thine  which  all  my  foul  have  won, 
Who  might  not — ah  !  who  w(,uld  not  be  undone? 
For  thofe  Aurora  Cephalus  might  fcorn, 
And  with  frefh  blufhes  paint  the  confcious  morn 
For  rhofe  might  Cynthia  lengthen  Phaon's  fle< 
And  bid  Endymion  nightly  tend  his  fheep : 
Venus  for  thofe  had  rapt  thee  to  the  fties, 
But  Mars  on  thee  might  look  with  Venus'  eyes, 
O  fcarce  a  youth,  yet  fcarce  a  tender  boy  F 

0  ufeful  time  for  lovers  to  employ  ! 
Pride  of  thy  age,  and  glory  of  thy  race, 
Come  to  thefe  arms,  and  melt  in  this  embrace  I 
The  vows  you  never  will  return,  receive  ; 
And  take  at  leaft  the  love  you  will  not  give. 
See,  while  I  write,  my  words  are  loft  in  tears  I 
The  lefs  my  fenfe,  the  more  my  love  appears. 
Sure  'twas  not  much  to  bid  one  kind  adieu  ; 
(At  leaft  to  feign  was  never  hard  to  you  1) 
Farewell,  my  Lefbian  love,  you  might  have  faid ; 
Or  coldly  thus,  Farewell,  oh  Lefbian  maid ! 

No  tear  did  you,  no  parting  kifs  icceive, 
Nor  knew  I  then  how  much  I  was  to  grieve. 
No  lover's  gift  your  Sappho  could  confer, 
And  wrongs  and  woes  were  all  you  left  with  her. 
No  charge  I  gave  you,  and  no  charge  could  give, 
But  this,  Be  mindful  of  our  loves,  and  live. 
Now  by  the  Nine,  thofe  powers  ador'd  by  me, 
And  Love,  the  god  that  ever  waits  on  thee, 
When  firft  I  heard  (from  whom  I  hardly  knew) 
That  you  were  fled,  and  all  my  joys  with  you, 
Like  fome  fad  ftatue,  fpeechlefs,  pale  i  flood, 
Grief  chill'd  my  breaft,  and  ftopp'd  my  freezing 

blood ; 

No  figh  to  rife,  no  tear  had  power  to  flow, 
Fix'd  in  a  ftupid  lethargy  of  woe  : 
But  when  its  way  th'  impetuous  paffion  found, 

1  rend  my  treffes,  and  my  breaft  I  wound  ; 

I  rave,  then  weep ;  I  curfe,  and  then  complain  ; 
Now  fwell  to  rage,  now  melt  in  tears  again. 
Not  fiercer  pangs  diftraft  the  mournful  dame, 
Whofe  firft-born  infant  feeds  the  funeral  flame. 
My  fcomful  brother  with  a  fmile  appears, 
Infults  my  woes,  and  triumphs  in  my  tears  : 
His  hated  image  ever  haunts  my  eyes; 
And  why  this  grief?  thy  daughter  lives,  he  cries. 
Stung  with  my  love,  and  furious  with  defpair, 
All  torn  my  garments,  and  my  bofom  bare, 
My  woes,  thy  crimes,  I  to  the  world  proclaim ; 
Such  inconfiftent  things  are  love  and  fhamc  1 
'Tis  thou  art  all  my  care  and  my  delight, 
My  daily  longing,  and  my  dream  by  night : 
O  night,  more  pleafing  than  the  brighteft  day, 
When  fancy  gives  what  abfence  takes  away, 
And,  drefs'd  in  all  its  vifionary  charms, 
Reftores  my  fair  deferter  to  my  arms  ! 
Then  round  your  neck  in  wanton  wreaths  I  twincj 
Then  you,  niethinks,  as  fondly  circle  mine  : 
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A  thoufand  tender  words  I  hear  and  fpeak; 
A  thoufand  melting  kiffes  give,  and  take  : 
Then  fiercer  joys;  I  blufh  to  mention  thefe, 
Yet,  while  I  blufli,  confefs  how  much  they  pleafe 
«  But  when,  with  day,  the  fweet  3elufions  fly, 
And  all  things  wake  to  life  and  joy,  but  I ; 
As  if  once  more  forfaken,  I  complain, 
And  clofe  my  eyes  to  dream  of  you  again: 
Then  frantic  rife,  and  like  fome  fury  rove 
Through  lonely   plains,  and  through  the   filen 

grove  ; 

As  if  the  filent  grove,  and  lonely  plains, 
That  knew  my  pleafurcs,  could  relieve  my  pains. 
I  view  the  grotto.'once  the  fcene  of  love, 
The  rocks  around,  the  hanging  roofs  above, 
That  charm'd  me  more,  with  native  mofs  o'er- 

grown, 

Than  Phrygian  marble,  or  the  Parian  ftone. 
I  find  the  fhades  that  veil'd  our  joys  before  ; 
But,  Phaon  gone,  thofe  fhades  delight  no  more. 
Here  the  prefs'd  herbs  with  bending  tops  betray 
Where  oft  entwin'd  in  amorous  folds  we  lay; 
I  kifs  that  earth  which  once  was  prefs'd  by  you, 
And  all  with  tears  the  withering  herbs  bedew. 
For  thee  the  fading  trees  appear  to  mourn, 
And  birds  defer  their  fongs  till  thy  return  : 
Night  fhades  the  groves,  and  all  in  filence  lie, 
All  but  the  mournful  Philomel  and,I  : 
With  mournful  Philomel  I  join  my  drain, 
Of  Tereus  {be,  of  Phaon  I  complain. 

A  fpring  there  is,  whofe  filver  waters  fhow, 
Clear  as  a  glafs,  the  (hining  fands  below ; 
A  flowery  Lotos  fpreads  its  arms  above, 
Shades  all  the  banks,  and  feems  itfelf  a  grove; 
Eternal  greens  the  moffy  margin  grace, 
Watch'd  by  the  Sylvan  genius  of  the  place. 
Here  as  I  lay,  and  fwdl'd  with  tears  the  flood, 
Before  my  fight  a  watery  virgin  ftood  : 
She  ftood  and  cry~!dj_  "  O  you  that  love  in  vain  \ 
*'  Fly  hence,  and  feek  the  fair  Leucadian  main. 
"  There  ftands  a  rock,  from  whofe  impending  fteep 
"  Apollo's  fane  furveys  the  rolling  deep  ; 
"  There  injur'd  lovers,  leaping  from  above, 
"  Their  flames  extinguifh,  and  forget  to  love. 
"  Deucalion  once  with  hopelefs  fury  burn'd, 
"  In  vain  he  lov'd,  relentlefs  Pyrrha  fcorn'd  : 
"  But  when  from  hence  he  plung'dinto  the  main, 
"  Deucalion  fcorn'd,  and  Pyrrha  lov'd  in  vain. 
"  Hafte,  Sappho,  hafte,  from  high  Leucadia  throw 
"  Thy  wretched  weight,  nor  dread  the  deeps  be- 
low!" 

She  fpoke,  and  vanifh'd  with  the  voice — I  rife, 
And  filent  tears  fall  trickling  from  my  eyes. 
I  go,  ye  nymphs  :  thofe  rocks  and  feas  to  prove  ; 
How  much  I  fear,  but  ah,  how  much  I  love  I 
I  go,  ye  nymphs,  where  furious  love  infpires; 
Let  female  fears  fubmit  to  female  fires. 
To  rocks  and  leas  I  fly  from  Phaon's  hate, 
And  hope  from  feas  and  rocks  a  milder  fate. 
Ye  gentle  gales,  beneath  my  body  blow, 
And  foftly  lay  me  on  the  waves  below  ! 
And  thou,  kind  love,  my  finking  limbs  fuftain,  "^ 
Spread  thyfoft  wings,  and  waft  me  o'erthe  main,  ( 
Nor  let  a  lover's  death  the  guiltkfs  flood  pro-f 
fune  1  \ 


On  Phoebus'  fhrine  my  harp  I'll  then  beftow, 
And  this  infcription  fhall  be  plac'd  below. 
"  Here  fhe  who  fung,  to  him  that  did  infpire, 
"  Sappho  to  Phoebus  confecrates  her  lyre; 
"  What fuits  with  Sappho,  Phabus.  luitswith  thee; 
"  The  gift,  the  giver,  and  the  god  agree." 
By  why,  alas,  relentlefs  youth,  ah,  why 
To  diftant  feas  muft  tender  Sappho  fly  ? 
Thy  charms  than  thofe  may  far  more  powerful  be, 
And  Phoebus*  felf  is  lefs  a  god  to  me. 
Ah  !  canft  thou  doom  me  to  the  rocks  and  fea, 
O,  far  mere  faithlefs,  and  more  hard  than  they  ? 
Ah  !  canft  thou  rather'fee  this  tender  breal 
Dafh'd  on  thefe  rocks  than  to  thy  bofom  prefs'd; 
This  breaft,  which  once,  in  vain  !  you  lik'd  fo  well ; 
Where  the  loves  play'd,  and  where  the  mufesdwell? 
Alas    the  mufes  now  no  more  infpire, 
Untun'd  my  lute,  and  filent  is  my  lyre ; 
My.  languid  numbers  have  forgot  to  flow, 
And  fancy  finks  bensath  a  weight  of  woe. 
Ye  Lefbian  virgins,  and  ye  Lefbian  dames, 
Themes  of  my  verfe,  and  objects  of  my  flames, 
No  more  your  groves  with  my  glad  fongs  fliall  ring, 
No  more  thefe  hands  fhall  touch  the  trembling 

ftring : 

My  Phaon's  fled,  and  I  thofe  artsrefign, 
(Wretch  that  I  am,  to  call  that  Phaon  mine  !) 
Return,  fair  youth,  and  bring  along 
Joy  to  my  foul,  and  vigour  to  my  f<>ng  : 
Abfent  from  thee,  the  poet's  flame  expires ; 
But  ah  !  how  fiercely  burn  the  lover's  fires? 
Gods  !  can  no  prayers,  no  figh?,  no  numbers, move 
One  favage  heart,  or  teach  it  how  to  love  ? 
The  winds  my  prayers,  my  fighs,  my  numbers  bear, 
The  flying  winds  have  loft  them  all  in  air ! 
Oh  when,  alas  '.  fhall  more  aufpicious  gales 
To  thefe  fond  eyes  reftore  thy  welcome  fails  ? 
If  you  return — ah,  why  thefe  long  delays  ? 
Poor  Sappho  dies  while  carelefs  Phaon  ftays. 
O,  launch  thy  bark,  nor  fear  the  watery  plain  ! 
Venus  for  thee  fhall  fmooth  her  native  main. 
O.  launch  thy  bark,  fecure  of  profperous  gales  \ 
Cupid  for  thee  fhall  fpread  the  fwelling  fails, 
[f  you  will  fly — (yet  ah  !  what  caufe  can  be, 
Too  cruel  youth,  that  you  fhould  fly  from  me  ?) 
f  not  from  Phaon,  I  muft  hope  for  eafe, 
Ah,  let  me  feek  it  from  the  raging  feas  1 
To  raging  feas  unpity'd  I'll  remove, 
And  either  qeafe  to  live,  or  ceafe  to  Jove  ! 


ELOISA  TO  ABELARD. 

Argument. 

ABELARD  and  Eloifa  flo'urifhed  in  the  twelfth  cen- 
tury ;  they  were  two  of  the  moft  diftinguifhed 
perfons  of  their  age  in  learning  and  beauty,  but 
for  nothing  more  famous  than  for  their  unfor- 
tunate paflion.  After  a  long  courfe  of  calamities, 
they  retired  each  to  a  feveral  convent,  and  con- 
fecrated  the  remainder  of  their  days  to  religion. 
It  was  many  ysars  after  this  feparation,  that  a 
letter  of  Abelard's  to  a  friend,  which  contained 
the  hiftory  of  his  misfortunes,  fell  into  the  hands 
D  iij 
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of  Eloifa.  This  awakening  all  her  tendernefs, 
cccafu.-ned  thofe  celebrated  letters  (out  of  which 
the  followirg  is  partly  extracted),  which  give 
|o  lively  a  piclure  of  the  ftruggles  of  grace  and 
nature,  viitue  and  pafTion. 

IN  thcfe  deep  folitudcs  and  awtul  cell1*, 
"Where  heavenly-penfive  contemplation  dwells, 
And  ever-mufifig  melancholy  rtigns; 
\Vhat  means  this  tumult  in  a  veftal's  veins  ? 
"Why  rove  my  thoughts  beyond  this  laft  retreat  ? 
Why  feel*  my  heart  it*  long  forgotten  heat? 
"Vet,  yet  I  love  '. — From  Abelard  it  came, 
And  Eloifa  yet  mull  kifs  the  name. 

Dear,  fatal  name!  reft  ever  unreveal'd, 
!Nor  pa  fa  thefe  lips  in  holy  fiience  feai'd  ; 
Hide  it,  my  heart,  within  that  clofe  difguife, 
Where,  mix'd  with  God  *,  his  lov'd  idea*lies  : 
O,  write  it  nor,  my  hand— the  name  appears 
Already  written — wafh  it  out  my  tears  ! 
In  vain  loft  Eloifa  weeps  and  prays, 
Her 'heart  ftill  dictates,  and  her  hand  obeys. 

Rcleptlefs  walls !  whofe  darkfome  round  con- 

'tains 

Repentant  righs,and  voluntary  pains  : 
Ye  rugged  rocks  !  which  holy  knees  have  worn  ; 
"Ye  grots  and  caverns  fhagg'd  with  horrid  thorn  ! 
fehrines  !  where  their  vigils  pale-eyed  virginskeep; 
And  pitying  faints,  whofe  ftatues  lenrn  to  weep  ! 
Though  cold  like  you,  unmov'd  and  filent  grown, 
3  have  not  yet  forgot  myfelf  to  ftone. ' 
All  is  not  heaven's  while  Abelard  has  part, 
Still  rebel  nature,  holds  bnt  half  my  heart ; 
!Mor  prayers,  nor  rafts,  its  ftubborn  pulfe  reftrain, 
itfor  tears  for  ages  taught  to  flow  in  vain. 

Soon  as  thy  letters  trembling  I  unclofe, 
That' well-known  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 
Oh,  name  for  ever  fad  !  for  ever  dear  ! 
Still  breath'd  in  fighs,  ftill  ufher'd  with  a  tear. 
I  tremble  too,  where'er  my  own  I  find, 
Some  dire  misfortune  follows  clofe  behind. 
Jane  afrer  line  my  gufhing  eyes  o'crflow, 
jLtd  through  a  fad  variety  of  woe  : 
Islow  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  my  bloom, 
JLoft  in  a  convent's  folitary  gloom  ! 
There  ftern  religion  quench'd  th'  unwilling  flame, 
There  dy'd  the  beft  of  paflions,  love  and  fame. 

Yet  write,  oh,  write  ine  all,  that  J  may  join 
Griefs  to  thy  grief?,  and  echo  fighs  to  thine  ! 
Kor  foes  nor  fortune  take  this  power  away  ; 
And  is  my  Abelard  lefs  kind  than  they? 
Tears  ftill  are  mine,  and  thofe  J  need  not  fpare, 
I-ove  but  demands  what  elfe  were  fhed  in  prayer; 
>Jo  happier  talk  thefd  faded  eyes  purfue  ; 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  they  now  can  dp. 

Then  fhare  thy  pain,  allow  that  fad  relief; 
Ah,  more  than  fhare  it,  give  me  ail  thy  grief. 
Heav'n  firft  taught  letters  for  fome  wrttch's  aid, 
Some  hanifh'd  lover, or  fome  captive  maid;  [ipives, 
They  live,  they  fpeak,  they  breathe  what  love  in- 
Warm  from  the  foul,  and  faithful  to  its,  fires, 
"i  he  virgin's  wifh  without  her  iears  impart, 
I'xcufe  the  blufh,  and  pour  out  all  the  heart, 
Speed  the  foft  intercourfc  from  foul  to  foul, 
And  waft  a  figh  from  Indus  tc  the  pole. 


Thou  know'ft  hr-nr  gui'tle.rs  firft  T  met  thy  flame. 
When  love  approach'd  me  underfi  iendfhip*.  name; 
My  fancy  form'd  thee  of  angelic  kind, 
Some  emanation  ,rf  th'  all-beauteous  mind. 
Thofe  fmiling  eyeo,  atttmp-  ring  every  ray, 
Shone  fweetly  lambent  wi'h  celeftial  day. 
Guiltkf?  1  gaz'd;  heaven  liftcn'd  while  you  fun£  ; 
And  truths  divine  came  mended  from  tlm  tongue. 
From  lips  hke  thofe  what  precept  fail'd  to  move 
Too  foon  they  taught  me  'twas  no  fin  to  love  : 
Back  through  the  paths  of  pleafing  fenfe  I  ran, 
Nor  wifh'd  an  angel  whom  I  lov'd  a  man. 
Dim  and  remote  the  joys  of  faints  I  fee, 
Nor  envy  them  that  heaven  I  lofe  for  thee. 

HOW  oft,  when  pref>'d  to  marriage,  have  I  faid, 
Curfe  on  all  laws  but  thofe  which  love  has  made'l 
Love,  free  as  air,  at  fight  of  human  ties, 
Spreads  his  light  wirrgs,  and  in  a  moment  flies. 
Let  wealth,  Lt  honour,  wait  the  wedded  dame, 
Auguft  her  deed,  and  facred  be  her  fame  ; 
Before  true  paffion  all  thofe  views  remove  ; 
Fame,  wealth,  and  honour  !  what  are  you  to  love  1 
The  jealous  God,  when  we  profane  his  h>cs, 
Thbfe  refill  fspaffions  in  revenge  in!, 
And  bids  them  make  miftaken  mortals  groan, 
Who  fcek  in  love  for  uugbt  hut  love  alone. 
Should  at  my  feet  the  world'-  great  maftcr  fall, 
Himitlf,  his  throne,  his  world,  I'd  fcotn  them  all  j 
Not  Casfar's  emprefs  would  I  diign  to  prove  j 
No,  make  me  miftrefs  to  the  man  I  lovd. 

If  there  be  yet  another  name  more  free, 
More  fond  than  miftrefs,  make  me  that  to  thee  J 
Oh,  happy  ftate  '.  when  fouls  each  other  draw, 
When  love  is  liberty,  and  nature  law  : 
All  then  is  full,  pcffeffmg  and  poffefb'd, 
No  craving  void  left  aching-  in  the  brtaft  : 
£v'n  thought  meets  thought,  e'er  from  the  lips  it 

part, 

And  each  -,v  arm  wifh  fprings  mutual  from  the  heart. 
This  fure  is  blifs  (if  "b'ii'son  earth  there  be), 
And  once  the  lot  of  Abelard  and  me. 

Alas,  how  chang'd  !  what  fudden  horrors  rife  ! 
A  naked  lover  bound  and  bleeding  lies ! 
Where,  where  wasEloife  *  her  voice,  her  hand, 
Her  poniard  had  oppo»'d  the  diie  command: 
Barbarian,  ftay  !  that  bloody  ftroke  reftruin  ; 
1  he  crime  was  common,  comnn  n  be  the  pain. 
I  can  no  more  ;  by  Ihamc,  by  rage  fupprefs'd, 
Let  tears  and  burning  blufhes  fpeak  the  reft. 

Canft  thou  forget  that  fad,  that  foltmn  day, 
When  victims  at  yon  altar's  foot  we  lay  } 
Canft  thou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fell, 
When,  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  farewell  I 
As  with  cold  lips  1  kifs'd  the  facred  veil, 
The  fhrines  all  trembled,  and  the  lamps  grew  pale  ^ 
Heaven  fcarce  believ'd  the  conqueft  it  furvey'd,    ' 
And  faints  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  made. 
Yet  then,  to  thofe  dread  altars  as  I  drew, 
Not  on  the  crofs  my  eyes  were  fix'd,  but  you  : 
Not  grace,  or  Zeal,  love  only  was  my  call ; 
And  if  I  lofe  thy  love,  I  lofe  my  all. 
Come  !  with  thy  looks,  thy  words,  relieve  my  woe  ; 
Thofe  ftill  at  leaft  are  left  thee  to  beftow. 
Still  on  that  breaft  enamour'd  let  me  lie, 
Still  drink  delicious  poifon  from  thy  eye, 
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Pant  on  thy  lip,  and  to  thy  heart  be  prefs'd ; 
Give  all  thou  canft — and  let  me  dream  the  reft. 
Ah,  no  !  inftruct  me  other  joys  to  prize, 
With  other  beauties  charm  my  partial  eyes, 
Full  in  my  view  fet  all  the  bright  abode, 
And  make  my  foul  quit  Abelard  for  God. 

Ah,  think  at  lead  thy  flock  deferves  thy  care  ! 
Plants  of  thy  hand,  and  children  of  thy  prayer. 
From  the  falfe  world  in  early  youth  they  Ccd, 
By  tkee  to  mountains,  wilds,  and  deferts  led.- 
You  rais'd  thefe  hallow'd  walls ;  the  defert  fiuil'd, 
Andoparadife  was  open'd  in  the  wild. 
No  weeping  orphan  faw  his  father's  ftores 
Our  fhrines  irradiate,  or  emblaze  the  floors ; 
No  filver  faints,  by  dying  mifers  given, 
Here  bribe  the  rage  of  ill-requited  heaven  ; 
But  fuch  plain  roofs  as  piety  could  raife, 
And  only  vocal  with  the  Maker's  praife. 
In  thcfe  lone  walls  (their  days  eternal  bound) 
Thefe    mofs-g-rown    domes   with    fpiry    turrets 

cro>yn'd, 

Where  awful  arches  make  a  noon-day  night, 
And  the  dim  windows  fhed  a  folemn  light ; 
Thy  eyes  diffus'd  a  reconciling  ray, 
And  gleams  of  glory  brighten'd  all  the  day. 
But  now  no  face  divine  contentment  wears, 
5  fis  all  blank  fadnefs,  or  continual  tears. 
See  how  the  force  of  others  prayers  I  try, 
(O  pious  fraud  of  amorous  charity  !) 
But  why  fhould  I  on  others  prayers  depend  ? 
Come  thou,  my  father,  brother,  hufband,  friend  ! 
Ah,  let  thy  handmaid,  fifter,  daughter,  move, 
And;  all  thofe  tender  namss  in  one,  thy  love  1 
The  darkfome  pines  that  o'er  yon  rocks  reclin'tl 
Wave  high,  and  murmur  to  the  hollow  wind, 
The  wandering  ftreams  that  fhiue  between  the 

hills, 

The  grots  tha£  echo  to  the  tinkling  rills, 
The  dying  gales  that  pant  upon  the  tree?, 
The  lakes  that  quiver  to  the  curling  breeze  j 
No  more  thefe  fcenes  rny  meditation  aid, 
Or  lull  to  reft  the  vifionary  maid. 
But  o'er  the  twilight  groves  and  dafky  caves, 
Long-founding  aifles,  and  intermingled  graves, 
Black  melancholy  fits,  and  round  her  throws 
A  death-like  filence,  and  a  diead  repofe  ; 
Her  gloomy  prefence  faddens  r\Il  the  fcene, 
Shades  every  flower,  and  darkens  every  green, 
Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  falling  floods, 
And  breathes  a  browner  horror  on  the  woods. 

Yet  here  for  ever,  ever  muft  I  ftay  ; 
Sad  proof  how  well  a  lover  can  obey  '. 
Death,  only  death,  can  break  the  lafting  chain  ; 
And  here,  ev'n  then,  {hall  my  cold  duft  remain ; 
Here  all  itsfiailties,  all  its  flames  refign, 
And  wait  till  'tis  no  fin  to  mix  with  thine. 

Ah,  wretch  1   believ'd   the   fpoufe   of  pod  in 

vain, 

Confefs'd  within  the  flave  of  love  and  man. 
Aflift  me,  heaven  !  but  whence  aroie  that  prayer  ? 
Sprung  it  from  piety,  or  from  defpair  ? 
Ev'n  here,  where  frozen  chaftity  retires, 
Love  finds  an  altar  for  forbidden  fires. 
I  ought  to  grieve,  but  cannot  what  I  ought ; 
I  mourn  the  lever,  not  lament  the  fault  j 


I  view  my  crime,  but  kindle  at  the  view, 
Repent  old  plealures,  and  folicit  new  ; 
Now  turn'd  to  heaven,  I  weep  my  paft  offence, 
Now  think  of  thee,  and  curfe  my  innocence. 
Of  all  afflidion  taught  a  lover  yet, 
Tis  fure  the  hardeft  fcience  to  forget ! 
How  fhall  I  lofe  the  fin,  yet  keep  the  fenfe, 
And  love  th'  offender,  yet  deteft  th'  offence  ? 
How  the  dear  obje<Ll  from  the  crime  remove, 
Or  how  diftinguifh  penitence  from  love  ? 
Unequal  tafk  !  a  paflion  to  refign, 
For  hearts  fo  touch'd,  fo  pierc'd,  fo  loft  as  mine  ! 
E'er  fuch  a  foul  regains  its  peaceful  ftate, 
How  often  muft  it  love,  how  often  hate ! 
How  often  hope,  defpair,  refent,  regret, 
Conceal,  diftfain — do  all  things  but  forget ! 
But  let  heaven  feize  it,  all  at  once  'tis  fir'd  : 
Not  touch'd,  but  rapt ;  nut  weaken'd,  but  infpir?d ! 
Oh,  come  !  oh,  teach  me  nature  to  fubdue, 
Renounce  my  love,  my  life,  myfelf — and  you  ! 
till  my  fond  heart  with  God  atone,  for  he 
Alone  can  rival,  can  fucceed  to  thee. 

How  happy  is  the  blamelefs  veftal's  lot ; 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot ! 
Eternal  fun-fhine  of  the  fpotkfs  mind  !  / 

F.ach  prayer  accepted,  and  each  wifh.  refign'd  ; 
Labour  and  reft  that  equal  periods  keep  ; 
l<  Obedient  (lumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep  ;" 
Defires  compos'd,  affedions  ever  even  ; 
Tears  that  delight,  and  fighs  that  waft  to  heaven. 
Grace  fhines  around  her  with  fereneft  beams, 
And  whifpering  angels  prompt  her  golden  dreams* 
For  her  th'  unfading  role  of  Eden  blooms, 
And  wings  of  feraphs  fhed  divine  perfumes ; 
For  her  the  fpoufe  prepares  the  bridal  ring  ; 
For  her  white  virgins  hymenaeajs  fing  : 
To  founds  of  heavenly  harps  foe  dies  away, 
And  melts  in  yifions  of  eternal  day. 

Far  other  dreams  my  erring  foul  employ, 
Far  other  raptures  of  unholy  joy  : 
When  at  the  clofe  of  each  fad,  forrowing  day, 
Fancy  reflores  what  vengeance  fhatch'd  away, 
Then  confcience  fleeps,  and  leaving  nature  free, 
All  my  loofe  foul  unbounded  fprings  to  thee. 
O,  curft,  4ear  horrors  of  all-confcious  night  1 
Kow  glowing  guilt  exalts  the  keen  delight  1 
Provoking  demons  ail  reftraint  remove, 
And  ftir  within  me  every  fource  of  love. 
I  hear  thee,  view  thee,  gaze  o'er  all  thy  charms, 
And  round  thy  phantom  glue  my  clafping  armai 
I  wake  : — no  more  1  hear,  no  more  I  view, 
The  phantqm  flies  me,  as  unwind  as  you. 
I  call  aloud  ;  it  hears  not  what  I  fay  : 
I  ftretch  my  empty  arms;  it  glides  away. 
To  dream  once  more  I  clofe  my  willing  eyes ; 
Ye  foft  illufions,  dear  deceits,  arife  '. 
Alas,  no  more  !  methinks  we  wandering  go 
Through  dreary  \vaftes,  and  weep  each  other's  woe9 
Where   round  fome  mouldering  tower  pale  ivy 

creeps, 

And  low-brow'd  rocks  hangnodding  o'er  the  deeps* 
Sudden  you  mount,  you  beckon  from  the  fkiea ; 
Clouds  interpofe,  waves  roar,  and  winds  arife. 
I  Ihriek,  Hart  up,  the  fame  fad  profped  find% 
And  wake  to  all  the  griefs  I  left  behind* 
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For  thee  the  fates,  feverely  kind,  ordain 
A  cool  fufpenfe  from  pleafure  and  from  pain  ; 
Thy  life  a  long  dead  calm  of  fix'd  repofe ; 
No  pulfe  that  riots,  and  no  Mood  that  glows. 
£till  as  the  feas,  e'er  winds  were  taught  to  blow, 
Or  moving  fpirit  bade  the  waters  flow  ; 
Soft  as  the  (lumbers  of  a  faint  forgiven, 
And  mild  as  opening  gleams  of  promis'd  heaven. 

Come,  Abelard  !  for  what  haft  thnti  to  dread  ? 
The  torch  of  Venus  burns  not  fqr  the  dead. 
Nature  ftands  check'd  ;  religion  difapproves  ; 
F.v'n  thou  art  cold — yet  Eloifa  loves. 
Ah,  hopelefs,  lading  flames  '.  like  thofe  that  burn 
To  light  the  dead,  and  warm  th'  unfruitful  urn. 

What  fcenes  appear  where'er  I  turn  my  view  ! 
The  dear  ideas,  where  I  fly,  purfue, 
Rife  in  the  grove,  before  the  altar  rife, 
fiituin  all  my  foul,  and  wanton  in  my  eyes. 
I  wafte  the  matin  lamp  in  fighs  for  thte, 
Thy  image  deals  between  my  God  and  me,  ' 
Thy  voice  I  feem  in  every  hymn  to  hear, 
With  every  bead  I  drop  too  foft  a  tear. 
When  from  the  cenfer  clouds  of  fragrance  roll, 
And  fwclling  organs  lift  the  rifing  foul, 
One  thought  of  thee  puts  all  the  pemp  to  flight, 
Priefts,  tapers,  tefnples,  fwim  before  my  fight : 
In  feas  of  flame  my  plunging  foul  is  drown'd, 
While  altars  blaze,  and  angels  tremble  round. 

While  proftrate  here  in  humble  grief  1  fie, 
Kind,  virtuous  drops  jufl  gathering  in  my  eye, 
While,  praying,  trembling,  in  the  duft  I  roll, 
And  dawning  grace  is  opening  on  my  foul : 
Come,  if  thou  dar'ft,  all  charming  as  thou  art ! 
Oppofe  thyfelf  to  heaven  ;  difpute  my  heart ; 
Come,  with  ope  glance  of  thofe  deluding  eyes 
Blot  out  each  bright  idea  of  the  fkies  ;          [tears  ; 
Take  back  that  grace,  thofe  forrows,  and  tbofe 
Take  back  my  fruitlefs  penitence  and  prayers  ; 
-Snafch  me,  juft  mounting,  from  the  bleft  abode ; 
Aflift  the  fiends,  and  tear  me  from  my  God  ! 

No,  fly  me,  fly  me,  fur  as  pole  from  pole  ; 
Rife  Alps  between  its  1  and  whole  oceans  roll  1 
Ah,  come  rot,  write  not,  think  not  once  of  me, 
Nor  {hare  one  pang^of  all  I  felt  for  thee. 
Thy  oaths  I  quit,  thy  memory  refign  ; 
Forget,  renounce  me,  hate  whate'er  was  mine. 
Fair  eyes,  and  tempting  looks  (which  yet  1  view  !) 
Long  lov'd,  ador'd  ideas,  all  adieu  ! 
O,  grace  fercne  !  O  virtue  heavenly  fair  ! 
Divine  oblivion  of  low-thoughted  care  ! 
Frelh-blooming  hope,  gay  daughter  of  the  flcy  ! 
And  faith,  our  early  immortality  ! 
Enter,  each  mild,  each  amicable  gueft  ; 
Receive  and  wrap  me  in  eternal  reft  1 
'   See  in  her  cell  lad  Eloifa  fpread, 
Propt  on  fome  tomb,  a  neighbour  of  the  dead. 
In  each  low  wind  methinks  a  fpirit  calls, 
And  more  than  echoes  talk  along  the  walls. 
Here,  as  I  watch'd  the  dying  lamp  around, 
From  yonder  fhriue  1  heard  a  hollow  found. 


"  Come,  fifter,  come  '."  (it  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay) 

"  Thy  place  is  here,  fad  fifter,  come  away  : 

"  Once  like  thyfelf,  I  trembled,  wept,  and  pray'd, 

"  Love's  vi&im  then,  though  now  a  fainted  maid  : 

"  But  all  i>  calm  in  this  eternal  fleep; 

"  Here  gritf  forgets  to  groan,  and  love  to  weep  : 

'•  Ev'n  fuperftition  lofes  every  fear  ; 

"  For  God,  not  man,  abfolves  our  frailties  here." 

I  come,  I  come  !  prepare  your  rofeate  bowers, 
Celeftial  palms,  and  ever-bloorning  flowers. 
Thither,  where  finners  may  hav?  reft,  I  go, 
Where  flames  refin'd  in  brcafls  feraphic  glow  : 
Thou,  Abelard  !  the  laft  fad  office  pay, 
And  fmooth  my  paffage  to  the  realms  of  day  ; 
See  my  lips  tremble,  and  my  eyt-balis  roll, 
Suck  my  laft  breath,  and  catch  my  flying  foul ! 
Ah,  no — in  facred  veftments  mayft  thou  (land, 
The  hallow 'd  taper  trembling  in  thy  hand, 
Prefeut  the  crofs  before  my  lifted  eye, 
Teach  me  at  once,  and  learn  of  me  to  die. 
Ah  then,  thy  once-lov'd  Eloifa  fee  ! 
It  will  be  then  no  crime  to  gaze  on  me. 
See  from  my  cheek  the  tranfient  rofcs  fly  ! 
See  the  laft  fparkle  languifh  in  my  eye  ! 
Till  every  motion,  pulfe,  and  breath  be  o'er  ; 
And  ev'n  my  Abelard  be  lov'd  no  more. 
O,  death  all  eloquent  1  you  only  prove 
Whar  duft  we  doat  on,  when  'tis  man  we  love. 

Then  too,  when  fate  ftiall  thy  fair  frame  deftroy, 
(That  canfe  of  all  my  guilt,  and  all  my  joy), 
In  trance  ecftatic  may  the  pangs  be  drown'd, 
Bright  clouds   defcend,    and   angels  watch  thee 

round, 

From  opening  flcies  may  ftreaming  glories  fhine, 
And  faints  embrace  thee  w^th  a  love  like  mine  ! 

May  one  kind  grave  unite  each  haplefs  name, 
And  graft  my  love  immortal  on  thy  fame! 
Then,  ages  hence,  when  all  my  woes  are  o'er, 
When  this  rebellious  heart  fhall  beat  no  more  ; 
If  ever  chance  two  wandering  lovers  brings 
To  Paraclete's  white  walls  and  filver  fprings, 
O'er  the  pale  marble  fhall  they  join  their  heads, 
And  drink  the  falling  tears  each  other  fheds; 
Then  fadly  fay,  with  mutual  piry  mov'd, 
"  O,  may  we  never  love  asthefe  have  lov'd  1" 
From  the  full  choir,  when  loud  hofannahs  rife, 
And  fwell  the  pomp  of  dreadful  facrifice, 
Amid  that  fcene  of  fome  relenting  eye 
Glance  on  the  ftone  where  our  cold  relics  lie, 
Devqtion's  felf  fhall  fteal  a  thought  from  heaven, 
One  human  tear  fhall  drop,  and  be  forgiven. 
And  fure  if  fate  fome  future  bard  fhall  join 
In  fad  fimilitude  of  griefs  to  mine, 
Condeinn'd  whole  years  in  abfcnce  to  deplore, 
And  image  charms  he  muft  behold  no  more  ; 
Such  if  there  be,  who  loves  fo  long,  fo  well; 
Let  him  our  fad,  our  tender  ftory  tell ! 
The  \vcii-fung  woes  will  foothc  my  penfiTc  ghoft  ; 
He  beft  cao  paint  them  who  fhali  feel  them  moft. 


TRANSLATIONS  AND  IMITATIONS, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  following  tranflations  were  fele&ed  from  many  others  done  by  the  Author  in  his  youth;  for 
the  moft  part  indeed  hut  a  fort  of  exercifes,  while  he  was  improving  himfelf  in  the  languages,  and 
carried  by  his  early  bent  to  poetry  to  perform  them  rather  in  verfe  than  profe.  Mr.  Dryden's 
Fables  came  out  about  that  time,  which  occafioned  the  Tranflations  from  Chaucer.  They  were 
firft  feparately  printed  in  Mifcellanies,  by  J.  Tonfon  and  B.  Lintot,  and  afterwards  colle&ed  in  the 
Quarto  Edition  of  17 17.  The  Imitations  of  Englifh  Authors,  which  follow,  were  done  as  early, 
fome  of  them  at  fourteen  or  fifteen  years  old. 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  FAME. 
Written  in  tbt  Tear  I  Jl  I. 

ADVERTISEMINT. 

hint  of  the  following  piece  was  taken  from 
Chaucer's  Houfe  of  Fame.  The  defign  is  in  a 
manner  entirely  altered,the  defcriptions  and  moft 
of  the  particular  thoughts  my  own;  yet  I  could 
not  fuffer  it  to  be  printed  without  this  acknow- 
ledgment. The  reader  who  would  compare  this 
with  Chaucer,  may  begin  with  his  third  book  of 
Fame,  there  being  nothing  in  the  two  firft  books 
that  anfwers  to  their  title  :  wherever  any  hint  is 
taken  from  him,  the  paflage  itfelf  i&  fet  down 
in  the  marginal  notes. 

The  poem  is  introduced  in  the  manner  of  the  Pro- 
vencal poets,  whofe  works  were  for  the  moft 
part  vifions,  or  pieces  of  imagination,  and  con- 
ilantly  defcriptive.  From  thefe,  Petrarch  and 
Chaucer  frequently  borrowed  the  idea  of  their 
poems.  See -the  Trionft  uf  the  former,  and  the 
Dream,  Flower,  and  the  Leaf,  &c.  of  the  latter. 


The  Author  of  this  therefore  chofe  the  fame 
fort  of  exordium. 

IN  that  foft  feafon,  when  descending  mowers 
Call  forth  the  greens,  and  wake  the  rifing  flowers ; 
When  opening  buds  falute  the  welcome  day, 
And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  ray ; 
As  balmy  fleep  had  charm'd  my  cares  to  refty 
And  love  itfelf  was  banifh'd  from  my  breaft, 
(What  time  the  morn  myfterious  vifions  brings, 
While  purer  flumbers  fpread  their  golden  wings} 
A  train  of  phantoms  in  wild  order  rofc, 
And,  join'd,  this  intellectual  fcene  compofe.       I« 
I  ftood,  methought,  betwixt  earth,  fens,  and 

Ikies, 
The  whole  creation  open  to  my  eyes  : 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.il,  &c.]  Thefe  verfes  are  hinted  from  the  fol- 
lowing of  Chaucer,  Book  ii. 
Though  beheld  I  fields  and  plain*, 
lls,  and  aow  uiountaias, 
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In  air  felkbalanc'd  hung  the  globe  below, 
Where  mountains  rife,  and  circling  oceans  flow, 
Here  naked  rocks,  and  empty  waftes  were  feen ; 
There  towery  cities,  and  the  forefts  green  : 
Here  failing  fhips  delight  the  wandering  eyes; 
There  trees  and  intermingled  temples  rife  : 
NOW  a  clear  fun  the  fhining  fcene  difplays ; 
The  tranfient  landfcape  now  in  clouds  decays,    ao 

O'er  the  wide  profped  as  I  gaz'd  around, 
Sudden  I  heard  a  wild  promifc,uoiU&  found, 
LUce  broke«»  thunders  that  at  diftance  roar, 
Or  billows  murmuring  on  the  hollow  fhore  : 
Then  gazing  up,  a  glorious  pile  beheld, 
"Whofe  towering  fummit  ambient  clouds  conceal'd, 
High  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  ftrudture  lay, 
Steep  its  afcent,  and  flippery  was  the  way  ; 
The  wonderous  rock  like  Parian  marble  fhone, 
And  feem'd,  to  diftant  fight,  of  folid  ftone.        3 
In fcriptions  here  of  various  names  I  view'd, 
The  greater  part  by  hoftile  time  fubdu'd  ; 
Yet:  wide  was  fpread  their  fame  in  ages  paft; 
And  poets  once  had  promis'd  they  fhould  laft. 
Some  frefh  engrav'd  appear'd  of  wits  renown'd  ; 
I  look'd  again,  nor  could  their  trace  be  found. 
Critics  I  faw,  that  other  names  deface, 
And  fix  their  6wn,  with  labour,  in  their  place  : 
Their  own,  like  others,  foon  their  place  refign'd, 
Qr  difappear'd,  and  left  the  firft  behind.  40 

Nor  was  the  work  impair'd  by  ftorms  alone, 
JJut  felt  th'  approaches  of  too  warm  a  fun ; 


JMITATION3. 

Now  valeis,  and  now  foreftes, 

And  now  unneth  great  beftes, 
Now  rivers,  now  citecs, 

Now  towns,  now  great  trees, 
Now  fhippes  fayling  in  the  fee. 
Ver.  37.  High  on  a  rock  of  ice,  &c.]  Chaucer's 
third  book  of  Fame. 

It  flood  upon  fo  high  a  rock, 

Higher  ftandeth  none  in  'Spayne — 

What  manner  {tone  this  rock  was, 

For  it  was  like  a  lymed  glafs, 

But  that  it  fhone  full  more  clere  ; 

But  of  what  congeled  matere 

Jt  was,  I  nifte  redily  ; 

But  at  the  laft  efpied  I, 

And  found  that  it  was  every  dele, 

A  rock  of  ice,  and  not  of  ftcle. 
Ver.  31.  Infcriptions  here,  &c.] 

Though  faw  I  all  the  hill  y-grave 

With  famous  folkes  names  fele, 

That  had  been  in  much  wele 

And  her  fames  wide  y-blow  ; 

But  well  unneth  might  I  know, 

Any  letters  for  to  rede 

Their  names  by,  for  out  of  drede 

They  weren  almoft  off-thawen  fo, 

That  of  the  letters  one  or  two 

Were  moke  away  of  every  name, 

So  unf ambus  was  woxe  her  fame ; 

But  men  faid  what  may  ever  laft  ? 
Ver.  41.  Nor,  was  the  work  impair'd,  %c:] 

Thpugh  gan  I  in  myne  harte  tail, 


For  Fame,  impatient  of  extremes,  decayf 
Not  more  by  envy,  than  excefs  of  praifc. 
Yet  part  no  injuries  of  heaven  could  feel, 
Like  cryftal  faithful  to  the  graving  fteel  : 
The  rock's  high  fummit,  in  the  temple's  fhade, 
Nor  heat  could  melt,  nor  beating  ftorm  invade. 
Their  names  infer  ib'd  unnumber'd  ages  paft 
From  time's  firft  birth,  with  time  itfelf  fhalllaftjjc 
Thefe  ever  new,  nor  fubjecl;  to  decays, 
Spread,  and  grow  brighter  with  the  lejigth 

So  Zembla's  rocks  (the  beauteous  work  of  froft) 
Rife  white  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coaft; 
Pale  funs,  unfelt,  at  diftance  roll  away, 
And  on  th'  impaflive  ice  the  lightnings  play; 
Eternal  fnows  the  growing  mafs  fupply, 
Till  the  bright  mountains  prop  th'  incumbent  fky 
As  Atlas  fix'd,  each  hoary  pile  appears, 
The  gathcr'd  winter  of  a  thoufand  years.  60 

On  this  foundation  Fame's  high  temple  ftands ; 
Stupendous  pile  !  not  rear'd  by  mortal  hands. 
Whatc'er  proud  Rome  or  artful  Greece  btheid, 
Or  elder  Babylon,  its  frame  cxcell'd. 
Four  faces  had  the  dome,  and  every  face 
Of  various  ftru&ure,  but  of  equal  grace  ! 
Four  brazen  gates,  on  columns  lifted  high, 
Salute  the  different  quarters  of  the  fky. 
Here  fabled  chiefs  in  darker  ages  born, 
Or  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn,        70 
Who  cities  rais'd,  or  tam'd  a  monftrous  race, 
The  walls  in  venerable  order  grace  : 
Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown, 
And  legiflators  fecm  to  think  in  ftone. 

Weftward,  a  fumptuous  frontifpiece  appear'd, 
On  Doric  pillars  of  white  marble  rear'd, 
Crown'd  with  an  architrave  of  antique  mold, 
And  fculpture  rifing  on  the  roughen'd  gold. 
In  fhaggy  fpoils  here  Thefeus  was  beheld, 
And  Perfeu's  dreadful  with  Minerva's  fhield :     8(5 
There  great  Akides,  ftoopjng  with  his  toil, 
Refts  on  his  club,  and  holds  th'  Hefperian  fpoil : 
Here  Orpheus  fings;  trees  moving  to  the  found 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  form  a  fhade  around  : 
Amphion  there  the  loud  creating  lyre 
Strikes,  and  behold  a  fudden  Thebes  afpirc  ! 


IMITATIONS. 

That  they  were  molte  away  for  heate, 
And  not  away  with  ftormes  beate. 
Ver.  45,  Yet  part  no  injuries,  &c  ] 
For  on  that  other  fide  I  fey 
Of  that  hill  which  northward  ley, 
How  it  was  written  full  of  names 
Of  folke,  that  had  afore  great  fames, 
Of  old  time,  and  yet  they  were 
As  frcfh  as  men  had  written  hem  there 
That  felf  day,  or  that  houre 
That  I  on  hem  gan  to  poure ; 
But  well  I  wifte  what  it  made ; 
It  was  conferved  with  the  fhade 
(All  the  writing  that  I  fye) 
Of  the  cattle  that  ftoode  on  high, 
And  flood  eke  in  fo  cold  a  place, 
That  Lent  might  it  not  deface. 


TRANSLATIONS   AND   IMITATIONS. 


Cythasron's  echoes  anfwer  to  his  call, 
And  half  the  mountain  rolls  into  a  wall  : 
There  might  you  fee  the  lengthening  fpires  afcend, 
The  domes  fwell  up.  the  widening  arches  bend,  90 
The  growing  towers  like  exhalations  riie, 
And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  ikies. 

The  eaftern  front  was  glorious  to  behold, 
With  diamond  flaming,  and  Barbaric  gold. 
There  Ninus  {hone,  who  fpread  th*  AfTyrian  fame, 
And  the  great  founder  of  the  Perfian  name  : 
There  in  long  robe?  the  royal  Magi  Hand, 
Grave  Zoroaiter  waves  the  circling  wand  : 
/The  fagj  Chaldeans  rob'd  in  white  appear'd, 
And  Brachmans,  deep  in  defert  woods  reverM.  loo 
Thefe  flopp'd  the  moon,  and  call'd  th'  unbody'd 

fhades 

To  midnight  banquets  in  the  glimmering  glades ; 
Made  viuonary  fabrics  round  them  rife, 
And  airy  fpe'&res  {kirn  before  their  eyes  ; 
Of  Talifmans  and  Sigils  knew  the  p--wer. 
And  careful  watch'd  the  planetary  hour. 
Superior,  and  alone,  Confucius  flood, 
Who  taught  that  ufeful  fcience  to  be  good. 

But  on  the  fouth,  a  long  majeflic  race 
Of  i7gypt's  priefts  the  gilded  niches  grace,        no 
Who  mealur'd  earth,  defcrib'd  the  ftarry  fpheres, 
And  tiac'd  the  long  records  of  lunar  years. 
High  on  his  car  Seibftris  (truck  my  view, 
Whom  fcepter'd  flaves  in  golden  harnefs  drew  : 
His  hands  a  bow  and  pointed  javelin  hold; 
His  giant  limbs  are  arm'd  in  chains  of  gold. 
Between  the  ftatues  obelifks  were  plac'd, 
And  the  learn'd  walls  with  hieroglyphics  grac'd. 

Of  Gothic  ftru6ture  was  the  northern  fide, 
O'er  wrought  with  ornariientsof  barbarous  pride.  1 20 
There  huge  CololTus  rofe,  with  trophies  crown'd, 
And  Runic  characters  were  grav'd  around. 
There  fate  Zamolxis  with  creeled  eyes, 
And  Odin  here  in  mimic  trances  dies. 
There  on  rude  iron  columns,  imear'd  with  blood, 
The  horrid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  flood- 
Druids  and  Bards  (their  once  loud  harps  uuflrung) 
And  youths  that  dy?d  to  be  by  poets  fung. 
Thd'e  and  a  thoufand  more  of  doubtful  fa,me, 
To  whom  old  fables  gave  a  lading  name.          130 
In  ranks  adorn'-d  the  temple's  outward  face  ;     ' 
The  wall  in  luftre  and  effect  like  glafs, 
Which,  o'er  each  ohjeil  cafting  various  dyes, 
Enlarges  fome,  and  others  multiplies  : 
Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  myftic  wall, 
For  thus  romantic  Fame  increafes  all. 

The  temple  fhakes,  the  founding  gafes  unfold, 
Wide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  gold  : 
Kais'd  on  a  thoufand  pillars  wreath'd  around 
With  laurel-foliage,  and  with  eagles  crown'd:  140 
Of  bright  tr  ,'ifparent  beryl  were  the  walls, 
The  freezes  ^old,  and  gold  the  capitals : 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  13*.  The  walls  in  luftre,  &c.] 
It  fhone  lighter  than  a  glafs, 
And  made  well  more  than  it  was. 
As  kind  of  thing  Fame  is. 


As  heaven  with  ftars,  the  roof  with  jewels  glows, 
And  ever-living  lamps  depend  in  rows. 
Full  in  the  paffage  of  each  fpacious  gate, 
The  fage  hiilorians  in  white  garments  wait ; 
Grav'd  o'er  their  feats  the  form  of  time  was  found. 
His  fcythe  revers'd,  and  both  his  pinions  bound 
Within  flood  heroes,  who  through  loud  alarms 
In  bloody  fields  purfued  renown  in  arms.         15® 
High  on  a  throne  with  trophies  charg'd  F  view'd, 
The  , outh  that  all  things  but  himfelf  Tubdu'd;    ' 
His  feet  on  iceptres  and  tiaras  trod, 
And  his  horn'd  head  bely'd  the  Libyan  god. 
There  C^far,  grac'd  with  both  Minervas  fhone; 
Czefar,  the  world's  great  matter,  and  his  own  ; 
Unmov'd,  fuperior  ftill  in  every  ftate, 
And  fcarce  detefted  in  his  country's  fate. 
But  chief  were  thofe,  who  not  for  empire  fought, 
But  with  their  toils  their  people's  fafety  bought:  1 60 
High  o'er  the  reft  Epaminondas  Aood  ; 
Timoleon^ glorious  in  his  brother's  blood; 
Bold  Scipio,  faviour  of  the  Roman  ftate ; 
Great  in  his  triumphs,  in  retirement  great ; 
And  wife  Aurelius,  in  whofe  well-taught  mind} 
With  boundlefs  power  unbounded  virtue  join'd,  v 
His  own  ftri6l  judge,  and  patron  of  mankind.    § 

Much  fuffering  heroes  next  their  honours  claim 
ThoJe  of  lefs  noify,  and  lefs  guilty  fame, 
Fair  virtue's  filent  train  :  fupreme  of  thefe      170 
Here  ever  {nines  the  godlike  Socrates; 
He  whom  ungrateful  Athens  could  expell, 
At  all  times  juft,  but  when  he  fign'd  the  fhell : 
Here  his  abode  the  martyr 'd  Phocion  claims, 
With  Agis,  not  the  laft  of  Spartan  names  : 
Unconquer'd  Cato  fhews  the  wound  he  tore, 
And  Brutus  his  ill  genius  meets  no  more. 

But  in  the  centre  of  the  hollow'd  choir, 
Six'  pompous  columns  o'er  the  reft  afpire  ; 
Around  the  fhrine  itfelf  of  fame  they  ftand,     l8q 
Hold  the  chief  honours,  and  the  fame  command. 
High  on  the  firft,  the  mighty  Homer  fhone; 
Eternal  Adamant  compos'd  his  throne, 
Father  of  verfe  !  in  holy  fillets  dreft, 
His  filver  beard  wav'd  gently  o'er  his  bread; 
Though  blind,  a  boldnefs  in  his  looks  appears  ; 
In  years  he  ieem'd,  but  not  impair' d  by  years. 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  179.  Six  pompous  columns,  &c..] 
From  the  dees  many  a  pillere, 
Of  metal  that  fhone  not  full  clere,  &c. 
Upon  a  pillere  faw  I  ftonde 
That  was  of  lede  and  iron  fine, 
Him  of  the  fedl  Saturnine, 
The  Ebraicke  Jofephus  the  old,  &c. 

Upon  an  iron  pillere  ftrong, 
That  painted  was  all  endlong, 
With  tigers'  blood  in  every  place, 
The  Tholofan  that  hight  Stace, 
That  bear- of  Thebes  up  the  name,  &c. 

Ver.  182. 

Full  wonder  high  on  a  pillere 
Of  iron,  he  the  great  Omer, 
And  with  him  Dares  and  Titus,  &e. 
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The  wars  of  Troy  were  round  the  pillar  feen  : 
Here  fierce  Tydides  wounds  the  Cyprian  queen  ; 
Here  Hector  gloriousgfrom  Patroclus*  fall,       190 
Here  dragg'd  in  triumph  ronnd  the  Trojan  wall. 
Motion  and  life  did  every  part  infpire, 
Bold  was  the  work,  and  prov'd  the  matter's  fire  ; 
A  ftrong  expreflion  mofl  he  feem'd  t'  affe6t, 
And  here  and  there  difclos'd  a  brave  neglect. 

A^  golden  column  next  in  rank  appear'd. 
On  which  a  fhrine  of  pureft  gold  wae  rear'd ; 
Finifh'd  the  whole,  and  laboured  every  part, 
With  patient  touches  of  unwearied  art : 
The  Mantuan  there  in  fober  triumph  fat,         300 
Compos'd  his  pofture,  and  his  look  fedate  ; 
On  Homer  ftillhe  fix'd  a  reverend  eye, 
Great  without  pride,  in  modeft  majefty. 
In  living  fculpture  on  the  fides  were  fpread 
The  Latian  wars,  and  haughty  Turnus  dead; 
£liza  ftretch'd  upon  the  funeral  pyre, 

1/Eneas  bending  with  his  aged  fire  : 

Troy  flam'd  in  burning  gold,  and  o'er  the  throne 

Arms  and  the  man  in  golden  cyphers  (hone. 

Four  fwans  fuftain  a  car  of  filver  bright,       210 

With  heads  advanc'd,  and  pinions  ftretch'd  for 
flight : 

Here,  like  fome  furious  prophet,  Pindar  rode, 

And  feem'd  to  labour  with  th'  infpiring  God. 

Acrofs*  the  harp  a  carelefs  hand  he  flings, 

And  boldly  finks  into  the  founding  firings, 

The  figur'd  games  of  Greece  the  column  grace, 

JJeptune  and  Jove  furvey  the  rapid  race. 

The  youths  hang  o'er  their  chariots  as  they  run  ; 

The  fiery  Heeds  feem  ftarting  from  the  ftone  ; 

The  champions  in  diftorted  poftures  threat ;    320 

And  all  appear'd  irregularly  great. 

Here  happy  Horace  tun'd  th'  Aufonian  lyre 

To  fwecter  founds,  and  temper'd  Pindar's  fire  : 

Plcas'd  with  Alceaeus*  manly  rage  t'  infufe 

The  fofter  fpirit  of  the  Sapphic  mufe. 

The  polifh'd  pillar  different  fculptures  grace ; 

A  work  outlawing  monumental  brafs. 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  196,  &c. 

There  faw  I  ftand  011  a  pillere 
That  was  of  tinned  iron  cleere, 
The  Latin  poet  Virgilye, 
That  hath  bore  up  of  a  great  while 
The  fame  of  pious  ./Eneas  : 

And  next  him  on  a  pillere  was 
Of  copper,  Venus'  clerke  Ovide, 
That  hath  fowen  wondrous  wide 
The  great  god  of  love's  fame — 

Tho  faw  t  on  a  pillere  by 
Of  iron  wrought  full  iternly, 
The  great  poet  Dan  Lucan, 
That  on  his  ihoulders  bore  up 'then 
As  hye  as  that  I  might  fee, 
The  fame  of  Julius  and  Pompee. 

And  next  him  on  a  pdlere  {lode 
Of  fulphure,  like  as  he  were  wode, 
Dan  Ctaudian,  fo  the  for  to  tell, 
Tha:  bare  UP  all  the  fame  ci'  L.iJ,  &c. 


Here  fmiiing  Loves  and  Bacchanals  appear, 
The  Julian  ftar  and  great  Auguftus  here. 
The  doves  that  round  the  infant  poet  fpread     7,-. 
Myrtles  and  bays,  hung  hovering  o'er  his  head. 

Here,  in  a  fhrine  that  caft  a  dazzling  light, 
State  fix'd  in  thought  the  mighty  Stagyrite ; 
His  facred  head  a  radiant  Zodiac  crown'd, 
And  various  animals  his  fides  furround} 
His  piercing  eyes,  erect,  appear  to  view 
Superior  worlds,  and  look  ail  nature  through. 

With  equal  rays  immortal  Tally  fhone, 
The  Roman  roftra  deck'd  the  conful's  throne  : 
Gathering  his  flowing  robe,  he  feem'd  to  ftand  240 
In  act  to  fptak,  and  graceful  ftretch'd  his  hand. 
Behind,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civic  crowns, 
And  the  great  father  of  his  country  owns. 

Thefe  maffy  columns  in  a  circle  rife, 
O'er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  fkies  : 
Scarce  to  the  top  I  ftretch'd  my  aching  fight, 
So  large  it  fpread,  andfwell'd  to  fuch  a  height. 
Full  in  the  midft  proud  Fame^s  imperial  feat 
With  jewels  blaz'd,  magnificiently  great; 
The  vivid  emeralds  there  revive  the  eye,          2J< 
The  flaming  rubies  fhew  their  fanguinc  dye, 
Bright  azure  rays  from  lively  fapphires  ftrcain, 
And  lucid  amber  cafts  a  golden  gleam. 
With  various-colour'd  light  the  pavement  fhone, 
And  all  on  fire  appear'd  the  glowing  throne  ; 
The  dome's  high  arch  reflects  the  mingled  blaze, 
And  forms  a  rainbow  of  alternate  rays. 
When  on  the  goddefs  firft  I  caft  my  fight, 
Scarce  feem'd  her  ftatue  of  a  cubit's  height; 
But  fwell'd  to  larger  fize,  the  more  I  gaz'd,     260 
Till  to  the  roof  her  towering  front  fhe  raii'd. 
With  her,  the  Temple  every  moment  grew, 
And  ampler  viftas  opcn'd  to  my  view  : 
Upward  the  columns  flioot,  the  roofs  afccnd, 
And  arches  widen,  and  long  aifles  extend. 
Such  was  her  form,  as  ancient  bards  have  told, 
Wings  raife  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  infold; 
A  thoufand  bufy  tongues  the  goddefs  bears, 
And  thoufand  open  eyes,  and  thoufand  liftcningears. 
Beneath,  in  order  rang'd,  the  tuneful  nine        270 
(Her  virgin  handmaids)  ftill  attend  the  fhrine  : 
With  eyes  on  Fame  for  ever  fix'd,  they  fiug;. 
For  Fame  they  raife  the  voice,  and  tune  die  firing, 
With  time's  firft  birth  began  the  heavenly  lays. 
And  laft,  eternal,  through  the  length.of  days. 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  35f .  Scarce  feem'd  her  ftature,  &c. 
Methought  that  fhe  was  fo  lite, 
That  the  length  of  a  cubite 
Was  longer  than  fhe  feemed  be ; 
But  thus  foone  in  a  while  fhe,     % 
Her  felfe  iho  wonderly  ftraight, 
That  with  her  feet  flic  the  earth  right, 
And  with  her  head  fhe  touchyd  heaven— • 

Ver.  270.  Beneath,  in  order  rang'd,  &c.] 
I  heard  about  her  throne  y-lung 
That  all  the  palays  walls  rung, 
So  fung  the  mighty  mule,  flic 
That  clcped  is  Calliope, 
And  her  fcvcn  iiftwe  eke— 


TRANSLATIONS   AND    IMITATIONS. 


Around  thefe  wonders  as  I  caft  a  look, 
The  trumpet  founded,  and  the  temple  fhook, 
And  all  the  nations,  fummon'd  at  the  call, 
From  different  quarters  fill  the  crowded  hall  : 
Of  various   tongues   the  mingled    founds    were 
heard ;  280 

In  various  garbs  promifcuous  throngs  appear'd ; 
Thick  as  the  bees,  that  with  the  fpring  renew 
Their  flowery  toils,  and  fip  the  fragrant  dew, 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  firft  tempt  the  iky, 
O'er  duiky  fields  and  {haded  waters  fly, 
Or,  fettling,  feize  the  fweets  the  bloffoms  yield, 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
Millions  of  fuppliant  crowds  the  fhrine  attend, 
And  all  degrees  before  the  goddefs  bend ; 
The  poor,  the  rich,  the  valiant,  and  the  fage,  290 
And  boafting  youth,  and  narrative  old  age. 
Their  pleas  were  different,  their  requeft  the  fame ; 
For  good  and  bad  alike  are  fond  of  Fame. 
Some  fhe  difgrac'd,  anjd  fome  with  honours  crown'd; 
Unlike  fucceffes  equal  merits  found. 
Thus  her  blind  fifler,  fickle  Fortune,  reigns, 
And  undifcerning  fcatters  crowns  and  chains. 

Firft  at  the  fhrine  the  learned  world  appear, 
And  to  the  goddefs  thus  prefer  their  prayer. 
Long  have  we  feught  t'  inftruct  and  pleafe  man- 
kind, 300 
With  ftudies  pale,  with  midnight  vigils  blind  ; 
But  thank'd  by  few,  rewarded  yet  by  none, 
We  here  appeal  to  thy  fuperior  throne  : 
On  wit  and  learning  the  juft  prize  beftow, 
For  Fame  is  all  we  muft  expect  below. 

The  goddefs  heard,  and  b^de  the  mufes  raife 
The  golden  trumpet  of  eternal  praife  : 
From  pole  to  pole  the  winds  diffufe  the  found, 
That  fills  the  circuit  of  the  world  around  ; 
Not  all  at  once,  as  thunder  breaks  the  cloud ;  310 
The  notes  at  firft  were  rather  fweet  than  l«ud  : 
By  juft  degrees  they  every  moment  rife, 
Fill  the  wide  earth,  and  gain  upon  the  fkie«. 
At  every  breath  were  balmy  odours  fhed, 
Which  ftill  grew  fweeter,  as  they  wider  fpread  j 
Lefs  fragrant  fcents  th'  unfolding  rofe  exhales, 
Or  fpices  breathing  in  Arabian  gales. 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  276.  Around  thefe  wonders,  &c.] 
I  heard  a  noife  approachen  blive, 
That  far'd  as  bees  done  in  a  hive, 
Againft  her  time  of  out-flying, 
Right  fuch  a  manere  murmuring, 
For  all  the  world  it  feemcd  me, 
Tho  gan  I  look  about  and  fee 
That  there  came  entering  into  th*  hall, 
A  right  great  company  withal ; 
And  that  of  fundry  regions, 
Of  all  kind  of  conditions,  &c.— • 

Ver.  294.  Some  fhe  difgrac'd,  &c.] 

And  fome  of  them  fhe  granted  fone, 
And  fome  fhe  warned  well  and  fair, 
And  fome  fhe  granted  the  contrair— * 
Right  as  her  fifter  dame  Fortune 
Is  wont  to  ferve  in  commune. 


Next  thefe  the  good  and  juft,  an  awful  train, 
Thus  on  their  knees  addrefs  the  facred  fane. 
Since  living  virtue  is  with  envy  curs'd,  340 

And  the  beft  men  are  treated  like  the  worft, 
Do  thou,  juft  goddefs,  call  our  merits  forth, 
And  give  each  deed  th'  exact  intrinfic  worth. 
Nut  with  bare  juftice  fhall  your  a<5t  be  crown'cf, 
(Said  Fame)  but  high  above  defert  renown'd  : 
Let  fuller  notes  th'  applauding  world  amaze, 
And  the  loud  clarion  labour  in  your  praife. 

This  band  difmifs'd,  behold  another  crowd 
Preferr'd  the  fame  requeft,  and  lowly  bow'd; 
The  conftant  tenor  of  whofe  well-fpent  days     330 
No  lefs  deferv'd  a  juft  return  of  praife. 
But  ftraight  the  direful  trump  of  flander  founds ; 
Throughthe  big  domethe  doubling  thunder  bounds; 
Loud  as  the  burft  of  cannon  rends  the  fkies, 
The  dire  report  through  every  region  flies, 
In  every  ear  inceffant  rumours  rung, 
Arid  gathering  fcandals  grew  on  every  tongue. 
From  the  black  truaipet's  rufty  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolling  fmoke  : 
The  poifonous  vapour  blots  the  purple  ikies,     340 
And  withers  all  before  it  as  it  flies. 

A  troop  came  next,  who  crowns  and  armour 

wore, 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  they  bore  : 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  318.  The  good  and  juft,  &c.] 
Tho  came  the  third  companye, 
And  gan  up  to  the  dees  to  hye, 
And  down  on  knees  they  fell  anone, 
And  faiden  :  We  been  everichone 
Folke  that  han  full  truely 
Deferved  fame  right-fully, 
And  prayen  you  it  might  be  knowe 
Right  as  it  is,  and  forth  blowe- 

I  grant,  quoth  ihe,  for  now  we  lift 
That  your  good  works  fhall  be  wift. 
And  yet  ye  fhall  have  better  loos, 
Right  in  defpite  of  all,  your  foos, 
Than  worthy  is,  and  that  anone. 
Let  now  (quoth  fh«)  thy  trump  gone— 
And  certec  all  the  breath  that  went 
Out  of  his  trump's  mouth  fmel'd. 
As  men  a  pot  of  baume  held 
Among  a  bafket  full  of  rofes.— 

Ver.  328, 338.  Behold  another  crowd,  &c. — 

From  the  black  trumpet's  rufty,  &c.J 
Therewithal  there  came  anone 
Another  huge  companye 
Of  good  folkt— 
What  did  this  Eolus,  but  he 
Took  »ut  hi.s  trump  of  brafs, 
That  fouler  than  the  devil  was  : 
And  gan  his  trump  for  to  blowe, 
As  all  the  world  fhould  overthrowe. 
Throughout  every  regione 
Went  this  foul  trumpet's  foune 
Swift  as  a  pellet  out  of  a  guane, 
When  fire  is  in  the  powdei  ru:  ne. 
And  fuch  a  fmoke  gan  out  wende, 
Out  of  the  foul  trumpet's  ende — &£ 


a* 

for  thee  ("they  cry'd)  a-midll  alarms  and  ftrife, 
We  fail'd  in  tempefts  down  the  It  ream  of  life  ; 
For  thee  whole  nations  fill'd  with  flames  and  blood. 
And  fwam  to  empire  through  the  purple  flood. 
Thole  ills  we  dar'd,  thy  infpiration  own  ; 
What  virtue  feem'd  was  done  for  thee  alone. 
Ambitious  tools',  (the  queen  reply  'd,  and  frown'd) 
Be  all  your  acts  in  dark  oblivion  drown'd  ;       351 
There  fleep  forgot,  with  mighty  tyrants  gone, 
Your  ftatues  moulder'd,and  your  names  unknown! 
A  fuddcn  cloud  ftraight  fnatch'd  them  from  my 


360 
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each  majeflic'  phantom  funk  in  night. 

Then  came  the  fmalleft  tribe  I  yet  had  feen  ; 
Plain  was  their  drefs,  and  ntodeft  was  their  mien. 
Great  idol  of  mankind  !  we  neither  claim 
The  praife  of  merit,  nor  afpire  to  fame  i 
But,  fafe  in  deferts  from  th'  applaufe  of  men, 
Would  die  unheard-of,  as  we  liv'd  unfeen. 
*Tis  all  we  beg  thee,  to  conceal  from  fight 
Thofe  a6ts  of  goodnefs  which  themfelves  requite. 
O  let  us  ftill  the  fecret  joy  partake, 
To  follow  virtue  ev'n  for  virtue's  fake. 

And  live  there  men,  who  flight  immortal  fame? 
Who  then  with  incenfe  fhall  adore  our  name  ? 
But,  mortals  '.  know,  'tis  flill  our  greateft  pride, 
To  blaze  thofe  virtues  which  the  good  would  hide. 
Rife  !  mules,  rife  !  add  all  your  tuneful  breath  ;  370 
Thefe  muft  not  fleep  in  darknefs  and  in  death. 
She  faid  !  in  air  the  trembling  mufic  floats, 
And  on  the  winds  triumphant  fwell  the  notes; 
So  foft,  though  high,  fo  loud,  and  yet  fo  clear, 
Ev'n  liftening  angels  lean  from  heaven  to  hear  : 
To  fartheft  fhores  th'  ambrofial  fpirit  flies, 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  fkies. 
Next  thefe  a  youthful  train  their  vows  exprefs'd, 
With  feathers  crown'd,   with    gay  embroidery 

drefs'd  : 

Hither,  they  cry'd,  direcl  your  eyes,  and  fee    380 
The  men  of  pleafure,  drefs,  and  gallantry  ; 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  356.  Then  came  the  fmalleft,  &c  ] 
I  faw  anone  the  fifth  route, 
That  to  this  lady  gan  loute, 
And  downe  on  knees  anone  to  fall, 
And  to  her  they  befoughten  all, 
To  hiden  their  good  works  eke. 
And  faid,  they  yeve  not  a  kke 
For  no  fame  ne  fuch  renowne  ; 
For  they  for  contemplacyoune, 
And  Goddes  love  had  it  wrought, 
Ne  of  fame  would  they  ought. 

What,  quoth  fhe,  and  he  ye  wood  ? 
And  ween  ye  for  to  do  good, 
And  for  to  hav£  it  of  no  fame  ? 
Wave  ye  defpite  to  have  my  name  ? 
Nay  ye  fhall  lien  everichone  : 
Blow  thy  trump,  and  that  anone 
(Quoth  fhe)  thou  Eolus,  I  hote, 
And  ring  thefe  folks  works  by  rote, 
That  all  the  world  may  of  it  heare  ; 
And  he  gan  blow  their  loos  fo  ck&re, 


Ours  is  the  place  at  banquets,  balls,  and  plays ; 
Sprightly  our  nights,  polite  are  all  our  days' ; 
Courts  we  frequent,  where  'tis  our  pleafmg  care 
To  pay  due  vifits,  and  addrefs  the  fair  : 
In  fac~i,  'iis  true,  no  nymph  we  could  perfuade, 
But  ftill  in  fancy  vanquifh'd  every  maid  ; 
Of  unknown  ducheffes  lewd  tales  we  tell, 
Yet,  would  the  world  believe  us,  all'were  well. 
The  joy  let  others  have,  and  we  the  name,         389 
And  what  we  want  in  pleafure,  grant  in  fame. 

The  queen  affents,  the  trumpet  rends  the  ikies, 
And  at  each  blaft  a  lady's  honour  dies.  [preft 

Pleas'd  with  the  ftrange  fuccefs.  vaft  numbers 
Around  the  fhrine,  and  made  the  fame  rcqueft : 
What  you  (fhe  cry'd),  unlcarn'd  in  arts  to  pleafe, 
Slaves  to  yourfelves,  and  even  fatigued  with  cafe, 
Who  lofe  a  length  of  undeferving  days, 
Would  you  ufurp  the  lover's  dear  bought  praife  ? 
To  juft  contempt,  ye  vain  pretenders,  fall,         400 
The  people's  fable,  and  the  fcorn  of  all. 
Straight  the  black  clarion  fends  a  horrid  found, 
Loud  laughs  burft  out,  and  bitter  feoffs  fly  round, 
Whifpersarc  heard,  with  taunts  reviling  loud, 
And  icornful  hides  run  through  all  the  crowd. 

Lad,  thofe  who  boaft  of  mighty  mifchiefa  done, 
Enflave  their  country,  or  ufurp  a  throne  ; 
Or  who  their  glory's  dire  foundation  lay'd 
On  fovereigns  ruin'd,  or  on  friends  betray'd  ; 
Calm,  thinking  villains,   whom    no    faith  could 
fix,  410 

Of  crooked  counfels  and  dark  politics ; 
Of  thefe  a  gloomy  tribe  furround  the  throne, 
And  beg  to  make  th'  immortal  treafons  known. 
'I  ne  trumpet  roars,  long  flaky  flames  expire, 
With  fparks  that  feem'd  to  fct  the  world  on  fire. 
At  the  dread  found,  pale  mortals  ftood  aghaft, 
And  ftartled  nature  trembled  with  the  blaft. 

This  having  heard  and  icon,  feme  power  un- 
known [the  throne. 
Straight  chang'd  the  fcene,  and  fnatch'd  mo  front 


IMITATIONS. 

In  his  golden  clarioune, 

Through  the  world  went  the  fonne, 

All  fo  kindly,  and  eke  fo  foft, 

That  ther  fame  was  blown  aloft. 
Ver.  406.  Laft,  thofe  who  boaft  of  mighty,  Sec.] 

Thorame  another  o.mpanye, 

That  had  y-done  the  treachery,  &c. 
Ver.  418.  This  having  heard  and   feen.  &c.] 
The  fcene  here  changes  from  the  Temple  of  Fame, 
to  that  of  Rumour,  which  is  almoft  eutirely  Chau- 
cer's.    The  particulars  follow. 

Tho  faw  I  ftondt:  in  a  valey, 

Under  the  caftle  faft  by 

A  houfe,  that  Domus  Dedali 

That  Labyrinthus  clepcd  is, 

Nas  made  fo  wonderly  I  wis, 

Ne  half  fo  queintly  y-wrought ! 

And  evcrir.o  asfwift  as  thought, 

This  queint  houfe  about  went, 

That  never  more  it  ftill  ftent — 

And  eke  this  houfe  hath  of  entrees, 

A.5  many  as  leaves  are  on  tree* 


TRANSLATIONS   AND    IMITATIONS. 


Before  my  view  appear'd  a  ftruclure  fair,         420 
Its  fite  uncertain,  if  in  earth  or  air; 
With  rapid  motion  turn'd  the  manfion  round ; 
With  ceafelefs  noife  the  ringing  walls  refound  : 
Not  lefs  in  number  were  the  fpacious  doors, 
Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  fands  upon  the  fliores  ; 
Which  flill  unfolded  {land,  by  night,  by  day, 
Pervious  to  winds,  and  open  every  way. 
As  flames  by  nature  to  the  ikies  afcend, 
As  weighty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend, 
As  to  the  fea  returning  rivers  roll,  430 

And  the  touch'd  needle  trembles  to  the  pole ; 
Hither  as  to  their  proper  place,  arife 
All  various  founds  from  earth,  and  feas,  and  fkies, 
Or  fpoke  aloud,  or  whifper'd  in  the  ear ; 
Nor  ever  filence,  reft,  or  peace,  is  here. 
As  on  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  cryftal  lakes 
The  finking  ftone  at  firft  a  circle  makes ; 
The  trembling  furface,  by  the  motion  ftirr'd, 
Spreads  in  a  fecond  circle,  then  a  third ; 
Wide,  and  more  wide,    the  floating   rings   ad- 
vance, 440 
Fill  all  the  watery  plain,  and  to  the  margin  dance  : 
Thus  every  voice  and  found,  when  firft  they  break, 
On  neighbouring  air  a  foft  impreffion  make  ; 
Another  ambient  circle  then  they  move  ; 
That,  in  its  turn,  impels  the  next  above  ; 
Through  undulating  air  the  founds  are  fent, 
And  fpread  o'er  all  the  fluid  element. 

There  various  news  I  heard  of  love  and  ftrife, 
Of  peace  and  war,  health,  ficknefs,  death,  and  life, 
Of  lofs  and  gain,  of  famine  and  of  "(lore,  450 

Of  ftorms  at  fea,  and  travels  on  the  fhore, 
Of  pro.digies,  and  portents  feen  in  air, 
Of  fires  and  plagues,  and  ftars  with  blazing  hair, 
Of  turns  of  fortune,  changes  in  the  ftate, 
The  falls  of  favourites,  projects  of  the  great, 
Of  old  mifmanagements,  taxations  new  : 
All  neither  wholly  falfe,  nor  wholly  true. 


IMITATIONS. 

In  fummer,  when  they  ben  grene  ; 
And  in  the  roof  yet  men  may  fene 
A  thoufand  hoels  and  well  mo 
To  letten  the  foune  out-go ; 
And  by  day  in  every  tide, 
Ben  all  the  doors  open  wide, 
And  by  night  each  one  unfhet ; 
No  porter  is  there  one  to  let, 
No  manner  tydings  in  to  pace  : 
Ne  never  reft  is  in  that  place. 
.  448.  There  various  news  I  heard,  &c.] 
Of  werres,  of  peace,  of  marriages, 
Of  reft,  of  labour,  of  voyages, 
Of  abode,  of  dethe,  and  of  life, 
Of  love  and  hate,  accord  and  ftrife, 
Of  lofs,  of  lore,  and  of  winnings, 
Of  hele,  of  ficknefs,  and  leffings, 
Of  divers  tranfmutations, 
Of  eftates  and  eke«of  regions, 
Of  truft,  of  dred,  of  jealoufy, 
-Of  wit,  of  winning,  and  of  folly, 
Of  good,  or  bad  government, 
Of  fire,  and  of  divers  accident. 


Ver 


Above,  below,  without,  within,  around, 
Confus'd,  unnumber'd  multitudes  are  found, 
Who  pafs,  repafs,  advance,  and  glide  away  ;      460 
Hofts  rais'd  by  fear,  and  phantoms  of  a  day  : 
Aftrolegers,  that  future  fates  forefhew, 
Proje&ors,  quacks,  and  lawyers  not  a  few  ; 
And  priefts,  and  party  zealots,  numerous  bands 
With  home-born  lies,  or  tales  from  foreign  land*  : 
Each  talk'd  aloud,  or  in  fome  fecret  place, 
And  wild  impatience  ftar'd  in  every  face. 
The  flying  rumours  gather'd  astheyroll'd, 
Scarce  any  tale  was  fooner  heard  than  told  • 
And  all  who  told  it  added  fomething  new  470*) 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  too,    > 
In  every  ear  it  fpread,  on  every  tongue  it  grew,  V 
Thus  flying  eaft  and  weft,  and  north  and  fouth', 
Newstraveird  withincreafe  from  mouth  to  mouth. 
So  from  a  fpark,  that  kindled  firft  hy  chance, 
With  gathering  force  the  quickening  flames  ad- 
vance ; 

Till  to  the  clouds  their  curling  heads  afpire, 
And  towers  and  temples  fink  in  floods  of  fire. 

When  thus  ripe  lies  are  to  perfection  fprung, 
Full  grown,  and  fit  to  grace  a  mortal  tongue,  480 
Through  thoufand  vents,   impatient,  forth  they 

flow, 

And  rufh  in  millions  on  the  world  below, 
Fame  fits  aloft,  and  points  them  out  their  courfe, 
Their  date  determines,  and  prefcribes  their  force : 
Some  to  remain,  and  fome  to  perifli  foon  ; 
Or  wane  and  wax  alternate  like  the  moon. 
Around,  a  thoufand  winged  wonders  fly, 
Borne  by  the  trumpet's  blaft,  and  fcatter.'d  through 

the  fky. 

.     There,  at  one  paffage,  oft  you  might  furvey 
A  lie  and  truth  contending  for  the  way ;          490 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  458,  Above,  below,  without,  within,  &c.] 
But  fuch  a  grete  congregation 
Of  folke  as  I  faw  roame  about, 
Some  within,  and  fome  without, 
Was  never  feen,  ne  fhall  be  eft — 
And  every  wight  that  I  faw  there 
Rowned  everich  in  others  ear 
A  new  tyding  privily, 
Or  elfe  he  told  it  openly 
Right  thus,  and  faid,  Knowft  not  thoti 
That  is  betide  to-night  now  ? 
No,  quoth  he,  tell  me  what  ? 
And  then  he  told  him  this  and  that,  «5cc. 

Thus  north  and  fouth 

Went  every  tyding  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

And  that  encreafing  evermo, 

As  fire  is  wont  to  quicken  and  go 

From  a  fparkle  fprong  amifs, 

Till  all  the  citee  brent  up  is. 

Ver.  489.  There,  at  one  paffage,  &c.] 
And  fometime  I  faw  there  at  once, 
A  leifing  and  a  fad  footh  faw 
That  gonnen  at  adventure  draw 
Out  of  a  window  forth  to  pace — 
And  no  man,  be  he  ever  fo  wrothe, 
Sha.il  have  one  of  theft  two,  but  bothe,  &C, 
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And  long  'twas  doubtful,  both  fo  clofely  pent, 
Which  firft  (hould  iffue  through  the  narrow  vent : 
At  laft  agreed,  together  out  they  fly, 
tnfeparable  now,  the  truth  and  lie  ; 
The  Uriel  companions  are  for  ever  join'd, 
And  this  or  that  unmix'd,  no  mortal  e'er  (hall 
find. 

While  thus  I  flood,  intent  to  fee  and  hear, 
One  came,  methought,  and  whifper'd  in  my  ear  : 
What  could  thus  high  thy  rafh  ambition  raife  ? 
Art  thou,  fond  youth,  a  candidate  for  praife  ?  500 

'Tis  true,  faid  I;  not  void  of  hopes  I  came, 
!For  who  fo  fond  as  youthful  bards  of  fame ! 
But  few,  alas  !  the  cafual  blefling  boaft, 
So  hard  to  gain,  fo  eafy  to  be  loft. 
How  vain  that  fecond  life  in  others  breath, 
Th'  eftate  which  wits  inherit  after  death  ! 
Eafe,  health,  and  life,  for  this  they  mull  refign, 
(Unfure  the  tenure,  but  how  vaft  the  fine  !) 
The  great  man's curfe,  without  the  gains,  endure, 
Be  envy'd,  wretched,  and  be  flatter'd,  poor;    ,510 
All  lucklefs  wits  their  enemies  profeft, 
And  all  fuccefsful, jealous  friends  at  bcft. 
Nor  Fame  1  flight,  nor  for  her  favours  call ; 
She  comes  unlook'd-for,  if  (he  comes  at  all. 
But  if  the  purchafe  cofts  fo  dear  a  price 
As  foothing  folly,  or  exalting  vice  : 
Oh  !  if  the  mufe  muft  flatter  lawlefs  fway, 
And  follow  ftill  where  fortune  leads  the  way; 
Or  if  no  bafis  bear  my  rifing  name, 
But  the  fall'n  ruins  of  another's  fame  J  520 

Then,  teach  me,  heaven  !  to  fcorn  the  guilty  bays, 
Drive  from  my  breaft  that  wretched  luft  of  praife; 
Unblemifh'd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown  : 
Oh,  grant  an  honeft  fame,  or  grant  me  none  ! 


JANUARY  AND  MAY  : 

OR, 

THE  MERCHANTS  TALE. 


FROM    CHAUCER. 

THERE  liv'd  in  Lombardy,  as  authors  write, 

In  days  of  old,  a  wife  and  worthy  knight ; 

Of  gentle  manners,  as  of  generous  race, 

Bleft   with  much  fenfe,  moftf  riches,   and  fome 

grace ; 

Yet,  led  aftray  by  Venus'  foft  delights, 
He  fcarce  could  rule  fome  idle  appetites : 
For  long  ago,  let  priefts  fay  what  they  could, 
Weak  finful  laymen  were  but  flefti  and  blood. 

But  in  due  time,  when  fixty  years  were  o'er, 
He  vow'd  to  lead  this  vicious  life  no  more  : 
Whether  pure  holinefs  infpir'd  him  forth  to  wed, 
Or  dotage  turn'd  his  brain,  is  hard  to  find  ; 
But  his  high  courage  prick' d  him  forth  to  wed, 
And  try  the  pleafures  of  a  lawful  bed. 
This  was  his  nightly  dream,  his  daily  care, 
And  to  the  heavenly  powers  hi?  conftant  prayer, 
Once  ere  he  dy'd,  to  tafte  the  blifsful  life 
Of  a  kiud  hufband  and  a  loving  wife. 
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Thefe  thoughts  he  fortify'd"  with  reafons  ftill 
( For  none  want  reafons  to  confirm  their  will). 
Grave  authors  fay,  and  witty  poets  fing, 
That  honeft  wedlock  is  a  glorious  thing  : 
But  depth  of  judgment  molt  in  him  appears, 
Who  wifely  weds  in  his  maturer  years. 
Then  let  him  choofe  a  damfel  young  and  fair, 
To  blefs  his  age,  and  bring  a  worthy  heir ; 
To  foothe  his  cares,  and,  free  from  noife  and  ftrife, 
Conduct  him  gently  to  the  verge  of  life. 
Let  Cnful  bachelors  their  woes  deplore, 
Full  well  they  merit  all  they  feel,  and  more  : 
Unaw'd  by  precepts  human  or  divine, 
Like  birds  and  beafts  promifcuoufly  they  join  : 
Nor  know  to  make  the  prefent  blefling  laft, 
To  hope  the  future,  or  efteem  the  paft  : 
But  vainly  boaft  the  joys  they  never  try'd, 
And  find  divulg'd  the  fecrets  they  would  hide. 
The  marry 'd  man  may  bear  his  yoke  with  eafe, 
Secure  at  once  himfelf  and  heaven  to  pleafe  ; 
And  pafs  his  inoffenfive  hours  away, 
In  blifs  all  night,  and  innocence  all  day  :  [mains, 
Though  fortune  change,  his  conftant  fpoufe  re- 
Augments  his  joys,  or  mitigates  his  pains. 

But  what  fo  pure,  which  envious  tongues  will 

fpare  ? 

Some  wicked  wits  have  libell'd  all  the  fair. 
With  matchlefs  impudence  they  ftyle  a  wife 
The  dear-bought  curfe,  and  lawful  plague  of  life; 
A  bofom-ferpenc,  a  domeftic  evil, 
A  night  invafion,  and  a  mid- day  devil. 
Let  not  the  wife  thefe  flanderous  words  regard, 
But  curfe  the  bones  of  every  lying  bard. 
All  other  goods  by  fortune's  hand  are  given, 
A  wife  is  the  peculiar  gift  of  heaven. 
Vain  fortune's  favours,  never  at  a  ftay. 
Like  empty  fhadows,  pa&,  and  glide  away; 
One  folid  comfort,  our  eternal  wife, 
Abundantly  fupplies  us  all  our  life  : 
This  blefling  lafts  (if  thofe  who  try  fay  true) 
As  long  as  heart  can  wifh — and  longer  too. 

Our  grandfire  Adam,  ere  of  Eve  poffefs'd, 
Alone,  and  ev'n  in  paradife  unblefs'd, 
With  mournful  looks  the  blifsful  fcenes  furvey'd, 
And  vvander'd  in  the  folitary  {hade  : 
The  Maker  faw,  took  pity,  and  beftow'd 
Woman,  the  laft,  the  beft  referv'd  of  God. 

A  Wife  !  ah,  gentle  deities,  can  he 
That  has  a  wife,  e'er  feel  adverfity  ? 
Would  men  but  follow  what  the  fex  advJfe, 
All  things  would  profper,  all  the  world  grow  wife. 
Twas  by  Rebecca's  aid  that  Jacob  won 
His  father's  blefling  from  an  elder  fon  : 
Abufive  Nabal  ow'd  his  forfeit  life 
To  the  wife  conduct  of  a  prudent  wife : 
Heroic  Judith,  as  old  Hebrews  fhew, 
Preferv'd  the  Jews,  and  flew  th*  Affyrian  foe  : 
At  Hcfter's  fuit,  the  perfecuting  fword 
Was  fheath'd,  and  Ifrael  liv'd  to  blefs  the  Lord. 

Thefe  weighty  motives,  January  the  fage 
Maturely  ponder'd  in  his  riper  age  ; 
And,  charm'd  with  virtuous  joys  and  fober  life, 
Would  try  that  Chriflian  comfort,  cail'd  a  wife. 
His  friends  were  fummon'd  on  a  point  fo  nice* , 
To  pafs  their  judgment,  and  to  give  advice ; 
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But  fix'd  beforehand  well  refolv'd  was  he; 

(As  men  that  alk  advice  are  wont  to  be).      : 
..  Mv  friends,  he  cry'd  (and  raft  a  mournful  look 
.Around  the  room,  and  fig!* 'd  .before  he  fpoke)  ; 
Beneath  the  weight  of  threefcore  years  1  bend, : 
And  worn  with  cares,  and  haftemng  to  my  end; 
How  I  have  liv'd,  alas!   you  know  too  well, 
In  worldlyfolji.es,  which  I  blufh  to  tell ; 
But  gradttus  heaven  has  ope'd  my  eyes  at  laft, 
With  dm;  regret  17  view  my  vice^paft, 
And,  as  the  precept  of  the  church  decrees, 
Will  take  a  wife,  and  live  in.  holy  eafe. 
But,  fine?  by  cminfei  all  things  fhould  be  done, 
And  many  heads  are  wjfer  ftill  than  one  ; 
Choofe  you  for  me,  who  heft  (hall  be  content 
When  my  defire's  approv'd  by  your  confcnt. 

One  caution  yet  is  needful  to  be  told, 
Tr>  guide  your  choice;   this  wife  muft  rot  be  old: 
Thert?  goes  a  faying,  and  'twas  flirewdly  faid, 
Old  hfy  at  table,  but  young  flefh  in  bed.. 
My  foul. abhors. the. taftelels,  dry  embrace 
Of  a.ftale  virgin  with  a.  winter  face: 
In  th.it. cold  feafon  love  but  treats  his  guefi 
With  bean-flraw,  and  tough  forage  at  the  befl. 
No  crafty. widows  fliall  approach  my  bed; 
Thofe.are  too  wife  for  bachelors  to  wed; 
As  fubtle  clerks  by  many  fchoois- are. made,  : 
Twice  marry'.d  daaveaare  miftrefi.es  o'  th'  trade  : 
But  young  and  tender  virgins,  rul'd  with  .eafe,  .  . 
We  form  like  wax,  and  mould  them  as  we  pieafe. 

Conceive  me%  Sirs,  nor  take  my  fenfe  amifs  ; 
'Tis  wjiat  xroncerns  my  foul's  eternal  blifs  : 
Since  if  I  found  no  pleafure  in  my  fpoufe, 
As  flefii  is  frai],  and  who  (God  help  me)  knows  ? 
Then  fhould  I  live  ii»  lewd  adultery, 
And  fink  downright  to  Satan  when  I  die. 
Or  were  I  curs'd  with  an  unfruitful  bed, 
The  righteous  end  were  loft,  for  which  I  wed  ; 
To  raife  up  f^ed  to  blef's  the  powers  above, 
And  not  for  pleafure  only,  or  for. love 
Think  not  (  doat:  .'tis  time  to  take  a  wife, 
When  vigorous  blo.od  fojbids  a  charter  lift1 ; 
Tii'-'fe  that  are  bleft  w.ith  ft  ore  cf  grace  divine,  .. 
May  live  like  faints,  by  heaven's  confent  and  mine, 

And  lince  I  fpeak  of  wedlock,  let  me  fay, 
(As,  thank  my  liars,  in  modeft  truth  I  may) 
My  limbs  are  active,  ftill  I'm  found  at  heart, 
And  a  new  vigour  fprings  in  every  part. 
Think  not  my  virtue  loft,  though  rime  has  fhed 
Thefe  revere,nd*ioxiours  on  my  head  ; 
Thus  trees  are  crowu'd  with  bloffoms  white  as 

fno-.v,  . 

The  vital  fap  then  riling  from  below  : 
O;d  asl  aru,  my  luicy  limbs  appear 
Like  winter  greens.,  that  flout  ilhal!  the  year. 
Jsfow,  Sirs,  you  know  to  what  1  itand  indin'd, 
JLet  every  friend  with. freedom  fpeak  his  mind. 
•  He  faid;  the  reft  in  different  parts  divide; 
The  knotty  point  was  u'rg'd  on  either  fide  : 
Marriage,  the  theme  on  v/hich  they  all  Jeclaim'd, 
Some  nrais'vi  v/frh  wit.aad  feme  with  reafon  blam'd; 
Till,  what  .with  proois,  objeviHons,  and  replies, 
Each  wondrous  pofitive,  and  wondrous  wife, 
Tkere  fell  between  his  brothers  a  debate, 
Placebo  this  wag  cali'd,  and  Juftin  that. 
VOL.  Vllt 


Firft  to  the  knight  Placebo  thusr-begurf 
(Mild  wotfe  his  looks,  and  pleafing  was  his  tone): 
Such  prudence,  Sir,  in  all  your  words  appears, 
As  plainly  proves,  experience  dwells  with  years  ! 
Yet  you  purfue.fage  tiolpmon's  advice, 
To  work  by  couniel  when  affairs  are  nice  : 
But,  with  the  wife  man's  leave,  1  muft  protelt, 
So  may  my  foul  arrive  at  eafe  and  reft 
As  ftill  I  hold  your  own  advice  the  bell. 
~  Sir,  I. have  liv'd  a  courtier  all  my  days, 
And  ftudy'd  men,  their  manners,  and  their  ways  j 
And  have  obferv'd  this  ufeful  maxim  ftill, 
To  let  jny  betters  always  have  their  will. 
Nay,  if  my  lord  affirpi'd  that  black  was  white, 
My  word  was  this,  Your  honour's  in  the  right. 
Th'  affuming  wit,  who  deems  himfclf  fo  wife, 
As  his  miftake.n  patron  to  advife, 
Let  him  not  dare  to  vent  his  dangerous  thought* 
A  noblje.fool  was  never  in  a  fuuh. 
Thi".,  Sir,  affc&s  not  you,  whofe  every  word 
Is,  weigh'd  with  judgment,. and  befits  a  lord  t 
Your  will  is  mine;  and  is  (I  will  maintain) 
Pleafing  to  God,  and  fhould.  be  fo  to  man  ! 
Atile.aft,  your  courage-all  the  world  muft 
Who  dare  to.  wed  in  yoar  declining  days. 
Indulge  the  vigour  of  your  mounting  blood, 
And  let  grey  fools  be  indolently  good, 
Who,  pall  all  pleafure,  damn  the  joys  of  fenfe, 
With  revereud  dulnefs,  and  grave  impotence. 

Juftin,  who  filent  fat,  and  heard  the  man, 
Thus,,  with  a  philosophic  frown,  began. 

A  heathen  author  of  the  fir  ft  degree, 
(Who,  though  not  faith,  had  fenfe  as  well  as  we) 
Bids  us  be  certain  our  concerns  tp  truft 
To  ^hofe.of  generous  principles  and  jufL 
The  venture's  greater,  I'll  prefume  to  fay, 
To  give  you,r  perfon,  than  your  goods  away  ; 
And  therefore,  Sir,' as  you  regard  your  reft, 
Firft  lea>rn  your  lady's  .qualities  at  leaft  :  .  ; 

Whether  file's  chatte,  or  rampant,  proud  or  civils 
Meek  as  a  faint,, or  haughty  as  the  devil; 
Wht-ther  an  eafy,  fond,  familiar  fool, 
Or  fuch  a  wit.  as,  naman  e'er,  can  rule.     . 
'  f  is  true,  perfection  done,  muft  hope  to  find 
In  alUhis  world,  much.lefs  in  womankind; 
B/Jt.if  her  virtijes  prqve  the.  la/gcr  .fhare, 
B'efs  the  kind  fate^,  and  thiqk  your  fortune  rare. 
Ah,  gentle.  Sir,  take  warning  of  a  friend,    , 
Who  knows  too  w-11  the  i^ate  you  thu,s  commend; 
x-iiid.  fpite  of  all  his  praifes,  muft  declare, 
Ajl  lie  can  find  is  bondage,  cpljt,  and  care. 
Heaven  knows,  I  fhed  full  many  a  private  tear, 
And  ugh  in  iilt'ncjs,  left  the  wofld  fhould  hear  I 
While  all- my  ijiends  applaud  my  blifssful  life,, 
And  fwear'no  mortal'*  happier  in  a  wife  ; 
Demure,  and  chafte  as  any  veftal  nun, 
'Fhe  meekeft  creature  thnt  beholds  the  fun  ' 
But,  by  th'  immortal  powers,  I.leel  the  pain, 
And  he  that  fmarts  has  reafon  to,  complain. 
Df)  what  ye  lift,  for  me  ;  you  muft  be  lagc, 
AnU  cautious  lure  ;  for  vfifdom  is.  in  age  : 
But  at  thefe  years,  to  venture  on  the  fair  ; 
By  him  who  made  the  ocean,  earth,  and  ai/^ 
TO  pieafe  a  wife,  when  her  occafions  calf, 
Would  bufy  the  moil  vigorous  of  us  all 
£ 
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And  truft  me,  Sir,  the  chafteft  you  can  choofe 
Will  aflc  obfervance,  and  exaft  her  dues. 
If  what  I  fpeak  my  noble  lord  offend, 
My  tedious  fermon  here  is  at  an  end. 

'Tis  well,  'tis  wond'rous  well,  the  knight   re- 
plies, 

Moft  worthy  kinfman,  faith  you're  mighty  wife  ! 
We,  Sirs,  are  fools,  and  muft  refign  the  caufe 
To  heathenifh  authors,  proverbs,  and  old  faws. 
He  fpoke  with  fcorn,  and  turn'd  another  way  :-^- 
What  does  my  friend,  my  dear  Placebo  fay  ? 

I  fay,  quoth  he,  by  heaven  the  man's  to  blame, 
To  flander  wives,  and  wedlock's  holy  name. 

At  this  the  council  rofe,  without  delay  ; 
"Each,  in  his  own  opinion,  went  his  way ; 
With  full  confcnt,  that,  all  difputes  appeas'd, 
The  knight  fhould  marry,  when  and  where  he 
pleas'd. 

Who  now  but  January  exults  with  joy  ? 
The  charms  of  wedlock  all  his  foul  employ  ; 
Each  nymph  by  turns  his  wavering  mind  poffeft, 
And  reign'd  the  (hort-liv'd  tyrant  of  his  breaft ; 
While  fancy  pi&ur'd  every  lively  part, 
And  each  bright  image  wpnder'd  o'er  his  heart. 
Thus,  in  fome  public  forum  fix'd  on  high, 
A  mirror  fhews  the  figures  moving  by  ; 
Still  one  by  one,  in  fwifc  fucceffion,  pafs 
The  gliding  fhadows  o'er  the  polifh'd  glafs. 
This  lady's  charms  the  niceft  could  not  blame. 
But  vile  fufpicions  had  afpers'd  her  fame ; 
That  was  with  fenfe,  but  cot  with  virtue  bleft  ; 
And  one  had  grace  that  wanted  all  the  reft. 
Thus  doubting  long  what  nymph  he  fhould  obey, 
He  fix'd  at  laft  upon  the  youthful  May. 
Her  faults  he  knew  not,  Love  is  always  blind, 
But  every  charm  rcvolv'd  within  his  mind  : 
Her  tender  age,  her  form  divinely  fair, 
Her  eafy  motion,  her  attractive  air, 
Her  fweet  behaviour,  her  enchanting  face, 
Her  moving  foftnefs,  and  majeftic  grace. 

Much  in  his  prudence  did  our  knight  rejoice, 
And  thought  no  mortal  could  difpute  his  choice  : 
Once  more  in  hafte  he  fummon'd  every  friend, 
And  told  them  all,  their  pains  were  at  an  end. 
HeaveK,  that  (faid  he)  infpir'd  me  firft  to  wed, 
Provides  a  confort  worthy  of  my  bed : 
Let  none  oppofe  th'  election,  fincc  on  this 
Depends  my  quiet,  and  my  future  blifs. 

A  dame  there  is,  the  darling  of  my  .eyes, 
Young,  beauteous,  artlefs,  innocent,  and  wife; 
Chafte,  though  not  rich  ;  and,  though  not  nobly 

born, 

Of  honeft  parents,  and  may  ferve  my  turn. 
Her  will  I  wed,  if  gracious  Heaven  fopleafe, 
To  pafs  my  age  in  fandlity  and  eafe ; 
And  thank  the  powers,  1  may  poffefs  alone 
The  lovely  prize,  and  fhare  my  blifs  with  none  ! 
If  you,  my  friends,  this  virgin  can  procure, 
My  joys  are  full,  my  happinefs  is  lure 

One  only  doubt  remains  :   Full  oft  I've  heard, 
Ey  cafuifts  grave,  and  deep  divines  averr'd, 
That  'tis  too  much  for  human  race  to  know 
The  bl-ls  of  heaven  above,  and  earth  below. 
Now  fhould  the  nuptial  pleafures  prove  fo  great, 
To  match  the  bleflings  of  the  future  ilatc, 


Fhofe  endlefs  joys  were  ill-exchang'd  for  thele  } 
Then  clear  this  doubt,  and  fet  my  mind  at  eafe. 

This  Juftin  heard,  nor  could  his  fpleen  controul 
Touch'd  to  the  quick,  and  tickled  at  the  foul. 
Sir  Knight,  he  cry'd,  if  this  be  all  you  dread, 
Heaven  put  it  paft  your  doubt,  whene'er  you  w« 
And  to  my  fervent  prayers  fo  far  confent, 
That,  ere  the  rites  are  o'ers  you  may  repent ! 
Good  Heaven,  no  doubt,  the  nuptial  ftate  approves, 
Since  it  chaftifes  ilill  what  beft  it  loves. 
Then  be  not,  Sir,  abandon'd  to  defpair  ; 
Seek,  and  perhaps  you'll  find  among  the  fair. 
One  that  may  do  your  bufmefs  to  a  hair ; 
Not  ev'n  in  wifh,  your  happinefs  delay, 
But  prove  the  fcourge  to  lalh  you  on  yonr  way  : 
Then  to  the  fkies  your  mounting  foul  fhall  go, 
Swift  as  an  arrow  foaring  from  the  bow ! 
Provided  ftill  you  moderate  your  joy, 
Nor  in  your  pleafures  all  your  might  employ, 
Let  reafon's  rule  your  ftrong  defires  abate, 
Nor  pleafe  too  laviflily  your  gentle  mate. 
Old  wives  there  are,  of  judgment  moft  acute, 
Who  folve  thole  queftions  beyond  all  difpute ; 
Confult  with  thole,  and  be  of  better  cheer ; 
Marry,  do  penance,  and  difmifs  your  fear. 

So  laid,  they  rofe,  nor  mere  the  work  delay'd  ; 
The  match  was  offer'd,  the  propofaU  made. 
The  parents,  you  may  think,  would  foon  comply, 
The  old  have  intereft  ever  in  their  eye. 
Nor  was  it  hard  to  move  the  Udy's  mind  ; 
When  fortune  favours,  ftill  the  fair  are  kind. 

I  pafs  each  previous  fettlement  and  deed, 
Too  long  for  me  to  write,  or  you  to  read  ; 
Nor  will  with  quaint  impertinence  difplay 
The  pomp,  the  pageantry,  the  proud  afray. 
The  time  approach'd,  to  church  the  parties  went, 
At  once  with  carnal  and  devout  intent  : 
Forth  came  the  prieft,  and  bade  th'  obedient  wife 
Like  Sarah  or  Rebecca  lead  her  life  ; 
Then  pray'd  the  powers  the  fruitful  bed  to  blcfs, 
And  made  all  fure  enough  with  holinefs. 

And  now  the  palace  gates  are  open'd  wide,     "^ 
The  guefts  appear  in  order,  fide  by  fide,  V 

And  plac'd  in  ftate  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride,  j 
The  breathing  flute's  foft  notes  are  heard  around, 
And  the  Ihrill  trumpets  mix  their  filver  found; 
The  vaulted  roofs  with  echoing  mufic  ring, 
Thele  touch  the  vocal  Hops,  and  thofe  the  tremb- 
ling llring, 

Not  thus  Amphion  tun'd  the  warbling  lyre, 
Nor  Joab  the  founding  clarion  could  infpire, 
Nor  fierce  Theodamas,  whofe  fprigluly  ftrain 
Could  fwell  the  foul  to  rage,  and  fire  the  martial 
train. 

Bacchus  himfelf,  the  nuptial  fcaft  to  grace, 
(So  poets  fing)  was  prefent  on  the  place  : 
And  lovely  Venus,  goddefs  of  delight,  "^ 

Shock  high  her  flaming  torch  in  open  fight, 
And  danc'd  around,  and  fmil'd  on  every  knight,  J 
Pleas'd  her  belr.  fervaut  would  his  courage  try, 
No  lefs  in  wedlock,  than  in  liberty. 
Full  many  an  age  old  Hymen  had  not  fpy'd 
So  kind  a  bridegroom,  or  fo  bright  a  bride. 
Ye  bards  '.  renown'd  among  the  tuneful  throng 
For  gentle  lays,  and  joyous  nuptial  fong  ; 
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Think  not  your  fofteft  numbers  can  difplay 
The  matchlefs  glories  of  this  blifsful  day  : 
The  joys  are  fuch,  as  far  tranfcend  your  rage, 
When  tender  youth  has  wedded  {looping  age. 

The  beauteous  darhe  fat  fmiling  at  the  board, 
.And  darted  amorous  glances  at  her  lord. 
Not  Hefter's  felf,  whole  charms  the  Hebrews  fing, 
E'er  look'd  fo  lovely  on  her  Perfian  king :  . 
Bright  as  the  rifing  fun  in  fummer's  day, 
And  frefh  and  blooming  as  the  month  of  May  1 
The  joyful  knight  furvey'd  her  by  his  fide, 
Nor  cnvy'd  Paris  with  the  Spartan  bride  : 
Still  as  his  mind  revolved  with  vaft  delight 
Th'  entrancing  raptures  of  th'  approaching  night 
Refllefs  he  fat,  invoking  every  power 
To  fpeed  his  blifs,  and  hafte  the  happy  hour. 
Meantime  the  vigorous  dancers  beat  the  ground, 
And  fongs  were  fung,  and  flowing  bowls  went 

round. 

With  odorous  fpices  they  perfum'd  the  place, 
And  mirth  and  pleafure  (hone  in  every  face* 

Damian  alone,  of  all  the  menial  train, 
£ad  in  the  midft  of  triumphs,  figh'd  for  pain ; 
Damian  alone,  the  Knight's  obfequiotis  SqUire> 
Confum'd  at  heart,  and  fed  a  fecret  fire. 
His  lovely  miftrefs  all  his  foul  poffefs'd ; 
He  look'd,  he  languifh'd,  and  could  take  no  reft  : 
His  talk  perform'd,  he  fadly  went  his  way, 
Fell  on  his  bed,  and  loth'd  the  light  of  day* 
There  let  him  lie,  till  his  relenting  dame 
Weep  in  her  turn,  and  wafte  in  equal  flame. 

The  weary  fun,  as  learned  poets  write, 
Forfook  th'  horizon,  and  roll'd  down  the  light ; 
While  glittering  ftars  his  abfent  beams  fupply, 
And  night's  dark  mantle  overfpread  the  Iky. 
Then  rofe  the  guefls ;  and,  as  the  time  requir'd, 
Each  paid  his  thanks,  and  decently  retir'd.  [drefs, 

The  foe  once  gone,  our  knight  prepar'd  t'  un- 
So  keen  he  was,  and  eager  to  poffefs  : 
But  firft  thought  fit  th'  affiftancc  to  receive, 
Which  grave  phyficians  fcruple  not  to  give  J 
Satyrion  near,  with  hot  Eringos  ftood, 
Cantharides,  to  fire  the  lazy  blood, 
Whofe  ufe  old  bards  defcribe  in  lufcious  rhymes, 
And  critics  learn'd  explain  to  modern  times. 

By  this  the  Iheets  were  fpread,  the  bride  un- 

drefs'd, 

The  room  was  fprinkled,  and  the  bed  was  blefs'd. 
What  next  enfued  beieerm  me  not  to  fay  ; 
Tis  fung,  he  labour'd  till  the  dawning  day, 
Then  brifldyfprung from  bed,withheart  fo  light, } 
As  all  were  nothing  he  had  done  by  night ; 
And  fipp'd  his  cordial  as  he  fat  uprighc.  j 

He  kif&'d  his  balmy  fpoufe  with  wanton  play, 
And  feebly  fung  a  lufty  roundely  : 
Then  on  the  couch  his  weary  limbs  he  caft; 
For  every  labour  muft  have  reft  at  laft. 

But  anxious  cares  the  penfive  Squire  opprefs'd, 
Sleep  fled  his  eyes,  and  peace  forfook  his  breaft  : 
The  raging  flames  that  in  his  bofom  dwell, 
He  wanted  art  to  hide,  and  means  to  tell; 
Yet  hoping  time  th'  occafion  might  betray, 
Compos'd  a  lonnet  to  the  lovely  May  ; 
"Which,  writ  -and  folded  with  the  uiceft  art, 
Kc"  wrapp'd  in  filk,  and  J:.iJ  upo::  his  lnurr. 


When  now  the  fourth  revolving  4ay  vfas  run, 
('Twas  June,  and  Cancer  had  receiv'd  the  fun) 
Forth  from  her  chamber  came  the  beauteous  bride; 
The  good  old  Knight  mov'd  flowly  by  her  fide. 
High  mafs  was  fung ;  they  feafted  in  the  hall ; 
The  fcrvants  round  ftood  ready  at  their  call. 
The  Squire  alone  was  abfent  from  the  board, 
And  much  his  ficknefs  griev'd  his  worthy  lord. 
Who  pray'd  his  fpoufe,  attended  with  her  train, 
To  vifu  Damian,  and  divert  his  pain. 
Th'  obliging  dames  obey'd  with  one  confent ; 
They  left  the  hall,  and  to  his  lodging  went. 
The  female  tribe  furrotind  him  as  he  lay, 
And  clofe  befide  him  fat  the  gentle  May  : 
Where,  as  fhe  try'd  his  pulfe,  he  foftly  drew 
A  heaving  figh,  and  caft  a  mournful  view ! 
Then  gave  his  bill,  and  brib'd  the  powers  divine! 
With  fecret  vows,  to  favour  his  defign» 

Who  ftudies  n6w  but  difcontented  May  ? 
On  her  Toft  couch  uneafily  fhc  lay  : 
The  lumpifti  hufband  fnor'd  away  the  night, 
Till  coughs  awak'd  him  near  the  morning  light* 
What  then  he  did,  I'll  not  prefume  to  tell. 
Nor  if  fhe  thought  herfelf  in  heaven  or  hell : 
Honeft  and  dull  in  nuptial  bed  they  lay, 
Till  the  bell  toll'd,  and  all  arofe  to  pray. 

Were  it  by  forceful  deftiny  decreed, 
Or  did  from  chance,  or  nature's  power  proceed  ; 
Or  that  fome  ftar,  with  afpecl  kind  to  love. 
Shed  its  fele&ed  influence  from  above ; 
Whatever  was  the  caufe,  the  tender  dame 
Felt  the  firft  motiens  of  an  infant  flame  ; 
Receiv'd  th'  impreflions  of  the  love-fick  Squire, 
And  wafted  in  the  foft  infectious  fire. 

Ye  fair,  draw  near,  let  May's  example  move 
Your  gentle  minds  to  pity  thofc  who  love  ! 
Had  fomc  fierce  tyrant  in  her  ftead  been  found. 
The  poor  adorer  fure  had  hang'd,  or  drown'd  : 
But  fhe,  yourfex's  mirror,  free  front  pride, 
Was  much  too  meek  to  prove  a  homicide.    . 

But  to  my  tale  :  Some  fages  have  defin'd 
Pleafure  the  fovereign  blifs  of  human  kind  : 
Our  knight  (who  ftudy'd  much,  we  may  fuppofe} 
Deriv'd  his  high  philofophy  from  thofe  : 
For,  like  a  prince,  he  bore  ths  vaft  expencc 
Of  lavifh  pomp,  and  proud  magnificence  : 
His  houfe  was  ftately,  his  retinue  gay ; 
Large  was  his  train,  and  gorgeous  his  array. 
His  fpacious  garden,  made  to  yield  to  none, 
Was  compalVd  round  with  walls  of  folid  ftone  ; 
Priapus  could  not  half  defcribe  the  grace 
(Though  god  of  gardens)  of  this  charming  place  * 
A  place  to  tire  the  rumbling  wits  of  France 
In  long  defcriptions,  and  exceed  romance ;      „ 
Enough  to  fhame  the  gentleft  bard  that  fings 
Of  painted  meadows,  and  of  purling  fprings. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  the  flowery  ground, 
A  cryftal  fountain  fpread  its  ftreams  around, 
Thefruitful  bankswith  verdant  laurels  crown'd  : 
About  this  fpring  (if  ancient  fame  fay  true) 
The  dapper  elves  their  moon-light  fports  purfue: 
Their  pigmy  king,  and  little  fairy  queen, 
In  circling  dances  gambol'd  on  the  green, 
While  tuneful  fprites  a  merry  concert  made, 
And  airy  mulk  warbled  through  the  fhide. 


*B  THE 

.    Hither  the  noble  knight  would  oft  repair, 
(His  fcens  of  pleafure,  and  petuli.r.-  carej 
,  For  this  he  held  it  dear,  and  always  bore 
The  Clver  key  that  lock'd  the  garden-door. 
To  this  fvveec  place,  in  fummer's  fultry  heat, 
He  us'd  from  noife  and  bufinefs  to  retreat; 
And  here  in  dalliance  fpend  the  live-long  day, 
"  Solus  cum  fola,"  with  his  fprightly  May  : 
For  whate'er  work  was  undifcharg'd  a-bed, 
The  duteous  knight  in  this  fair  garden  f^ed. 
But,  ah  !  what  mortal  lives  of  blifs  fecure  ? 
How  fhert  a  foace  our  worldly  joys  endure  ! 
O  Fortune,  fair,  like  all  thy  treacherous  kind, 
Bat  faithleis  flill,  and  wavering  as  the  wind  !     . 
O  painted  monfter,  form'd  mankind  to  cheat      ^ 
With  pleafmg  poifun,  and  with  loft  deceit  ! 
This  rich,  this  amorous  venerable  knight, 
Amidft  his  eafe,  his  folace  and  delight, 
Struck  blind  by  thee,  refigns  his  days  to  grief, 
And  calls  on  death,  the  wretch's  laft  relief. 

The  rage  of  jcaloufy  then  feiz'd  his  mind, 
For  much  he  fear'd  the  faith  of  woman-kind. 
His  wife,  not  fuffer'd  from  his  fide  to  ftray,        ") 
Was  captive  kept,  he  watch'd  her  night  and  day,  > 
AbridgMhtr  pleafures,  and  coniin'd  Jier  fway.   j 
Full  oft  in  tears  did  haplefs  May  complain, 
And  figh'd  full  oft;  but  figh'd  and  wept  in  vain  ; 
She  look'd  on  Damian  with  a  lover's  eye; 
For,  oh,  'twas  fix'd,  (he  muft  pofiefs  or  die  ! 
Nor  lefs  impatience  vex'd  her  amorous  Squire, 
Wild  with  dtlay,  and  burning  with  defire. 
Watch'd  as  fhe  was,  yet  could  he  not  refrain 
By  fecret  writing  to  difclofe  his  p3in  : 
The  dame  by  figns  reveal'd  her  kind  intent, 
Till  both  were  confcious  what  each  other  meant. 

Ah,  gentle  knight,  what  could  thy  eyes  avail, 
Though  they  could  fee  as  far  as  fhips  can  fail  ? 
'  Fis  better,  fure,  when  blind,  deceiv'd  to  be, 
Than  be  deluded  when  a  man  can  fee  ! 

Argus  himfelf,  fo  cautious  and  fo  wife, 
Was  over-watch'd,  for  all  his  hundred  eyes ; 
So  many*an  honeft  hufbaftd  may,  'tis  known, 
^ho,  wiiely,  never  thinks  the  cafe  his  own. 

The  dame  at  laft,  by  diligence  and  care, 
Procur'd  the  key  her  knight  was  wont  to  bear  ; 
She  took  the  wards  in  wax  before  the  fire, 
And  gave  th'  impreffion  to  the  trufty  Squire. 
By  means  of  this,  fome  wonder  fhall  appear, 
Which,  in  due  place  andfeafon,  you  may  hear. 

Weil  fungfweet  Ovid,  in  the  days  of  yore, 
What  flight  is  that,  which  love  will  not  explore  ? 
^tnd  Fyramus  and  Thifbe  plainly  fiiow 
The  feats  true  lovers,  when  they  hit,  can  do  : 
Though  warch'd  and  captive,  yet  in  fpite  of  ail, 
They  found  the  art  of  kifiing  through  a  wall. 

But  now  no  longer  from  our  tale  to  ftray  ; 
tt  happ'd,  that  once  upon  a  fummer's  cay, 
Ourreverend.knight  was  urg'd  to  amorous  play; 
tie.  rais'd  his  fpoufe  ere  Matin  bell  was  rung, 
And  thus  his  morning  canticle  he  fung. 

Awake,  my  Jove,  difclofe  thy  radiant  eyes ; 
Arife,  my  wife,  my  beauteous  lady,  rife  '. 
Hear  how  the   doves  with  penfive   notes  com- 
plain, 
And  in  foft  murmurs  tell  the  trees  their  pr/m  : 
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The  winter's  paft  ;  i!  '  Ji  tempefts  fly  ; 

The  fun  adorns  the  fields,  and  brightens  all  th-j  fky. 
Fair,  without  ipol,  whofe  every  charming  part 
My  bofom  wounds,  and  captivates  my  heart; 
Come,  and  in  mutual  pleaiure  let's  engage, 
Joy  of  my  life,  and  comfort  of  my  age. 

This  heard,  to  Damian  ftraight  a  figa  fhe  made, 
To  hafte  before  ;  the  gentle  Squire  obey'd  : 
Secret,  and  undefcry'd,  he  took  his  way, 
And  ambuuVd  clufe  behind  an  arbour  lay. 

It  was  not  long  ere  January  ome, 
And  hand  in  hand  with  him  his  lovely  dame  ; 
Blind  as  he  was,  not  doubting  all  was  fure, 
He  turn'd  the  key,  and  made  the  gate  fecure. 

Here  let  us  walk,  he  laid,  obferv'd  by  none, 
Confcious  of  pleafures  to  the  world  unknown  : 
So  may  my  foul  have  joy,  as  thou,  my  wife, 
Art  far  the  deareft  folace  of  my  life  ; 
And  .rather  would  I  choofe,by  Heaven  above, 
To  die  this  inftant,  than  to  lofe  thy  love. 
Refiedt  what  truth  was  in  my  paffion  fhown,      ^ 
When  unendowed  I  took  thee  for  my  own, 
And  fought  no  treafure  but  thy  heart  alone.       J 
O!d  as  I  am,  and  now  depriv'dof  fight, 
Whilft  thou  art  faithful  to  thy  own  true  knigh 
Nor  age  nor  blindneis  rob  me  of  delight. 
Each  other  lofs  with  patience  I  can  bear, 
The  lofs  of  thee  is  what  I  only  fear. 

Coijfidcr  then,  my  lady,  and  my  wife, 
The  folid  comforts  of  a  virtuous  life. 
As,  firft,  the  love  of  Chrift  himfelf  you  gain  ; 
Next,  your  own  honour  unded'd  maintain  ; 
And  laftly,that  which  fure 'your  mind  muft  move, 
My  whole  eftate  fhall  gratify  your  love  : 
A4akc  your  own  terms,  and  e'er  to-morrow's  fun 
Difplays  his  light,  by  Heaven,  it  fhall  be  done. 
I  fc-al  the  contract  with  a  holy  kifs, 
And  will  perform,  by  this — my  dear,  and  this — 
Have  comfort,  fpoufe,  nor  think  thy  Lord  unkind; 
'  Tis  love,  not  jealoufy,  that  tires  my  mind. 
For  when  thy  charms  my  fuber  thoughts  engage, 
And  join'd  to  them  my  own  unequal  age, 
From  thy  dear  fide  I  have  no  power  to  part, 
Such  fecret  tranfports  warm  my  inciting  heart. 
For  who,  that  once  poffefs'd  thofe  heavenly  charmf, 
Gould  live  me  moment  abfent  from  thy  arms  ? 

He  ceas'd,  and  May  with  modeft  grace  reply'd 
(Weak  was  her  voice,'  as  while  fhe  fpoke  fh« 

cry'J1)  : 

Heaven  knows  (with  that  a  tender  figh.  fhe  drew) 
I  have  a  foul  to  fave  as  well  as  you; 
And,  what  no  lefs  you  to  my  charge  commend, 
My  deareil  honour,  wiii  to  death  defend. 
To  you  in  holy  church  I  gave  my  hand, 
And  join'd  my  heart  in  wedlock's  facred  band  : 
Yet,  after  this,  if  you  diftruft  my  care, 
Then  hear,  my  lord,  and  witnefs  what  I  fwear. 

Firft,  may  the  yawning  earth  her  bofom  rend. 
And  let  me  hence  to  hell  alive  defcend ; 
Or  die  the  death  I  dread  no  lefs  than  hell, 
Sew'd  in  a  facie,  and  plung'd  into  a  well ; 
Ere  I  my  fame  by  one  lewd  a&  difgrace, 
Or  once  renounce  the  honour  of  my  race  : 
For  know,  Sir  Knight,  of  gentle  blood  I  came  ; 
I  io:hc  a  whore,  and  fttrtle  at  the  name, 
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B«t  jealous  men  on  their  own  crimes  reflect, 
And  learn  from  hence  their  ladies  to  ftifpccl:  : 
Klfe  why  thefe  needlefs  cautions,  Sir,  to  me  ? 
Thefe  doubts  and  fears  of  female  conftancy  ! 
This  chime  dill  rings  in  every  lady's -ear, 
The  only  drain  a  wife  mud  hope  to  hear. 

Thus  while  fhe  fpoke,  a  fidelong  glance  me  cad, 
Where  Damian,  kneeling,  worflaipp'd  as  fhe  pall. 
She  faw  him  watch  the  'motions  of  her  eye, 
And  fingled  out  a  pear-tree  planted  nigh  : 
'Twas   charg'd  with  fruit   that   made  a  goodly 

-fliow, 

And  hung  with  dangling  pears  was  every  bough. 
Thither  th'  obfequious  Squire  addrefs'd  his  pace, 
And,  climbing,  in  the  fummit  took  his  place  ; 
The  knight  and  lady  walk'd  beneath  in  view, 
Where  let  us  leave  them,  and  our  tale  purfue. 

"Twas  now  the  feafon  when  the  glorious  fun 
His  heavenly  progrefs  through  the  twins  had  run; 
And  Jove,  exalted,  his  mild  influence  yields, 
To  glad  the  glebe,  and  paint  the  flowery  fields. 
Clear  was  the  day,  and  Phoebus,  rifing  bright;, 
Had  ftreak'd  the  azure  firmament  with  light; 
He  picrc'd  the  glittering  clouds  with  golden  dreams, 
And  warm'd  the  womb  of  earth  with  genial  beam,  a* 

It  fo  befel,  in  that  fair  morning-tide,  ~) 

The  fairies  fported  on  the  garden  fide, 
And  in  the  mid  ft  their  monarch  and  his  bride,  j 
So  featly  tripp'd  the  light-foot  ladies  round,      *} 
The  knights  fo  ninthly  o'er  the  greenfword  / 
bound,  [gicu  ;d.  T 

That  fcarce  they  bent  the  flowers,  or  touch'dthe  J 
The  dances  ended,  all  the  fairy  train 
For  pinks  and  dailies  fearch'd  the  flowery  plain  ; 
While,  on  a  bank  reclin'd  of  rifing  green, 
Thus,  with  a  frown,  the  king  befpoke  his  queen. 

'  1'is  to,o  apparent,  argue  what  you  can, 
The  treachery  you  women  ufe  to  man  : 
A  thoufand  authors  have  this  truth  made  out, 
And  fad  experience  leaves  no  room  for  doubt. 

Heaven  reft  thy  fpirit,  noble  Solomon, 
A  wifer  monarch  never  faw  the  fun  ; 
All  wealth,  all  honours,  the  fupreme  degree 
Of  earthly  blifs,  was  well  bedow'd  on  tiiee  1 
For  fagely  hail  thou  faid  :   Of  all  mankind, 
One  only  jud  and  righteous  hope  to  find  \^~ 
But  fhouldd  thoufearch  ti**  fpacious  world  around, 
Yet  one  good  woman  is  not  to  be  found. 

Thus  fays  the  king,  who  knew  your  wickeduefs : 
The  fon  of  Sirach  teftifies  no  lefs. 
So  may  fome  wildfire  on  your  bodies  fa]!, 
Or  fome  devouring  plague  confume  you  all. 
As  well  you  view  the  lecher  in  the  tree, 
And  well  this  honourable  knight  you  fee  : 
But  fince  he's  blind  and  old  (ahelplefs  cafe), 
His  Squire  {hall  cuckold  him  before  your  face. 

Now,  by  my  own  dread  majefty  I  fwear, 
And  by  this  awful  fceptre  which  I  bear, 
No  impious  wretch  fhall  'fcape  unpunifiYd  long, 
That  in  my  prefence  offers  fuch  a  wrong. 
I  will  this  inftant  undeceive  the  knight, 
And  in  the  very  act  reftore  hi*  fight; 
And  fet  the  {trumpet  here  in  open  view, 
A  warding  to  thele  ladies,  and  to  you, 
And  ajl  the  faithkfs  fex,  for  ever  to  be  true. 


And  will  you  fo,  reply'd  the  queen,  Jr>dead? 
Now,  by  my  mother's  foul  it  is  decreed, 
She  fhall  not  want  an  anfwer  at  her  need: 
For  her,  and  for  her  daughters,  I'll  engage, 
And  all  the  fex  in  each  fucceeding  age ! 
Art  fhall  be  theirs,  to  varnifh  an  offence, 
And  fortify  their  crime  with  confidence. 
Nay,  were  they  taken  in  a  drict  embrace, 
Seen  with  both  eyes,  and  pinion'd  on  the  place; 
All  they  mall  need  is  to  proted  and  fwear, 
Breathe  a  fa  ft  figh,  and  drop  a  tender  tear ; 
Till  their  wife  hufbands,  gull'd  by  arts  like  thefe, 
Grow  gentle,  tractable,  and  tame  as  geefe. 

What  though  this  flanderous  Jew,  this  Solomon, 
Call'd  v.-omen  fools,  and  knew  full  many  a  one  ; 
The  wifer  wits  of  .later  times  declare, 
How  condant,  chade,  and  virtuous,  women  are  :    - 
Witnefs  the  martyrs,  who  refign'd  their  breath, 
Serene  in  torrreacs,  unconcern'd  in  death  ; 
And  witnefs  next  what  Roman  authors  tell, 
How  Arria,  Portia,  and  Lucretia  fell. 

But,  fince  the  facred  leaves  t<>  all  are  free, 
And  men  interpret  texts,  why  fliould  not  we  ? 
By  this  no  more  was  meant,  than  to  have  fliown," 
That  fovereign  gopdneis  dwells  in  him  alone 
Who  only  is,  and  is  but  only  One. 
But  grant  the  word;  dia.ll  women  then  be  weigh'd^ 
By  every  word,  that  Solomon  has  faid  ? 
What  though  this  king  (as  ancient  dory  boads) 
Built  a  fair  temple  to.  the  Lord  of  Hods ; 
He  ceas'd  at  lad  his  Maker  to  adore, 
And  did  as  much  for  icloi  gods,  or  mure. 
Beware  what  lavifh  praifes  you  confer 
On  a  rank  lecher  and  idolater  ; 
Whofe  reign,  indulgent  God,  fays  holy  writ, 
Did  but  for  David's  righteous  fake  permit; 
David,  the  monarch  after  heaven's  own  mind, 
f  Who  lov'd  our  fex,  and  honour'd  all  our  kind. 

Weil,  I'm  a  woman,  and  as  fuch  mud  fpeak; 
I  Silence  would  fwell  me,  and  my  heart  would  break* 
Know  then,  I  fcorn  your  dull  authorities, 
Your  idle  wits,  and  all  their  learned  lies- 
By  heaven,  thofe  authors  are  our  fcx's  foes, 
Whom,  in  our  right,  I  mud  and  will  oppofe. 

Nay   (quoth  the  king)   dear  madam,   be  not 

wroth  : 

I  yield  it  up  ;  but  fince  I  gave  my  oath, 
That  this  much-injur'd  knight  again  diould  fee. 
It  mud  be  done — 1  am  a  king,  faid  he, 
And  one,  whcfe  faith  has  ever  facred  been. 

And  fo  has  mine  (fhe  faid) — I  am  a  queen  : 
Her  anfwer  (lie  fliall  have,  I  undertake; 
And  thus  an  end  of  all  difpute  I  make. 
Try  when  you  lid  ;  and  you  ihall  find,  my  lord, 
It  is  not  in  our  fex  to  break  our  word. 

We  leave  them  here  in  this  heroic  drain, 
And  to  the  knight  our  dory  turns  again; 
Who  in  the  garden,  with  his  lovely  May, 
Sung  merrier  than  the  cuckoo  or  the  jay  : 
This  was  his  fong  ;  "  Oh  kind  and  conitant  be, 
"  Condant  and  kind  I  '11  ever  prove  to  thee." 

Thus  finging  as  he  went,  at  lad  he  drew 
By  eafy  fteps,  to  where  the  pear-tree  grew  : 
The  longing  dame  look'd  up,  and  fpy'd  her  love^ 
Full  fairly  perch'd  among  the  boughs  above, 
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She  ftopjj'd,  and  fighing :    Oh  good  gods !    (he 

cry'd, 

What  pangs,  what  fudden  fhoots,  diftend  my  fide  ! 
Of  for  that  tempting  fruit,  fo  frefh,  fo  green; 
Help,  for  the  love  of  heaven's  immortal  Queen  ! 
Help,  deareft  lord,  and  fave  at  once  the  life 
Of  thy  poor  infant,  and  thy  longing  wife  ! 

Sore  figh'd  the  knight  to  hear  his  lady's  cry, 
But  could  not  climb,  and  had  no  fervant  nigh  : 
Old  as  he  was  and  void  of  eye-fight  too, 
What  could,  alas  !  a  helplefs,  hufband  do? 
And  muft  1  languifh  then,  fhe  faid,  and  die, 
Yet  view  the  lovely  fruit  before  my  eye  ? 
At  leaft,  kind  Sir,  for  charity's  fweet  fake, 
Vouchfafe  the  trunk  between  your  arms  to  take ; 
Then  from  your  back  1  might  afcend  the  tree ; 
Do  you  but  ftoop,  and  leave  -.he  reft  to  me. 

With  all  my  foul,  he  thus  reply'd  again, 
I'd  fpend  my  deareft  blood  to  eafe  thy  pain. 
With  that,  his  back  againft  the  trunk  he  bent, 
She  feiz'd  a  twig,  and  up  the  tree  fhe  went. 

Now  prove  your  patience,  gentle  ladies  all ! 
Nor  let  on  me  your  heavy  anger  fall : 
'Tis  truth  I  tell,  though  not  in  phrafe  refin'd ; 
Though  blunt  my  tale,  yet  honeft  is  my  mind. 
What  feats  the  lady  in  the  tree  might  do, 
1  pafs,  as  gambols  never  known  to  you ; 
But  fure  it  was  a  merrier  fit,  ffye  fwore, 
Than^in  her  life  fhe  ever  felt  before. 

In   that    nice  moment,    lo !    the    wondering 

knight 

Look'd  out,  and  flood  reftor'd  to  fudden  fight. 
Straight  on  the  tree  his  eager  eyes  he  bent j 
As  one  whofe  thoughts  were  on  his  fpoufe  intent ; 
But  when  he  faw  his  bofom-wife  fo  diefs'd, 
His  rage  was  fuch  as  cannot  be  exprefs'd  ; 
JMot  frantic  mothers  when  their  infants  die, 
With  louder  clamours  rend  the  vaulted  flcy  : 
He  cry'd,  he  roar'd,  he  ftorm'd,  he  tore  his  hair  ; 
Death !  hell !  and  furies !  what  doft  thou  do  there  ? 

What  ails  my  lord  ?  the  trembling  dame  re- 

Ply'd; 

I  thought  your  patience  had  been  better  try'd  : 
Ts  this  your  love,  ungrateful  and  unkind, 
This  my  reward  for  having  cur'd  the  blind  ? 
Why  was  I  taught  to  make  my  hufband  fee, 
By  ftruggling  with  a  man  upon  a  tree  ? 
Did  I  for  this  the  power  of  magic  prove  ? 
"Unhappj  wife,  whofe  crime  was  too  much  love ! 

If  this  be  ftruggling,  by  this  holy  light, 
'Tis  ftruggling  with   a    vengeance    (quoth   the 

knight) : 

So  Heaven  preferve  the  fight  it  has  reftor'd; 
As  with  thefe  eyes  I  plainly  faw  thee  whor'd; 
Whor'd  by  my  Have — perfidious  wretch !  may 

hell 
As  furely  feize  thee,  as  I  faw  too  well ! 

Guard  me,  good  argeU  !  cry'd  the  gentle  May, 
,Pray  heaven,  this  magic  work  the  proper  way  I 
Alas,  my  love  1   'tis  certain,  could  you  fee, 
You  ne'er  had  us'd  thefe  killing  words  to  me  : 
So  help  me,  fates,  as  'tis  no  perfect  fight, 
But  fome  faint  glimmering  of  a  doubtful  light. 

What  I  have  faid  (quoth  he)  1  muft  maintain, 
For  by  th'  immprtal  powers  H  fecni'd  too  plain — 
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By  all  thofe  power*,  fome  frenzy  feiz'd  yoor' 

mind  I 

(Reply'd  the  dame):  arc  thefe  the  thanks  I  find  ?  I 
Wretch  that  I  am,  that  e'er  !  was  fo  kind  !         J 
She  faid ;  a  rifmg  figh  exprefs'd  her  woe, 
The  ready  tears  apace  began  to  flow, 
And,  as  they  fell,  fhe  wip'd  from  either  eye 
The  drops  (for  women,  when  they  lift,  can  cry). 
The  knight  was  touch'd,  and  in  his  looks  ap- 

pear'd 

Signs  of  remorfe,  while  thos  his  fpoufe  he  cheer'ds* 
Ma^am,  'tis  paft,  and  my  fhort  anger  o'er; 
Come  down,  and  vex  your  tender  heart  no  more  r 
Excufe  me,  dear,  if  aught  amifs  was  faid, 
For,  on  my  foul,  amends  fhall  foon  be  made  : 
Let  my  repentance  your  forgivenefs  draw, 
By  heaven,  I  fwore  but  what  I  thought  I  faw. 
Ah,  my  lov'd  lord  1  'twas  much  unkind  (fhe 

cry'd) 

On  bare  fufpicion  thus  to  treat  your  bride. 
But,  till  your  fight's  eftablifti'd,  for  a  while, 
Imperfect  objects  may  your  fenfe  beguile. 
Thus  when  from  flcep  we  firft  our  eye*  difplay,' 
The  balls  are  wounded  with  the  piercing  ray, 
And  duflty  vapours  rife,  and  intercept  the  day. 
So,  juft  recovering  from  the  fhades  of  night, 
Your  fwimming  eyes  are  drunk   with 

light,  [your  fight :  f" 

Strange  phantoms  dance  around,  and  Ikim  before j 
Then,  Sir,  be  cautious,  nor  too  rafhly  deem  ; 
Heaven  knows  how  feldora  things  arc  what  they 

feem  ! 

Confult  your  rcafon,  and  you  foon  fhall  find 
'Twas  you  were  jealous,  not  your  wife  unkind1: 
Jove  ne'er  fpoke  oracle  more  true  than  this. 
None  judge  fo  wmng  as  thofe  who  think  amifs. 
With  that  fhe  leap'd  into  her  lord's  embrace, 
With  well-diffembled  virtue  in  her  face. 
He  hugg'd  her  clofe,  and  kif&'d  her  o'er  and  o'tr, 
Pifturb  d  with  doubts  and  jealoufies  no  more  : 
Both,  pleas'd  and  blefs'd,  renew'd  their  mutual 

vows, 
A  fruitful  wife,  and  a  believing  fpoufe. 

Thus  ends  our  tale ;  whofe  moral  next  to  make, 
Let  ajl  wife  husbands  hence  example  take; 
And  pray,  to  crown  the  pleafure  of  their  lives, 
To  be  fo  well  deluded  by  their  wives. 


THE    WIFE    OF     BATH, 
HER  PROLOGUE, 

FROM  CHAUCER. 

BEHOLD  the  woes  of  matrimonial  life, 

And  hear  with  reverence  an  experienc'd  wife! 

To  dear -bought  wifdom  give  the  credit  due, 

And  think,  far  once,  a  woman  tells  you  true. 

In  all  thefe  trials  I  have  borne  a  part, 

I  was  myfelf  the  fcourge  that  caus'd  the  fmart ; 

For,  fince  fifteen,  in  triumph  have  I  led 

Five  captive  hufbands  from  the  church  to  bed. 

Chrift  faw  a  wedding  once,  the  fcripture  fays* 
And  faw  but  one,  'tis  thonght,  in  all  his  days; 


I 

I 


TRANSLATIONS   ANT)    IMITATIONS. 


jrci, 

lind,        £ 
find.        3 


Whence  fome  infer,  whofe  confcience  is  too  nice, 
.No  pious  Chriftian  ought  to  marry  twice. 

But  let  them  read,  and  folvc  me,  if  they  can, 
The  words  addrefs'd  to  the  Samaritan  : 
Five  times  in  lawful  wedlock  me  was  join'd; 
And  fure  the  certain  ftint  was  ne'er  defin'd. 

"  Jncreafe  and  multiply,"  was  heaven?s  com- 
mand, 

And  that 's  a  text  I  clearly  underftand. 
This  too,  "  Let  men  their  fires  and  mothers  leave, 

And  to  their  dearer  wives  for  ever  cleave." 
More  wives  than  one  by  Solomon  were  try'd, 
Or  elfe  the  wifeft  of  mankind's  bely'd. 
1  've  had  myfelf  full  many  a  merry  fit ; 
And  truft  in  heaven,  I  may  have  many  yet, 
For  when  my  tranfitory  fpoufe,  unkind, 
Shall  die,  and  leave  his  woeful  wife  behind 
I  '11  take  the  next  good  Chriftian  1  can  fi 

Paul,  knowing  one  could  never  ferve  our  turn, 
Declar'd  'twas  better  far  to  wed  than  burn. 
There '«  danger  in  affembling  fire  and  tow ; 
I  grant  them  that,  and  what  it  means  you  know. 
The  fame  apoftle  too  has  elfewhere  own'd, 
No  precept  for  virginity  he  found  : 
3Tis  but  a  counfel — and  we  women  ftill 
Take  which  we  like,  the  counfel,  or  our  will. 

I  envy  not  their  blifs,  if  he  or  me 
Think  fit  to  live  in  perfect  chaftity; 
Pure  let  them  be,  and  free  from  taint  of  vice  j 
I,  for  a  few  flight  fpots,  am  not  fb  nice. 
Heaven  calls  us  different  way?,  on  thefe  beftows 
One  proper  gift,  another  grants  to  thofe : 
Not  evtry  man  's  obliged  to  fell  his  ftore, 
And  give  up  all  his  fubftance  to  the  poor  ; 
Such  as  are  perfect  may,  I  can't  deny  ; 
But,  by  your  leaves,  divines,  fo  am  not  I. 

Full  many  a  faint,  fmce  firft  the  world  began, 
Liv'd  an  unfpotted  maid,  in  fpite  of  man  : 
Let  fuch  (a-God's  name)  with  fine  wheat  be  fed, 
And  let  us  honefi  wives  qat  barley  bread. 
For  me,  I'll  keep  the  poft  affign'd  by  heaven, 
And  ufe  the  copious  talent  it  has  given  : 
Let  my  good  fpoufe  pay  tribute,  do  me  right, 
And  keep  an  equal  reckoning  every  night. 
His  proper  body  is  not  his,  but  mine  ; 
For  fo  faid  Paul,  and  Paul 's  a  found  divine. 

Know  then,  of  thofe  five  hufbands  1  have  had, 
Three  werejufl  tolerable,  two  were  bad. 
The  three  wore  old,  but  rich  and  fond  befide, 
And  toil'd  moft  piteoufly  to  pleafe  their  bride  : 
But  fmce  their  wealth  (the  beft  they  had)  was- 

mine, 

The  reft,  without  much  lofs,  I  could  refign. 
Sure  to  be  lov'd,  I  took  no  pains  to  pleafe, 
Yet  had  more  pleafure  far  than  they  had  eafe. 

Prefents  flow'd  in  apace:  with  mowers  of  gold, 
They  made  their  court,  like  Jupiter  of  old. 
If  I  but  fmil'd,  a  fudden  youth  they  found, 
And  a  new  palfy  feiz'd  them  when  I  frown'd. 

Ye  fovereign  wives  !  give  ear  and  underftand, 
Thus  fhall  ye  fpeak,  and  exercife  command. 
For  never  was  it  given  to  mortal  man, 
To  lie  fo  boldly  as  we  women  can  :  [eyes, 

Forfwear  the  fact,    though  feen   with  both  his 
And  call  your  maids  tc  witnefs  how  he  lies. 


Hark,  old  Sir  Paul !  ('twa$  thus  I  tisM  to  fay) 
Whence  is  our  neighbour's  wife  fo  rich  and  gay  ? 
Treated, carefs'd,  where'er  fhe's  pleas'd  to  roanv~ 
T  fit  in  tatters,  and  immur'd  at  home. 
Why  to  her  houfe  doft  thou  fo  oft  repair  ? 
Art  thou  fo  amorous  ?  and  is  me  fo  fair  ? 
If  I  but  fee  a  coulin  or  a  friend, 
Lord  1  how  you  fwell,  and  rage  like  any  fiend  I 
But  you  reel  home,  a  drunken  beaftly  bear, 
Then  preach  till  midnight  in  your  eily  chair  ; 
Cry,  wives  are  falfe,  and  every  woman  evil, 
And  give  up  all  that 's  female  to  the  devil. 

If  poor  (you  fay)  fhe  drains  her  hufband's  purfe; 
If  rich,  fhe  keeps  her  prieft,  or»fomething  worfe; 
If  highly  born,  intolerably  vain, 
Vapours  and  pride  by  turns  poffefs  her  brain, 
Now  gayly  mad,  now  f®urly  fplenetic; 
Freakifh  when  well,  and  fretful  when  fhe's  fick. 
If  fair,  then  chafte  fhe  cannot  long  abide, 
By  preffing  youth  attack'd  on  every  fide ; 
If  foul,  her  wealth  the  lufty  lover  lures, 
Or  elfe  her  wit  fome  fool-gallant  procures, 
Or  elfe  fhe  dances  with  becoming  grace, 
Or  fhape  excufes  the  defects  of  face. 
There  fwims  no  goofe  fo  grey,  but,  foonor  late, 
She  fiads  fome  honeft  gander  for  her  mate. 

Horfcs  (thou  fay*ft)  and  afles  men  may  try, 
And  ring  fufpected  veffels  ere  they  buy  : 
But  wives,  a  random,  choice,  untry'd  they  take; 
They  dream  in-  courtfhip,  but  in  wedlock  wake  : 
Then,  nor  till  then,  the  veil  *s  removed  away, 
And  all  the  woman  glares  in  open  day. 

You  tell  me,  to  preferve  your  wife's  geod  grace, 
Your  eyes  muft  always  languilh  on  my  face, 
Your  tongue  with  conflant  flatteries  feed  my  ear^ 
And  tag  each  fentence  with,  My  life  '.  my  dear  1 
If.  by  ftrange  chance,  a  modeft  blufh,  be  rais'd, 
Be  fure  my  fine  complexion  muft  be  prais'd. 
My  garments  always  muft  be  new  and  gay, 
And  feafts  ftill  kept  upon  my  wedding  day. 
Then  muft  my  nurfe  be   pleas'd,  and  favourite 

maid ; 

And  endlefs  treats,  and  endlefs  vifits  paid, 
To  a  long  train  of  kindred,  friends,  allies. 
All  this  thou  fay'ft,  and  all  thou  fiy'ft  are  lies. 

On  Jenkin  too,  you  caft  a  fquinting  eye  : 
What !  can  your  'prentice  raife  your  jealoafy  ? 
Frefli  are  his  ruddy  cheeks,  his  forehead  fair, 
And  like  the  burnilh'd  gold  his  curling  hair. 
But  clear  thy  wrinkled  brow,  and  quit  thy  forrow, 
1  'd  fcorn  your  'prentice,  fhould  you  die  to-mor- 
row. 

Why  are  thy  chefts  all  lock'd  ?  on  what  dcfign? 
Are  not  thy  worldly  goods  and  treafure  mine  ? 
Sir,  I  'm  no  fool ;  nor  fhall  you,  by  St.  John, 
Have  goods  and  body  to  yourfelf  alone. 
One  you  fhall  quit,  in  fpite  of  both  your  eyes— • 
I  heed  not,  I,  the  bolts,  and  locks  and  fpies. 
If  you  had  wit,  you  'd  fay,  "  Go  where  you  will, 
"  Dear  fpoufe,  I  credit  not  the  tales  they  tell : 
"  Take  all  the  freedoms  of  a  married  life ; 
"  I  know  thee  for  a  virtuous,  faithful  wife." 

Lord !  when  you  have  enough,  what  need  you 

care 
How  merrily  foever  others  fare  ? 
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Though  all  the  day  T  yvt  and  take  delight, 
I)'oubt  not,  Sufficient  will  be  left  at  night. 
Tif.  but  a  juft  and  rational  defire, 
To  light  a.  taper  at  a  neighbour's  fire. 

There  's  danger  too,  you  think;  in  rich  array, 
And  none  can-  Jong  be  modeft  that  are  gay; 
The  cat,  if  you  but  finge  her  J:abby  fkin, 
The  chimney  keeps,  and  fits  content  within  ; 
But  once  gr  wn  fleek,  will  from  her  corner  run, 
Sport  \vith  hfr  tail,  and  wanton  in  the  fun; 
She  Hcks  htr  fair  round  face,  and  friflcs  abroad, 
I'a  fnew  her  fur,  and  to  be  catrerwaw'd. 
'    Lo  thus,  my  friends,  I  wrought  to  my  deflres 
T^iefe  three  right  ancient  venerable  fires. 
I  told  them,  thus  you  fav,  and  thus  you  Jo, 
And  "told  them  faife,  but  jVnlnn  fwore  'twas  true. 
T,  like  a  dog,  could  bite  as  well  as  vhin'e, 
And  firft  complain'd,    whene'er  the   guilt    was 

mine. 

1  tax'd  them  oft  with  wenching  and  amours. 
Wiicn  their  weak  legs  fcarce  dragg'd  them  out  of 

doors ; 

And  fvvope  the  ramb'es  that  I  took  by  night, 
Were  all  to  fpy  what  da'mfels  tlvey  bedight. 
That  colour  brought  me  many  hours  of  mirth  ; 
For  all  this  wit  is- given  us  from  our  birth.    : 
Heaven  gave  to  women  the  peculiar  grace, 
!To  fpin,  to  weep,  and  cully  human  race.  > 

J3y  this  nice  conduct,  and  this  prudent  courfe, 
3y  murmuring,  wheedlingj  ftratagem,  and  force, 
I  ftill  ^prevail'd,  and  would  be  in  the  right, 
Or  curtain-leclures  made  a  reftlefs-  nightr 
If  once  my  hufband's  aim  was  o'er  my  fide, 
What !  fo  familiar  with  '-your  fpoufe  ?  I  cry'd  : 
Vlevied  firft  a  tax  upon  his  nee<l  :  ; 
Then  let  him — 'twas  a  nicety  indeed  ! 
JLet  all  mankind  this  certain  maxim  hold, 
Marry  who  will,  our  fex  is  to  be  fold. 
With 'empty  hands  no  taffeU  you  can  lure, 
"•>ut  fulfomelove  for  gain  we  can  endure  ; 
3For  gold  we  luve-  the.  impotent  and  old, 
And  heave,  and  pant,  and  kifs,  and   cling,    for 

gold, 

Yet  with  embraces,  curfes.oft  I  mlx'd, 
Then  kifs't]  again,  and  chid,  and  rail'd  betwixt. 
Well,  I  may  make  my  will  in  peace,  and  die. 
For  not  one  word  in  man's  arrears  am  I. 
To  drop  a  dear  difpute  I  was  unable, 
"Ev'n  though  the  Pope  himftlf  had  fat  at  table. 
But  when  my  point  wasgain'd,  then  thus  iTpoke: 
u  Billy,  my  dear,  how  fheepifhly  you  look  ! 
*:  Approach,  my  fpoufe,  and  let  me  kils.  thy  cheek; 
"  Thou    fhouldft-.be   always   thus,    rcfign'd  and 

"  meek  1 

*'  Of  Job's  great  patience  fince  fo  oft  you  preach, 
"  Well  fhould  you  pratSife,  who  fo  well  can  teach, 
f'i  'Tis  difficult  to  do,  I  inuft  allow, 
*k  But  I,  my  dearell,  will  intlrud  you  how. 
8i  Grsat  is  the  bleffirg  of  a  prudent  wife, 
*'  Who  put?  a  period  to-domed  ic  ftrift. 
*'  One  of  us  two  muft  rule,  and  one  obey  ;  *} 

"  And  fince  in  man  right  reafon  bears  the  fway,  > 
**  Letthat  frail  thing,weakwornan,haveherway.  .) 
**  The  \vivt\s  of  all  my  family  have  rui'd     . 
11  Their  tender  hufbandsyajid  their  pafficns  cool'd- 
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"  Fy,  'tis  unmanly  thus  to  Cgh  and  .groan  ;'or>e 
"  What !  would  you  have  me  to  yourfelf  a         f 
"  Why  take  me,  love  !  take  all  and  every  part ! 
"  Here  's  your  revenge  .  you  love  it  at  ycur  ^eart. 
"  Would  I  -vouchfafe  to  fell  what  nature  gave? 
"  You  little  think  what  cui^om  I  could  have, 
Ci  But  fee  '.     I'm    all  your  own — nay    hold — for 
"  ihame ;  '       [blame.1* 

"  What   mean*    my    dear — indeed — you    are"    t< 

Thus  with  my  firft  three  lords  I  jpafh  my  hie  ; 
A  very  woman,  and  a  veiy  xvife. 
What  funiAir.ni  thefe  old  ipoufe^  I  could  raife, 
Procur'd  young  huibands  in  my  riper  ciays 
Though  paft  my  bloom,  n<  t  yet  drcay'd  was  I, 
Wanton  iind  wild,  and  chatter'd  Uke  a  pie. 
In  country  dances  ftill  I  bore  the  bell, 
And  filng  a*  fweet  as  evening  Philomel. 
To  clear  my  quailpipe,  an<i  rcfrelh  my  foul. 
Full  oft  I  drain'd  the  fpiry  nut  brown  bowl ; 
Rich  lufciotis  winds,  that  youu.ful  blued  improve, 
And  warm  the  f  well  ing  veins  to -teats  of  love  : 
For  'tis  as  fure,  as  cold  engenders  hail, 
A  liquorifh  mouth  muft  have  a  lecherous  tail 
Wine  lets  r\o  lover  unrewarded  go, 
As  all  true  gamettersby  experience  know. 

But  oil,  good  g'^d-  !  whenr'er  a  thought  I  call 
On  all  the  joys  of  youth  a.)d  beauty  patt, 
To  find  ir,  pleafures  I  have  had  my  part, 
StiU  warms  me  to  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 
This  wicked  woild  was  cnce  my  dear  delight; 
Now  all  my  conqucfts,  all  my  charm*,  good  night ! 
The  flour  confum'd  the  belt  that  now  J  can, 
Is  e'n  to  make  my  market  of  the  bran. 

My  fourth  dear  fpoufe  was  not  exceeding  true  j 
He  kept,  'twas  thought,  a  private  milt,  or  two; 
But  all  that  fcore  I  piid — as  how?  you'il  fay, 
Not  with  my  body,  in  a  filthy  way  : 
But  I  fo  drefs'd,  and  danc'd,  and  drank,  and  din'd; 
And  view'd  a  friend  with  eyes  fo  very  kind, 
As  flung  hU  heart,  and  made  his  marrow  Try 
With  burning  rage,  and  frantic  jealouly. 
His  foul,  I  hope,  enjoys  eternal  glory, 
For  here  on  earth  I -was  his  purgatory, 
(jft,  when  his  fhoe  the  moft  (evcrciy  wrung, 
He  put  on  carelefs  airs,  and  fat  an.'l  fung> 
How  fore  I  gull'd  him,  only  heaven  could  know,. 
And  he  that.ftlt,  and  I  that  cau*.'d  the  woe,. 
He  dy'd,  when  laft  from  pilgrimage  1  came, 
With  other  gofiips,  from  Jerufalem  ; 
And  now  lies  buried  underneath  a  rood, 
Fair  to  be  feen,  and  near'd  of  honeil  wood  : 
A  tomb  indeed,  with  fewer  Iculptures  grac'J 
Than  that  Maufolus'  pious  widow  plac'd, 
Or  where  infhrin'd  the  great  Darius  lay  ; 
But  coft  on  graves  is  merely  thrown  away. 
The  pit  fill'd-up,  with  turf  .we  cover'd  o'er; 
So  bleil  the  good  man's  foul,  I  fay  no  more. 

Now  for  my  fifth  lov'd  lord,  the  laft  and  beflj, 
(Kind  heaven  afiford  him  everlaftiug  reft  !) 
Full  hearty  was. his  love,  arid  I  can  fhow 
The  tokens  on  my  ribs  in  black  and  blue  ; 
Yet,  with  a  knack,  my  heart  he  could  have  won, 
While  yet  the  fmart  was  fhooting  in  the  bone. 

vv  quaint  an  appetite  in  women  reigns  ! 
Free  gifts  we  fconi,  and  love  wb,a.t  coib  us  pains.  ; 
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Let  men  avoid  us,  and  on  them  we  leap; 
'A  glutted  market  makes  pvovifion  cheap. 

In  pure  good  will  I  took  this  jovial  fpark, 
Of  Oxfoid  he,  a  moft  egregious  clerk. 
He  boarded  wi!h  a  widow  in  the  town, 
A  trufty  goffip,  one  dame  Allifon. 
Full  well  the  fecrets  of  my  foul  fhe  knew, 
Better  than  e'er  our  parifh-prieft  could  do. 
To  her  I  told  whatever  could  befall : 
Had  but  my  hufbv.nd  pifs'd  againft  a  wall, 
Or  done  a  thing  that  might  havecoft  his  life, 
She — and  my  niece— and  one  more  worthy  wife, 
Had  known  it  all:   what  moft  he  would  conceal, 
To  thefe  I  made  no  fcruple  to  reveal. 
Oft  has  he  blufh'd  from  ear  to  ear  for  fhame, 
That' e'er  he  told  afecret  to  his  dame. 

it  fo  befel,  in  holy  time  of  Lent, 
That  oft  a  day  I  to  this  goffip  went 
(My  hufband,  thank  my  ftars,  was  out  of  town)  ; 
From  houfe  to  houfe  we  rambled  up  and  down. 
This  clerk,  myfelf,  and  my  good  neighbour  Alje, 
To  fee,  be  feen,  to  tell,  and  gather  'tales. 
Vifits  to  every  church  we  daily  paid, 
And  murc'L'd  in  every  holy  mafquerade, 
The  ftations  duly  and  the  vigils  kept; 
Not  much  we  fafted,  but  fcarce  ever  flept. 
At  fcrmons  too  I  fhone  in  fcarlet  gay ; 
The  wafting  moths  ne'er  fpoil'd  my  beft  array  ; 
The  caufe  was  this,  I  wore  it  every  day. 

T was  when  frefh  May  her  early  bloffom  yields, 
This  clerk  and  I  were  walking  in  the  fields, 
We  grew  fo  intimate,  1  can't  tell  how, 
I  pawn'd  my  honour,  and  cngag'd  my  vow, 
If  e'er  I  laid  my  hufband  in  his  urn, 
That  he,  arid  only  he,  ihould  ferve  my  turn. 
We  ftraight  ftruck  hands^  the  bargain  was  agreed; 
I  ftill  have  fhifts  againft  a  time  of  need  : 
The  moufe  that  always  trufts  to  one  poor  hole, 
Can  never  be  a  moufe  of  any  foul. 

I  vow'd,  I  fcarce  could  fleep  iihce  firfl  F  knew 

'    him,' 

And  dufft  be  fworn  he  had  bewitch'd  me  to  him  ; 
If  e'er  I  flept,  1  dream'd  of  him  alone,  "^ 

And  dreams  foretel,  as  learned  men  have  fhown.  > 
All  this  I  faid  ;  but  dreams,  firs,  I  had  none  :      j 
1  follow'd  but  my  crafty  crony's  lore, 
Who  bid  me  tell  this  lie — and  twenty  more. 

Thus  day  by  day,  and  month  by  month  we  paft; 
It  pleao'd  the  Lord  to  take  my  fpoufe  at  laft. 
I  tore  my  gown,  I  foil'd  my  locks  with  duft, 
And  beat  my  breads,  as  wretched  widows — muft. 
Before  my  face  my  handkerchief  I  fpread, 
To  hide  the  flood  of  tears  I  did—not  fhed. 
The  good  man's  coffin  to  the  church  was  borne  ; 
Around,"  the  neighbours,  and  my  clcrk,too,  mourn. 
But  as  he  march'd,  good  gods!  he  fhow'd  a  pair 
Of  legs  and  feet,  fo  clean,  fo  ftrong,  fo  fair  ! 
Of  twenty  winters  age  he  feem'd  to  be; 
I  (to  fay  truth)  was  twenty  more  than  he  ; 
But  vigorous  ftill,  a  lively  buxom  dame  ; 
And  had  a  wonderous  gift  to  quench  a  flame. 
A  conjuror  once,  that  deeply  could  divine, 
Affur'd  me,  Mars  in  Taurus  was  my  fign. 
As  the  ftars  order'd,  Inch  my  life  has  been  ; 
Alas,  aia?,  that  ever  love  was  fin  I 


Fair  Venus  gave  me  fire  and  fprightly  grace, 
And  Mar;,  affurance  and  a  dauntlefs.face. 
By  virtue  of  this  powerful  conilellation, 
I  follow'd  always  my  own  inclination. 

But  to  my  tale  :  A  month  fcarce  pafs'd  away, 
With  dance  and  fong  we  kept  the  nuptial  day. 
All  I  poffefs'd  I  gave  to  his  command, 
My  goods  and  chattels,  money,  houfe,  and  land  : 
But  oft  repented,  and  repent  it  ftill ; 
He  prov'd  a  rebel  to  my  foverign  will  : 
Nay  once,  by  heaven,  he  ftruqk  me  on  the  face ; 
Hear  but  the  fad,  and  judge  yourfelves  the  cafe. 

Stubborn  as  any  lionefs  was  1 ; 
And  knew  full  well  to  raife  my  voice  on  high ; 
As  true  a  rambler  as  i  was  before, 
And  would  be  fo,  in  fpite  of  all  he  fwore. 
He  againft  this  right  fagely  would  advife, 
And  old  examples  fet  before  my  eyes, 
Tell  how  the  Roman  matrons  led  their  life, 
Of  Gracchus'  mother,  and  Duilius'  wife  ; 
And  clofe  the  fermon,  as  befeem'd  his  wit, 
With  fome  grave  fentence  out  of  holy  writ. 
Oft  would  he  fay,  who  builds  his  houfe  on  fandsj' 
Pricks  his  blind  horfe  acrofs  the  fallow  lands  ; 
Or  lets  his  wife  abroad  with  pilgrims  roam, 
Defe    *es  a  fool's  cap,  and  long  ears  at  home. 
AH  this  avail'd  rfot ;  for  whoe'er  he  be 
That  tells  my  faults,  I  hate  him  mortally  ; 
And  fo  do  numbers  more,  I  boldly  fay, 
Men,  women,  clergy,  regular,  and  lay. 

My  fpoufe  (who  was,  you  know,  to  learning 

bred) 

A  certain  treatife  oft  at  evening  read, 
Where  divers  authors  (whom  the  devil  confoun4 
For  all  their  lies),  were  in  one  volume  hound. 
Valerius,  whole :  and  of  St.  Jerome,  part ; 
Chryfippus  and  Tertullian,  Ovid's  art, 
Solomon's  Proverbs,  Eloifa's  loves  ; 
And  many  more  than  lure  the  church  approves. 
More  legends  were  there  here  of  wicked  wives, 
Than  good  in  all  the  Bible  and  faints  lives. 
Who  drew  the  lion  vanquifh'd  ?  Twas  a  man. 
But  could  we  women  write  as  fcholars  can,     [nefs, 
Men  jjould  ftand  mark'd  with  far  more  wicked- 
Than  all  the  fonsof  Adam  could  redrefs. 
Love  feldom  haunts  the  breaft  where  learning  lies, 
And  Venus  fets  e'er  Mercury  can  rife. 
Thofe  play  the  fcholars,  who  can't  r»iy  the  men, 
And  ufe  that  weapon  which  they  have,  their  pen  ; 
When  old,  and  paft  the  relifh  of  delight, 
Then  down  they  fit,  and  in  their  dotage  write, 
That  not  one  woman  keeps  her  marriage  vow. 
(This  by  the  way,  but  to  my  purpofe  now). 

ft  chanc'd  my  hufband,  on  a  winters  night,    . 
Read  in  his  book,  aloud,  with  ftrange  delight, 
How  the  f.rft  female  (as  the  Scriptures  fhow)     . 
Brought  her  own  fpoufe,  and  all  his  race,  to  woe. 
How  Samfon  fell ;  and  he  whom  Dejanire 
Wrapp'd  in  th'  envenom'd  fhirt,  and  fet  on  fire. 
How  curs'd  E'-yphile  her  lord  betray'd, 
And  the  dire  ambufh  Clytemneftra  laid. 
But  what  moft  pleas'd  him  was  the  Cretan  dame, 
And  hufband-bull — oh,  monftrous!  fie  for  fhamsl 

He  had  ?;y  heart  the  whole  detail  of  woe 
Xantippe  made  her  good  man  undergo  ; 
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How  oft  (he  fcolded  in  a  day,  he  knew, 
How  many  pifs-pots  on  the  fage  flie  threw ; 
"Who  took  it  patiently ,  and  wip'd  his  head  ; 
•'  Rain  follows  thunder,"  that  was  all  he  faid. 

He  read,  how  Arius  to  his  friend  complain'd, 
A  fatal  tree  was  growing  in  his  land, 
On  which  three  wives  fuccefliveiy  had  twin'd 
A  fliding  noofe,  and  vvaver'd  in  the  wind. 
"Where  grows  this  plant  (reply'd  the  friend),  oh, 

where  ? 

For  better  fruit  did  never  orchard  bear. 
Give  me  fome  flip  of  this  mod  blifsful  tree, 
And  in  my  garden  planted  fhall  it  be.          [prove, 

Then  how  two  wives  their  lords*  deftruclion 
Through  hatred  one,  andone  through  too  much  love ; 
That  for  her  hufband  mix'd  a  poifonous  draught, 
And  this  for  luft  an  amorous  philtre  bought : 
The  nimble  juice  foon  feiz'd  his  giddy  head, 
Frantic  at  night,  and  in  the  morning  dead. 

How  fome  with  fwords  their  fleeping  lords  have 

flain, 

And  fome  have  hammer'd  nails  into  their  brain, 
And  fome  have  drench'd  them  with  a  deadly  potion ; 
All  this  he  read,  and  read  with  great  devotion. 

JLong  time  I  heard,  and  fwell'd,  and  biufh'd, 

and  frown'd  : 

But  when  no  end  of  thefe  vile  tales  I  found, 
When  ftill  he  read,  and  laugh'd,  and  read  again, 
And  half  the  night  was  thus  confum'cl  in  vain  ; 
Provok'd  to  vengeance,  three  large  leaves  1  toie, 
And  with  one  buffet  fell'd  him  on  the  floor. 
With  that  my  hufband  in  a  fury  rofe, 
And  down  he  fettled  me  with  hearty  blows. 
I  groan'd,  and  lay  extended  on  my  fide  ; 
Oh!  thou  haft  flain  me  for  my  wealth  (I  cry'd), 
Yet  I  forgive  thee — take  my  lad  embrace — 
He  wept,  kind  foul  1  and  ftoop'd  to  kifs  my  face, 
1  took  him  fuch  a  box  as  turn'd  him  blue. 
Then  fijrh'd  and  cry'd,  adieu,  my  dear,  adieu ! 

But  after  many  a  hearty  ftruggle  paft, 
1  condefcended  to  be  pleas'd  at  laft. 
Soon  as  he  faid,  my  miftrefs  and  my  wife, 
Do  what  you  lift,  the  term  of  all  your  life ; 
I  took  to  heart  the  merits  of  the  caufe, 
And  flood  content  to  rule  by  wholefome  laws ; 
Receiv'd  the  reins  of  abfolute  command,  T 

"With  all  the  goverrirhent  of  houfe  and  land, 
And  empire  o'er  his  tongue,  and  o'er  his  hand,  j 
As  for  the  volume  that  revil'd  the  dames, 
*Twas  torn  to  fragments,  and  condem'd  to  flames. 
Now  heaven  on  all  my  hufbands  gone  beftovv 
Pleafures  above,  for  tortures  felt  below  : 
That  reft  they  wifh'd  for,  grant  them  in  the  grave 
And  blefs  thofe  fouls  my  conduit  help'd  to  fave  ! 


THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF 

STATIUS    HIS   THEBAIS. 

Tranjlated  In  the  Tear  1 703. 

THE  ARGUMENT, 

OFDIPTJS  King  of  Thebes,  having  by  miftakc  flain 
&*  father  Lai'us,and  married  his  mother  Jocafta 


put  out  his  own  eyes,  and  refigned  the  realm  fa 
his  fons,Eteocles  and  Polynices.  Being  neglect- 
ed by  them,  he  makes  his  prayer  to  the  fury 
Tifiphone,  to  fow  debate  betwixt  the  brothers. 
They  agree  at  laft  to  reign  fingly,  each  a  year 
by  turns,  and  the  firft  lot  is  obtained  by  Eteo- 
cles.  Jupiter,  in  a  council  of  the  gods,  declares 
his  refolution  of  punifhing  the  Thebans,  and 
Argives  alfo,  by  means  of  a  marriage  betwixt 
Polynices  and  one  of  the  daughters  of  Adraftus> 
King  of  Argos.  Juno  oppofe?,  but  to  no  effed  ; 
and  Mercury  is  fent  on  a  meflage  to  the  Shades, 
to  the  ghoft  of  Laius,  who  is  to  appear  to  Eteo- 
cles,  and  provoke  him  to  break  the  agreement.- 
Polynices  in  the  mean  time  departs  from  Thebeg 
by  night,  is  overtaken  by  a  ftorm,  and  arrives 
at  Argos ;  where  he  meets  with  Tydcus,  who 
had  fled  from  Caly  don,  having  killed  his  brother. 
Adraflus  entertains  them,  having  received  an 
oracle  from  Apollo,  that  his  daughters  fhould  be 
married  to  a  boar  and  a  lion,  which  he  under- 
ftands  to  be  meant  of  thefe  ftrangers,  by  whom 
the  hides  of  thofe  beafts  were  worn,  and  who 
arrived  at  the  time  when  he  kept  an  annual  feaft 
in  honour  of  that  god.  The  rife  of  this  folem- 
nity  he  relates  to  his  guefts,  the  love*  of  Phoebus 
and  Pfamathe,  and  the  ftory  of  Chorcebus.  He 
inquires,  and  is  made  acquainted  with  their  de- 
fcent  and  quality.  The  facrifice  is  renewed,  and 
the  bonk  concludes  with  a  hymn  to  Apollo. 
[The  tranflator  hopes  he  need  not  apologife  for  hit 
choice  of  this  piece,  which  was  made  almoft  in 
his  childhood ;  but,  finding  the  verfion  better 
than  he  expected,  he  gave  it  fome  correction  a 
few  years  afterwards.] 

FRATERNAL  rage,  the  guiltv  Thebes  alarms, 

The  alternate  reign  deflroy'd  by  impious  arms,, 

Demand  our  fong ;  a  facred  fury  fires 

My  ravifh'd  breaft,  and  all  the  mufe  infpires. 

O.goddefs,  fay,  fliall  I  deduce  my  rhymes 

From  the  dire  nation  in  its  early  times, 

Europa's  rape,  Angenor's  ftern  decree, 

And  Cadmus  fearching  round  the  fpacious  fea  ? 

How  with  the  ferpent's  teeth  hefow'd  the  foil, 

And  reap'd  an  iron  harveft  of  his  toil  ? 

Or  how  from  joining  ftones  the  city  fprung, 

While  to  his  harp  divine  Amphion  fung  ? 

Or  (hall  I  Juno's  hate  to  Thebes  refound, 

Whofe  fatal  rage  th'  unhappy  monarch  found  ? 

The  fire  againll  the  fon  his  arrows  drew, 

O'er  the  wide  fields  the  furious  mother  flew, 

And  while  her  arms  a  fecond  hope  contain, 

Sprung  from  the  rocks,  and  plung'd  into  the  mais. 

But  wave  whate'er  to  Cadmus  may  belong, 
And  fix,  O,  mufe  !  the  barrier  of  thy  fong 
At  Oedipus — from  his  difafters  trace 
The  long  confufions  of  his  guilty  race  : 
Nor  yet  attempt  to  ftretch  thy  bolder  wing, 
And  mighty  Caefar's  conquering  eagles  ling  ; 
How  twice  he  tam'd  proud  Ifter's  rapid  flood, 
While  Dician  mountains  flream'd  with  barbarous 

blood  ; 

Twice  taught  the  Rhine  beneath  his  laws  to  rott, 
And  ftretch'd  his  empire  to  the  frozen  pole  ; 
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Or  long  before,  with  rarly  valour,  ftrovc 

Jn  youthful  arms  t'  aflert  the  caulc  of  Jo\e. 

And  thou,  great  heir  of  all  thy  father's  fame, 

Increafe  of  glory  to  the  Latin  name  1 

O,  blefs  thy  Rome  with  an  eternal  reign, 

Nor  let  defiring  worlds  entreat  in  vain. 

What  though  the  ftars  contract   their  heavenly 

fpace, 

And  ciowd  their  (hining  ranks  to  yield  thee  place ; 
Though  all  the  ikies,  ambitious  of  thy  fway, 
Confpire  to  court  thee  from  our  world  away ; 
Though  Phoebus  longs  to  mix  his  rays  with  thine, 
And  in  thy  glories  mote  ferenely  fhine; 
Though  Jove  himfelf  no  lefs  content  would  be 
To  part  his  throne,  and  lhare  his  heaven  with  thee  ; 
Yet  ftay,  great  Crefar  I  and  vouchfafe  to  reign 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  watery  main  ; 
Refign  to  Jove  his  empire  of  the  ikies, 
And^  people  heaven  with  Roman  deities. 

The  time  will  come,  when  a  diviner  flame 
Shall  warm  my  breaft  to  fing  of  Caefar's  fame: 
Meanwhile  permit,  that  my  preluding  mufe 
Jn  Theban  wars  an  humbler  theme  may  choofe  ; 
Of  furious  hate  furviving  death,  fhe  lings, 
A  fatal  throne  to  two  contending  kings, 
And  funeral  flames,  that  parting  wide  in  air 
Exprefs  the  difcord  of  the  fouls  they  bear  : 
Of  towns  difpeopled,  and  the  wandering  ghofts 
Of  kings  unbury'd  in  the  wafted  coafts ; 
When  Dirce's  fountain  blufh'd  with  Grecian  blood, 
And  Thetis,  near  Ifmenos'  fwelling  flood, 
With  dread  beheld  the  rolling  furies  fweep, 
In  heaps,  his  flaughter'd  fons  into  the  deep. 
What  hero,  Clio  1  wilt  thou  lint,  relate  ? 
The  rage  of  Tydeus,  or  the  prophet's  fate  ? 
Or  how,  with  hills  of  fiain  on  every  fide, 
Hippomtdon  repell'd  the  hoftile  tide  ? 
Or  how  the  youth,  with  every  grace  adorn'd, 
Untimely  fell,  to  be  for  ever  mourn'd  ? 
Then  to  fierce  Capaneus  thy  verfe  extend, 
Ai:d  fing  with  horror  his  prodigious  end. 

Now  wretched  Oedipus,  depriv'd  of  fight, 
Led  a  long  death  in  everlafting  night ; 
But,  while  he  dwells  where  not  a  cheerful  ray 
Can  pierce  the  darknefs,  and  abhors  the  day, 
The  clear  reflecting  mind  prefents  his  fin 
In  frightful  views,  and  makes  it  day  within ; 
Returning  thoughts  in  endlefs  circles  roll, 
And  thoufand  furies  haunt  his  guilty  foul ; 
The  wretch  then  lifted  to  th'  unpitying  ikies 
Thofe  empty  orbs  from  whence  he  tore  his  eyes, 
Whofe  wounds,  yet  frefh,  with  bloody  hands  he 

ftrook, 

While  from  hi*  breaft  thefe  dreadful  accents  broke  : 
Ye  gods  !  that  o'er  the  gloomy  regions  reign, 
Where  guilty  fpirits  feel  eternal  pain  ; 
Thou,  fable  Styx  !  whofe  livid  flrcams  are  roll'd 
Through  dreary  coafts,  which  I,  though  blind,  be 

hold: 

Tifiphone,  that  oft  has  heard  my  prayer, 
Aflift,  if  Oedipus  deferve  thy  care  ! 
if  you  receiv'd  me  from  Jocafta's  womb, 
And  nurs'dthe  hope  of  mifchiefs  yet  to  come  : 
If  leaving  Polybus,  I  took  my  way 
To  Cyrjrh9*>  temple,  on  that  fatal  day, 


When  by  the  fon  the  trembling  father  c!yM, 
Where  the  three  roads  the  Phocian  fields  divide  : 
If  I  the  Sphynx's  riddles  durft  explain, 
Taught  by  thyfelf  to  win  the  promis'd  reign : 
If  wretched  1,  by  baleful  furie?  led, 
With  monflrous  mixture  ftain'd  my  mother's  bed, 
For  hell  and  thee  begot  an  impious  brood, 
And  with  full  luft  thofe  horrid  joys  renew'd ; 
"hen  felf-condemn'd  to  fhades  of  endlefs  night, 
•orc'd  from  thefe  orbs  the  bleeding  balls  of  fight ; 
0,  hear,  and  aid  the  vengeance  I  require, 
f  worthy  thee,  and  what  thou  mightft  infpire ! 
My  fons  their  old  unhappy  fire  defpife, 
•ipoil'd  of  his  kingdom,  and  depriv'd  of  eyes  ; 
Gruideiefs  I  wander,  unregarded  mourn, 
While  thefe  exalt  their  fceptrts  o'er  my  urn  ; 
Thefc  fons,  ye  gods !  who,  with  flagitious  pride, 
"nfult  my  darknefs,  and  my  groans  deride. 
Art  thou  a  father,  unregarding Jove? 
And  ileeps  thy  thunder  in  the  realms  above  ? 
Thou  fury,  then,  fome  Lifting  curfe  entail, 
Which  o'er  their  children's  children  fhail  prevail » 
Place  on  their  heads  that  crown  diftain'd  with  gore, 
Which  thofe  dire  hands  from  my  flain  father  tore; 
Go,  and  a  parent's  heavy  curfes  bear ;  'y 

Break  all  the  bonds  of  nature,  and  prepare 
Their  kindred  fouls  to  mutual  hate  and  war.      >| 
Gtve  them  to  dare,  what  I  might  wifh  to  fee, 
Blind  as  I  ann^,  fome  glorious  villany  ! 
Soon  fhalt  thou  find,  if  thou  but  arm  their  hands, 
Their  ready  guilt  preventing  thy  commands  : 
Could'ft  thou  fome  great,  proportion'd  mifchief 

frame, 
They'd  prove  the  fatherfrnmwhofeloinstheycame. 

The  Fury  heard,  while  on  Cocytus' brink 
Her  fnakes  unty'd  fulphureous  waters  drink; 
But  at  the  fummons  roll'd  her  eyes  around, 
Andfnatch'd  the  ftarting  ferpentsfrom  the  ground. 
Not  half  fo  fwiftly  (hoots  along  in  air 
The  gliding  lightning,  or  defcending  ftar.   [flight, 
Through  crowds  of  airy  fhades  fhe  wtng'd  her 
And  dark  dominions  of  the  filent  night ; 
Swift  as  fhe  pafi'd,  the  flitting  ghofts  withdrew, 
And  the  pale  fpedres  trembled  at  her  view  : 
To  th'  iron  gates  of  Trcnarus  file  flies, 
There  fpreads  her  duiky  pinions  to  the  flciea. 
The  day  beheld,  and,  fickening  at  the  fight, 
Veil'd  her  fair  glories  in  the  fliadei  of  night. 
A  *.  ighted  Atlas,  on  the  diftant  fhore, 
Trembled,  and  fhook  the  heavens  and  gods  he 

bore. 

Now  from  beneath  Malea's  airy  height 
Aloft  fhe  fprung,  and  fteer'dto  Thebes  her  flight  5 
With  eager  fpeed  the  well-known  journey  took, 
Nor  here  regrets  the  hell  fhe  late  forfook. 
A  hundred  fnakes  her  gloomy  vifage  fhade, 
A  hundred  ferpents  guard  her  horrid  head, 
In  her  funk  eye-balls  dreadful  meteors  glow : 
Such  rays  from  Phcebe's  bloody  circles  flow, 
When,  labouring  with  ftrong  charms,  fhe  fhootl 

from  high 

A  fiery  gleam,  and  reddens  all  the  fky. 
Blood  ftain'd  her  cheeks,  and  from   her  moutk 

there  came 
Blue  {learning  poifons,  and  a  length  of  flame. 
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From  every  blaft  of  her  contagious  breath, 
Famine  and  drought  proceed,  and  plagues,  and 

death. 

A  robe  obfcene  was  o'er  her  (boulders  thrown, 
A  drefs  by  fates  and  furies  worn  alone. 
She  tofs'd  her  meagre  arms  ;  her  better  hand 
In  waving  circles  whirl'd  a  funeral  brand  : 
A  fcrpent  from  her  left  was  feen  to  rear 
His  flaming  creft,  and  lafh  the  yielding  air. 

But  when  the  Fury  took  her  ftand  on  high, 
"Where  vaft  Cithseron's  top  falutes  the  flcy, 
A  hifs  from  all  the  fnaky  tire  went  round ;          T 
The  dreadful  fignal  all  the  rocks  rebound, 
And  through  th'  Achaian  cities  fend  the  found,  j 
'Oete,  with  high  Parnaffus,  heard  the  voice; 
Eurotas'  banks  remurmur'd  to  the  noife ; 
Again  Leucothoe  fhook  at  thefe  alarms, 
And  prefs'd  Palaemon  clofer  in  her  arms. 
Headlong  from  thence  the  glowing  Fury  fprings, 
And  o'er  the  Thebah  palace  fpreads  her  wings, 
Once  more  invades  the  guilty  dome,  and  fhrouds 
Its  bright  pavilions  in  a  veil  pf  clouds. 
Straight  with  the  rage  of  all  their  race  poflefi'd,  ~) 
Stung  to  the  foul,  the 'brothers  ftart  from  retl,     > 
And  all  their  furies  wake  within  their  breaft.     j 
Their  tortur'd  minds  repining  Envy  tears, 
And  Hate,  engender'd  by  fufpicious  fears; 
And  facred  thirft  of  fway ;  and  all  the  ties 
Of  nature  broke  ;  and  royal  perjuries; 
And  impotent  Defire  to  reign  alone, 
That  fcorns  the  dull  reverfion  of  a  throne; 
Each  would  the  fvvcets  of  fovereign  rule  devour, 
\Vhile  Diford  waits  upon  divided  power. 

As  ftubborn  ftters  by  brawny  ploughmen  broke, 
And  join'd  reludant  to  the  galling  yoke, 
Alike  difdain  with  fervile  necks  to  bear 
Th'  unwonted  weight,  or  drag  the  crooked  fhare, 
But  rend  the  reins,  and  bound  a  different  way, 
And  all  the  furrows  in  confufton  lay  ; 
Such  was  the  difcord  of  the  royal  pair, 
Whom  fury  drove  precipitate  to  war. 
In' vain  the  chiefs  contriv'd  a  fpecious  way, 
To  govern  Thebes  by  their  alternate  fway  : 
Unjuft  decree  !  while  this  enjoys  the  ftate, 
That  mourns  in  exile  his  unequal  fate, 
And  the  fhort  monarch  of  a  hafty  year 
Forefees  with  anguifh  his  returning  heir. 
Thus  did  the  league  their  impious  arms  reftrain, 
But  fcarce  fubfifted  to  the  fecond  reign. 

Yet  then,  no  proud  afpiring  piles  were  rais'3, 
186  fretted  roofs  with  poiifh'd  metals  blaz'd  ; 
No  labotir'd  columns  in  long  order  plac'd, 
No  Grecian  flone  the  pompous  arches  grac'd; 
3<Jo  iiightly  bands  in  glittering  armour  wait 
Before  the  fleeplefs  tyrant's  guarded  gate  ; 
No  chargers  then  were  wrought  in  burYiiflVd  gold. 
Norfilver  vafes  took  the  forming  mould; 
Nor  gems  on  bowls  embofs'd  were  feen  to  fhine, 
Blaze  on  the  brims,  and  fparkle  in  the  wine — 
Say,  wretched  rivals  1  what  provekes  your  rage  ? 
Say,  to  what  end  your  impious  arm,s  engage  ? 
Not  all  bright  Phcebus  views  in  early  morn, 
Or  when  his  evening  beams  the  weft  adorn, 
When  the  ibuth  glows  with  his  meridian  ray, 
And  the  cold  nerth  receives  a  fainter  day;    . 


r.     ? 

muftf 


For  crimes  like  thefe,  not  all  thofe  realms  fuffiee 
Were  all  thofe  realms  the  guilty  victor's  prize  ! 

But  fortune  now  (the  lots  of  empire  thrown) 
Decrees  to  proud  Eteocles  the  crown  : 
What  joys,  oh  tyrant !  fwell'd  thy  foul  that  day, 
When  all  were  flaves  thou  couldft  around  furvc 
Pleas'd  to  behold  unbounded  power  thy  own. 
And  fingly  fill  a  fear'd  and  envy'd  throne  ! 

But  the  vile  vulgar,  ever  difcontenr, 
Their  growing  feirs  in  fecret  murmurs  vent; 
Still  proae  to  change,  though  ftill  the  flaves  of  i 
And  fure  the  monarch  whom  they  have,  to  hate 
New  Icrds  they  madly  make,  then  tamely  fcear, 
And  foftly  curfe  the  tyrants  whom  they  fear. 
And  one  of  thofe  who  groan  beneath  the  fway 
Of  kings  impos'd,  and  grudgingly  obey, 
TWhom  envy  to  the  great  and  vulgar  fpite 
With  fcandal  arm'd,  th'  ignoble  mind's  delight) 
Exclaim'd — O  Thebes!  for  thee  what  fates  remain 
What  wees  attend  this  inaufpicious  reign  ! 
Muft  we,  alas  !  our  doubtful  necks  prepare, 
Each  haughty  matters  yoke  by  turns  to  bear, 
And  ftill  to  change  whom  changM  we  ftill  muft  i 

fear  ? 

Thefe  now  controul  a  wretched  people's  fate, 
Thefe  can  divide,  and  thefe  reterfe  the  ftate  : 
Ev'n  fortune  rules  no  more  : — O  fervile  land, 
Where  cxil'd  tyrants  ftill  by  turns  command  1 
Thou  fire  of  gods  and  men,  imperial  Jove  ! 
Is  this  th'  eternal  doom  decreed  above  ? 
On  thy  own  offspring  haft  thou  fix'd  this  fate, 
From  the  firft  birth  of  our  unhappy  ftate; 
When  banifh'd  Cadmus,  wandering  o'er  the  main. 
For  loft  Europa  fearch'd  the  world  in  vain, 
And,  fated  in  Bceotion  fields  to  found 
A  rifing  empire  en  a  foreign  ground, 
Firft  rais'd  our  walls  on  that  ill-omen'd  plain, 
Where  earth-born  brothers  were  by  brothers  llaiu  ? 
WKat  lofty  looks  th'  unrival'd  monarch  bears! 
How  all  the  tyrant  in  his  face  appears  ! 
What  fullen  fury  clouds  his  fcornful  brow  ? 
Gods  1  how  his  eyes  with  threatening  ardour  glow  I 
Can  this  imperious  lord  forget  to  reign, 
Quit  all  his  ftate,  defcend,  and  ferve  again  ? 
Yet  who,  before, more  popularly  bow'd, 
Who  more  propitious  to  the  fuppliant  crowd  ? 
Patient  of  right,  familiar  in  the  throne  ? 
What  wonder  then  ?  he  was  not  then  alone. 
O  wretched  we,  a  vile  fubmiflivc  train, 
Fortune's  tame  fools,  and  flaves  in  every  reign  ! 

As  when  two  winds  with  rival  force  contend, 
This  way  and  that,  the  wavering  fails  they  bend, 
While  freezing  Boreas  and  black  Eurus  blow, 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  reeling  veflel  throw  : 
Thus,  on  each  fide,  alas !  our  tottering  ftate 
Feels  all  the  fury  of  refiftlefs  fate; 
And  doubtful  ftill,  and  ftill  diflraded  ftands, 
While  that  prince  threatens,  and  while  this  cora- 

And  now  th' almighty  father  of  the  gods[mands» 
Convenes  a  council  in  the  bleft  abodes : 
Far  in  the  bright  receffes  of  the  ikies, 
High  o'er  the  rolling  heavens,  a  manfion  lies, 
Whence,  far  below,  the  gods  at  once  furvey 
The  realms  of  rifing  and  declining  day,        [Tea. 
And  all  th'  extended  fpace  tf  earth,  and  air,and^ 
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Full  in  the  midft,  and  on  a  ftarry  throne, 
The  majefty  of  heaven  fuperior  fhone ; 
Serene  he  lock'tl,  and  gave  an  awful  nod, 
And  all  the  trembling  fpheres  confefs'd  the  God. 
At  Jove's  affcnt,  the  deities  around 
In  folemn  ftate  the  confiftory  crown'd. 
Next  a  long  order  of  inferior  powers 
Afcend  from  hills,  and  plains,  and  fhadybbwers; 
Thole  from  whofe  urns  the  rolling  rivers  flow  ; 
And  thcfe  that  give  the  wandering  winds  to  blow  : 
Here  all  their  rage,  and  ev'n  their  murmurs  ceafe, 
And  facred  filence  reigns,  and  univeri'al  peace. 
A  fhining  fynod  of  majeftic  gods  . 
-Gilds  with  new  luftre  the  divine  abodes; 
Heaven  ieems  improv'd  with  a  fuperior  ray, 
And  the  bright  arch  reflects  a  double  day. 
The  monarch  then  his  folemn  filence  broke, 
The  ftill  creation  liftened  while  he  fpoke ; 
Each  facred  accent  bears  eternal  weight. 
And  each  irrevocable  word  is  fate. 

How  long  fhall  man  the  wrath  of  Heaven  defy, 
And  force-unwilling  vengeance  from  the  iky  1 
Oh  race  confederate  into  crimes,  that  prove 
Triumphant  o'er  th'  eluded  rage  of  Jove  ! 
This  weary  arm  can  fcarce  the  bolt  luftain, 
And  unregarded  thunder  rolls  in  vain  : 
Th'  o'erlabour'd  Cyclop  from  his  tafk  retires; 
Th'  JEolLn  forge  exhaufted  of  its  fires, 
For  this  I  fuffer'd  Phoebus'  fteeds  to  ftray, 
And  the  mad  ruler  to  mifguid^  the  day, 
When  the  wide  earth  to  heaps  of  afhes  turn'd, 
And  heaven  itfelf  the  wandering  chariot  burn'd. 
For  this,  my  brother  of  the  watery  reign  T 

Releas'd  th'  impetuous  fhiices  of  the  main  :        > 
But  flames  confum'd,  and  billows  rag'd  in  vain,  j 
Two  races  now,  ally'd  to  Jove,  offend  : 
To  punifh  thefe,  fee  Jove  himfclf  defcend. 
The  Theban  kings  their  line  from  Cadmus  trace, 
From  godlike  Perfeus  thofe  of  Argive  race. 
Unhappy  Cadmus'  fate  who  docs  not  know, 
And  the  long  feries  of  fucceeding  woe  ? 
How  oft  the  furies,  from  the  deeps  of  night, 
Arofe,  and  mix'd  with  men  in  mortal  fight : 
Th'  exulting  mother,  ftain'd  with  filial  blood; 
The  favage  hunter,  and  the  haunted  wood  ? 
The  direful  banquet  why  Ihould  I  proclaim, 
And  crimes  that  grieve  the   trembling  gods  to 

name  ? 

Ere  I  recount  the  fins  of  thefe  profane,  ^ 

The  fun  would  fink  into  the  weflern  main,         C 
And  rifing  gild  the  radiant  eaft  ajain.  j 

Have  we  not  feen  (the  blood  of  Laius  fhed) 
The  murueriug  fon  afcend  his  parent's  bed,  , 
Through  violated  nature  force  his  way, 
And  (lain  the  facred  womb  where  once  he  lay  ? 
Yet  now  in  darknefs  and  defpair  he  groans, 
And  for  the  crimes  of  guilty  fate  atones  ; 
His  fons  with  fcorn  their  eyelefs  father  view, 
Infult  his  wounds,  and  make  them  bleed  anew. 
Thy  curie,  oh  !  Oedipus,  juft  heaven  alarms, 
And  fets  th'  avenging  thundercr  in  arms. 
I  from  the  root  thy  guilty  race  will  te,ar, 
And  give  the  nations  to  the  waftc  of  war. 
Adraitus  foon,  with  gods  averfe,  fhall  join 
Is'  djre  alliance  with  the  Theban  line  ;• 


r 


Hence  ftrife  fhall  rife,  and  mortal  war  fucceed; 
The  guilty  realms  of  Tantalus  fhall  bleed  : 
Fix'd  is  their  doom  ;  this  all-remembering  breaft 
Yet  harbours  vengeance  for  the  tyrant's  feaft. 
'     He  faid ;    and  thus  the   queen  of  heaven  re- 

turn'd 

(With  fudden  grief  her  labouring  bofom  burn'd}  : 
Muft  1,  whofe  cares  Phoroneus'  towers  defend, 
Mud  I,  oh  Jove,  in  bloody  wars  contend  ? 
Thou  know'ft  thofe  regions  rny  protection  claim, 
Glorious  in  arms,  in  riches,  and  in  fame  : 
Though  there  the  fair  Egyptian  heifer  fed, 
And  there  deluded  Argus  flept,  and  bled ; 
Though  there  the  brazen  tower  was  ftorm'd  of  old, 
When  Jove  defcended  in  almighty  gold. 
Yet  I  can  pardon  thofe  obfcurer  rapes, 
Thofe  bafhful  crimes  difguis'd  in  borrow'd  fliapes  ; 
But  Thebes,  where,  fhining  in  celeftial  charms, 
Thou  cam'ft  triumphant  to. a  mortal's  arms, 
When  all  my  glories  o'er  her  limbs  were  fpread, 
And  blazing  lightningsdanc'd  around  her  bed; 
Curs'd  Thebes  the   vengeance  it  deferves  may 

prove — 

Ah,  why  fhould  Argos  feel  the  rage  of  Jove  ? 
Yet,  fince  thou  wilf  thy  fifter  queen  coritroul, 
Since  ftill  the  luft  of  difcord  fires  thy  foul, 
Go,  raz-e  my  Samos,  let  Mycene  fall, 
And  level  with  the  duft  the  Spartan  wall; 
No  more  let  mortals  Juno's  power  invoke,, 
Her  fanes  no  mors  with  eaflern  incenfe  fmoke, 
Nor  victims  fink  beneath  the  facved  ftroke  ; 
But  to  your  Ifis  all  my  rights  transfer, 
Let  altars  blaze  and  temples  fmoke  for  her ; 
For  her,  through  Egypt's  fruitful  clime  renown'd, 
Let  weeping  Nilus  hear  the  timbrel  found. 
But  if  thou  muft  reform  the-ftubborn  times, 
Avenging  on  the  fons  the  father's  crimes, 
And  from  the  long  records  of  diftant  age 
Derive  incitements  to  renew  thy  rage  ; 
Say,  from  what  period  then  has  Jove  defign'd 
To  date  his  vengeance  ;  to  what  bounds  confin'd  ? 
Begin  from  whence,  where  firft  Alpheus  hides 
His  wandering  ftream,  and  through  the  briny  | 

tides 

Unmix'd  to  his,  Sicilian  river  glides. 
Thy  own.  Arcadians  there  the  thunder  claim, 
Whofe  impious  rites  difgrace  the  mighty  name  ;, 
Who  raife  thy  temples  where  the  chariot  flood 
Of  fierce  Oenomaus,  defil'd  with  blood  ; 
Where  once  his  fteeds  their  favage  banquet  found 
And  human  bones  yet  whiten  ail  the  ground. 
Say,  can  thofe  honours  pleafe?   and  canft  thou. 

love 

Prefumptuous  Crete,  that  boafts  the  tomb  of  Jove  I 
And  fhall  not  Tautalus's  kingdom  fhare 
Thy  wife  and  fitter's  tutelary  care? 
Reverfe,  O  Jove,  thy  too  fcvere  decree, 
Nor  doom  to  war  a  race  deriv'd  from  thee ; 
On  impious  realms  and  barbarous  kings  impofe 
Thy  plagues,  and  curfe  them  with  fuch  fons  as 

thofe. 

Thus,  in  reproach  and  prayer,  the  queen  exprefs'd 
The  rage  and  grief  contending  in  her  breaft ; 
Unmov'd  remain'd  the  ruler  of  the  fky, 
And  from  his  throne  return'd  this  ilern  reply; 
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*Twas  thus!  deetn'd  thy  haughty  foul  would  bear~> 
The  dire,  though  juft,  revenge  which  I  prepare  >• 
Againit  a  nation  thy  peculiar  care  :  j 

No  lefs  Dione  mfght  for  Thebes  contend, 
Nor  Bacchus  lefs  his  native  town  defend  ; 
Yet  thefe  in  filence  fee  the  fates  fulfil 
Their  work,  and  reverence  our  fuperior  wilL 
For,  by  the  black  infernal  Styx  I  fwear, 
(That  dreadful  oath  which  binds  the  thunderef ),  - 
"Tis  fix*d  ;  th'  irrevocable  doom  of  Jove  ; 
No  force  can  bend  me,  no  perfuafion  move. 
Hafte  then,  Cyllenius,  through  the  liquid  air  j 
Go  mount  the  winds,  and  to  the  (hades  repair ; 
Bid  hell's  black  monarch  my  commands  obey, 
And  give  up  JLaius  to  the  realms  of  day, 
Whofe  ghoft,  yet  fhivering  on  Cocytus'  fand, 
Xxpe&s  its  paffage  to  the  farther  ftrand  : 
Xet  the  pale  fire  revifit  Thebes,  and  bear 
Thefe  pleafing  orders  to  the  tyrant's  ear ; 
That,  from  his  exil'd  brother,  fwell'd  with  pride 
Of  foreign  forces,  and  his  Argive  bride, 
Almighty  Jove  commands  him  to  Detain 
The  promis'd  empire,  and  alternate  reign  : 
Be  this  the  caufe  of  more  than  mortal  hate : 
The  reft,  fucceeding  times  fhall  ripen  into  fate. 

The  god  obeys,  and  to  his  feet  applies 
Thofe  golden  wings  that  cut  the  yielding  fkics. 
His  ample  hat  his  beamy  locks  o'erfpread, 
And  veil'd  the  ftarry  glories  of  his  head. 
He  feiz'd  the  wand  that  caufes  deep  to  fly, 
Or  in  foft  flumbers  feals  the  wakeful  eye ; 
That  drive*  the  dead  to  dark  Tartarian  coafts, 
Or  back  to  life  compels  the  wandering  ghofts. 
Thus,  through  the  parting  clouds,  the  fon  of  May 
Wings  on  the  whittling  winds  hit  rapid  way  ; 
!Now  fmoothly  fteers  through  air  his  equal  flight, 
Now  fprings  aloft,  and  towers  th'  etherial  height; 
Then  wheeling  down  the  fteep  of  heaven  he  flies, 
And  draws  a  radiant  circle  o'er  the  fkies. " 

Meantime  the  banifh'd  Polynices  roves 
(Hi»    Thebes  abandon'd)    through    th'  Aonian 
groves,  [light, 

While  future  realms  his  wandering  thoughts  de- 
His  daily  vifion,  and  his  dream  by  night ; 
Forbidden  Thebes  appears  before  his  eye, 
From  whence  he  fees  his  abfent  brother  fly, 
With  tranfport  views  the  airy  rule  his  own, 
And  fwells  on  an  imaginary  throne. 
Fain  would  he  caft  a  tedious  age  away, 
And  live  out  all  in  one  triumphant  day. 
He  chides  the  lazy  progrefs  of  the  fun, 
And  bids  the  year  with  fwifcer  motion  run. 
With  anxious  hopes  his  craving  mind  is  toft, 
And  all  his  joys  in  length  of  wifhes  loft 

The  hero  then  tefolves  his  courfeto  bend 
Where  ancient  Danaus'  fruitful  fields  extend, 
And  fam'd  Mycenc's  lofty  towers  afcend, 
( Whefe  late  the  fun  did  Atreus'  crimes  deteft, 
And  difappear'd  :n  horror  of  the  feaft.) 
And  now,  by  chance,  by  fate,  or  furies  led, 
From  Bacchus'  coniecrated  caves  he  fled, 
Where  the  fhrill  cries  of  frantic  matrons  found. 
And  Pentheus'  blood  enrith'd  the  riling  ground 
Then  fees  Cithxron  towering  o'er  the  plain, 
And  ihencc  declining  gently  to  the  main.. 


Next  to  the  bounds  of  Nifu»'  realm  repairs* 
Where  treacherous  Scylla  cut  the  purple  hainj 
The  hanging  cliffb  of  Scyron'i  rock  explores, 
And  hears  the  murmurs  of  the  different  fhores : 
Paffes  the  ftraight  that  parts  the  foaming  fcas, 
And  {lately  Corinth's  pleafing  fite  furveys. 

'Twasnowthe  time  when  Phcebusyieldslonigl 
And  rifing  Cynthia  fheds  her  filver  light, 
Wide  o'er  the  world  in  folemn  pomp  me  drew 
Her  airy  chariot  hun£  tvith  pearly  dew ; 
All  birds  and  beafts  lie  hufh'd  :  fleep  fteals  a^ 
The  wild  dcfiresof  men,  and  toils  of  day, 
And  brings,  defcending  through  the  filcnt  air, 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  human  care. 
Yet  no  red  clouds,  with  golden  borders  gay, 
Promife  the  fkies  fche  bright  return  of  day ; 
No  faint  reflections  of  the  diftant  light; 
Streak  with  long  gleams  the  fcattering  made* 

night ; 

From  the  damp  earth  impervious  vapours  rife, 
Increafe  the  darkneis,  and  involve  the  fkies. 
At  once  the  roaring  fkies  with  rufhing  found 
Burft  from  th'  .flSoUan  caves,  and  rend  the  groi 
With  equal  rage  their  airy  quarrel  try, 
And  win  by  turns  tbe  kingdom  of  the  flcy ; 
But  with  a  thicker  night  black  Aufter  fhrouds 
The  heavens,  and  drives  on  heaps  the  rolling  cl 
From  whofe  dark  womb  a  rattling  tempeft  poi 
Which  the  cold  north  congeals  to  haily  fhowers. 
From  pole  to  pole  the  thunder  roars  aloud. 
And  broken  lightnings  flafh  from  every  cloud. 
Now  fmokes  with  (bowers  the  inifty  mountain 

ground, 

And  floated  fields  He  undiftinguifh'd  round. 
Th'  Inachian  flreams  with  headlong  fury  run, 
And  Erifinus  rolls  a  deluge  on  : 
The  foaming  Lerna  fwells  above  its  bounds, 
And  fpreads  its  ancient  poifons  o'er  the  grounds  t 
Where  late  was  duft,  now  rapid  torrents  play, 
Rufh  through  the  mounds,  and  bear  the  dams  a- 

way : 

Old  liinbs  of  trees  from  crackling  forefts  torn, 
Are  whirl'd  in  air,  and  on  the  winds  arc  borne: 
The  ftorm  the  dark  Lycaean  groves  difplay'd, 
And  firft  to  light  expos'd  the  facred  fhade. 
Th'  intrepid  Theban  bears  the  burlting  ficy, 
Sees  yawning  rocks  in  maffy  fragments  fly, 
And  views  attonifh'd  from  the  hills  afar, 
The  floods  defcending,  and  the  watery  war, 
That,  driven  by  ftorms,  and  pouring  o'er  the  plain, 
Swept,  herds  and  hinds,  and  houfes  to  the  main. 
Through  the  brown  horrors  of  the  wight  he  fled. 
Nor  knows,  amaz'd,  what  doubtful  path  to  tread  ; 
His  brother's  image  to  his  mind  appears, 
Inflames  his  heart  with  rage,  and  wings  his  feet, 

with  fears. 

So  fares  a  failor  on  the  ftormy  main, 
When  clouds  conceal  Boote's  golden  wain, 
When  not  a  ftar  its  friendly  luftre  keeps, 
Not  trembling  Cynthia  glimmers  on  the  deeps; 
He  dreads  the  rocks,  and  fhoals,  and  feas  and  ikiea^ 
While  thunder  roars,   and    lightning  round  him 

flies. 

Thus  flrove  the  chief,  on  every  fide  diftrefs'd, 
Thus  flill  his  courage  with  his  toils  incrcas'd  j 


TRANSLATIONS   AND   IMITATIONS. 


With  his  broad  fhield  oppos'd,he  forc'd  his  way 
Through  thickeft  woods,  and  rous'd  the  beafts  of 

prey. 

Till  he  beheld,  where  from  Leriffa's  height 
The  (helving  walls  reflect  a  glancing  light : 
Thither  with  hafte  the  Theban  hero  flics;  T 

On  this  fide  Lerna's  poifonous  water  lies, 
On  that  Profymna's  grove  and  temple  rife  :        J 
Jie  pafs'd  the  gates  which  then  unguarded  lay, 
And  to  the  regal  palace  bent  his  way  ; 
On  the  cold  marble,  fpent  with  toil,  he  lies, 
And  waits  till  pleafing  flumber  feal  his  eyes. 

Adraftus  here  his  happy  people  fways, 
Bleft  with  calm  peace  in  his  delining  days. 
By  both  his  parents  of  defcent  divine, 
Great  Jove  and  Phoebus  grac'd  his  noble  line  : 
Heaven  had  not  crown'd  his  wifhes  with  a  fon, 
But  two  fair  daughters  heir'd  his  ftate  and  throne. 
To  him  Apollo  (wondrous  to  relate  ! 
But  who  can  pierce  into  the  depths  of  fate  ?) 
Had  fung — *'  ExpeA  thy  fons  on  Argos'  Ihore, 
'*  A  yellow  lion,  and  a  briftly  boar." 
This  long  refolv'd  in  his  paternal  breaft, 
Sate  heavy  on  his  heart,  and  broke  his  reft  j 
This,  great  Amphtaraus,  lay  hid  from  thee, 
Though  fkill'd  in  fate,  and  dark  futurity. 
The  father's  care  and  prophet's  art  were  vain, 
For  thus  did  the  predi&ing  ged  ordain. 

Lo  haplefs  Tydeus,  whofe  ill  fated  hand 
Had  (lain  his  brother,  leaves  his  native  land, 
And  feiz'd  with  horror  in  the  (hades  of  night, 
Through  the  thick  defcrts  headlong  urg'd  his  flight: 
Now  by  the  fury  of  the  tempefl  driven, 
He  feeks  a  Shelter  from  th'  inclement  heaven, 
Till,  led  by  Fate,  the  Thcban's  fteps  he  tread*, 
And  to  fair  Argos'  open  court  fucceeds. 

When  thus  the  chiefs  from  different  lands  refort 
T'  Adraftus'  realms,  and  hofpitable  court ; 
The  king  furveyshis  guefts  with  curious  eyes, 
And  views  their  arms  and  habit  with  furprife. 
A  lion's  yellow  (kin  the  Theban  wears, 
Horrid  his  mane,  and  rough  with  curling  hairs ; 
Such  one  employ'd  Alcides*  youthful  toils, 
Ere,  yet  adorn'd  with  Nemea's  dreadful  fpoils. 
A  boar's  fliff  hide,  of  Calydonian  bretd, 
Oenides'  manly  (boulders  overfpread  : 
Oblique  his  tuiks,  ere&  his  briftles  flood; 
Alive,  the  pride  and  terror  of  the  wood. 

Struck  with  the  fight,  and  fix'd  in  deep  amaze, 
The  king  th'  accomplifh'd  oracle  furveys, 
Reveres  Apollo's  vocal  caves,  and  owns 
The  guided  godhead,  and  his  future  fons. 
O'er  all  his  bofom  fecret  tranfports  reign, 
And  a  glad'horror  (hoots  through  every  vein. 
To  heaven  he  lifts  his  hands,  erecl:  his  fight, 
And  thus  invokes  the  filent  queen  of  night : 

Goddefs  of  (hades,  beneath  whofe  gloomy  reign, 
Yon'  fpangled  arch  glows  with  the  ftarry  train  ; 
You  who  the  cares  of  heaven  and  earth  allay,    - 
Till  nature  quicken'd  by  th'  infpiring  ray, 
"Wakes  to  new  vigour  with  the  rifing  day; 
O  thou  who  frcell  me  from  my  doubtful  ftate, 
Long  loft  and  wilder'd  in  the  maze  of  fate ! 
Be  prefent  ftill,  oh  goddefs  1  in  our  aid ; 
proceed,  and  firm  thofc  omens  thoahaft  made. 


We  to  thy  name  our  annual  rites  will  pay, 
And  on  thy  altars  facrifices  lay. 
The  fable  flock  (hall  fall  beneath  the  ftroke, 
And  fill  thy  temples  with  a  grateful  fmoke. 
Hail,  faithful  Tripos !  hail,  ye  dark  abodes 
Of  awful  Phoebus  :  I  confefs  the  gods  ! 

Thus,    feiz'd,  with  facred  fear,  the  monarch 

pray'd; 

Then  to  his  inner  court  the  guefts  convey'd  : 
Where  yet  thin  fumes  from  dying  fparks  arife, 
And  duft  yet  white  upon  each  altar  lies, 
The  relic*  of  a  former  facrifice. 
The  king  once  more  the  folemn  rites  requires, 
And  bids  renew  the  feafts,  and  wake  the  fires. 
His  train  obey,  while  all  the  courts  around 
With  noify  care  and  various  tumult  found. 
Embroider'd  purple  clothes  the  golden  beds ; 
This  (lave  the  floor,  and  that  the  table  fpreads  ; 
A  third  difpels  the  darknefs  of  the  night, 
And  fills  depending  lamps  with  beams  of  light ; 
Here  loaves  in  canifters  are  pil'd  on  high, 
And  there  in  flames  the  flaughter'd  victims  fly. 
Sublime  in  regal  ftate  Adraftus  (hone, 
Stretch'd  on  rich  carpets  on  his  ivory  throne  ^ 
A  lofty  couch  receives  each  princely  gueft; 
Around  at  awful  diftance  wait  the  reft. 

And  now  the  king,  his  royal  feaft  to  grace, 
Aceftis  calls,  the  guardian  of  his  race, 
Who  firft  their  youth  in  arts  of  virtue  train'd, 
And  their  ripe  years  in  modeft  grace  maintaui'd  j 
Then  foftly  whifperrd  in  her  faithful  ear, 
And  bade  his  daughters  at  the  rites  appear. 
When,  from  the  clofe  apartments  of  the  nightr 
The  royal  nymphs  approach  divinely  bright ; 
Such  was  Diana's,  fuch  Minerva's  face  : 
Nor  (bine  their  beauties  with  fuperior  grace, 
But  that  in  thefe  a  milder  charm  endears, 
And  lefs  of  terror  in  their  looks  appears. 
As  on  the  heroes  firft  they  caft  their  eyes, 
O'er  their  fair  cheeks  the  glowing  blufhes  rife, 
Their  downcaft  looks  a  decent  fhame  confefs'd, 
Then  on  their  father's  reverend  features  reft. 

The  banquet  done,  the  monarch  gives  the  figm 
To  fill  the  goblet  high  with  fparkling  wine, 
Which  Danaus  us'd  in  facred  rites  of  old, 
With  fculpture  grac'd,  and  rough  with  rifing  gold, 
Here  to  the  clouds  victorious  Perfeus  flies, 
Medufa  feems  to  move  her  languid  eyes, 
And,  ev'n  in  gold,  turns  paler  as  (he  dies. 
There  from  the  chafe  Jove's  towering  eagle  bears. 
On  golden  wings,  the  Phrygian  to  the  ftars : 
Still  as  he  rifes  in  th'  etherial  height, 
His  native  mountains  leffen  to  his  fight; 
While  all  his  fad  companions  upward  gaze, 
Fix'd  on  the  glorious  fcene  in  wild  amaze  ; 
And  the  fwift  hounds,  affrighted  as  he  flies, 
Run  to  the  (hade,  and  bark  againft  the  ikies. 

This   golden  bowl   with  generous  juice   was 

crown'd, 

The  firft  libation  fprinkled  on  the  ground  : 
By  turns  on  each  celeftial  power  they  call; 
With  Phoebus'  name  refounds  the  vaulted  hall. 
The  courtly  train,  the  ftrangers,  and  the  reft, 
Crown'd  with  chaftc  laurel,  and  with  garland* 
drefs'd,  £ 
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While  with  rich  gums  the  fuming  altars  blare, 
Salute  the  god  in  numerous  hymns'of  praife. 

Then  thus  the  king  :   Perhaps,  ray  noble  guefls, 
Thefe'honour'd  altars,  and  thde  annual  feafts 
To  bright  Apollo's  awful  name  defign'd, 
Unknown,  with  w»nder  may  perplex  your  mind. 
Great  was  the  caufc;  our  old  Iblcmnities 
From  no  blind  zeal  or  fond  tradition  rife; 
But,  fav'dfrom  death,  our  Argives  yearly  pay 
Thefe  grateful-  honours  to  the  God  of  day. 

When  by  a  thoufand  darts  the  Python  flain 
With  orbs  unrolPd  lay  covering  all  the  plain, 
(Transfix'd  as  o'er  Caftalia's  ftrearnshe  hung, 
Andfuck'dnew  poifons  with  his  triple  tongue) 
To  Argos*  realms  the  vidlor  god  reforts,  - 
And  enters  old  Crotopus'  humble  courts. 
This  rural  prince  one  only  daughter  blefs'd, 
That  all  the  charms  of  blooming  youth  pofie&'d; 
Fair  was  her  face,  and  fpotlefs  was  her  mind, 
Where  filial  love  with  virgin  fweetnefs  join'd. 
Happy  !  and  happy  ftill  fhe  might  have  prov'd, 
Were  fhe  lefs  beautiful,  or  lefs  belov'd  ! 
But  Phoebus  lov'd,  and  on  the  flowery  fide 
Of  Nemea's  ftream  the  yielding  fair  enjoy'd  : 
Now,  e'er  ten  moons  their  orb  with  light  adorn, 
Th'  illuftrious  offspring  of  the  God  was  born ; 
The  nymph,  her  father's  anger  to  evade, 
Retires  from  Argos  to  the  fylvan  (hade  ; 
To  woods  and  wilds  the  pleafing  burden  bears, 
And  trcfts  her  infant  to  a  fhepherd's  cares. 

How  mean  a  fate,  unhappy  child,  is  thine  ! 
Ah,  how  unworthy  thofe  of  race  divine ! 
On  flowery  herbs  in  fome  green  covert  laid, 
His  bed  the  ground,  his  canopy  the  (hade, 
He  mixes  with  the  Meeting  lambs  his  cries,         "> 
While  the  rude  fwain  his  rural  mufic  tries, 
To  call  foft  flumber  on  hix  infant  eye*.  j 

Tet  even  in  thofe  obfcure  abodes  to  live, 
Was  more,  alas  !  than  cruel  fate  would  give ; 
For  on  the  grafi'y  verdure  as  he  !<>y, 
And  breath'd  the  frefhnefs  of  the  early  day, 
Devouring  dogs  the  helplefs  infant  tore, 
Fed  on  his  trembling  limbs,  and  lapp'd  the  gore. 
Th'  aftonifh'd  mother,  when  the  rumour  came, 
Forgets  her  father,  and  negleds  her  fame, 
With  loud  complaints  fhe  fills  the  yielding  air,- 
And  beats  her  breafts,  and  rends  her  flowing  hair ; 
Then  wild  with  anguifh  to  her  fire  fhe  Hies, 
Demands  the  fcntenco,  and  contented  dies. 

But,  touch'd  with  forrow  for  the  dead  too  late, 
The  raging  god  prepares  t'  avenge  her  fate. 
He  fejids  a  monfter,  horrible  and  fell, 
Begot  by  furies  in  the  depths  of  hell. 
The  peft  a  virgin's  face  and  bofom  bears ; 
High  oh  a  crown  a  rifing  make  appears, 
Guards  her  black  front,  and  hiffes  in  her  hairs 
About- the  realm  fhe  walks  her  dreadful  round, 
When   night  with   fable    wings  o'erfpreads   the 

g'round, 

Devours  young  babes  before  their  parents  eyes, 
And  feeds  and  thrives  on  public  miferie?. 

B*ut  generous  rage  the  bold  Chorcebus  warms, 
Choroebus,  fam'd  for  virtue,  as  for  arms  ; 
Some  few' like  him,  infpir'd  with  martial  flame, 
Thought  a  $iort  life  well  ioft  for  efldlefs  fame. 
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Thefe,  where  two  ways  in  -       Hivide, 

The  direful  monfter  from  af;ir  c'eicry'd  ; 
Two  bleeding  babes  depending  at  her  fide, 
Whofe  panting  vitals,  warm  with  life,  fhe  draws, 
And  in  their  hearts  emhrues  htr  cruel  claws. 
The  youths  furround  her  with  extended  fpears; 
But  brave  Choroebu*  in  the  front  appears, 
Deep  in  her  breaft  h'.-  }  lung'd  his  fhining  fvrord, 
And  hell's  dire  monfter  back  to  hell  reftor'd. 
Th'  Inachians  view  the  flain  with  vaft  iurprife, 
Her  twifting  volumes,  and  her  roiling  eyt  s, 
Her  fpotted  breaft,  am'  mbembru'd 

Wirh  livid  poifon,  and  our  children's  blood. 
The  crowd  in  ftupid  wonder  fix'd  appear, 
Pale  ev'n  in  joy,  nor  yet  forget  to  fear. 
Sonle  with    vaft    beams  the  fcfualid  corpfe  en* 


And  wear}'  all  the  wild  effort?  of  r 
The  birds  obfcene,  that  rightly  flock'd  to  tafte, 
With  hollow  fcreeches  fled  the  dire  repalt  ; 
And  ravenous  dogs,  allur'd  by  fcented  blood, 
And  ftarving  wolves  ran  howling  to  the  wood. 

Bur.fir'd  withra»e,from  cleft  Parnaffus'  browV 
Avenging  Phoebus  bent  his  deadly  bow, 
And  hiffing  flew  the  feather'd  fates  below  :        y 
A  night  of  fultry  clouds  involv'd  around 
1  he  towers,  the  fields  and  the  devoted  ground : 
And  now  a  thoufand  lives  together  fled,  •% 

Death  with  his  fcythe  cut  off  the  fatal  thread,      V 
And  a  whole  province  in  his  triumph  led.  j 

But  Pl.cebua,  afk'd  why  nc^xious  fire>*  appear, 
And  raging  Sirius  blafts  the  fkkly  year  ; 
Demands  their  lives  by  whom  hi*  monfter  fell, 
And  dooms  a  dreadful  facrifice  fo  hti!. 

Bieft  be  thy  uuft,  and  let  eternal  fame 
Attend  thy  manes,  and  preferve  thy  name, 
Undaunted  hero  !  who,  divinely  brave, 
In  fuch  a  caufe  tlifdain'd  thy  life  to  fare: 
But  view'd  the  fhnne  with  a  fuperior  loofc,' 
And  its  upbraided  godhead  thus  befpoke  : 

With  piety,  the  f<  ul's  fecureft  guard, 
And  confcious  virtue,  ftlll  its  own  reward, 
Willing  I  come,  unknowing  hew  to  fear  ; 
Nor  fhalttiiou,  Phrebus,  find  a  fupplianr  here. 
Thy  monfter's  death  to  me  wa*  ow'd  alone, 
And  'tis  a  deed  too  glorious  to  difown. 
Behold  him  here,  for  whom,  fo  many  days. 
Impervious  clouds  coriceal'd  thy  fullen  rays  ; 
For  whom,  as  man  no  longer  claim'd  thy  care, 
Such  numbers  feiJ  by  pettilential  air  ! 
But  if  th'  abnndon'd  race  of  human  kind 
From  gods  above  no  more  compaffion  find; 
If  fuch  inclemency  in  heaven  can  dwell,  *  ~i 

Yet  why  muft  unoffending  Art^os  feel 
The  vengeance  due  to  this  unlucky  fteel  ?  j 

On  me,  on  me,  let  all  thy  fury  fill, 
Nor  err  from  me,  fince  I  drfcrve  it  all  : 
Unlefj  our  defert  cities  pleafe  thy  fight, 
Or  funeral  flames  reHecl  a  c  ra'cfnl  li.^ht, 
Difcliarge  thy  fhafts,  this  ready  bofom  rend, 
And  to  the  fhades  a  gholl  triumphant  fend  j 
But^r  my  country  let  my  fate  arone, 
Be  mine  the  vengeance,  as  the  crime  my  own, 
Merit  diftrefs'd,  impartial  heaven  relieves  : 
Unwelcome  life  relenting  Phoebus  gives; 
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For  not  the  vengeful  power,  that  glow'd  with  rage, 
With  fuch  amazing  virtue  durft  engage. 
The  clouds  difpers'd,  Apollo's  wrath  expir'd, 
And  from  the  wondering  god  th'  unwilling  youth 

retir'd. 

Thence  we  thefe  altars  in  his  temple  raife, 
And  offer  annual  honours,  feafts,  and  praife ; 
Thofe  folemn  feafts  propitious  Phoebus  pleafe : 
Thefe  honours,  ftillrenew'd,his  ancient  wrath  ap- 

peafe. 

But  fay,  illuftrious  gueft !   (adjoin'd  the  king) 
What  name  you  bear,  from  what  high  race  you 

fpring  ? 

The  noble  Tydeus  {lands  confefs'd  and  known 
Our  neighbour  prince,  and  heir  of  Calydon. 
Relate  your  fortnnes,  while  the  friendly  night 
And  filent  hours  to  various  talk  invite. 

The  Theban  bends  on  earth  his  gloomy  eyes ; 
Confus'd  and  fadly  thus  at  length  replies  : 
Before  thefe  altars  how  fhall  I  proclaim 
(Oh  generous  prince  !)  my  nation  or  my  name, 
Or  through  what  veins  our  ancient  blood  has  roll'd? 
Let  the  fad  tale  for  ever  relt  untold  ! 
Yet  if,  propitious  to  a  wretch  unknown, 
You  feek  to  fhare  in  forrows  not  your  own  ; 
Know  then,  fronj  Cadmus  I  derive  my  race, 
Jocafha's  fon,  and  Thebes  my  native  place. 
To  whom  the  king  (who  felt  his  generous  bread 
Touch'd  with  concern  for  his  unhappy  gueft) 
Replies : — Ah  why  forbears  the  fon  to  name 
His  wretched  father,  known  too  well  by  fame  ? 
Fame,  that  delights  around  the  world  to  ftray, 
Scorns  not  to  take  our  Argos  in  her  way. 
Ev'n  thofe  who  dwell  where  funs  at  diftance  roll, 
In  northern  wilds,  and  freeze  beneath  the  pole ; 
And  thofe  who  tread  the  burning  Libyan  lands, 
The  faithlefs  Syrtes,  and  the  moving  fands ; 
Who  view  the  weftern  fea's  extremeft  bounds, 
Or  drink  of  Ganges  in  their  eaftern  grounds; 
All  thefe  the  woes  of  OZdipus  have  known, 
Your  fates,  your  furies,  and  your  haunted  town. 
If  on  the  fons  the  parents'  crimes  defcend, 
What  prince  from  thofe  his  lineage  can  defend  ? 
Be  this  thy  comfort,  that  'tis  thine  t'  efface 
With  virtuous  acls  thy  anceftor's  difgrace, 
And  be  thylelf  the  honour  of  thy  race. 
But  fee  !  the  ftars  begin  to  {leal  away, 
And  fhine  more  faintly  at  approaching  day. 
Now  pour  the  wine  ;  and  in  your  tuneful  lays 
Once  more  refound  the  great  Apollo's  praife. 
Oh  father  Phoebus  !  whether  Lycia's  coaft 
And  fnowy  mountains  thy  bright  prefence  boaft; 

i  Whether  to  fweet  Caftalia  thou  repair, 

;  And  bathe  in  filver  dews  thy  yellow  hair  ; 

(  Or,  pleas' d  to  find  fair  Delos  float  no  more, 

!  Delight  in  Cynthus,  and  the  fhady  fhore ; 
Or  choofe  thy  feat  in  Ilion's  proud  abodes, 

i  The  fhining  ftrudtures  rais'd  by  labouring  gods; 

!  By  thee  the  bow  and  mortal  {hafts  are  borne  ; 

!  Eternal  charms  thy  blooming  youth  adorn  ; 

!  Skill'd  in  the  laws  of  fecret  fate  above, 
And  the  dark  counfels  of  almighty  Jove, 

;  '  Fis  thine  the  feeds  of  future  war  to  know, 

j  The  change  of  fceptres,  and  impending  wo ; 


When  direful  meteors  fpread  through  glowing  air 
Long  trails  of  light,  and  make  their  blazing  hair, 
Thy  rage  the  Phrygian  felt,  who  durft  afpire 
T'  excel  the  mufic  of  thy  heavenly  lyre; 
Thy  {hafts  aveng'd  lewd  Tityus'  guilty  flame, 
Th'  immortal  victim  of  thy  mother's  fame  ; 
Thy  hand  flew  Python,  and  the  dame  who  loft 
Her  numerous  offspring  for  a  fatal  boaft. 
In  Phlegya's  doom  thy  juft  revenge  appears, 
Condemn'd  to  furies  and  eternal  fears  ; 
He  views  his  food,  but  dreads,  with  lifted  eye, 
The  mouldering  rock  that  trembles  from  on  high. 

Propitious  hear  our  prayer,  O  power  divine  I 
And  on  thy  hofpitable  Argos  {hine, 
Whether  the  ftyle  of  Titan  pleafe  thee  more, 
Whofe  purple  rays  th*  Achsemenes  adore  ; 
Or  great  Ofiris,  who  firft  taught  the  fwatn 
In  Pharian  fields,  to  fow  the  golden  grain ; 
Or  Mitra,  to  whofe  beams  the  Perfian  bows,      * 
And  pays,  in  hollow  rocks,  his  awful  vows ; 
Mitra,  whofe  head  the  blaze  of  light  adorns, 
Who  grafps  the  {Iruggling  heifer's  lunar  horns. 


THE  FABLE  OF  DRYOPE. 
From   Ovid's  Metamorfbofcf)  Book  IX. 

SHE  faid,  and  for  her  loft  Galanthis  fighs, 

When  the  fair  confort  of  herYon  replies : 

Since  you  a  fervant's  ravifa'd  form  bemoan, 

And  kindly  figh  for  forrows  not  your  own  ; 

Let  me  (if  tears  and  grief  permit)  relate 

A  nearer  woe,  a  filter's  ftranger  fate. 

No  nymph  of  all  Oechalia  could  compare 

For  beauteous  form  with  Dryope  the  fair, 

Her  tender  mother's  only  hope  and  pride 

(Myfelf  the  offspring  of  a  fecond  bride.) 

This  nymph  comprefs'd  by  him  who  rules  the  day, 

Whom  Delphi  and  the  Delian  iile  obey, 

Andrsemon  lov'd  ;  and  blefs'd  in  all  thofe  charm* 

That  pleas'd  a  god,  fucceeded  to  her  arms. 

A  lake  there  was,  with  {helving  banks  around, 
Whofe  verdant  fummit  fragrant  myrtles  crown'd. 
Thefe  fhades,  unknowing  of  the  fates,  flie  fought, 
And  to  the  Naiads  flowery  garlands  brought ; 
Her  fmiling  babe  (a  pleafing  charge)  {he  prefl 
Within  her  arms,  and  nourifh'd  at  her  breaft. 
Not  diftant  far,  a  watery  Lotos  grows ; 
The  fpring  was  new,  and  all  the  verdant  boughs 
Adorn'd  with  bloffoms,  promis'd  fruits  that  vie 
In  glowing  colours  with  the  Tyrian  dye  : 
Of  thefe  ftie  cropp'd  to  pleafe  her  infant  fon ; 
And  I  myfelf  the  fame  rafti  aft  had  done, 
But  lo  '.  1  faw  (as  near  her  fide  I  flood) 
The  violated  bloffoms  drop  with  blood. 
Upon  the  tree  I  caft  a  frightful  look  ; 
The  trembling  tree  with  fudden  horror  fliook. 
Lotis  the  nymph  (if  rural  tales  be  true), 
As  from  Priapus*  lawlefs  luft  {he  flew, 
Forfook  her  form  ;  and  fixing  here  became 
A  flowery  plant,  which  ftill  preferv^s  her  name. 
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This  change  unknown,  aftonifh'd  at  the  fight, 
My  trembling  fifter  ftrove  to  urge  her  flight, 
And  firft  the  pardon  of  the  nymphs  implor'd, 
And  thofe  offended  fylvan  powers  ador'd  : 
But  when  (he  backward  would  have  fled,  (he  found 
Her  ftiffening  feet  were  rooted  in  the  ground  : 
In  vain  to  free  her  failen'd  feet  (he  ftrove, 
And,  as  fhe  ftruggles,  only  moves  above  j 
She  feeis  th'  encroaching  bark  around  her  grow 
By  quick  degrees,  and  cover  all  below  : 
Surpris'd  at  this,  her  trembling  hand  (he  heaves 
To  rend  her  hair ;  her  hand  is  fill'd  with  leaves  : 
Where  late  was  hair,  the  {hooting  leaves  are  feen 
To  rife,  and  fhade  her  with  a  fudden  green. 
The  child  Amphiffus,  to  her  bofom  prefs'd, 
Perceiv'd  a  colder  and  a  harder  breaft, 
And  found  the  fpritigs,  that  ne'er  till  then  deny'd 
Their  milky  moifture,  on  a  fudden  dry'd. 
1  faw,  unhappy  !  what  i  now  relate. 
And  flood  the  helplefs  witnefs  of  thy  fate, 
Embrac'd  thy  boughs,  thy  rifing  bark  delay'd, 
There  wifh'd  to  grow,   and  mingle  (hade  with 

fhade. 

Behold  Andrxmon  and  th'  unhappy  fire 
Appear,  and  for  their  Dryope  inquire; 
A  fpringing-  tree  for  Dryope  they  find, 
And  print  warm  kiffes  on  the  panting  rind; 
Proftrate,  with  tears  their  kindred  plant  bedew, 
And  clofe  embrace  as  to  the  roots  they  grew. 
The  face  was  all  that  now  remain'd  of  thee, 
No  more  a  woman,  nor  yet  quite  a  tree ; 
Thy  branches  hung  with  humid  pearls  appear, 
Prom  every  leaf  diftils  a  trickling  tear, 
And  ftrait  a  voice,  while  yet  a  voice  remains, 
Thus  through  the  trembling  boughs  in  fighs  com- 
plains : 

If  to  the  wretched  any  faith  be  given, 
I  fwear  by  all  th'  unpitying  powers  of  heaven, 
No  wilful  crime  tins,  heavy  vengeance  bred ; 
In  mutual  innocence  our  lives  we  led  : 
If  this  be  falfe,  let  thele  new  greens  decay,  } 

Let  founding  axes  lop  my  limbs  away, 
And  crackling  flames  on  all  my  honours  prey  '.  j 
But  from  my  branching  arms  this  infant  bear, 
Let  fome  kind  nurfe  lupply  a  mother's  care  : 
And  to  his  mother  let  him  oft  be  led, 
Sport  in  her  fhades,  and  in  her  (hades  be  fed ; 
Teach  him,  when  firft  his  infant  voice  mail  frame 
Imperfect  word,,  and  lifp  his  mother's  name, 
To  hail  this  tree  ;  and  fay,  with  weeping  eyes, 
"Within  this  plant  my  haplefs  parent  lies  : 
And  when  in  youth  he  feeks  the  fhady  woods, 
Oh,  let  him  fly  the  cryftal  lakes  and  floods, 
Nor  touch  the  fatal  flowers;  but,  warn'd  by  me, 
Believe  a  goddefs  fhrin'd  in  every  tree. 
My  fire,  my  fifter,  ai:d  my  fpoufe,  farewell! 
If  in  your  breafts  or  love  or  pity  dwell, 
Protect  your  plant,  nor  let  my  branches  feel 
The  browfng  cattle,  or  the  piercing  fteel. 
Farewell !  and  fince  I  cannot  bend  to  j')in 
My  lips  to  yours,  advance  at  leaft  to  mine. 
My  fon,  thy  mother's  parting  kifs  receive,  /* 
While  yet  thy  mother  has  a  ki's  to  give. 
,  I  can  no  more  ;  the  creeping  rinr!  invades 
My  clofing  lips,  and  hides  my  head  ia  fhades : 


Remove  your  hands;  the  bark  fhall  foon  fumce* 
ithu'it  their  aid 'to  feal  thefe  dying  eyes. 
She  ceas'd  at  once  to  fpeak,  and  ceas'U  to  be  ; 

And  all  the  nymph  was  loft  within  the  tree  ; 

fet  latent  life  through  her  new  branches  reign' 

And  long  the  plant  a  human  heat  retain'd. 


VERTUMNUS  AND  POMONA. 
From  Ovid's  Met  morplofes,  Book  IV. 

THE  fair  Pomona  flourifh'd  in  his  reign; 
Of  all  the  virgins  of  the  fylvan  train, 
None  tau^kt  the  trf-s  a  noble  race  to  bear, 
Or  more  improv'd  the  vegetable  care. 
To  her  the  fhady  grove,  the  flowery  field, 
The  ftream-  and  fountains,  no  delights  could  yie 
I'wa*  all  her  joy  the  ripening  fruits  to  tend, 
And  fee  the  boughs  with  happy  burthens  bend. 
The  hook  flu-  bore  inftead  of  Cynthia's  fpear, 
To  lop  the  growth  of  the  luxuriant  year, 
To  decent  form  the  lawlefs  fhoots  to  bring, 
And  teach  th'  obedient  branches  where  to  f] 
Now  the  clef:  rind  inierted  graff*  receives, 
And  yields  an  offspring  more  than  nature  gives 
Now  Hiding  flreams  the  thirfty  plants  renew, 
And  feed  their  fibres  with  reviving  dew. 

Thefe  cares  alone  her  virgin  breait  employ, 
Averfe  from  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy. 
Her  private  orchards,  wall'd  on  every  fide, 
To  lawlefs  fylvans  all  accefs  deny'd. 
How  oft  the  Satyrs  and  the  wanton  Fawns, 
Who  haunt  the  forefts,  or  frequent  the  lawns, 
The  god  whofe  enfign  fcares  the  birds  of  prey, 
And  old  Siienus,  youthful  in  decay, 
I.mploy'd  their  wiles  and  unavailing  care, 
To  pafs  the  fences,  and  furprife  the  fair  ' 
Like  thefe,  Vertumnus  own'ci  his  faithful  flame, 
Like  thefe,  rejected  by  the  fcornful  dame. 
To  gain  her  fight  a  thoufai.d  forms  he  wears  : 
And  firft  a  reaper  from  the  field  appears, 
Sweating  he  walks,  while  1-  ads  of  golden  grain 
O'ercharge  the  fhoulder^  of  the  feeming  fwain. 
Oft  o'er  his  back  a  crooked  fcythe  is  laid, 
And  wreaths  of  hay  his  fun-burnt  temples  fhade 
Oft  in  his  harden'd  hand  a  goad  he  bears, 
Like  one  who  late  uiiyoakM  the  fwcating  fleers, 
Sometimes  his  pruniiig-hook  corrects  the  vines, 
And  the  loofe  ftragglers  to  their  ranks  confines. 
Now  gathering  what  the  bounteous  years  allo 
He  pulls  ripe  apples  from  the  bending  boughs. 
A  foldier  now,  he  with  his  fword  appears  ; 
A  fifher  next,  his  trembling  angle  bears. 
Each  fhnpe  he  varies,  and  each  art  he  tr>es, 
On  her  bright  charms  to  feaft  his  longing  eyes.") 

A  female  form  at  laft  Vertumnus  wears, 
With  all  the  marks  of  reverend  age  appears,      Jr 
His  temples  thinly  ft  read  with  filvcr  hairs; 
Propp'd  on  his  ftaff,  and  .n   ^ping  as  he  <y 
A  painted  mitre  fhade-        :    ;ro\v'd  brows. 

I1  The  god  in  this  decrepit  form  array'd  T 

The  gardens  enter'd,  and  the  fruit  furvey'd, 
And"  Happy  you!"  (he  i;his  addrefc 'd  the  maid) ) 


TRANSLATIONS  AND  IMITATIONS. 


"  Whofe  charms  as   far  all  other    nymphs    otit- 

fhine, 

"  As  other  gardens  are  excell'd  by  thine  !" 
Then  kifs'd  che  fair  :   (his  kiffes  warmer  grow 
Than  fuch  as  women  on  their  fex  beftovv  ;) 
Thbn  plac'd  befide  her  on  the  flowery  ground,  . 
Beheld  the  trees  with  autumn's  bounty  crown'd. 
An  elm  was  near,  to  whofe  embraces  led, 
The  curling  vine  her  fwelling  clufters  fpread  ; 
He  view'd  her  twining  branches  with  delight, 
And  prais'd  the  beauty  of  the  pleafing  fight. 
Yet  his  tall  elm,  but  for  his  vine  (he  faid) 
Had  flood  neglected,  and  a  barren  made ; 
And  this  fair  vine,  but  that  her  arms  furround 
Her  marry 'd  elm,  had  crept  along  the  ground. 
Ah,  beauteous  maid  !  let  this  example  move 
Your  mind,  averfe  from  all  the  joys  of  love. 
Deign  to  be  lov'd,  and  every  heart  fubdue  ! 
What  nymph  could  e'er  attradl  fuch  crowds  as 

you  ? 

Not  fhe  whofe  beauty  urg'd  the  Centaur's  arms, 
Ulyffes'  queen,  nor  Helen's  fatal  charms. 
Ev'n  now,  when  filent  fcorn  is  all  they  gain,     v 
A  thoufand    court   you,   though   they  court  in 

vain, 

A  thoufand  fylvan  demigods  and  gods, 
That  haunt  our  mountains,  and  our  Alban  woods. 
But  if  you'll  profper,  mark  what  I  advife, 
Whom  age  and  long  experience  render  wife, 
And  one  whofe  tender  care  is  far  above 
All  that  thefe  lovers  ever  felt  of  love.  -, 
(Far  more  than  e'er  can  by  yourfelf  be  guefs'd) 
Fix  on  Vertumnuc,  and  njecT:  the  reft. 
For  his  firm  faith  I  dare  engage  my  own ; 
Scarce  to  himfelf,  himfelf  is  better  known. 
To  diftant  lands  Vertumnus  never  roves ; 
Like  you,  contented  with  his  native  groves; 
6 


Nor  at  firft  fight,  like  moft,  admires  the  fair ; 
For  you  he  lives ;  and  you  alone  fliall  fhare 
Hislaft  affection,  as  his  early  care. 
Befides,  he's  lovely  far  above  the  reft, 
With  youth  immortal,  and  with  beauty  bleft. 
Add,  that  he  varies  every  fhape  with  eafe, 
And  tries  all  forms  that  may  Pomona  pleafe. 
But  what  fhould  moft  excite  a  mutual  flame, 
Your  rural  cares  and  pleasures  are  the  fame. 
To  him  your  orchard's  early  fruit  arc  due, 
(A  pleafant  offering  when  'tis  made  by  you) 
He  values  thefe  ;  but  yet  (alas  !)  complains, 
That  ftill  thebeft  and  deareft  gift  remains. 
Not  the  fair  fruit  that  on  yori  branches  glow* 
With  that  ripe  red  th'  autumnal  fun  beftows  ; 
Nor  tafteful  herbs  that  in  thefe  gardens  rife, 
Which  the  kind  foil  with  milky  fap  fupplies  ;  ' 
You,  only  you,  can  move  the  god's  defire  ; 
Oh,  crown  fo  conftant  and  fo  pure  a  fire  ! 
Let  foft  compaffion  touch  your  gentle  mind; 
Think,  'tis  Vertumnus  begs  you  to  be  kind: 
So  may  no  froft,  when  early  buds  appear, 
Deftroy  the  promife  of  the  youthful  year ; 
Nor  winds,  when  firft  your  florid  orchard  blows, 
Shake  the  light  bloffoms  from  their  blafted  boughs! 

This  when  the  various  god  had  urg'd  in  vain, 
He  ftrait  afTum'd  his  native  form  again, 
Such,  and  fo  bright  an  afpect  now  he  bears, 
As  when  through  clouds  th'  emerging  fun  appearSj 
And  thence  exerting  his  refulgent  ray, 
Difpels  the  darknefs  and  reveals  the  day. 
Force  he  prepar'd,  but  check'd  the  rafh  defign  ; 
For  when,  appearing  in  a  form  divine. 
The  nymph  furveyshim,  and  beholds  the  grace 
Of  charming  features,  and  a  youthful  face  ! 
n  her  foft  breaft  confenting  paffions  move, 
And  the  warm  maid  confefs'd  a  mutual  lore. 
Fij 


IMITATIONS  OF  ENGLISH  POETS. 

DONE  BY  THE  AUTHOR  IN  HIS  YOUTH. 


I.— CHAUCER. 

WOMEN  ben  full  of  ragerie, 
Yet  fwinkcn  nat  fans  fecfcfic. 
Thilke  moral  fhall  ye  ujnderftoncl, 
From  Schoole-boy'sTale  of  fayre  Irclond  : 
Which  to  the  Fennes  hath  him  betake, 
To  filch  the  gray  ducke  fro  the  lake. 
Right  then,  there  patten  by  the  way 
His  aunt, .and  eke  her  daughters  tway. 
Ducke  in  his  trowfes  hath  he  hent, 
Not  to  be  fpied  of  ladies  gent. 
"  But  ho  !  our  nephew,  (crieth  one) 
"  Ho  !  quoth  another,  Cozen  John  ;" 
And  ftoppen,  and  lough,  and  callen  out, — 
This  lilly  clerk  full  low  doth  lout : 
They  afken  that,  and  talken  this, 
"  Lo  here  is  Coz,  and  here  is  Mifs." 
But,  as  he  glozeth  with  fpeeches  foote, 
The  ducke  fore  tickleth  his  erfe  roote  : 
Fore-piece  and  buttons  all-to-breft, 
Forth  thruft  a  white  neck,  and  red  crefl. 
Te-he,  cry'd  ladies ;  Clerke  nought  fpake  : 
Mifs  ftar'd  ;  and  gray  Ducke  cryeth  quake. 
"  O  moder,  moder,  (quoth  the  daughter 
"  Be  thilke  fame  thing  maids  longen  a'ter  ? 
"  Bette  is  to  pine  on  coals  and  chalke, 
"  Then  truft  on  mon,  whofe  yerde  can  talke. 


II.— SPENSER. 

THE  ALLEY. 
I. 

IN  every  town  where  Thamis  rolls  his  tyde, 
A  narrow  pafs  there  is,  with  houfes  low  ; 
Where  ever  and  anon,  the  flream  is  ey'd, 
And  many  a  boat,  foft  fliding  to  and  fro. 
There  oft  are  heard  the  notes  of  Infant  Woe, 
Thcfhort  thick  fob,  loud  fcream,  and  thriller  fquall : 
How  can  ye,  mothers,  vex  your  children  fo  ? 
Some  play,  fomc  eat,  fome  cack  againft  the  wall, 
And  as  theycrouchen  low,  for  bread  and  butter  call. 

n.  . 

And  on  the  broken  pavement,  here  and  there, 
Doth  many  a  {linking  fprat  and  herring  lie ; 
A  brandy  and  tobacco  fhop  is  near, 
And  hens,  and  dogs,  and  hogs  are  feeding  by  ; 


And  here  a  failor's  jacket  hangs  to  dry. 
At  every  door  are  fun-burnt  matrons  feen, 
Mending  old  nets  to  catch  the  fcaly  fry, 
Now  unging  fhrill,  and  fcolding  eft  between  ; 
Scolds  anfwer  foul-mouth'dfcolds;  bad  neighbour-,; 

hood  I  ween. 

in. 

The  fnappilh  cur  (the  paflcngers  annoy) 
Clofe  at  my  heel  with  yelping  treble  flies ; 
The  whimp'ring  girl,  and  hoarfer-fcreaming  boy, 
Join  to  the  yelping  treble,  (hrilling  cries  ; 
The  fcolding  quean  to  louder  notes  doth  rife, 
And  her,  full  pipes  thofe  fhrilling  cries  confound;  ^ 
To  her  full  pipes  the  grunting  hog  replies ; 
The  grunting  hogs  alarm  the  neighbours  round, 
And  curs,  girls,  boys,  and  fcolds,  in  the  deep  bafc 

are  drown'd. 

IV. 

Hard  by  a  fty,  beneath  a  roof  of  thatch, 
Dwelt  Obloquy,  who  in  her  early  days 
Bafkets  of  fifti  at  Billingfgate  did  watch, 
Cod,  whiting,  oyfter,  mackrel,  fprat,  or  plaice  : 
There  learn'd  fhe  fpeech  from  tongues  that  never 

ceafe. 

Slander  befide  her,  like  a  magpie,  chatters, 
With  Envy,  (fpitting  cat)  dread  foe  to  peace; 
Like  a  curs'd  cur,  Malice,  before  her  clatters, 
And,  vexing  every  wight,  tears  clothes  and  all  t* 

tatters. 

v. 

Her  dugs  were  mark'd  by  every  collier's  hand, 
Her  mouth  was  black  a$  bull  dog's  at  the  (tall : 
She  fcratched,  bit,  and  fpar'd  ne  lace  ne  band, 
And  bitch  and  rogue  her  anfwer  was  to  all ; 
Nay,  e'en  the  parts  of  ftiame  by  name  would  call: 
Yea,  when  ihe  paffed  by  or  lane  or  nook, 
Would   greet  the  man  who  turn'd  him  to  the 

wall, 

And  by  his  hand  obfcene  the  porter  took, 
Nor  ever  did  alkance  like  modeft  virgin  look. 

VI. 

Such  place  hath  Deptford,  navy-building  town, 
Woolwich  and  Wapping,  fmelling  firong  of  pitch  ; 
Such  Lambeth,  envy  of  each  band  and  gown  ; 
And  Twickenham  fuch,  which  fairer  fceries  enrich, 
Grots,  ftatues,  urns,  and  Jo — n's  dog  and  biich. 
Ne  village  is  without,  on  either  fide, 
All  up  the  filver  Thames,  or  all  adown ; 
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Ne  Richmond's  felf,  from  whofe  tall  front  are  ey'd 
Vales,  fpires,  meandering  dreams,  and  Windfor's 
towery  pride. 


III.— WALLER. 

OF  A  LADY   SINGING  TO  HER   LUTE. 

FAIR  charmer,  ceafe,  nor  make  your  voice's  prize 
A  heart  refign'd  the  conqueft  of  your  eyes  : 
Well  might,  alas !  that  threaten'd  veffcl  fail, 
Which  winds  and  lightning  both  at  once  afla.il. 
We  were  too  bleft  with  thefe  enchanting  lays, 
Which  mufl  be  heavenly  when  aa  angel  plays  : 
But  killing  charms  your  lover's  death  contrive, 
Left  heavenly  mufic  mould  be  heard  alive. 
Orpheus  could  charm  the  trees;  but  thus  a  tree, 
Taught  by  your  hand,  can  charm  no  lefs  than  he  : 
A  poet  made  the  filent  wood  purfue, 
This  vocal  wood  had  drawn  the  poet  too. 


On  a  FAN  of  the  Author's  defign,  in  which  IV.TS  painted 
tie  /lory  ofCEPUALUS  and  P  R  o  C  R  i  S ,  ivitb  the  motto, 
AURA  VENI. 

COME,  gentle  air!  th'  ^Eolian  fhephcrd  faid, 

While  Procris  panted  in  the  facred  fhade; 

Come,  gentle  air,  the  fairer  Delia  cries, 

While  at  her  feet  her  fwain  expiring  lies. 

Lo,  the  glad  gales  o'er  all  her  beauties  ftray, 

Breathe  on  her  lip?,  and^in  her  bofom  play  ! 

In  Delia's  hand  this  toy  is  fatal  found, 

Nor  could  that  fabled  dart  more  furely  wound  ; 

Both  gifts  deftrudlive  to  the  givers  prove  ; 

Alike  both  lovers  fall  by  thofe  they  love. 

Yet  guiltlefs  too  this  bright  deftroyer  lives,  [gives; 

At  random  wounds,  nor  knows  the  wound  fhe 

She  views  the  ftory  with  attentive  eyes, 

And  pities  Procris,  while  her  lover  dies. 


IV.— COWLEY. 

THE     GARDEN. 

FAIN  would  my  mufe  the  flowery  treafure  fing, 
And  humble  glories  of  the  youthful  fpring  : 
Where  opening  rofes  breathing  fweets  diffufe, 
And  foft  carnations  fhower  their  balmy  dews; 
Where  lilies  fmile  in  virgin  robes  of  white, 

1  The  thin  undrefs  of  fuperiicial  light, 
And  vary'd  tulips  fhow  fo  dazzling  gay, 

:  Blufhingin  bright  diverfities  of  day. 

j  liach  painted  flowret  in  the  lake  below 

j  Surveys  its  beauties,  whence  its  beauties  grow ; 

!  And  pale  Narciffus  on  the  bank,  in  vain 

I  Transform'd,  gazes  on  himfelf  again. 
Here  aged  trees  cathedral  walks  compofe, 

;  And  mount  the  hill  in  venerable  rows; 
There  the  green  infants  in  their  beds  are  laid, 

j  The  garden's  hope,  and  its  expected  made. 
Here  orange  trees  with  blooms  and  pendants  (hine, 

j  And  vernal  honours  to  their  autumn  join  ; 


Exceed  their  promife  in  their  ripen'd  (lore, 
Yet  in  the  rifing  bloffom  promife  more. 
There  in  bright  drops  the  cryftal  fountains  play, 
By  laurels  fhielded  from  the  piercing  day  : 
Where  Daphne,  now  a  tree,  as  once  a  maid, 
Still  from  Apollo  vindicates  her  made, 
Still  turns  her  beauties  from  th'  invading  beam, 
Nor  feeks  in  vain  for  fuccour  to  the  ftream ; 
The  ftream  at  once  preferves  her  virgin  leaves, 
At  once  a  fhelter  from  her  boughs  receives, 
Where  fummer's  beauty  midft  of  winter  flays, 
And  winter's  coolnefs  fpite  of  fummer's  rays. 


WEEPING. 

WHILE  Celia's  tears  make  forrow  bright, 
Proud  grief  fits  fwelling  in  her  eyes  : 

The  fun,  next  thofe  the  faireft  light, 
Thus  from  the  ocean  firft  did  rife  : 

And  thus  through  mifts  we  fee  the  fun, 

Which  elfe  we  durft  not  gaze  upon. 

Thefe  filver  drops,-  like  morning  dew, 
Foretell  the  fervour  of  the  day  : 

So  from  one  cloud  foft  fhowers  we  view, 
And  blafting  lightnings  burft  away. 

The  ftars  that  fall  from  Celia's  eye, 

Declare  our  doom  is  drawing  nigh. 

The  baby  in  that  funny  fphere 

So  like  a  phaeton  appear.", 
That  Heav'n,  the  threaten'd  world  to  fpare, 

Thought  fit  to  drown  him  in  her  tears  ; 
Elfe-might  th'  ambitious  nymph  afpire 
To  fet,  like  him,  Heaven  too  on  fire. 


V.-E.  OF  ROCHESTER. 

ON   SILENCE. 

SILENCE  !  coeval  with  eternity, 
Thou  wert,  ere  nature's  felf  began  to  be  ; 
'Twas  one  vaft  nothing,  all,  and  all  flept  faft  in  thee. 
n.  [earth, 

Thine  was  the  fway,  ere  heaven  was  form'd,  or 
Ere  fruitful  thought  conceiv'd  creation's  birth, 
Or  midwife  word  gave  aid,  and  fpoke  the  infant 
forth. 

in. 

Then  various  elements,  againft  thee  join'd, 
Tn  one  more  various  animal  combin'd,        [kind 
And  fram'd  the  clamorous  race  of  bufy  human. 
•  iv.  [low, 

The  tongue  r.»cv'd  gently  firft,  and  fpeech  was 
Till  wrangling  fcience  taught  it  noife  and  fliow, 
And  wicked  wit  arofe,  thy  moft  abufive  foe. 

v. 

But  rebel  wit  deferts  thee  oft  in  vain  ; 
Loft  in  the  maze  of  words  he  turns  again, 
And  feeks  a  furer  Hate,  and  courts  thy  gentle  reign* 

VI. 

AffMed  fenfe  thou  kindly  doft  fet  free, 
Opprefs'd  with  argumental  tyranny, 
And  routed  reafon  finds,  a  fafe  retreat  in  t&ce. 
Fiij 
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With  thee  in  private  modeft  dulnefj  lies, 
And  in  thy  bofom  lurks  in  thought's  difguife  ; 
Thou  varnifher  of  fools,  and  cheat  of  all  the  wife  ! 

VIII. 

Yet  thy  indulgence  is  by  both  confefs'd ; 
Folly  by  thee  lies  fleeping  in  the  breaft, 
And  'tis  in  thee  at  laft  that  wifdom  feeks  for  reft. 

ix.  [name,' 

Silence,  the  knave's  repute,  the  whore's  good 

The  only  honour  of  the  wifhingdame ;    [fame. 

The  very  want  of  tongue  makes  thee  a  kind  of 

x. 
But  couldft  thou  feize  fome  tongues  that  now 

are  free, 

How  church  and  flate  fhould  be  oblig'd  to  thee! 
At  fenate,  and  at  bar,  how  welcome  wouldft  thou 
be  I 

XT. 

Yet  fpeech  ev'n  there;  fubmiffively  withdraws, 
From  rights  of  fubje<5ts,  and  the  poor  man's 
-caufe :  [laws. 

Then  pompous  filence  reigns,  and  ilills  the  nci.'V 

XII. 

Pail  fervicfS  of  friends,  good  deeds  of  foes, 
What  favourites  gain,  and  what  the  nation  owes, 
Fly  the  forgetful  world,  and  in  thy  arms  repofe. 

XIII. 

The  country  wit,  religion  of  the  town, 
The  courtier's  learning,  policy  o'  th*  gown. 
Are  beft  by  thee  exprefs'd  ;  and  fhine  in  thee  alone. 

XIV. 

The  parfon's  cant,  the  lawyer's  fophiftry, 
Lord's  quibble,  critic's  jeft,  all  end  in  thee, 
All  red  in  peace  at  laft,  and  fleep  eternally. 


VI.— E.  OF  DORSET, 

ARTEMISIA. 

T«OWOH  Artemifia  talks,  by  fits, 
Of- councils,  claffics,  fathers,  wits ; 

Reads  Malbranche,  Boyle,  and  Locke ; 
Yet  in  forrie  things  methinks  fhe  fails, 
'Twere  well  if  fhe  would  pare  her  nails, 

And  wear  a  cleaner  fmock. 

Haughty  and  huge  as  High-Dutch  bride, 
Such  naftinefs,  and  fo  much  pride, 

Are  oddly  join'd  by  fate  : 
On  her  large  fquab  you  find  her  fprcad, 
Like  a  fat  corpfe  upon  a  bed, 

That  lies  and  ftinks  in  ftate.    ^ 

She  wears  no  colours  (fign  of  grace) 
On  any  part  except  her  face : 

All  white  and  black  befide  : 
Dauntlefs  her  look,  her  gefture  proud, 
Her  voice  theatrically  loud, 

And  mafculine  her  ftride. 

So  have  I  feen,  in  black  and  white 
A  prating  thing,  a  magpye  hight, 


Majeftically  ftalk  ; 
A  {lately,  worthlcfs  animal, 
That  plies  the  tongue,  and  wags  the  tail, 

All  flutter,  pride,  and  talk. 


FHRYNE. 

PHRTNE  had  talents  for  mankind, 
Open  fhe  was,  and  unconfin'd, 

Like  fome  free  port  of  trade  ; 
Merchants  unloaded  here  their  freight, 
And  agents  from  each  foreign  ftatc 

Here  firft  their  entry  made. 

Her  learning  and  good-breeding  fuch, 
Whether  th*  Italian  or  the  Dutch, 

Spaniards  or  French  came  to  her, 
To  all  obliging  fhe'd  appear  : 
'Twas  Si  Signior,  'twas  Yaw  Mynheer, 

'Twas  S'  il  vous  plaift,  Monueur. 

Obfcure  by  birth,  renown'd  by  crimes, 
Still  changing  names,  religion,  climes, 

At  length  fhe  turns  a  bride  : 
In  diamonds,  pearls,  and  rich  brocade*, 
She  fhines  the  firft  of  batter'd  jades, 

And  flutters  in  her  pride. 

So  have  I  known  tho.fe  infedts  fair 
^  Which  curious  Germans  hold  fo  rare) 

Still  vary  fhapes  and  dyes; 
Still  gain  new  titles  with  new  forms ; 
Firft  grubs  obfcene,  then  wriggling  wornu, 

Then  painted  butterflies. 


VII.— DR.  SWIFT. 

THE  HAPPT  LIFE  OP  A  COUNTRY  PARSON; 

PARSON,  thefe  things  in  thy  poffeffing, 
Are  better  than  the  biihop's  blefling. 
A  wife  that  makes  conferves  ;  a  fteed 
That  carries  double  when  there's  need  : 
October  ftore,  and  beft  Virginia, 
Tythe  pig,  and  mortuary  guinea  : 
Gazettes  ftnt  gratis  down,  and  frank'd, 
For  which  thy  patron's  weekly  thank'd  ; 
A  large  concordance,  bound  long  fincc  ; 
Sermons  to  Charles  the  Firft,  when  prince  : 
A  chronicle  of  ancient  Handing  ; 
A  Chryfoftom  to  fniooth  thy  band  in. 
1'he  Polygjott — three  parts, — my  text, 
Howbeit, — likewife — now  to  my  next. 
Lo  here  the  Scptuagint, — and  Paul, 
To  fum  the  whole, — the  clofe  of  all. 

He  that  has  thefe,  may  pal*  his  life, 
Drink  with  the  'fquire,  and  kifs  his  wife ; 
On  Sundays  preach,  and  eat  his  fill; 

And  fail  on  Fridays if  he  will ; 

Toaft  church  and  queen,  explain  the  news, 
Talk  with  church  wardens  about  pews; 
Pray  heartily  for  fome  new  gift, 
And  fhake  his  head  at  Po&or  Swift. 


ESSAT  ON   MAN, 

IN  FQUK,  EPISTLES, 

TO   H.   ST.   JOHN,   LORD   BOLINGBROKE. 


THE  DESIGN. 

HAVING  propofed  to  write  Come  pieces  on  human  life  and  manners,  fuch  as(t0ufe  my  Lord  Bacon's 
cxpreflion)  M  come  home  to  men's  bufmefs  and  bofoms/'  I  thought  it  more  fatisfaclory  to  begin 
with  confideriHg  man  in  the  abftract,  his  nature,  and  his  Itate  ;  fince,  to  prove  any  moral  duty,  to 
enforce  any  moral  precept,  or  to  examine  the  perfection  or  imperfection  of  any  creature  whatfo- 
cter,  it  is  neceffary  firft  to  know  what  condition  and  relation  it  is  placed  in,  and  what  is  the  pro- 
per end  and  purpofe  of  its  being. 

The  fcience  of  .human  nature  is,  like  all  other  fciences,  reduced  to  a  few  clear  points :  There  are  not 
many  certain  truths  in  this  world.  It  is  therefore  in  the  anatomy  of  the  mind  as  in  that  of  the  bo- 
dy more  good  will  accrue  to  mankind  by  attending  to  the  large,  open,  and  perceptible  parts,  than 
by  ftudying  too  much  fuch  finer  nerves  and  veflels,  the  conformations  and  ufes  of  which  will  for 
ever  efcape  our  obfervation.  The  difputes  are  all  upon  thefe  laft ;  and  I  will  venture  to  fay,  they 

K  have  lefs  fharpened  the  wits  than  the  hearts  of  men  againft  each  other,  and  have  diminifhed  the 
practice,  more  than  advanced  the  theory  of  morality.  If  I  could  flatter  myfelf  that  this  eflay  has 
any  merit,  it  is  in  fleering  betwixt  the  extremes  of  doctrines  feemingly  oppofite,  in  pafling  over 
terms  utterly  unintelligible,  and  in  forming  a  temperate,  yet  not  inconfiftent,  and  a  fhort,  yet  not 
imperfecl:,  fyftem  of  ethics. 

This  I  might  have  done  in  profe  ;  but  I  chofe  verfe,  and  even  rhyme,  for  two  reafons.  The  one  will 
appear  obvious ;  that  principles,  maxims,  or  precepts,  io  written,  both  ftrike  the  reader  more 
ftrongly  at  firfl,  and  are  more  eafily  retained  by  him  Afterwards  :  The  other  may  feem  odd,  but 
it  is  true ;  I  found  I  could  exprcfs  them  more  fhortly  this  way  than  in  profe  itfelf ;  and  nothing 
is  more  certain,  than  that  much  of  the  force  as  well  as  grace  of  arguments  or  inftru&ions,  depends 
on  their  concifenefs.  I  was  unable  to  treat  this  part  of  my  fubjeit  more  in  detail,  without  be- 
coming dry  and  tedious ;  or,  more  poetically,  without  facrificing  perfpicuity  to  ornament,  with- 
out wandering  from  the  precifion,  or  breaking  the  chain  of  reafoning  :  If  any  man  can  unite  all 
thefe  without  diminution  of  any  of  them,  I  freely  confefs  he  will  compafs  a  thing  above  my  capa- 
city. 

What  is  now  publifhed,  is  only  to  be  confidered  as  a  general  map  of  man,  marking  out  no  more  than 
the  greater  parts,  their  extent,  their  limits,  and  their  connection,  but  leaving  the  particular  to  be 
more  fully  delineated  in  the  charts  which  are  to  follow.  Confequcntly  thefe  epiftles  in  their  pro- 
grefs  (if  I  have  health  and  leifareto  make  any  progrefs),  will  be  lefc  dry,  and  more  fufceptible  of 
poetical  ornament.  I  am  here  only  opening  the  fountains,  and  clearing  the  paflage.  To  deduce 
the  rive.rs,  to  follow  them  in  their  c.ourfe,  and  to  obfcrvc  their  efFe&s,  may  be  a  tafk  more  agree- 
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EPISTLE     I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Oft&e  Nature  and  State  of  Man  iv'itl  reffeSI  to  the 
Univerfc. 

Or  man  in  the  abftradr.. — I.  That  we  can  judge 
only  with  regaid  to  our  own  fyflem,  being  ig- 
norant of  the  relations  of  fyfrems  and  things, 
ver.  17,  £c.  II.  That  man  is  not  to  be  deemed 
imperfect,  but  a  being  i'uitcd  to  his  place  and 
rank  in  the  creation,  agreeable  to  the  general 
order  of  things,  and  conformable  to  ends  and 
relations  to  him  unknown,  ver  35,  &c.  III.  That 
it  is  partly  upon  his  ignorance  of  future  events, 
and  partly  upon  the  hope  of  a  future  ftate,  that 
all  his  happinefs  in  the  prefent  depends,  ver. 
77,  &c.  IV.  The  pride  of  aiming  at  more  know- 
ledge, and  pretending  to  more  perfection,  the 
caufe  of  man's  error  and  mifery.  The  impiety 
of  putting  himfelf  in  the  place  of  God,  and 
judging  of  the  fitnefs  or  unfitnefs,  perfection  or 
imperfection,  juftice  or  unjuftice,  of  his  difpen- 
«  •  fations,  ver.  109,  &c.  V.  The  abfurdity  of  con- 
ceiting himfelf  the  final  caufe  of  the  creation, 
or  expecting  that  perfe&ion  in  the  moral  world, 
•which  is  not  in  the  natural,  ver.  131,  &c.  VI. 
The  unreafonablenefs  of  his  complaints  againfl 
providence,  while  en  the  one  hand  he  demands 
the  perfection  of  the  angels,  and  on  the  other 
the  bodily  qualifications  of  the  brutes  ;  though, 
to  poflefs  any  of  the  fenfitive  faculties  in  a  higher 
degree,  would  render  him  miferable,  ver.  173, 
&C.VH. That  throughout  the  wholevifible  world, 
an  univerfal  order  and  gradation  in  the  fenfual 
and  mental  faculties  is  obferved,  which  caufesa 
fuliordination  of  creature  to  creature,  and  of  all 
creatures  to  man.  The  gradations  of  fenfe,  in- 
Hindi,  thought,  reflection,  reafon;  that  reafon 

,  alone  countervails  all  the  other  faculties,  ver. 
207.  VIII.  How  much  farther  this  order  and 
fubordination  of  living  creatures  may  extend 
above  and  below  us ;  were  any  part  of  which 
broken,  not  that  part  only,  but  the  ^kole  con- 
neded  creation  muft  be  deftroyed,^er.  233. 
IX.  The  extravagance,  madnefs,  and  pride  of 
fuch  a  defire,  ver.  250.  X.  The  confequence 
of  all  the  abfolute  fubmifiion  due  to  providence, 
l>oth  as  to  pur  prefent  and  future  ftate,  ver. 
a8i,  &c.  to  the  end. 

AWAKE,  my  St.  John  !  leave  all  meaner  things 

To  low  ambition,  and  the  pride  of  kings. 

Let  us  (fmce  life  can  little  more  fupply 

Than  juft  to  look  about  us,  and  to  die), 

Expatiate  free  o'er  all  this  fcene  of  man  ; 

A  mighty  maze  I  but  not  without  a  plan  :  [fhoot; 

A  wild,  where  weeds   and  flowers  promifcuous 

Or  garden,  tempting  with  forbidden  fruit. 

Together  let  us  beat  this  arr pie  field, 

Try  what  the  open,  what  the  covert  yield  ;         10 

The  latent  tra&s,  the  giddy  heights,  explore 

Of  all  who  blindly  creep,  or  fightlcfs  foar ; 

Eye  nature's  walks,  (hoot  folly  as  it  flies, 

And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rife  : 


Laugh  where  we  muft,  be  candid  where  we  can 
But  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  toman. 

I.  Say  firft,  of  God  above,  or  man  below, 
What  can  we  reafon,  but  from  what  we  know  ? 
Of  man,  what  fee  we  but  his  ftation  here, 
From  which  to  reafon,  or  to  which  refer  ? 
Through  worlds  unnumber'd,  though  the  God 

known, 

'Tis  ours  to  trace  him  only  in  our  own. 
He,  who  through  vaft  immenfity  can  pierce, 
See  worlds  on  worlds  compofe  one  univerfe, 
Obferve  how  fyftem  in»o  fyftem  runs, 
What  other  planets  circle  other  funs, 
What  vary'd  being  peoples  every  ftar, 
May  tell  why  heaven  has  made  us  as  we  are: 
But  of  this  frame  the  bearings  and  the  ties, 
The  ftrong  connections,  nice  dependencies, 
Gradations  juft,  has  thy  pervading  foul 
Look'd  through  ?  or  can  a  part  contain  the  whole 

Is  the  great  chain,  that  draws  all  to  agree, 
And  drawn  fupports,  upheld  by  God,  or  thee  ? 

II.  Prefumptuous  mau !    the   reafon  would'; 

thou  find, 

Why  form'd  fo  weak,  fo  little,  and  fo  blind  ? 
Firft,  if  thou  canft.the  harder  reafon  guefs, 
Why  form'd  no  weaker,  blinder,  and  no  lefs  ? 
Aflc  of  thy  mother  earth,  why  oaks  are  made 
Taller  or  weaker  than  the  weeds  they  fhade  ?     40 
Or  afk  of  yonder  argent  fields  above, 
Why  Jove's  fatcllites  are  lefs  than  Jove  ? 

Of  fyftems  pofiible,  if 'tis  conftft, 
That  Wifdon  Infinite  muft  form  the  beft, 
Where  all  muft  fall  or  not  coherent  be, 
And  all  thatrifes,  rife  in  due  degree; 
Then,  in  the  fcale  of  reafoning  life,  'tis  plain, 
There  muft  be,  fomewhere,  fuch  a  rank  as  man  : 
And  all  the  queftion  (wrangle  e'er  fo  long), 
Is  only  this,  if  God  has  plac'd  him  wrong  ?         50 

Refpecling  man,  whatever  wrong  we  call 
May,  muft  be  right,  as  relative  to  all. 
In  human  works,  though  laboui'd  on  with  pain, 
A  thoufand  movements  fcarce  one  purpofe  gain  : 
In  God's,  one  fingle  can  its  end  produce  ; 
Yet  ferves  to  fecoud  too  fome  other  ufe. 
So  man,  who  here  f cents  principle  alone, 
Perhaps  a<fts  fecond  to  fome  fphcre  unknown, 
Touches  fome  wheel,  or  verges  to  fome  goal ; 
'  fis  but  a  part  we  fee,  and  not  a  whole.  63 

When  the  proud  fteed  fhall  know  why  man  rc- 

ftrains 

His  fiery  courfe,  or  drives  him  o'er  the  plains; 
When  the  cull  ox,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod, 
Is  now  a  vidtim,  and  now  Egypt's  god  : 
Then  (hall  man's  pride  and  dulnefs  comprehend 
His  actions',  paffions',  being's,  ufe  and  end  ; 
Why  doing,  luffering,  check'd,  impell'di  and  why 
This  hour  a  Have,  the  next  a  deity. 

VARIATIONS. 

In  the  former  editions,  ver.  64. 
Now  wears  a  garland  an  Egyptian  god. 

After  ver.  68,  the  following  lines  in  the  firi 

edition. 

If  to  be  perfect  in  a  certain  fphere, 
What  matter,  foon  or  late,  or  here,  or  there  ? 
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Then  fay  not  man's  imperfect,  heaven  in  fault ; 
Say  rather,  man's  as  perfect  as  he  ought  :  70 

His  knowledge  meafur  d  to  his  ftate  and  place  ; 
His  time  a  moment,  and  a  point  his  fpace. 
If  to  be  perfect  in  a  certain  fphere, 
What  rrfatter,  foon  or  late,  or  here,  or  there  ? 
The  hieft  to-day  is  as  completely  fo, 
As  who  began  a  thoufand  years  ago. 

III.  Heaven  from  all  creatures  hides  the  book 

of  fate, 

All  but  the  page  prefcrib'd,  their  prefent  {late  : 
From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  fpirits 

know : 

Or  who  could  fuffer  being  here  below  ?  80 

The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day, 
Had  he  thy  reafon,  would  he  {kip  and  play  ? 
Pleas  dto  the  laft,  he  cr  >ps  the  flowery  food, 
And  licks  the  hand juft  rais'd  to  fhed  his  blood. 
Oh,  blinclnefs  to  the  future  !  kindly  given, 
That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  by  heaven  : 
Who  fees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 
A  hero  perifh,  or  a  fparrow  fall, 
Atoms  or  fyftems  into  ruin  hurl'd, 
And  now  a  bubble  burft,  and  now  a  world.        90 
Hope   humbly  then;   with  trembling  pinions 

foar  J     *  uds 

Wait  the  great  teacher  death ;  and  Go,,  adore. 
What  future  blifs,  he  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blcffing  now. 
Hope  fpring-s  eternal  in  the  human  bread : 
Man  never  is,  but  always  to  be  bleft  : 
The  foul,  uneafy,  and  confin  d  from  home, 
Rcfts  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Lo,  the  poor  Indian  !  whofe  untutor'd  mind 
Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind ;  loo 
His  foul  proud  fcience  never  taught  to  ftray 
Far  as  the  folar  walk,  or  milky  way ; 
Yet  fimple  nature  to  his  hope  has  given, 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  humbler  heaven  ; 
Some  fafer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embrac'd, 
Some  happier  ifiand  in  the  watery  wafte, 
Where  flaves  once  more  their  native  land  behold, 
No  fiends  torment,  no  Chriftians  thirfl  for  gold. 
To  be,  contents  his  natural  defire, 
He  aflcs  no  angel's  wing,  no  feraph's  fire  ;         no 
But  '.hinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  fky, 
His  faithful  dog  {hall  bear  him  company. 

IV.  Go,  wifer  thou  1  and  in  thy  fcale  of  fenfe, 
Weigh  thy  opinion  againft  providence ; 
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The  bleft  to-day  is  as  completely  fo, 
As  who  began  ten  thoufand  years  ago. 

After  ver.  88,  in  the  MS. 
No  great,  no  little  ;  'tis  as  much  decreed  * 
That  Virgil's  gnat  fliould  die  as  Csfar  bleed. 

Ver.  93,  in  the  firft  folio  and  quarto. 
What  blifs  above  he  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blifs  helow. 

After  ver.  108,  in  the  firft  edition. 
But  does  he  fay  the  Maker  is  not  good, 
Till  he's  exalted  to  what  ftate  he  wou'd  ; 
Himfelf  alone  high  heaven's  peculiar  care, 
Alone  made  happy  when  he  will,  and  where  I 


Call  imperfection  what  thou  fancy'ft  fuch ; 
Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  much : 
Deftroy  all  creatures  for  thy  fport  or  guft, 
Yet  fay,  if  man's  unhappy,  God's  unjuft  ; 
If  man  alone  ingrofs  not  heaven's  high  care, 
Alone  made  perfect  here,  immortal  there  :       13^ 
Snatch  from  his  hand  the  balance  and  the  rod 
Re-judge  his  juftice,  be  the  god  of  God. 
In  pride,  in  reafoning  pride,  our  error  lies ; 
All  quit  their  fphere,  and  rufli  into  the  fkie*. 
Pride  ftill  is  aiming  at  the  bleft  abodes, 
Men  would  be  angels,  angels  would  be  gods. 
Afpiring  to  be  gods,  if  angels  fell, 
Afpiring  to  be  angels,  men  rebel  i 
And  who  but  wiflies  to  invert  the  laws 
Of  order,  fins  againft  th'  eternal  caufe.  12© 

V.  Alt  for  what  end  the  heavenly  bodies  fhinc, 
Earth  for  whofe  ufe  ?  Pride  anfwers,  "  '  Tis  for 

"  mine : 

"  For  me  kind  nature  wakes  her  genial  power ; 
"  Suckles  each  herb,  and  fpreads  out  every  flower; 
u  Annual  for  me,  the  grape,  the  rofe,  renew 

The  juice  nectareous,  and  the  balmy  dew; 

For  me,  the  mine  a  thoufand  treafures  brings; 

For  me,  health  guflies  from  a  thoufand  fprings  ; 

Seas  roll  to  waft  me,  funs  to  light  me  rife ; 

My  foot-ftool  earth,  my  canopy  the  flues."  140 

But  errs  not  nature  from  this  gracious  end, 
From  burning  funs  when  livid  deaths  defcend, 
When  earthquakes  f wallow,  or  when  tempefts 

fweep 

Towns  to  one  grave,  whole  nations  to  the  deep  ? 
"  No  ('tis  reply'd)  the  firft  Almighty  caufe 
"  Acts  not  by  partial,  but  by  general  laws  ; 
u  Th'  exceptions  few  ;  fome  change  fince  all  be- 

"  gan: 

"  And  what  created  perfect  ?" — Why  then  man  ? 
If  the  great  end  be  human  happinefs, 
Then  nature  deviates;  and  can  man  do  lefs  ?  150 
As  much  that  end  a  conftant  courfe  requires 
Of  mowers  and  fun-mine,  as  of  man's  defires ; 
As  much  eternal  fprings  and  cloudlefs  fides, 
As  men  for  ever  temperate,  calm,  and  wife. 
If  plagtfcs  or  earthquakes  break  not  heaven's defign, 
Why  then  a  Borgio,  or  a  Catiline  ?  [forms, 

Who  knows,  but  he  whofe  hand  the  lightning 
Who  heaves  old  ocean,  and  who  wings  the  ftorms  ; 
Pours  fierce  ambition  in  a  Casfar's  mind, 
Or  turns  young  Ammon  loofe  to  fcourge  man- 
kind ?  1 6O 
From  pride,  from  pride,  our  very  reafoning  fprings 
Account  for  moral  as  for  natural  things  : 
Why  charge  we  heaven  in  thofe,  in  thefe  acquit  ? 
In  both,  to  reafon  right,  is  to  fubmit. 

Better  for  us,  perhaps,  it  might  appear, 
Were  there  all  harmony,  all  virtue  here ; 
That  never  air  or  ocean  felt  the  wind, 
That  never  paflion  difcompos'd  the  mind* 
But  all  fubfifts  by  elemental  ftrife  ; 
And  pafiions  are  the  elements  of  life.  176 

The  general  order,  fince  the  whole  began, 
Is  kept  in  nature,  and  is  kept  in  man. 

VI.  What  would  this  man  ?  Now  upward  will 
he  foar, 

And,  little  lefg  than  angel,  would  be  more  j 
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Now   Jpoking   downward?,  juft   as   griev'd   ap- 
pears 

To  want  the  ftrength  of  bulls,  the  fur  of  bears. 
Made  for  his  ufe  5*11  creatures  if  he  call, 
Say  what  their  ufr ,  had  he  the  powers  of  all  ? 
Nature  to  thefe,  without  profnfion,  kind, 
The  proper  organs,  proper  powers  afilgn'd;     180 
Each  feeming  want  compenfated  of  courfe, 
Here  with  degrees  of  fwiftnefs,  there  offeree; 
All  in  exact  proportion  to  the  ftate  ; 
Nothing  to  add,  and  nothing  to  abate. 
Each  bead,  each  infect,  happy  in  its  own  : 
Is  heaven  unkind  to  man,  and  man  alone  ? 
Shall  he  alone,  whom  rational  we  call, 
Be  pleas' d  with  nothing,  if  not  blcft  with  all? 
The  blifs  of  man   (could  pride   that   hieing 

find), 

Is  not  to  aft  or  think  beyond  mankind ;  190 

No  powers  of  body  or  of  foul  to  {hare, 
But  what  his  nature  and  his  (late  can  bear. 
Why  has  not  man  a  microfcopic  eye  ? 
For  this  plain  reafon,  man  is  not  a  fly. 
Say,  what  the  ufe,  were  finer  optics  given, 
T*  infpect  a  mite,  not  comprehend  the  heaven  ? 
Or  touch,  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o'er, 
To  fmart  and  agonife  at  every  pore  ? 
Or  quick  effluvia  darting  through  the  brain, 
Die  of  a  rofc  in  aromatic  pain  ?  200 

If  nature  thunder'd  in  his  opening  ears, 
And  ftunn'd  him  with  the  mufic  of  the  fphcres, 
How  would  he  wifti  that  heaven  had  left  him  ftill 
The  whifpering  zephyr,  and  the  purling  rill ! 
Who  finds  not  providence  all  good  and  wife, 
Alike  in  what  it  gives,  and  what  denies  ? 

VII.  Far  as  creation's  ample  range  extends, 
The  fcale  of  fenfual,  mental  powers  afcends  : 
Mark  how  it  mounts  to  man's  imperial  race, 
From  the  green  myriads  in  the  peopled  grafs  :  210 
What  modes  of  fight  betwixt  each  wide  extreme, 
The  mole's  dim  curtain,  and  the  lynx's  beam  ; 
Of  fmell,  the  headlong  lionefs  between, 

And  hound  fagacious  on  the  tainted  green  ; 
Of  hearing,  from  the  life  that  fills  the  flood, 
To  that  which  warbles  through  the  vernal  wood! 
The  fpider's  touch,  how  cxquifitely  fine  '. 
Feels  at  each  thread,  and  lives  along  the  line  : 
In  the  nice  bee,  what  fenfe  fo  fubtly  true 
From  poifonous  herbs  extracts  the  healing  dew  ! 
How  inftinct  varies  in  the  grovelling  fwine,     221 
Compar'd,  half-reafoning  elephant,  with  thine  ! 
'Twixt  that,  and  reafon,  what  a  nice  barrier  1 
For  ever  feparate,  yet  for  ever  near  ! 
Remembrance  and  reflection  how  allied  ; 
What  thiu  partitions  fenfe  from  thought  divide  ! 
And  middle  natures,  how  they  long  to  join, 
Yet  never  pafs  th'  infuperable  line ! 
Without  this  juft  gradation,  could  they  be 
Subjected,  thefe  to  thofe,  or  all  tojthee  ?  230 

The  powers  of  all  fubdued  by  tl&e  alone, 
Is  not  thy  reafon  all  thefe  powers  in  one  ? 

VIII.  See,  through  this  air,  this  ocean,  and  this 
earth, 

All  matter  quick,  and  burfting  into  birth. 
Above,  how  high,  progreffive  life  may  go  ! 
Around,  how  wide  !  how  deep  extend  below  ! 


Vaft  chain  of  being !  which  from  God  brgaii, 

Natures  ethereal,  human,  angel,  man, 

Beaft,  bird,  fifti,  infect,  what  no  eye  can  fee, 

No  glaf*  can  reach  ;  from  infinite  to  thee,          24* 

From  thee  to  nothing. — On  fuperior  powers 

Were  we  to  prels,  inferior  might  on  ours ; 

Or  in  the  full  creation  leave  a  void, 

Where,  one  ftep  broken ,  the  great  kale's  deftroy'd : 

From  nature's  chain  whatever  link  you  ftrike, 

Tenth,  or  ten  thoufandth,  breaks  the  chain  alike. 

And,  if  each  fyftem  in  gradation  roll 
Alike  eflential  to  th'  amazing  whole, 
The  leall  coufufion  out  in  one,  not  all 
That  fyftem  only,  but  the  whole  rnuft  fall.       250 
Let  earth  unbalanc'd  from  her  orbit  fly, 
Planets  and  funs  run  lawlefs  through  the  fky  ; 
Let  ruling  angels  from  their  fpheres  he  hurl'd, 
Being  on  being  wreck'd,  and  world  on  world ; 
Heaven's  whole  foundations  to  their  centre  nod, 
And  nature  trembles  to  the  throne  of  God. 
All  this  dread  order  break— for  whom  ?  for  thee  ? 
Vile  worm  '. — ah,  madnefs  !  pride!  impiety  ! 

IX.   What  if  the  foot,  ordain'd  the  f'uft  to  tread, 
Or  hand,  to  toil,  afpir'd  to  be  the  head  ?  26* 

What  it'  the  head,  the  eye,  or  ear,  replied 
To  ferve  ^hy'-  engines  to  the  ruling  mind  ? 
Juft  as  abfurd  for  any  part  to  claim 
To  be  another,  in  this  general  frame  : 
Juft  as  ab.furd,  to  mourn  the  talks  or  pains 
The  great  directing  mind  of  all  ordains. 

All  are  but  parts  of  one  ftupendous  whole, 
Whofe  body  nature  is,  and  God  the  foul ;     [fame  ; 
That,   chang'd    through   all,  and  yet  in  all  the 
Great  in  the  earth,  as  in  th'  ethereal  frame ;     273 
Warms  in  the  fun,  refrefhes  iH  the  breeze, 
Glows  in  the  ftars,  and  bloflbms  in  the  trees; 
Lives  through  all  life,  extends  through  all  extent ; 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  unfpent ; 
Breathes  in  our  foul,  informs  our  mortal  part, 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart ; 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  vile  man  that  mourns, 
As  the  rapt  feraph  that  adores  and  burns  : 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  fmall ; 
He  fiilb,  he  bounds,^onnects,  and  equalls  all.  280 

X.  Ceafc  then,  nor  order  imperfection  name  : 
Our  proper  blifs  depends  on  what  we  blame 
Know  thy  own  point :  This  kind,  this  due  degree 
Of  blindnefs,  wcakncfs,  heaven  beftows  on,  thee. 
Submit. — In  this,  or  any  other  fphere, 
Secure  to  be  asbleft  as  thou  canft,  bear  : 
Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  difpofing  power, 
Or  in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour. 
All  nature  is  but  art,  unknown  to  thee ; 
All  chance,  direction,  which  thou  canft  not  fee  ; 
All  difcord,  harmony  not  underilood ;  291 

All  partial  evil,  univerfal  good. 
And,  fpite  of  pride,  in  erring  reafon's  fpite, 
One  truth  is  clear,  whatever  w,  is  right. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  238,  Ed.  ift. 
Ethereal  eflence,  fpirit,fubftance,  man. 

After  ver.  282,  in  the  MS. 
Reafon,  to  think  of  God,  when  fhc  pretends, 
Begins  a  cenfor,  an  adorer  ends. 


ESSAY   ON   MAN. 


EPISTLE     H. 


ef  the  Nature  and  StattofMan,  ivith  refpeQ  to  Himfilf, 
as  an  Individual. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

I.  THE  bufmefs  of  man  uot  to  pry  into  God,  but 
to  ftudy  himfelf.  His  middle  nature  :  his  pow- 
ers and  frailties,  ver.  I.  to  19.  The  limits  of  his 
capacity,  ver.  19.  &c.  II.  The  two  principles 
of  man,  felf-love  and  reafon,  both  neceffary,  ver. 
53.  &c.  Self-love  the  ftronger,  and  why,  ver. 
67.  &c.  Their  end  the  fame,  ver.  81.  &c. 
HI.  The  paffions,  and  their  ufe,  ver.  93.  to  130. 
The  predominant  pafiion,  and  its  force,  ver.  132. 
jto  1 60.  Its  necefllty,  in  directing  men  to  dif- 
ferent purpofes,  ver.  165.  &c.  Its  providential 
ufe,  in  fixing  our  principle,  and  afcertaining  our 
virtue,  ver.  177.  IV.  Virtue  and  vice  joined  in 
pur  mixed  nature ;  the  limits  near,  yet  the  things 
ieparate  and  evident :  what  is  the  office  of  rea- 
fon, ver.  202.  to  ai6.  V.  How  odious  vice  in 
itfelf,and  how  we  deceive  ourfelves  into  it,  ver. 
217.  VI.  That,  however,  the  ends  of  provi- 
dence and  general  good  are  anfwered  in  our 
paffions  and^imperfections,  ver.  ^38,  &c.  How 
ufefully  thefe  are  diftributed  to  all  orders  of 
men,  ver.  241.  How  ufeful  they  are  to  fociety, 
ver.  351.  And  to  individuals, ver.  263.  In  every 
ftate, and  every  age  of  life,  ver.  373.  &c. 

I.  KNOW  then  ihyfelf,  prefume  not  God  to  fcan, 

The  proper  ftudy  of  mankind  is  man. 

Plac'd  on  this  ifthmus  of  a  middle  ftate, 

A  being  darkly  wife,  and  rudely  great : 

With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  fceptic  fide, 

With  too  much  weaknefs  for  the  ftoic's  pride, 

He  hangs  between  ;  in  doubt  to  act,  or  reft  ; 

In  doubt  to  deem  himfelf  a  god,  or  beaft ; 

In  doubt  his  mind  or  body  to  prefer  ; 

Born  but  to  die,  and  reafoning  but  to  err;         ie 

Alike  in  ignorance,  his  reafon  fuch, 

Whether  he  thinks  too  little,  or  too  much  : 

Chaos  of  thought  and  paflion,  all  confus'd; 

Still  by  himfelf  abus'd  or  difabus'd  ; 

Created  half  to  rife,  and  half  to  fall ; 

Great  lord  of  all  things,  yet  a  prey  to  all ; 

Sole  judge  of  truth,  in  endlefs  error  hurl'd  : 

The  glory,  jeft,  and  riddle  of  the  world  ! 

Go,  wondrous  creature  !  mount  where  fcience 

guides. 

Go,  meafure  earth,  weigh  air,  and  ftate  the  tides 
Inftruct  the  planets  in  what  orbs  to  run,         "    a 
Correct  old  time,  and  regulate  the  fun  ; 
Go,  foar  with  Plato  to  th'  empyreal  fphere, 
To  the  firft  good,  firft  perfect,  and  firft  fair  ; 


Or  tread  the  mazy  round  his  followers  trod, 
And  quitting  fenfe  call  imitating  God; 
is  eaftern  pricfts  in  giddy  circles  run, 
Vnd  turn  their  heads  to  imitate  the  fun. 
Go,  teach  Eternal  Wifdom  how  to  rule — 
'hen  drop  intothyfelf,  and  be  a  fool!  30 

Superior  beings,  when  of  late  they  faw 

mortal  man  unfold  all  nature's  law, 
Admir'd  fuch  wifdom  in  an  earthly  fhape, 
And  ftiew'd  a  Newton  as  we  fhew  an  ape. 

Could  he,  whofe  rules  the  rapid  comet  bind, 
)cfcribe  or  fix  one  movement  of  his  mind  ? 
Vho  faw  its  fires  here  rife,  and  there  defcend, 
Explaip  his  own  beginning  or  his  end  ? 
Alas,  what  wonder  !  Man's  fuperior  part 
LTncheck'd  may  rife,  and  climb  from  art  to  art;  49 
Jut  when  his  own  great  work  is  but  begun, 

hat  reafon  weaves,  by  paffion  is  undone. 

Trace  fcience  then,  /with  modefty  thy  guide  ; 
irft  ftrip  off  all  her  equipage  of  pride  ; 
Deduct  what  is  but  vanity  or  drefs, 
Or  learning's  luxury,  or  idlenefs  ; 
Or  tricks  to  fhow  the  ftretch  of  human  brain, 
Mere  curious  pleafure,  or  ingenious  pain ; 
ixpunge  the  whole,  or  lop  th'  excrefcent  parts 
Of  all  our  vices  have  created  arts  ;  50 

Then  fee  how  little  the  remaining  funi, 
Which  ferv'd  the  paft,  and  muft  the  times  to  come ! 

II.  Two  principles  in  human  nature  reign; 
Self-love  to  urge,  and  reafon,  to  reftrain  ; 
Nor  this  a  good,  nor  that  a  bad  we  call, 
Each  works  its  end,  to  move  or  govern  all: 
And  to  their  proper  operation  ftill, 
Afcribe  all  good,  to  their  improper  ill. 

Self-love,  the  fpnng  of  motion,  acts  the  foul; 
Reafon's  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole.     69 
Man,  but  for  that,  no  action  could  attend, 
And,  but  for  this,  were  active  to  no  end  : 
Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  fpot, 
To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  aud  rot ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  a.  Ed.  ift. 
The  only  fcience  of  mankind  is  man. 

After  ver.  18,  in  the  MS. 
For  more  perfection  than  this  ftate  can  bear 
In  vain  we  iigh,  heaven  made  us  as  we  are. 


VARIATIONS. 

As  wifely  fure  a  modeft  ape  might  aim 

To  be  like  man,  whofe  faculties  and  frame 

He  fees,  he  feels,  as  you  or  I  to  be 

An  angel  thing  we  neither  knew  nor  fee. 

Obferve  now  Hear  he  edges  on  our  race  ; 

What  human  tricks  !  how  rifible  of  face ! 

It  muft  be  fo — why  elfe  have  I  the  fenfe 

Of  more  than  monkey  charms  and  excellence  ? 

Why  elfe  to  walk  on  two  fo  oft  effay'd  ? 

And  why  this  ardent  longing  for  a  maid  ? 

So  pug  might  plead,  and  call  his  gods  unkind 

Till  fet  on  end,  and  married  to  his  mind. 

Go,  reafoning  thing  1  affume  the  doctor's  chair, 

As  Plato  deep,  as  Seneca  fevere : 

Fix  moral  fitnefs,  and  to  God  give  rule, 

Then  drop  into  thyfelf,  &c. 

Ver.  ai.  Edit.  4th  and  jth. 
Show  by  what  rules  the  wandering  planets  ftray, 
Correct  old  time,  and  teach  the  fun  his  way. 

Ver.  35,  Ed.  ift. 

Could  he,  who  taught  each  planet  where  to  roll, 
Defcribe  or  fix  one  movement  of  the  foul  ? 
Who  mark'd  their  points,  to  rife  or  to  defcend, 
Explain  his  pwn  beginning,  or  his  end  ? 


THE    WORKS    OF   POPE. 


Or,  meteor-like,  flame  lawlefs  through  the  void, 
Deftroying  others,  by  himfelf  deftroy'd. 

Moft  ftrength  the  moving  principle  requires  ; 
A&ive  its  talk,  it  prompts,  impels,  infpires. 
Sedate  and  quiet  the  comparing  lies. 
Fortn'd  but  to  check,  deliberate,  and  advife.       70 
Self-love, ftill  ftronger,  as  its  objeds  nigh; 
Reaibn's  at  diftancek  and  in  profpetil  lie  : 
That  fees  immediate  good  by  prefent  fenfe ; 
Reafon,the  future  and  the  confequence. 
Thicker  than  arguments,  temptations  throng, 
At  beft  more  watchful  this,  but  that  more  ftrong. 
The  a6lion  of  the  ftronger  to  fufpend, 
Reafon  ftill  ufe,  to  reafon  ftill  attend. 
Attention,  habit,  and  experience  gains ; 
Each  ftrengthens  reafon,  and  felf-love  reftraim.  80 
Let  fubtle  fchoolmen  teach  thefe  friends  to  fight, 
More  ftudious  to  divide  than  to  unite; 
And  grace  and  virtue,  fenfe  and  reafon  fplit, 
With  all  the  rafh  dexterity  of  wit. 
Wits,  juft  like  fools,  at  war  about  a  name, 
Have  full  as  oft  no  meaning,  or  the  fame. 
Self-love  and  reafon  to  one  end  afpire, 
Pain  their  averfion,  pleafure  their  defire ; 
But  greedy  that,  its  object  would  devour, 
This  tafte  the  honey,  and  not  wound  the  flower  : 
Pleafure,  or  wrong  or  rightly  underftood, 
Our  greateft  evil,  or  our  greateft  good.  [call ; 

III.  Modes  of  felf-love  the  paffions  we  may 
'Tis  real  good,  or  feeming,  moves  them  all : 
But  fince  not  every  good  we  can  divide, 
And  reafon  bids  us  for  our  own  provide  ; 
Paffions,  though  felfifh,  if  their  means  be  fair, 
Lift  under  reafon,  and  deferve  her  care ; 
Thofe,  that  imparted,  cpurt  a  nobler  aim, 
Kxalt  their  kind,  and  take  fome  virtue's  name.  JOO 

In  lazy  apathy  let  ftoics  boaft 
Their  virtue  fix'd  ;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  froft ; 
Contracted  all,  retiring  to  the  breaft ; 
But  ftrength  of  mind  is  exereife,  not  reft  : 
The  rifing  tempeft  puts  in  adl  the  foul ; 
Parts  it  may  ravage,  but  pFeferves  the  whole. 
On  life's  vaft  ocean  diverfely  we  fail, 
Reafon  the  card,  hut  paflion  is  the  gale ; 
Nor  God  alone  in  the  ftill  calm  we  find, 
He  mounts  the  ilorm  and  walks  upon  the  wind.  1 10 

Paffions,  like  elements,  though  born  to  fight. 
Yet,mix'd  and  fuften'd,  in  his  work  unite  : 
Thefe,  'tis  enough  to  temper  and  employ  ; 
But  what  compofes  man,  can  man  deftroy  ? 
Suffice  that  reafon  keep  to  nature's  road, 
Subjedl,  compound  them,  follow  her  arid  God. 
Love,  hope,  and  joy,  fair  pleafure's  fmiling  train  ; 
Hate,  fear,  and  grief,  the  fa/nily  of  pain  ; 

VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  86,  in  the  MS. 
Of  good  and  evil  gods  what  frighted  fools, 
Of  good  and  evil  reafon  puzzled  fchools, 
Deceiv'd,  deceiving,  taught 

After,  ver.  108,  in  the  MS. 
A  tedious  voyage  !  where  how  ufelefs  lies 
The  compafs,  if  no  powerful  gufts  arife  1 

After  ver.  112,  in  the  MS. 
The  foft  reward  the  virtuous,  or  invite  : 
The  fkrce,  the  vicious  puniih  or  affright. 


Thefe  mix'd  with  art,  and  to  due  bonnds  confin'd, 
Make  and  maintain  the  balance  of  the  mind ;  120 
The  lights  and  fhades,  whofe  well-accorded  ftrifc 
Gives  all  the  ftrength  and  colour  of  our  life. 

Pleafures  are  ever  in  our  hands  and  eyes; 
And,  when  in  a<ft  they  ceafe,  in  prcfped  rile  : 
Prefent  to  grafp,  and  future  ftill  to  find, 
The  whole  employ  of  body  and  (  f  mind. 
All  fpread  their  charms,  but  charm  not  all  alike  ; 
On  different  fenfes,  different  objeds  ftrike  ; 
Hence  different  paffions  more  or  lefs  inflame, 
As  ftrong  or  weak,  the  organs  of  the  frame ;    139 
And  hence  one  mafter  paflion  in  the  breaft, 
Like  Aaron's  ferpent,  fwallows  up  vhe  reft. 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 
Receives  the  lurking  principle  of  death ; 
The  young  difeafe,  which  muft  fubdue  at  length, 
Grows  with  his  growth,  and  ftrengthens  with  his 

ftrength  : 

So,  caft  and  mingled  with  his  very  frame, 
The  mind's  difeafe,  its  ruling  paflion  came ; 
Each  vital  humour,  which  fhould  feed  the  whole,' 
Soon  flows  to  this,  in  body  and  in  foul : 
Whatever  warms  the  heart,  or  fills  the  head, 
As  the  mind  opens,  and  its  functions  fpread, 
Imagination  plies  her  dangerous  art, 
And  pours  it  all  upon  the  peccant  part. 

Nature  its  mother,  habit  is  its  nurfe ; 
Wit,  fpirit,  faculties,  but  make  it  worfe ; 
Reafon  itfelf  but  gives  it  edge  and  power ; 
As  heaven's  bleft  beam  turns  viaegar  more  four. 

We,  wretched  fubjeds  though  to  lawful  fvvay, 
In  this  weak  queen,  fome  favourite  ftill  obey  :  150 
Ah  !  if  ihe  lend  not  arms,  as  well  as  rules, 
What  can  fhe  more  than  tell  us  we  are  fools  ? 
Teach  us  to  mourn  our  nature,  not  to  mend; 
A  fharp  accufer,  but  a  helplefs  friend  ! 
Or  from  a  judge  turn  pleader,  to  perfuade 
The  choice  we  make,  or  jtiftify  it  made ; 
Proud  of  an  eafy  conqueft  all  along, 
She  but  removes  weak  paffions  for  the  ftrong  : 
So,  when  fmall  humours  gather  to  a  gout, 
The  dodlor  fancies  he  has  driv'n  them  our.      16® 

Yes,  nature's  road  muft  ever  be  preferr'd  ; 
Reafon  is  here  no,  guide,  but  ftill  a  guard  : 
Tis  hers  to  rectify,  not  overthrow, 
And  treat  this  paidion  more  as  friend  than  foe  j 
A  mightier  power  the  ftrong  dire&ion  fends, 
And  feveral  men  impels  to  feveral  ends  : 
Like  varying  winds,  by  other  paffions  toft, 
This  drives  them  conftant  to  a  certain  coaiL 
Let  power  or  knowledge,  geld  or  glory,  pleafe, 
Or  (oft  more  ftrong  than  all)  the  love  of  eafe  ;  1 7% 
Through  life  'tis  followed,  ev'n  at  life's  expence  ; 
The  merchant's  toil,  the  fage's  indolence, 
The  monk's  humility,  the  hero's  pride, 
All,  all  alike,  find  reafon  on  their  fide. 

Th'  eternal  art,  educing  good  from  ill, 
Grafts  on  this  paflion  our  betl  principle  : 
'  Tis  thus  the  mercury  of  man  is  fix'd, 
Strong  grows  the  virtue  with  his  nature  mix'd ; 
The  drofs  cements  what  elfe  were  too  refin'd, 
And  in  one  intereft  body  ails  with  mind.          jg» 

As  fruits,  ungrateful  to  the  planter's  care, 
On  favage  flocks  inferted  learn  to  bear  j 
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The  furefl  virtues  thus  from  pafiions  flioot, 

Wild  nature's  vigour  working  at  the  root. 

What  crops  of  wit  and  honefty  appear 

From  fpleen,  from  obftinacy,  hate,  or  fear  ! 

See  anger,  zeal  and  fortitude  fupply ; 

Ev'n  avarice,  prudence ;  floth,  philofophy ; 

.Luft,  through  ibme  certain  flrainers  well  refin'd, 

Is  gentle  love,  and  charms  all  womankind  ;       190 

Envy,  to  which  th'  ignoble  mind  's  a  Have, 

Is  emulation  in  the  learn'd  or  brave  ; 

Nor  virtue,  male  or  female,  can  we  name, 

But  what  will  grow  on  pride,  or  grow  on  fhame. 

N   Thus  nature  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride) 

The  virtue  neareft  to  our  vice  ally'd  ;  * 

P^eafon  the  bias  turns  to  good  from  ill, 

And  Nero  reigns  a  Titus,  if  he  will. 

The  fiery  foul  abhorr'd  in  Cataline, 

In  Decius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  divine  :  aoo 

The  fame  ambition  can  deftroy  or  fave, 

And  makes  a  patriot  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

This  light  and  darknefs  in  our  chaos  join'd. 
What  {hall  divide  ?  The  God  within  the  mind. 

Extremes  in  nature  equal  ends  produce, 
In  man  they  join  to  fome  myfterious  ufe ; 
Though  each  by  turns  the  other's  bound  invade, 
As,  in  fome  well-wrought  picture,  light  and  {hade, 
And  oft  fo  mix,  the  difference  is  too  nice 
Where  ends  the  virtue,  or  begins  the  vice,       aio 

Fools !  who  from  hence  into  the  notion  fall, 
That  vice  or  virtue  there  is  none  at  all. 
If  white  and  black  blend,  foften,  and  unite 
A  thoufand  ways,  is  there  no  black  or  white  ? 
Afk  your  own  heart,  and  nothing  is  fo  plain  ; 
8Tis  to  rniftake  them,  cofts  the  time  and  pain. 

Vice  is  a  monfter  of  fo  frightful  mien, 
As,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  feen  ; 
Yet  feen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face, 
We  firft  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace.          aao 
But  where  th'  extreme  of  vice,  was  ne'er  agreed  : 
Afk  where's  the  north ;  at  York,  'tis  on  the  Tweed ; 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  194,  in  the  MS. 
How  oft  with  pafiiun,  virtue  points  her  charms! 
Then  (nines  the  hero,  then  the  patriot  warms. 
Peleus'  great  fon,  or  Brutus,  who  had  known, 
Hud  Lucrece  been  a  whore,  or  Helen  none  ?^ 
But  virtues  oppofite  to  make  agree, 
That,  reafon  :  is  thy  talk,  and  worthy  thee, 
Hard  taflc,  cries  Bibulus,  and  reafon  weak. 
— Make  it  a  point,  dear  Marquifs,  or  a  pique. 
Once,  for  a  whim,  perfuade  yourfelf  to  pay 
A  debt  to  reafon,  like  a  debt  at  play. 
For  right  or  wrong,  have  mortals  fuffer'd  more  ? 

B for  his  prince,  or  *  *  for  his  whore  ? 

Whofe  felf-denials  nature  moft  controul  ? 
His,  who  would  fave  a  fixpence,  or  his  foul  ? 
Web  for  his  health,  a  Chartrcux  for  his  fin, 
Contend  they  not  which  fooneft  fhall  grow  thin  ? 
What  we  refolve,  we  can  :  but  here 's  the  fault, 
We  ne'er  refolve  to  do  the  tiling  We  ought. 
After  ver.  220,  in  the  firft  edition  followed  thefe  : 
A  cheat  1  a  whore  !  who  ilarts  not  at  the  name, 
in  all  the  inns  of  court  or  Drury-lane  I 


n  Scotland,  at  the  Orcades ;  and  there, 
At  Greenland,  Zembla,  or  the  Lord  knows  where. 
Mo  creature  owns  it  in  the  firft  degree, 
But  thinks  his  neighbour  further  gone  than  he  : 
Ev'n  thofe  who  dwell  beneath  its  very  zone, 
Or  never  feel  the  rage,  or  never  own  ; 
What  happier  natures  {brink  at  with  affright, 
The  hard  inhabitant  contends  is  right.  23* 

Virtuous  and  vicious  every  man'  muft  be, 
Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree ; 
The  rogue  and  fool  by  fits  is  fair  and  wife ; 
And  ev'n  the  beft,  by  fits,  what  they  defpife. 
'Tis  but  by  parts  we  follow  good  or  ill ; 
For,  vice  or  virtue,  felf  directs  it  ftill; 
Each  individual  feeks  a  feveral  goal;  [whole. 

But  heaven's  great  view,   is  one,  and  that  the 
That  counter-works  each  folly  and  caprice  ; 
That  difappoints  th'  effect  of  every  vice  :         24® 
That,  happy  frailties  to  all  ranks  apply'd ; 
Shame  to  the  virgin,  to  the  matron  pride  ; 
Fear  to  the  ftatefman,  ralhnefs  to  the  chief; 
To  kings  prefumption,  and  to  crowds  belief: 
That,  virtue's  ends  from  vanity  can  raife, 
Which  feeks  no  intereft,  no  reward  but  praife  ; 
And  build  on  wants,  and  on  defects  of  mind, 
The  joy,  the  peace,  the  glory  of  mankind. 

Heaven  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 
A  mafter,  or  a  fervant,  or  a  friend,  25® 

Bids  each  on  other  for  afiiftance  call, 
Till  one  man's  weaknefs  grows  the  ftrength  of  alL 
Wants,  frailties,  paffions,  clofer  ftill  ally 
The  common  intereft,  or  endear  the  tie. 
To  thefe  we  owe  true  friendfhip,  love  fincerc, 
Each  home-felt  joy  that  life  inherits  here ; 
Yet  from  the  fame  we  learn,  in  its  decline, 
Thofe  joys,  thofe  loves,  thofe  interefts,  to  refign  ; 
Taught  half  by  reafon,  half  by  mere  decay, 
To  welcome  death,  and  calmly  pafs  away.       a6o 

Whate'er  the  paflion,  knowledge,  fame,  or  pelf, 
Not  one  will  change  his  neighbour  with  himfelf. 
The  learn'd  is  happy  nature  to  explore, 
The  fool  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more ; 
The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given, 
The  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of  heaven. 
See  the  blind  beggar  dance,  the  cripple  fing, 
The  fqt  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king  ; 
The  ftarving  chemift  in  his  golden  views, 
Supremely  bleft,  the  poet  in  his  mufe.  279 

See  fome  ftrange  comfort  every  (late  attend, 
And  pride  beftow'd  on  all,  a  common  friend  : 
See  fome  fit  paflion  every  age  fupply ; 
Hope  travels  through,  nor' quits  us  when  we  die. 

Behold  the  child,  by  nature's  kindly  law, 
Pleas'd  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  ftraw  : 


VARIATION*. 

After  ver.  226,  in  the  MS. 
The  colonel  fwears  the  agent  is  a  dog ; 
The  fcrivener  vows  th'  attorney  is  a  rogue. 
Agauift  the  thief  th'  attorney  loud  inveighs, 
For  whofe  ten  pounds  the  country  twenty  pays. 
The  thief  damns  judges,  and  the  knaves  of  ftate ;  - 
And  dying,  mourns  imall  villains  hang'd  by  great 
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Some  livelier  plaything  gives  his  youth  delight, 

A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite  ; 

Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  ttnufe  his  riper  ftage, 

And  beads  and  pray er-booksare  the  toysof age :  280 

Pleas'd  with  this  bauble  ftill,  as  that  before; 

Till  tir'd  he  fleeps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o'er. 

Meanwhile  opinion  gilds  with  varying  rays 

Xhofe  painted  clouds  that  beautify  our  days  J 

Each  want  of  happinefr  by  hope  iupply'd, 

And  each  vacuity  of  fenie  by  pride  : 

Thefc  build  as  faft  as  knowledge  can  deftroy  ; 

In  folly's  cup  ftill  laughs  the  bubble,  joy ; 

One  prolpe<ft  loft,  another  ftill  we  gain; 

And  not  a  vanity  is  giv'n  in  vain ;  290 

3Ev'n  mean  felf-love  becomes,  by  force  divine, 

Thale  a!e  to  meafure  others  wants  by  thine. 

Sec !  and  confefs,  one  comfort  ftill  muft  rife ; 

'Tis  this,  Though  man's  a  fool,  yet  God  is  "wife. 


EPISTLE     III. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Of  tie  Nature  and  State  of  Man  tuitb  refpeft 
to  Society, 

I.  THE  whole  umverfe   one  fyftem    of  fociety, 
ver.  7,   &c.     Nothing  made  wholly  for  itfelf, 

x  nor  yet  wholly  for  anether,  ver.  27.  The  hap- 
pinefs  of  animals  mutual,  ver.  49.  II.  Reafon 
or  inftindl  operate  alike  to  the  good  of  each 
individual,  vcr.  79.  Reafon  or  inftindl  ope- 
rate alfo  to  fociety  in  all  animals,,  ver.  109. 
HI.  How  far  fociety  carried  by  inftihcT:,  ver. 
115.  How  much  farther  by  reafon,  ver.  128. 
IV.  Of  that  which  is  called  the  ftate  of  nature, 
ver.  144.  Reafon  inftructed  by  inftinft  in  the 
invention  of  arts,  ver.  1 66.  and  in  the  forms 
of  fociety,  ver.  176.  V.  Origin  of  political 
focieties,  ver.  196.  Origin  of  monarchy,  ver. 
207.  Patriarchal  government,  ver.  21 Z. — 
VI.  Origin  of  true  religion  and  government, 
from  the  fame  principle,  of  love,  ver.  231,  &c.  • 
Origin  of  fuperftition  and  tyranny,  from  the 
fame  principle,  of  fear,  ver.  237,  &c.  The  in- 
fluence of  felf-love  operating  to  the  focial  and 
public  good,  ver.  266.  Reftoration  of  true 
religion  and  government  on  their  firft  principle, 
ver.  285.  Mixed  government,  vcr.  288.  Va- 
rious forms  of  each,  and  the  true  end  of  all,  ver. 
300,  &c. 

HERE  then  we  reft  ;  "  the  univerfal  caufe 
"  Acts  to  one  end,  but  acts  by  various  laws." 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  I.  In  feveraledit.  in  4to. 
Learn,  dulnefs,  learn  !  "  The  univerfal  caufe,"  &c. 

After  ver.  46,  in  the  former  editions, 
What  care  to  tend,  to  lodge,  to  cram,  to  treat  him ! 
All  this  he  knew  ;  but  not  that  'twas  to  eat  him. 
As  far  as  goofe  could  judge,  he  reafon'd  right ; 
But  as  to  man,  miftook  the  matter  qui;e. 


In  all  the  madnefs  of  fuperfluous  health, 
The  train  of  pride,  the  impudence  of  wealth, 
JLet  this  great  truth  be  prefent  night  and  day  ;    5 
But  moft  be  prefent,  if  we  preach  or  pray. 

Look  round  our  world  ;  behold  the  chain  of  love 
Combining  all  below,  and  all  above. 
See  plaftic  nature  working  to  this  end, 
The  fingle  atoms  each  to  other  rend,  10 

Attract,  attracted"  to,  the  next  in  place 
Form'd  and  impell'd  its  neighbour  to  embrace* 
See  matter  next,  with  various  life  endued, 
Prefs  to  one  centre  ftill,  the  general  good. 
See  dying  vegetables  life  fuftain, 
See  life  diffolving  vegatate  again  : 
All  forms  that  perifh  other  forms  fupply, 
(By  turns  we  catch  the  vital  breath,  and  die) 
Like  bubbles  on  the  fea  of  matter  borne, 
Thfcy  rife,  they  break,  and  to  that  fea  return.    20 
Nothing  is  foreign  ;  parts  relate  to  whole  ; 
One  all  extending,  all-preferving  foul 
Connects  each  being,  greateft  with  the  leaft  ; 
Made  bead  in  aid  of  man,  and  man  of  bead  ; 
All  ferv'd,  all  ferving  :  nothing  ftands  alone; 
The  chain  holds  on,  and  where  it  ends,  unknown. 
Has  God,  thou  fool !  work'd  folely  for  thy  good, 
Thy  joy,  thy  paftime,  thy  attire,  thy  food  : 
Who  for  thy  table  feeds  the  wanton  fawn, 
For  him  as  kindly  fpread  the  flowery  lawn  :      3* 
Is  it  for  thee  the  lark  afcends  and  fings  ! 
Joy  tunes  his  voice,  joy  elevates  his  wings. 
Is  ic  for  thee  the  linnet  pours  his  throat  ? 
Loves  of  his  own  and  rapture*  fwell  the  note. 
The  bounding  fteed  you  pompoufly  beftride, 
Shares  with  his  lord  the  pleafute  and  the  pride. 
Is  thine  alone  the  feed  that  ftrews  the  plain  ? 
The  birds  of  heaven  fhall  vindicate  their  grain. 
Thine  the  full  harveft  of  the  golden  year  ? 
Part  pays,  and  juftly,  the  deferving  fteer:  40 

The  hog,  that  ploughs  not,  nor  obeys  thy  call, 
Lives  on  the  labours  of  this  lord  of  all. 

Know,  nature's  children  all  divide  her  care  ; 
The  fur  that  warms  a  monarch,  warm'd  a  bear. 
While  man  exclaims,  See  all  things  for  my  ufe  1" 
"  Sec  man  for  mine  1"  replies  a  pamper'd  goofe  : 
And  juft  as  fhort  of  reafon  he  muft  fall, 
Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all, 

Grant  that  the  powerful  ftill  the  weak  controul ; 
Be  man  the  wit  and  tyrant,  of  the  whole :  5* 

Nature  that  tyrant  checks ;  he  only  knows, 
And  helps  another  creature's  wants  and  woes. 
Say,  will  the  falcon,  {looping  from  above, 
Smit  with  her  varying  plumage,  fpare  the  dove  ? 
Admires  the  jay  the  infects  gilded  wing«? 
Or  hears  the  hawk  when  Philomela  fings  ? 
Man  cares  for  all :  to  birds  he  gives  his  woods, 
To  beafts  his  paftures,  and  to  fifh  his  floods : 
For  fome  his  intereft  prompts  him  to  provide, 
For  more  his  pleafure,  yet  for  more  his  pride,    6» 
All  feed  on  one  vain  patron,  and  enjoy 
Th'  extenfive  blefling  of  hi»  luxury. 
That  very  life  his  learned  hunger  craves, 
He  faves  from  famine,  from  the  iavage  laves ; 
Nay,  feafts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  feaft, 
And,  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  bleft  : 
Which  fees  no  more  the  ftroke,  or  feels  the  paiOj 
Than  favour'd  man  by  touch  ethereal  (lain. 
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The  creature  had  his  feaft  of  life  before  ; 

Thou  too  muft  perift,  when  thy  feaft  is  o'er  !    70 

To  each  unthinking  being,  heaven  a  friend, 

Gives  not  the  ufelefs  knowledge  of  its  end  : 

To  man  imparts  it ;  but  with  fuch  a  view 

As,  while  he  dreads  it,  makes  him  hope  it  too  : 

The  hour  conceal'd,  and  fo  remote  the  fear, 

Death  ftill  draws  nearer,  never  feeming  near. 

Great  {landing  miracle  !  that  heaven  affign'd 

Its  only  thinking  thing  this  turn  of  mind. 

II.  Whether  with  reaion,  or  with  inftinct  bleft, 
Know,  all  enjoy  that   power  which    fuits  them 

beft; 

To  blifs  alike  by  that  diiection  tend,  81 

And  find  the  means  proportion'd  to  their  end. 
Say,  where  full  inftinct  is  th'  unerring  guide, 
What  pope  or  council  can  they  need  belide  ? 
Reafon,  however  able,  cool  at  beft, 
Cares  not  for  fervice,  or  but  ierves  when  preft, 
Stays  till  we  call,  and  then  not  often  near; 
But  honeft  inftinct  comes  a  volunteer, 
Sure  never  to  o'erfhoot,  but  juft  to  hit ;  ' 

While  ftill  too*  wide  or  fhort  is  human  wit ;        90 
Sure  by  quick  nature  happinefs  to  gain, 
Which  heavier  reafon  labours  at  in  vain. 
This  too  ferves  always,  reaion  never  long  : 
One  muft  go  right,  the  other  may  go  wrong. 
See  thei!  the  acting  and  comparing  powers 
One  in  their  nature,  which  are  now  in  ours  ! 
And  reaion  ra;Je  o'er  inftinct  as  you  can, 
,Jn  this  'tis  God  directs,  in  that  'tis  man. 

Wh    taught  the  nations  of  the  field  and  wood 
To  ii  inn  thtir  poifon,  and  to  choufe  their  food  ?  100 
Prefcient,  the  tides  or  tempefts  to  withftand, 
Build  on  the  wave,  or  arch  beneath  the  land  ? 
Who  made  the  fpider  parallels  defign, 
Pure  as  Dt  Moivre,  without  rule  or  line? 
Who  bio  the  ftork,  Columbus-like,  explore 
Heavens  not  hisown,  and  worlds  unknown  before? 
Who  calls  the  council,  ftates  the  certain  day  ? 
Who  forms  the  phalanx,  and  wh©  points  the  way  ? 

III.  God,  in  the  nature  of  each  being,  founds 
Its  proper  blifs,  and  fets  it  prbper  bounds :         no 
But  as  he  fram'd  a  whole,  the  whole  to  blefs, 
On  mutual  wants  built  mutual  happineis  : 
So  from  the  firft,  ETERNAL  ORDER  ran, 
And  creature  link'd  to  creature,  man  to  man. 
Whate'cr  of  life  all- quickening  aether  keeps, 
Or  breathes  through  air,  or  ftioots  beneath  the 

deeps, 

Or  pours  profufe  on  earth^one  nature  feeds 
The  vital  flame,  and  fwells  the  genial  feeds, 
Not  man  alone,  but  all  that  roam  the  wood, 
Or  wing  the  Iky,  or  roll  along  the  flood,  izo 

'Each  loves  itfelf,  but  not  itfelf  alone, 
Each  fex  defires  alike,  till  two  are  one. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  84.  in  the  MS. 

While  man,  with  opening  views  of  various  ways, 
Confounded,  by  the  aid  of  knowledge  ftrays ; 
Too  weak  to  choofe,  yet  choofing  ftill  in  hafte, 
One  moment  gives  the  pleafure  and  diflafte. 


Nor  ends  the  pleafure  with  the  fierce  emhracle  ; 
L'hey  love  themlclves,  a  third  time,  in  their  race. 
Thus  beaft  and  bird  their  common  charge  attend, 
The  mother8  nurle  it,  and  the  fires  defend  ; 
The  young  difmifs'd  to  wander  earth  or  air, 
I'here  ftopi-  the  inftinct,  and  there  ends  the  care ; 
The  link  diffolves,  each  feeks  a  frefh  embrace, 
Another  love  fucceeds,  another  race.  130 

A  longer  care  man's  helplefs  kind  demands ; 
That  longer  care  contracts  more  iafting  bands : 
Reflection,  reafon,  ftill  the  ties  improve, 
At  once  extend  the  intcreft,  and  the  love  : 
With  choice  we  fix,  with  fympathy  we  burn ; 
Each  virtue  in  each  paffion  takes  its  turn  ; 
And  ftill  new  needs,  new  helps,  new  habits  rife, 
That  graft  benevolence  on  charities. 
Still  as  one  brood,  and  as  another  rofe, 
Thefe  natural  love  maintain'd,  habitual  thofe  : 
The  laft,  fcarce  ripen'd  into  perfect  man,          14? 
Saw  helplefs  him  from  whom  their  life  began  : 
Memory  and  furecaft  juft  returns  engage, 
That  pointed  back  to  youth,  this  on  to  age  ; 
While  pleafure,  gratitude,  and  hope,  combin'd, 
Still  fpread  the  intereft,  and  preferre  the  kind. 

IV.  Nor  think,  hi  nature's  ftate  they  blindly 

trod  ; 

The  ftate  of  nature  was  the  reign  of  God : 
Self-love  and  focial  at  her  birth.began, 
Union  the  bond  of  all  things,  and  of  man.         150 
Pride  then  was  not ;  nor  arrs,  that  pride  to  aid  ; 
Man  walk'd  with  beaft,  joint  tenant  of  the  fhade; 
The  fame  his  table,  and  the  fame  his  bed ; 
No  murder  cloth'd  him,  and  no  murder  fed. 
In  the  fame  temple,  the  refounding  wood, 
All  vocal  beings  hymn'd  their  equal  God  : 
The  fhrine  with  gore  unftain'd,  with  gold   un- 

drefs'd, 

Unbrib'd,  unbloody,  flood  the  blamelefs  prieft  : 
Heaven's  attribute  was  univerfal  care, 
And  man's  prerogative,  to  rule,  but  fpare.       16* 
Ah  !  how  unlike  the  man  of  times  to  come  ! 
Of  half  that  live  the  butcher  and  the  tomb ; 
Who,  foe  to  nature,  hears  the  general  groan, 
Murders  their  fpecies,  and  betrays  his  own. 
But  juft  difeafe  to  luxury  fucceeds, 
And  every  death  its  own  avenger  breeds ; 
The  fury-paffions  from  that  blood  began, 
And  turn'd  on  man,  a  fiercer  favage,  man. 

See  him  from  nature  riling  flow  to  art  1 
To  copy  inftinct  then  was  reafon's  part :  170 

Thus  then  to  man  the  voica  of  nature  fpake —  ' 
"  Go,  from  the  creatures  thy  inftructionstake  : 
"  Learn  from  the  birds  what  food  the  thickets 

"  yield ; 

"  Learn  from  the  beafb  the  phyfic  of  the  field ; 
"  Thy  arts  of  building  from  thtybee  receive  ; 
*  Learn  of  the  mole  to  plough,  theworm  toweave; 
"  Learn  of  the  little  Nautilus  to  fail, 
"  Spread  the  thin  oar,  and  catch  the  driving  gale. 
"  Here  too  all  forms  of  focial  union  find, 
"  And  hence  let  reafon,  late,  inftruct  mankind  : 
"  Here  fubterranean  works  and  cities  fee';         181 
"  There  towns  aerial  on  the  waving  tree. 
"  Learn  each  (mail  people's  genius,  policies, 
"  The  ant's  ;epubli.c,  and  the  realm  of  bees; 
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"  How  thofc  in  common  all  their  weahh  beftow, 
"  And  anarchy  without  confufion  know  ; 
«'  And  thefe  for  ever,  though  a  monarch  reign, 
'  Their  feparate  cells  and  properties  maintain. 

*  Mark  what  unvary'd  laws  preferve  each  ftate, ' 
e  Laws  wife  as  nature,  and  as  fix'd  as  fate.      190 
'  In  vain  thy  reafon  finer  webs  lhall  draw, 

'  Entangle  juftice  in  her  net  of  law, 

'  And  right,  too  rigid,  harden  into  wrong; 

4  Still  for  the  ftrong  too  weak,  the  weak  too  flrong. 

*  Yet  go  !  and  thus  o'er  all  the  creatures  fway, 
"  Thus  let  the  wifer  make  the  reft  obey  : 

"  And  for  thofe  arts  mere  inftindt  could  afford, 
**  Be  crown'd  as  monarchs,  or  as  gods  ador'd." 

V.  Great  Nature  fpoke  ;  obfervant  man  obcy'd ; 
Cities  were  built,  focieties  were  made  :  200 
Here  rofe  one  little  flate ;  another  near         [fear. 
Grew  by  like  means,  and  join'd,  through  love  or 
Did  here  the  trees  with  ruddier  burdens  bend, 
And  there  the  ftreams  in  purer  rills  defcend  ? 
What  war  could  ravifli,  commerce  could  beftow  ; 
And  he  returned  a  friend,  who  came  a  foe. 
Converfe  and  love  mankind  might  ilrongly  draw, 
When  love  was  liberty,  and  nature  law. 

Thus  ftates  were  form'd  ;  the  name  of  king  un- 
known, 

Till  common  intereft  plac'd  the  fway  in  one.  210 
'Twas  virtue  only  (or  in  arts  or  arms, 
Diffufing  bleffings,  or  averting  harms) 
The  fame  vvhfch  in  a  fire  the  fons  obey'd, 
A  prince  the  father  of  a  people  made. 

VI.  Till  then,  by  nature  crown'd,'  each  patri- 
arch fat, 

King,  prieft,  and  parent,  of  his  growing  flate  : 
On  him,  their  fecond  providence,  they  hung, 
Their  law  his  eye,  their  oracle  his  tongue. 
He  from  the  wondering  furrow  calFd  the  food, 
Taught  to  command  the  fire,  controul  the  flood, 
Draw  forth  the  monfters  of  th'  abyfs  profound, 
Or  fetch  th'  aerial  eagle  to  the  ground.  222 

Till  dropping,  fickening,  dying,  they  began 
Whom  they  rever'd  as  God  to  mourn  as  man  : 
Then,  looking  up  from  fire  to  fire,  explor'd 
One  great  Firft  Father,  and  that  firft  ador'd. 
Or  plain  tradition  that  this  All  begun, 
Convey'd  unbroken  faith  from  fire  to  fon  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  197,  in  the  firft  editions, 
Who  for  thofe  arts  they  learn'd  of  brutes  before, 
As  kings  fhall  crown  them,  or  aa  gods  adore. 
,,    Ver.  201.  Here  rofe  one  little  ftate,  &c.]  In  the 

MS.  thus : 
The  neighbours  leugu'd  to  guard  their  common 

fpot ; 

And  love  was  nature's  dictate  ;  murder,  not. 
For  want  alone  each  animal  contends ; 
Tigers  with  tigers,  that  remov'd,  are  friends. 
Plain  nature's  wants  the  common  mother  crown'd, 
bhe  pour'd  her  acorns,  herbs,  and  ftreams  around. 
Mo  treafure  then  for  rapine  to  invade, 
What  need  to  fight  for  iun-fhine  or  for  fhacle  ? 
And  half  the  caufe  of  conteft  was  remov'd, 
When  beauty  could  be  kind  to  all  wild  lov'd. 


The  worker  from  the  work  diftinct  was  known, 
And  fimple  reafon  never  fought  but  one  :         i 
Ere  wit  oblique  had  broke  that  fteady  light, 
Man,  like  his  Maker,  faw  that  all  was  right ; 
To  virtue,  in  the  paths  of  pleafure  trod, 
And  own'd  a  father  when  he  own'd  a  God. 
Love  all  the  faith,  and  all  th'  allegiance  then  ; 
For  nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  men, 
No  ill  could  fear  in  God  ;  and  underlined 
A  fovereign  being,  but  a  fovereign  good. 
True  faith,  true  policy,  united  ran ; 
That  was  but  love  of  God,  and  this  of  man.     24; 

Who  firft  taught  fouls  enflav'd,  and  realms  un- 
done, 

Th'  enormous  faith  of  many  made  for  one ; 
That  proud  exception  to  ail  nature's  laws, 
T'  invert  the  world,  and  counter-work  its  caufe  ? 
Force  firft  made  conqueft,  and  that  cpnqueft,law; 
Till  fuperftition  taught  the  tyrant  awe, 
Then  fhar'd  the  tyranny,  then  lent  it  aid, 
And  gods  of  conquerors,  flaves  of  fubje&s  made  : 
She  'midft  the  lightning's  blaze,  and  thunder'* 

found, 

When  rock'd  the  mountains,  and  when  gfoan'd 
the  ground,  250 

She  taught  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray, 
To  power  unfeen,  and  mightier  far  than  they  : 
She,  from  the  rending  carch,  and  burfting  ikies, 
Saw  gods  defcend,  and  fiends  infernal  rife  : 
Here  fix'd  the  dreadful,  there  the  bleft  abodes ; 
Fear  made  her  devils,  and  weak  hope  her  gods ; 
Gods  partial,  changeful,  paffionate,  unjuft, 
Whofe  attributes  were  rage,  revenge,  or  luft  ; 
Such  as  the  fouls  of  cowards  might  conceive, 
And,  form'd  like  tyrants,  tyrants  would  believe. 
Zeal  then,  not  charity,  became  the  guide  ;        26 I 
And  hell  was  built  on  fpite,  and  heaven  on  pride. 
Then  facred  feem'd  th'  ethereal  vault  no  more  ; 
Altars  grew  marble  then,  and  reek'd  with  gore  ; 
Then  firft  the  Flamen  tafted  living  food ; 
Next  his  grim  idol  fmear'd  with  human  blood; 
With  heaven's  own  thunders  fhook  the  world  be- 

low, 
And  play'd  the  God  an  engine  on  his  foe. 

So  drives  felf-love,  through  juft,  and  through 

unjuft, 

To  one  man's  power,  ambition,  lucre,  luft  :      27^ 
The  fame  felf-love,  iu  all,  becomes  the  caufe 
Of  what  reftrains  him,  government  and  laws. 
For,  what  one  likes,  if  others  like  as  well, 
What  ferves  one  will,  when  many  wills  rebel  ? 
How  fhall  he  keep,  what,  fleeping  or  awake, 
A  weaker  may  furprife,  a  ftronger  take  ? 
His  fafety  muft  his  liberty  reftrain : 
All  join  to  guard  what  each  deiires  to  gain. 
Forc'd  into  virtue  thus,  by  felf-defence, 
Ev'n  kings  learn'd  juftice  and  benevolence  :      28* 
Self-love  forfook  the  path  it  firft  purfued, 
And  found  the  private  in  the  public  good. 

'  Twas  then  the  ftudious  head  or  generous  mind, 
Follower  of  God,  or  friend  of  human  kind, 
Poet  or  patriot,  rofe  but  to  reftore 
The  faith  and  moral,  nature  gave  before ; 
Relum'd  her  ancient  light,  not  kindled  new; 
If  not  God's  image,  yet  his  fhadow  drew ; 
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taught  power's  due  ufc  to  people  and  to  kings, 
Taught  nor  to  flack  nor  ftrain  its  tender  firings, 
The  lefs,  or  greater,  fet  fo  juftly  true,  291 

That  touching  one  muft  ftrike  the  other  too  ; 
Tiil  jarring  intercfts  of  themfelves  cr-  ate 
Th'  acco.  ding  mufic  of  a  well-mix'd  Hate. 
Such  is  the  world's  great  harmony,  that  fprings 
From  order,  union,  full  confent  of  things : 
Where  fmall  and  great,  where  weak  and  mighty, 

made 

To  ferve,  not  fuffer,  ftrengthen,  not  invade ; 
More  powerful  each  as  needful  to  the  reft, 
And,  in  proportion  as  it  bleffrs,  bleft  ;  300 

Draw  to  one  point,  and  to  one  centre  bring 
Beaft,  man,  or  angel,  fervant,  lord,  or  king. 

For  forms  of  government  let  fools  conteft  ; 
"Whate'er  is  beft  adminifter'd  is  beft  : 
For  mudes  of  faith,  let  gracelefs  zealots  fight ; 
His  can't  be  wrong  whofe  life  is  in  the  right ; 
In  faith  and  hope  the  world  will  difagree, 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity  : 
AH  muft  be  falfe  that  thwarts  this  one  great  end  ; 
And  all  of  God,  that  blefs  mankind,  or  mend-  310 
Man,  like  the  generous  vine,  fupported  lives  : 
The  ftrength  he  gains  i<  from  th'  embrace  he  gives. 
On  their  own  axis  as  the  planets  run. 
Yet  make  at  one'*  their  circle  round  the  fun ; 
So  two  confident  motions  act  the  foul ; 
And  one  regards  itfclf,  and  one  the  whole. 

Thus  God  and  nature  link'd  the  general  frame, 
And  bade  felf-love  and  focial  be  the  fame. 


E  P  I  S  T  L(  E     IV. 

€f  tie  Nature  and  State  of  Man  •with  refpeft  to 
Happinefs. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

I.  FALSE  notions  of  happinefs,  philofophical  and 
popular,  anfwered  from  ver.  19  to  77.  II.  It 
is  the  end  of  all  men,  and  attainable  by  all, 
ver.  30.  God  intends  liappinefs  to  be  equal; 
and  to  be  fo,  it  muft  be  focial,  fince  all  par- 
ticular happinefs  depends  on  general,  and 
iince  he  governs  by  general,  not  particular 
laws,  ver.  37.*  As  it  is  neceflary  for  order,  and 
the  peace  and  welfare  of  Ibciety,  that  external 
goods  fhould  be  unequal,  happinefs  is  no*  made 
to  confift  in  thefe,  ver.  51.  But,notwithftand- 
ing  that  inequality,  the  balance  of  happinefs  a- 
mong  mankind  is  kept  even  by  providence,  by 
the  two  paffions  of  hcpe  and  fear,  ver.  70. — 
III.  What  the  happinefs  of  individuals  is,  as  far 
as  is  confident  with  the  conftitution  of  this 
i  world  ;  and  that  the  good  man  has  here  the  ad- 
vantage, ver.  77.  The  error  of  imputing  to 
I  -virtue  what  are  only  the  calamities  of  nature, 
or  of  fortune,  ver.  94.  IV.  The  folly  of  ex- 
pe&ing  that  God  fLould  alter  his  general  laws 
in  favour  of  particulars,  ver.  m.  V.  That 
\ve  are  not  judges  who  are  good;  but  that, 
whoever  they  are,  they  muft  be  happieft,  ver. 
133,  <?cc.  VI.  That  external  goods  aie  not  the 
Vox..  VIII, 


proper  rewards,  but  often  inconfiftent  with,  or 
deftructive  of  virtue,  ver.  167.  That  even 
thefe  can  make  no  man  happy  without  virtue  t 
Inftanced  in  riches,  ver.  185.  Honours,  ver. 
193.  Nobility,  ver.  205  Greatnefs,  ver.  217. 
Fame,  ver.  337.  Superior  talents,  ver.  aj7, 
&c  Wirh  pictures  of  human  infelicity  in  men, 
poffrffed  of  them  all  ver.  269,  &c.  VII. 
That  virtue  only  constitutes  a  happinefs,  whofe 
object  i*  univerfaJ,  and  whofc  profpect  eternal, 
ver.  307.  That  the  perfection  of  virtue  and 
happinefs  confifts  in  a  conformity  to  the  Order 
of  Providence  here,  and  a  reflgnatiQn  to  it  here 
and  hereafter,  ver.  316,  &c. 

OH  Happinefs !  our  being's  end  and  aim  ! 

Good,  pleafure,  cafe,  content '  whate'er  thy  name  : 

That  fomething   flill  which  prompts  th'  eternai 

%h, 

For  which  we  bear  to  live,  or  dare  to  die, 
Which  ftill  fo  near  us,  yet  beyond  us  lies, 
O'erlook'd,  feen  double,  by  the  fool  and  wife: 
Plant  of  celeftial  feed ;  if  dropp'd  below, 
Say,  in  what  mortal  foil  thou  deign'ft  to  grow  ? 
Fair  opening  to  fome  court's  propitious  fhine, 
Or  deep  with  diamonds  in  the  flaming  mine  ?    10 
Twin'd  with  the  wreaths  Parnafiian  laurels  yield, 
Or  reap'd  in  iron  harvefts  of  the  field  ? 
Where  grows  ?  where  grows  it  not  ?    If  vain  our 

toil, 

We  ought  to  blame  the  culture,  not  the  foil : 
Fix'd  to  no  fpot  is  happinefs  fincere, 
~'Tis  no  where  to  be  found,  or  every  where  : 
'Tis  never  to  be  bought,  but  always  free, 
And  fled  from  monarchs,  St.  John !  dwells  with 
thee.  [blind ; 

Aik   of  the  learn'd  the  way  ?    The  learn'd  are 
This  bids  to  ferve,  and  that  to  fhun  mankind;  ii» 
Some  place  the  blifs  in  action,  fome  in  eafe, 
fhofe  call  it  pleafure,  and  contentment  thefe  : 
Some,  funk  to  beafts,  find  pleafure  end  in  pain; 
Some,  fwell'd  to  gods,  confefs  ev'n  virtue  vain  j 
Or,  indolent,  to  each  extreme  they  fall, 
To  truft  in  ev'ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all. 

Who  thii>  define  it,  fay  they  more  or  lefs, 
Than  this,  that  happinefs  is  happinefs  ? 

Take  nature's  path,  and  mad  opinion's  leave  j 
All  ftat«s  can  reach  it,  and  all  heads  conceive ;   30 
Obvious  her  goods,  in  no  extreme  they  dwell ; 
There  needs  but  thinking  right,  and  meaning  well  j 
And,  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we  pl«afc, 
Equal  is  common  fenfe,  and  common  eafe. 

Remember,  man,  "  the  Univcrfal  Caufe 
"  Acts  not  by  partial,  but  b     gen'ral  laws," 
And  makes  what  happinefs  we  juftly  call, 
Subfift  not  in  the  good  of  one,  but  all. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  I.  Oh  happinefs,  &c  ]in  the  MS.  thus: 
Oh  happinefs,  to  which  we  all  afpire, 
Wing'd  with  ftrong  hope,  and  borne  by  full  de-» 

fire; 

That  eafe,  for  which  in  want,  in  wealth  we  figb^ 
That  cafe,  for  which  we  labour,  and  we  die. 
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There's  not  a  bleffing  individuals  find, 

Bu:  '  "ne  way  leans  and  h^arkers  to  the  kind  :  40 

No  bandit,  fierce,  no  tyrau*  :  vM  with  pride, 

No  cavern'd  hermit,  refts  feif-;::tijfy'd  : 

Who  moft  to  fhun  or  hate  mankind  pretend, 

Seek  an  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend  : 

Abftra^l  what  others  feel,  what  .  th-.-rs  think, 

AH  pleafure s  ficken,  and  all  glories  firik  : 

Each  has  his  (hare  ;  ar  i  who  v.'ou'.d  more  obtain, 

Shall  find,  the  pleafure  pays  not  half  the  pain. 

Order  is  Heaven's  firft  law  ;  and  this  confeft, 
Some  are,  and  muft  be,  greater  than  the  reft,     50 
More  rich,  more  wife  ;  but  who  infers  from  hence 
That  fuch  are  happier,  fhock*  all  common  fenfe. 
Heaven  to  mankind  impartial  we  confefs, 
If  all  are  equal  in  their  happinefs  : 
But  mutual  wants  this  happinefs  increafe  ; 
Ail  nature's  difference  keeps  all  nature's  peace. 
Condition,  circumftance,  is  not  the  thing  ; 
Blifs  is  the  fame  insfubjec"l  or  in  king, 
In  who  obtain  defence,  or  who  defend, 
In  him  who  is,  or  him  who  finds  a  friend  :         60 
Heaven  breathes  through  every  member  of  the 

whole 

One  common  bleffing,  as  one  common  foul. 
B.ut  fortune's  gifts  if  each  alike  poffeft. 
And  each  were  equal,  muft  not  all  conteft  ? 
If  then  to  all  men  happinefs  was  meant, 
God  in  externals  could  not  place  content. 

Fortune  her  gifts  may  varioufly  di/pofc. 
And  thefe  be  happy  call'd,  unhappy  thofe  ; 
But  heaven's  juft  balance  equal  will  appear, 
^While  thofe   are    plac'd  in  hope,   and  thefe  in 
fear :  70 

\Not  prefent  good  or  ill,  the  joy  or  curfe, 
J3ut  future  views  of  better,  IT  of  worfc. 

••'Oh,  fons  of  earth  '.  attempt  ye  ftill  to  rife, 
By  mountains  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  fkie?  ? 
Heaven  ftill  with  laughter  the  vain  toilfurveys, 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raife. 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  find, 
Or  God  and  nature  meant  to  mere  mankind, 
Reason's  whole  pleafure,  all  the  jc>ys  of  fenfe, 
JLie  in  three  words,  Health,  Peace,  and  Compe- 
tence. 80 
But  Health  cor.fifls  with  temperance  alone  ; 
And  Peace,  oh  virtue!  Peace  is  all  thy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  the  gifts  of  Fortune  gain ; 
But  thefe  lefs  tafle  them,  as  tlu-y  worfe  obtain. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  52,  in  the  MS. 
6ay  not,  "  Heaven's  here  profufe,  there  poorly 

«'  faves, 

"  And  for  one  monarch  makes  a  thoufand  flaves." 
You'll  find,  when  caufes  and  their  ends=  are  known, 
'  J'was  for  the  thoufand  Heaven  has  made  that  one. 

After  ver.  66,  in  the  MS. 
Tis  peace  of  mind  alone  is  at  a  flay  : 
The  reft  mad  fortune  gives  or  takes  away. 
All  other  blifs  by  accident's  debarr'd  ; 
But  virtue's,  in  the  inftant,  a  reward  ; 
In  hardeft  trials  operates  the  beft, 
£.nd  more  is  relifh'J  as  the  more  diftreft. 


Say,  in  purfuit  of  profit  or  delight,  [r'S>^ 

XV ho  rifk  the  muft,   that  take  wrong  means, 
Of  vice  or  virtue,  >  it  or  curft, 

Which  -neets  contempr,  or  winch  compaffion  ful 
Count  all  th*  advantage  profperous  vice  attain^, 
'  Fis  but  what  virtue  iiies  from  am1  difdai:;s  : 
And  grant  the  bad  what  bappincfs  they  would, 
One  they  mtlftwant,  which  i.s,  to  pais  for  good. 
Oh  blind  tp  truth,  and  God's  whole  fchcmc  belo\ 
Who  fancy  blifs  to  vict:,to  virtue  v. 
Who  fees  and  follows  chat  great  fcheme  the  beP-, 
Beft  know*  the  bleffing,  and  will  moft  be  bled. 
But  fools,  the  good  alone,  unhappy  call, 
For  ills  or  accidents  tii:.c  chance  to  all. 
See  Falkland  dies,  the  viriuous  and  the  juft  ! 
See  godlike  Turenne  proftrate  on  the  duft  !  I 
See  Sidney  bleeds  amid  the  martia  Iftrife  '. 
Was  this  their  virtue,  or  contempt  of  life  ? 
Say,  was  it  virtue,  more  though  heaven  ne' 

gave, 

Lamented  Digby  !  funk  thee  to  the  grave  : 
Tell  me,  if  virtue  made  the  fon  expire, 
Why,  full  of  days  and  honour,  lives  the  fire  ? 
Why  drew  Marfeilles'  good  bifhop  purer  breath, 
When  nature  ficken'd,  and  each  gale  was  death  ? 
Or  why  fo  long  (in  life  if  long  can  be) 
Lent  heaven  a  parent  to  the  poor  and  me  ?      IIO 

What  makes  all  phyfical  or  moral  ill  ? 
There  deviates  nature',  and  here  wanders  will. 
God  fends  not  ill ;  if  rightly  underftooci, 
Or  partial  ill  is  universal  good, 
Or  change  admits,  or  nature  lets  it  fall, 
Short,  and  but  r;ire,  till  man  improv'd  it  all. 
We  juft  as  wifely  might  of  heaven  crmplain 
That  righteous  Abel  \yas  dcftroy'd  by  Cain, 
As  that  the  virtuous  fon  is  ill  at  eafe 
When  his  lewd  father  gave  the  dire  difeafe.     i:o 
Think  we,  like  fonic  weak  prince,  th'  Eternal 

Caufe 
Prone  for  his  favourites  to  reverfe  his  laws  ? 

Shall  burning  ./Etna,  if  a  fage  requires, 
Forget  to  thunder,  and  recal  her  fires  ? 
On  air  or  fea  new  motions  be  impreft, 
Oh  blamelefs  Bethel !  to  relieve  thy  breafr  ? 
When  the  loofe  mountain  trembles  from  on  high, 
Shall  gravitation  ctraf'e,  if  you  go  by  ? 
Or  forne  old  templr,  nodding  to  its  fall, 
F>>r  Chartres'  head  refervc  the  hanging  wall?  139 

But  ftill  this  world  (fo  fitted  for  the  knave) 
Contents  us  not,     A  better  fhall  we  have  ? 
A  kingdom  of  the  juft  then  let  it  be  : 
But  firft  confider  ho-.v  thofe  juft  agree. 
The  good  muft  merit  God's  peculiar  care  ; 
But  who,  but  God,  can  tell  us  who  they  a 
One  thinks  on  Caivin  heaven's  own  fpirit  fell ; 
Another  deems  him  inftrument  of  hell; 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  9Z,  in  the  MS. 
Let  fober  moralifts  correct  their  fpeech, 
No  bad  man's  happy;  he  is  great,  or  rich, 

After  ver.  116,  in  the  MS. 
Of  every  evil,  fince  the  wr.rld  began, 
The  real  foi;rce  is  not  in  God,  but  r 


ESSAY    ON    MAN. 


.}  t  Calvin  feel  heaven's,  bltfllng,  or  its  rod, 

This  cries  there  is,  and  that,  tlu-re  is  no  God.    140 

What  (hocks  one  part,  will  edily  the  reft, 

•Nor  v.  ith  one  fyftem  can  they  ail  be  Weft. 

The  very  beft  will  varicufly  incline, 

And  what  rewards  your  virtue,  punifh  mine. 

Whatever  isy  is  right.      This  world,  'tis  true, 

Was  made  for  -Cssfar — but  for  Titus  too  ; 

And  which  more  bleft  ?  who  chain'd  his  country, 

fay, 

Or  he  whofe  virtue  figh'd  to  lofe  a  day  ? 
"  Bur.  fometimes  virtue  ftarves,  while  vice  is 

fed." 

-What  then  ?  Is  the  reward  of  virtue  bread  ?     15© 
That,  via-  m?y  merit,  ;tis  the  price  of  toil  ; 
The  knave  deferves  it,  when  he  tills  the  foil; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tempts  the  main, 
WK're  folly  tights  for  kings,  or  dives  for  gain. 
The  :.>ood  man  maybe  weak,  be  indolent; 
Nor  is  his  tlaiiT  to  i»lenv.y,  but  content. 
But  grant  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o'er  ? 
"  NO — fhall  the  good  want  health,  the  good  want 

*'  power  ?" 

Add  health  and  power,  and  every  earthly  thing, 
."  Why  bounded  power  ?  why  private  ?  why  no 
"king?"  I6o 

Nay,  why  external  for  internal  given  ? 
Why  is  not  man  a  god,  and  earth  a  heaven  ? 
Who  aik  andreafon  thus,  will  fcarce  conceive 
God  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give ; 
Immenfe  the  power,  immenfe  were  the  demand ; 
Say,  at  what  part  of  nature  will  they  ftand  ? 

What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  deftroy, 
The  foul's  calm  fun  mine,  and  the  heart-felt  joy, 
Is  virtue's  prize  :  A  better  would  you  fix  ? 
Then  give  Humility  a  coach  and  fix,  T7O 

Juftice  a  conqueror's  fwordyor  Truth  a  gown, 
Or  Public  Spirit  its  great  cure,  a  crown. 
Weak,  fooliih  man  !  will  Heaven  reward  us  there 
With  the  fame  trafh  mad  mortals  wifli  for  here  ? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes, 
Yet  figh'ft  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  ? 
Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Expect  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife ; 
As  well  as  dream  fuch  trifles  are  afSgn'd, 
As  toys  and  empires,  for  a  godlike  mind.          I  So 
p£e  wards,  that  either  would  to  virtue  bring 
.Xo  joy,  or  be  deflruclire  of  the  thing ; 
flow  oft  by  thefe  at  fixty  are  undone 
The  virtues  of  a  faint  at  twenty-one  ! 
To  whom  can  riches  give  repute,  or truft, 
Content,  or  pleafure,  but  the  good  and  juft  ? 
Judges  and  fenates  have  been  bought  for  gold  ; 
El'teem  and  love  were  never  to  be  fold. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  143,  in  fome  editions, 
Give  each  a  fyftem,  all  muft  be  at  ftrife  ; 
What  different  fyftems  for  a  man  and  wife  ! 

The  joke,  though    lively,  was  ill  placed,  and 
therefore  fhuck  out  of  the  text. 

After  ver.  172,  in  the  MS. 
Say,  what  rewards  this  idle  world  imparts, 
Or  fit  for  fearching  heads  or  honeft  hearts. 


Oh  fool  1  to  think  God  hates  the  worthy  mind, 
The  lover  and  the  love  of  human  kind  190 

Whofe  life  is  healthful,  and  whofe  conference  clear 
Becaufe  he  wants  a  thoufand  pounds  a- year. 
Honour  and  fhame  from  no  condition  rife ; 
Adi  well  your  part,  there  al^  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  fome  fmall  difference  made, 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade; 
The  cobler  apron'd,  and  the  parfon  gown'd. 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 
"  What  differ  more  (you  cry)   than  crown  and 

"  covvll" 

I'll  tell  you,  friend  !  a  wife  man  and  a  fool.      200 
You'll  find,  if  once  the  monarch  acts  the  monk, 
Or,  cobler-like,  the  parfon  will  be  drunk, 
Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  ,the  fellow  : 
The  reft  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella. 

Stuck  o'er  with  titles  and  hung  round  with 

firings, 

That  thou  may  ft  be  by  kings,  or  whores  of  kings, 
Boaft,  the  pure  blood  of  an  illuftrious  race, 
In  quiet  flow  from  Lucrece  to  Lucrece  : 
But  by  your  fathers'  worth  if  yours  you  rate, 
Count  methofe  only  who  were  good  and  great. 
Go  1  if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood  in 

Has  crept  through  fcoundrels  ever  fince  the  flood, 
Go  !  and  pretend  your  family  is  young; 
Nor  own  your  fathers  have  been  fools  fo  long. 
What  can  ennoble  fots,  or  flaves,  or  cowards  ? 
Alas  !  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards,  [lies: 
Look  next  on  greatnefs;  fay  where  greatnefs 
"  Where,  but  among  the  heroes  and  the  wife  ?" 
Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point's  agreed, 
prom  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede  ;      2iO 
The  whole  itrange  purpofe  of  their  lives,  to  find, 
Or  make,  an  enemy  of  all  mankind  ! 
Not  one  looks  backward,  onward  ftill  he  goes, 
Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  further  than  his  nofe. 
No  lefs  alike  the  politic  and  wife  : 
All  fly  flow  things,  with  circumfpedtive  eyes : 
Men  in  their  loofe  unguarded  hours  they  take, 
Net  that  themftlves  are  wife,  but  others  weak. 
But  grant  that  thofe  can  conquer,  thefe  can  cheat; 
'Ti*  phrafe  abfurd  to  call  a  villain  ejreat  :  230 

Who  wickedly  is  wife,  or  madly  brave, 
Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 
Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains, 
Or  failing,  fmiles  in  exile  or  in  chains, 
Like  good  Aurelius  let  him  reign,  or  bleed 
Like  Socrates,  that  man  is  great  indeed 

What's  fame  ?  a  fancy'd  life  in  others'  breath, 
A  thing  beyond  us,  ev'n  before  our  death. 
Jail  what  you  hear,  you  have  ;  and  what's  un- 
known, 
The  fame  (my  lord)  if  Tully*s,  or  your  own.  240 


VARIATIONS. 
Ver.  207,  Boaft  the  pure  blood,  &c.]  In  the 

MS.  thus : 

The  richeft  blood,  right-honourably  old, 
Down  from  Lucretia  to  Lucretia  roll'd, 
May  fwell  thy  heart  and  gallop  in  thy  breaft, 
Without  one  dafh  of  uiher  or  of  prieft : 
Thy  pride  as  much  defpife  all  other  pride, 
As  Chriil  Church  once  all  colleges  befuje. 
Gij 


All  that  t?e  frci  of  it  begins  and  ends 

In  the  fmall  circle  of  out*  foes  or  friends; 

*^To  all  bcfide  as  much  an  empty  fhade 

An  Eugene  living,  as  a  Cseiar  dead  ; 

Alike  or  when,  or  where  they  fhone,  or  fhine, 

Or  on  the  Rubicon,  or  on  the  Rhine. 

A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chief  a  rod  ; 

An  hontft  man's  the  nobleft  work  of  God. 

Fame  but  from  death  a  villain's  name  can  fave, 

As  juflice  tears  his  body  from  the  grave  ;          25© 

When  v,  hat  t'  oblivion  better  were  refign'd, 

Jj  hung  on  high  to  poifon  half  mankind. 

All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  defert ; 

|}iays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  heart : 

One  felf-approving  hour  whole  years  out-weighs 

Of  ftupid  ftarers,  and  of  loud  huzzas; 

And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  exil'd  feels, 

Than  Csefar  with  a  fenate  at  his  heels. 

In  parts  fuperior  what  advantage  lies  ? 
Tell  (for  you  "can)  what  is  it  to  be  wife  ?  260 

'  '.'is  but  to  know  hi>w  iitde  can  be  known  1 
'f'd  fee  all  others  faults,  and  feel  our  own; 
iCondenin'd  in  bufmefs  or  in  arts  to  drudge, 
"Without  a  fecond,  or  without  a  judge  : 
Truths  would  you  teach,  or  fove  a  finking  land  ? 
Allfoar,  none  aid  you,  and  few  underftand. 
Painful  pre-eminence  !  yourfelf  to  view 
Above  life's*  weaknefs,  and  its  comforts  too. 

Bring  then  thefe  bleffmgs  to  a  flrici  account ; 
Make  fair  dedu&ions  ;  fee  to  what  they  mount  : 
HOW  much  of  other  each  is  fuie  to  coftj  a/I 

How  much  for  other  oft  is  wholly  loft ; 
How  inconliftent  greater  good*  with  thefe  ; 
How  fometimes  life  is  rifqu'd,  and  always  eafe  : 
Think,  and  if  ftill  the  things  thy  envy  call, 
i>ay,  wop  Id  ft  thou   be    the  man  to  whom  they 

'  'fall? 

To  Cgh  for  ridbands  if  thou  art  fo  filly, 
Mark  how  they  grace  Lord  Umbra,  or  Sir  Billy. 
Js  yellow  dirt  the  paffion  of  thy  life; 
Look  but  on  Qripus,  or  on  Gripus'  wife,         aSo 
If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  fhin'd, 
The  wifeffc,  brighteil,  meaneft  of  mankind  : 
Qr  ravifh'd  with  the  whiftling  of  a  name, 
See  Cromwell,  damn'd  to  everlailing  tame  1 
It  all, united,  thy  anibitipn  call, 
•  From  ancient  {lory,  learn  to  fcorn  them  all, 
There,  in  the  rich,  the  honour'd,  fam'd,  and  great, 
See  the  falFe  fcalc  of  happineis  complete  ! 
In  beam  of  kings,  or  aripsbf  queens  who  lay, 
How  happy  !  thole  to  ruin,  thefe  betray,          290 
Mark  by  v»hat  wretched  fteps  their  glory  grows, 
From  dirt  a^id  fea-weed  a?  proud  Venice  rofe ; 
la  each  how  gqijt  and  greatnefs  equal  ran, 
And  al!  that  rais'd  the  hero,  funk  the  man  : 
Ijjfow  Europe^  laurels  on  their  brpWs  behold, 
But  ftain'd  with  blood,  or  iii  exchang'd  ("or  gold  : 
Then  fee  them  broke  with  toils,  »r  funk  in  eaie, 
Or  jrjfamous  for  plun'der'd  provinces. 
O  :  'Wealth  ill-fated  '.  which  no  acY  of  fame 
E'er  taught  to  flune,  cr  fandify'd  from  fhame !  390 
"What  greater  blifs  attends  their  clofeof  life  ? 
Some  greedy  minion,  or  imperious  wife, 
The  trophy'd  arches,  frory'd  halls  invade, 

fh«i  pcaiDous  fhade. 


THE    WORKS    OF    POPE- 

Alas !  not  dazzled  with  their  noon-tj<lc  ray, 


Compute  the  morn  and  evening  to  the  day  ; 
1'he  whole  amount  of  that  enormous  fame, 
A  tale,  that  blends  their  glory  with  their  fhame  ! 
Know  then   this   truth  (enough   for  nun    to 

know) 

"  Virtue  alone  is  happinefs  below."  31 

The  only  point  where  human  blifs  (land*  ftill, 
And  tafres  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ; 
Where  only  merit  conftant  pay  receives, 
Is  bleft  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives; 
The  joy  unequal'd,  if  its  end  it  gain, 
And  if  it  lofe,  attended  with  no  pain  : 
Without  fatiety,  though  e'er  fo  biefs'd, 
And  but  more  relifh'd  as  the  more  diftrefs'd : 
The  broadeft  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears, 
Lefs  pleafing  far  than  virtue's  very  tears  :         32 
Good,  from  each  objed,  from  each  place  acquir' 
For  ever  exercis'd,  yet  never  tir'd  ; 
Never  elated,  while  one  man's  opprefs'd  ; 
Never  dejedled,  while  another's  bleft  ; 
And  where  no  wants,  no  wifhes  can  remain, 
Since  but  to  wifh  more  virtue,  is  to  gain. 

See  the  fole  blifs  heaven  could  on  all  beftow  ! 
Which  who  but  feels  can  taile,  but  thinks  caa 

know  : 

Yet  poor  with  fortune,  and  with  learning  blind, 
The  bad  muft  mifs ;  the  good,  untaught,  will  find  ; 
Slave  to  no  fe<5t,  who  takes  no  private  road,    331 
But  looks  through  nature,  up  to  nature's  God  ; 
Purfues  that  chain  which  links  th'  immenfe  dc.- 

fign, 

Joins  heaven  and  earth,  and  mortal  and  divine  ; 
Sees,  that  no  being  any  blifs  can  know, 
But  touches  fome  above,  and  ibme  below ; 
Learns  from  this  union  of  the  riGng  .whole, 
Thf  firft,  laft  purpofe  of  the  human  foul ; 
And  knows  where  faith,  law,  morals,  all  began, 
All  end,  in  love  of  God,  and  love  of  man.         34^ 
For  him  alone,  hope  leads  from  goul  to  goal, 
And  opens  ftill,  and  opens  on  his  foul ; 
Till  lengthen'd  on  to  faith,  and  unconlin'd, 
It  pours  the  blifs  that  fills  up  all  the  mind. 
He  fees,  why  Nature  plants  in  man  alone 
Hope  of  known  blifs,  and  faith  in  blifs  unknown  : 
(Nature,  whofe  dtdatcs  to  no  other  kind 
Are  given  in  vain,  but  what  they  fcek  they  find). 
Wife  is  her  prcfent ;  fhe  connects  in  this 
His  greaceft  virtue  with  his  greateft  blifs ;         3.5* 
At  once  his  own  bright  profptd:  to  be  bleft, 
And  ftrongeft  motive  to  affift  the  refl. 

Self-love  thus  pufh'd  to  focial,  to  divine, 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbour's  bleffing  thine. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundicfs  heart  ? 
lixtend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part ; 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  316,  in  the  MS. 
Ev'n  while  it  feems  unequal  to  difpofe, 
And  chequers  all  the  good  man's  joys  with  woes, 
Ti«  but  to  teach  him  t..  fupport  each  ftate, 
With  patience  this,  with  moderation  that ; 
And  raife  his  bale  on  that  one  iolid  joy, 
Whi^h  cunlciojce  -iv:s>  ami  iioil:ii>-  caa  dcftroy. 


1SSSAY    ON   MAN. 


Grafp  the  whole  worlds  of  reafon,  life,  and  fenfe, 

In  one  clofe  fyftem  of  benevolence  : 

Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'cr  degree, 

And  height  of  blifs  hut  height  of  charity.-        360 

God  loves  from  whole  to  parts  :  but  human  fuul 
Mult  rife  froni  individual  to  the  whole. 
Self-love  but  ferves  the  virtuous  mind  to  wake, 
As  the  fmall  pebble  llirs  the  peaceful  lake; 
The  centre  mov'd,  a  circle  ftraighi  fucceeds, 
Another  ftill,  and  ftill  another  fpreads ; 
Friend,  parent,  neji^hbour,  firft  it  will  embrace  ; 
His  country  next;  and  next  all  human  race  ; 
Wide  and  more  wide,  th'  overflowings  of  the  mind 
Take  every  creature  in,  of  every  kind  ;  370 

Earth  fmiles  around,  with  boundlefs  bounty  Weft, 
And  heaven  beholds  its  image  in  his  breaft. 

Come,  then,  my  friend  1  my  genius  !  c®me  along ; 
Oh,  mafter  of  the  poet,  and  the  fong  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  373.  Come  then,  my  friend  !  &c.]  In  the 

MS.  thus  : 

And  now  tranfported  o'er  fo  vaft  a  plain, 
While  the  wing'd  courfer  flies  with  all  her  rein, 
While  heaven- ward  now  her  mounting  wing  (he 

feels, 

Now  fcatter'd  fools  fly  trembling  from  her  heels, 
Wilt  thou,  my  St.  John  !  keep  her  courfe  in  fight, 
C<5nfine  her  fury,  and  aflift  her  flight  > 


389 


And  while  the  mufe  now  ftoops,  or  now  afcends. 
To  man's  low  pafiions,  or  their  glorious  ends, 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  in  various  nature  wife, 
To  fall  with  dignity,  with  temper  rife  ; 
Form'd  by  thy  converfe,  happily  to  fteer, 
From  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to  fevere  ; 
Correct  with.fpirit,  eloquent  wjth  cafe, 
Intent  to  reafon,  or  polite  to  pleafe. 
Oh  !  while  along  the  ftream  of  time  thy  name 
Expanded  flies,  and  gathers  all  its  fame  ; 
Say,  fhall  my  little  bark  attendant  fail, 
Purfue  the  triumph,  and  partake  the  gale  ? 
When  flatefmen,  heroes,  kings,  in  duft  repofe, 
Whofe  fons  fhall  bluih  their  fathers  were  thy 
Shall  then  this  verfe  to  future  age  pretend 
Thou  wert  my  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend  ?  390 
That,  urg'd  by  thee,  I  turn'd  the  tuneful  art, 
From  founds  to  things,  from  fapcy  to  the  heart  5 
For  wit's  falfe  mirror  held  up  nature's  light  ; 
Shew'd  erring  pride,  Whatever  M,  ;j  rig'.t  ; 
That  reafon,  paffion,  anfwer  one  great  aim  ; 
That  true  felf-love  and  iocial  are  the  fame  j 
That  virtue  only  makes  our  biifs  below; 
And  all  our  knowledge  is,  Ourfelves  to  know* 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver  397.  That  virtue  only,&c  ]  In  the  MS.  thus; 
That  juii  to  find  a  God  i*  ail  we  can, 
And  all  the  ftudy  of  mankind  is  man, 
G  iij 


THE  UNIVERSAL  PRATER. 

DEO     OPT.     MAX. 


IT  may  be  proper  to  obferve,  that  fome  paffagcs,  in  the  preceding  Effay,  having  been  unjuflly  fuf- 
pected  of  a  tendency  towards  fate  and  naturalifm,  the  author  compofed  this  Prayer  as  the  fum 
of  all,  to  (how  that  hisfyftem  was  founded  in  free-will,  and  terminated  in  piety  :  That  the  Firft 
Caufc  was  as  well  the  Lord  and  Governor  of  the  Univerfe  as  the  Creator  of  it ;  and  that,  by 
fubmiffion  to  his  will  (the  great  principle  enforced  throughout  the  Efiay)  was  not  meant  the 
fuffering  ourfelves  to  be  carried  along  by  a  blind  determination,  but  the  refting  in  a  religious  ac- 
quiefcence,  and  confidence  full  of  hope  and  immortality.  To  give  all  this  the  greater  weight, 
the  poet  chofc  for  his  model  the  Lord's  Prayer,  which,  of  all  others,  beft  dcferves  the  title  pre- 
fixed to  this  Paraphr afe.  D  R  .  WA  R  B  0  a  T  ax . 


FATHER  of  all !  in  every  age, 

In  every  clime  ador'd, 
By  faint,  by  favagc,  and  by  fage, 

Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord ! 

Thou  Great  Firft  Caufe,  leaft  underftood  ; 

Who  all  my  fenfe  confin'd 
To  know  but  this,  that  thou  art  good, 

And  that  myfelf  am  blind  ; 

Yet  gave  me,  in  this  dark  cftate, 

To  fee  the  good  from  ill ; 
And,  binding  nature  faft  in  fate, 

Left  free  the  human  will : 

What  conference  dictates  to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do, 
This,  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  fhun, 

That,  more  than  heaven  purfue. 

What  bleffings  thy  free  bounty  gives, 

Let  me  not  caft  away  ; 
For  God  is  paid  when  man  receives, 

T'  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

Yet  net  to  earth's  contracted  fpan 
Thy  goodnefs  let  me  bound, 

Or  think  thce  Lord  alone  of  man, 

When  thoufand  worlds  are  round  : 

Let  not  this  weak,  union  wing  hand 
Prefum?  thy  bolts  to  throw, 


And  deal  damnation  round  the  land, 
On  each  I  judge  thy  foe. 

If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart, 
Still  in  the  right  to  flay  : 

:f  I  am  wrong,  oh,  teach  my  heart 
To  find  that  better  way  ! 

Save  me  alike  from  foolifh  pride, 

Or  impious  difcontenr, 
At  aught  thy  wifdom  has  dcny'd, 

Or  aught  thy  goodnefs  lent. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe,' 
To  hide  the  fault  1  fee; 

That  mercy  I  to  others  (how, 
That  mercy  fhow  to  me. 

Mean  though  I  am,  not  wholly  fo, 
Since  quicken'd  by  thy  breath  ; 

O,  lead  me  wherefoe'er  I  go, 

Through  this  day's  life  er  death. 

This  day,  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot  : 
All  elfe  beneath  the  fun, 

Thou  know'il  if  bed  beftow'd  or  not, 
And  let  thy  wUl  be  done. 

To  thee,  whofe  temple  is  all  fpace, 
Whofe  altar,  earth,  fea,  fkies ! 

One  chorus  let  all  being  raife ! 
All  nature's  incenfe  rife  1 


MORAL  ESS  ATS, 

IN  FOUR  EPISTLES. 

TO    SEVERAL    PERSONS. 


"  Eft  brevitate  opus,  ut  cufrat  fententia,  rieu  fe 

"  Impediat  verbis  tafias  onerantihus  aures  : 

"  Et  fcrmone  opus  eft  modo  trifti,  ioepe  jocofo, 

"  Dcfendente  viccni  modo  Rhetoric  atque  Poets, 

"  Interdum  urbani,  parcentis  vkibus,  atque 

*  Extenuantis  eas  confuko."  HOR. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  Effay  oa  Man  was  intended  to'  have  been 
comprifed  in  four  books. 

The  iirft  of  which,  the  author  has  given  us  un- 
der that  title,  in  four  epiftles. 

The  fecond  was"  to  have  confided  of  the  fame 
number  :  I.  Of  the  extent  and  limits  of  human 
reafon.  2.  Of  thofe  arts  and  fcience.<,  and  of  the 
parts  of  them,  which  are  ufeful,  and  therefore  at- 
tainable, together  with  thofe  which  are  unufdul, 
and  therefore  unattainable.  3.  O'f  the  nature,  ends, 
ufe,  and  application  of  the  different  capacities  of 
men.  4  Of  the  ufe  of  learning,  of  the  fcience  of 
the  vvoiid,  and  of  wit;  concluding  with  a  iatire 
againlt  a  mi&pplication  of  them,  iliuftrated  by 
pictures,  characters,  and  examples. 

The  third  book  regarded  civil  regimen,  or  the 
fcience  of  politics,  in  which  the  feveral  forms  of  a 
republic  were  to  be  examined  and  explained ;  to- 
gether with  the  feveral  modes  of  religious  wor- 
ihip,  as  far  forth  as  they  affe6t  fociety  ^  between 
which  the  author  always  fuppoied  there  was  the 
mod  interefting  relaricn,  and  clofefl  connection  ; 
fo  that  this  part  would  have  treated  of  civil  and 
religious  fociety  in  their  full  extent. 

The  fourth  and  laft  book  concerned  private 
ethics,  or  practical  morality,  confidered  in  all  the 
circurnftances,  orders,  profeflions,  and  ftations  of 
human  life. 

The  fcheme  of  all  this  had  been  maturely  di- 
gefted,  and  communicated  to  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
Dr.  Swift,  and  one  or  two  more  ;  and  was  intend- 
ed for  the  only  work  of  his  riper  years ;  but  was, 
partly  through  ill  health,  partly  through  difcou- 
ragements  from  the  depravity  of  the  times,  aad 
partly  on  prudential  and  other  confiderations,  in- 
rupted,  poftponed,  and,  laftly,  in  a  manner  laid 
afidg. 

But  as  this  was  the  author's  favourite  work, 


•  which  more  exnftly  refle&ed  the  image  of  his 
ftrot'g  capacious  mind,  and  as  we  can  have  but  a 
very  iruperfedt  idea  of  it  from  the  "  disje&a  mem- 
"  bra  Poetse,"  that  now  remain,  it  may  not  be 
amifs  to  be  a  little  more  particular  concerning  each 
of  thefe  projected  books. 

The  firft,  as  it  treats  of  man  in  the  abflraot,  and 
coiifiders  him  in  general  under  every  of  his  rela- 
tions, becomes  the  foundation,  and  furnifhes  out 
the  fubj^dia,  of  the  three  following ;  fo  that 

The  fecond  book  was  to  rake  up  again  the  firft 
and  fecund  epiitJes  of  the  firft  book,  and  treats  of 
man  in  his  intelleflual  capacity  at  large,  as  has  been 
explained  above.-  Of  this  only  a  fmall  part  of  the 
concluCon  (which,  as  we  faid,  was  to  have  con- 
tained a  fan  ire  againft  the  mifapplication  of  wit 
and  learning),  may  be  found  in  the  fourth  bo.ok  of 
the  Dunciad,  and  up  and  down,  occafionally,  in 
the  other  three. 

i  he  third  book,  in  like  manner,  was  to  re-af- 
fume  the  fubjecT:  of  the  third  epiftle  of  the  firft, 
which  treats  of  man  in  his  focial,  political,  and  re- 
ligious capacity.  But  this  part  the  poet  afterward* 
conceived  might  be  belt  executed  in  an  Epic  Po- 
em, as  the  adion  would  make  it  more  animated, 
and  the  fable  lefs  invidious;  in  which  all  the  great 
principles  of  true  and  falfe  governments  and  reli- 
gions fhould  be  chiefly  delivered  in  feigned  exam- 
ples. 

The  fourth  and  laft  book  was  to  purfue  the 
fubjeA  of  the  fourth  epiftle  of  the  firO,  and  treats 
of  ethics,  or  practical  morality  ;  and  would  have 
confuted  of  many  members ;  of  which  the  tour 
following  epittles  were  detached  portions :  the 
two  firft,  on  the  characters  of  men  and  women, 
being  the  intrcdu<5torypart  of  this  concluding  book. 

DR.  \7ARBURTON. 
G  iiij 


THE 
EPISTLE    I. 

O  SIR  RTCH-ARD  TEMPLE,  LORD  COBHAM 
Of  the  knowledgt  and  Charafters  of  Men. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

I  THAT  it  is  not  Efficient  for  this  knowledge  to 
'confider  man  in  the  abftract :  books  will  not 
ferve  the  purpofe,  nor  yet  our  own  experience 
finely  ver.  I.    General  maxims,  unleis  they  h< 
formed  upon  both,  will  but  be  notional,  ver.  10. 
Sbwc  peculiarity  in  every  man,  charadenltic  to 
himfelf,  yet  varying  from  himfelf, ,  ver.  15.  Dif- 
ficulties aiifing  from  our  own  paffions,  fancies, 
faculties,  &c.  ver  31.    The  fhortnefs  of  life  to 
obftrve  in,  and  the  uncertainty  of  the  principles 
nf  adion  in  men  to  obf-  rve  by,  ver.   37,  &c. 
Our  own  principle  of  action  often  hid  from  our- 
felves,  ver.  41.    Some  few  characters  plain,  but 
iti  general  confounded,  diffembied,  or  inconfift- 
ent,  ver.  51.    The  fame  man  utterly  different  in 
different  places  and  feafons,  ver.  71.    Unima- 
ginable weakneffes  in  the  greateft,  ver.  70.  &c. 
Nothing  conftant  and  certain  but  God  and  na- 
ture, ver.  95.    No  judging  of  the  motives  from 
the  actions ;  the  fame  actions  proceeding  from 
contrary  motives,  and  the  fame  motives  influ- 
encing contrary  action*,,  ver.  loo.     II    Yet,  to 
form  characters,  we  can  only  take  the  ftrongeft 
adions  of  a  man's  life,  and  try  to  make  them 
"agiee:  the  utter  uncertainty  of  this,  from  na- 
ture itfelf,  and  from  policy,  ver.  1 2O.    Charac- 
ters given  according  to  the  rank  of  men  of  the 
world,  ver.  133.    And  fome  reafon  for  it,  ver. 
140.    Educa-ion  alter?-  the  nature,  or  at  leaft 
character,  of  many,  ver.  1 4?     Actions,  paflions 
opinions,  manners,  humours,  or  principles,  all 
iubjcct  to  change.    No  judging  by  nature,  from 
\-er.  158.  to  ver.  178.     III.  It  only  remains  to 
find  (if  we  can)  his  ruling  y.afli: ;,n  :  that  will 
cercainly  influence  all  the  reft,  and  can  recon- 
cile the  teeming  or  real  inconfittency  of  all  his 
actions,  ver.  175.  Inftanced  in  the  extraordinary 
character  of  Ciodio,  ver  179    A  caution  againft 
miftaking  fecond  qualities  for  firft,  which  will 
eleftroy  all  poflibility  ot  the  knowledge  of  man- 
kind, ver.  aio.    Examples  of  the  ftrength  of  the 
ruling  paflion,  and  its  continuation  to  the  lad 
breath,  ver.  222,  &c. 

YES,  you  defpife  the  man  to  books  confin'd, 
*Who  from  his  ftudy  rails  at  human  kind  ; 
Though  what  he  learns  he  fpeaks,  and  may  ad- 
vance 

Some  general  maxims,  or  be  right  by  chance. 
The  coxcomb  bird,  fo  talkative  and  grave, 
That  from  his  cage  criescuckold,whore,  and  knave 
Though  many  a  paffengef  he  rightly  call, 
You  hold  him  no  philofopher  at  all. 

And  yet  the  fate  of  all  extremes  is  fuch, 
Men  may  be  read,  as  well  as  books,  too  much.     10 
To  obfervations  which  ourfelves  we  make,  . 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th'  observer's  fake ; 
TO  written  wifdom,  as  another's,  lefs  . 
>In:i:m.s  are  drawn  from  notions,  thefe  from  guef». 
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There's  fome  peculiar  in  each  leaf  and  grain< 
Some  unmark'd  fibre,  or  fome  varying  vein  : 
Shall  only  man  be  taken  in  the  grofi  ? 
Grant  but  as  many  forts  of  mind  as  mofc. 

That  each  from  -ther  dUfcrt.firft  confefs; 
Next,  that  he  varies  from  himfelf  BO  left  j          4*v 
Add  nature's,  cuftom's,  realm's,  pafifrn  s  ftrife, 
And  all  opinion's  colours  cad  on  life. 

Our  depths  who  fathoms,  or  bur  (hallows  finds, 
Quick  whirls  and  fhifting  eddies,  of  our  minds  ? 
On  human  actions  reafon  though  you  can, 

may  be  reafnn,  but  it  is  not  man  : 
-iis  principle  of  action  onc^  explore, 
hat  irftant  'tis  his  principle  no  more. 
ike  following  life  through  creatures  you  diflecl, 
Vou  lofe  it  in  the  moment  you  deleft.  3» 

Yet  more ;  the  difference  is  as  great  between 
The  optics  feeing,  as  the  objeds  fcen. 
All  manners  take  a  tincture  from  our  own  ; 
Dr  come  difcolour'd  through  our  paffions  fhown. 
Or  fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiplies, 
Contrails,  in  verts,  and  gives  ten  thoufand  dyes. 

Nor  will  life's  (rream  for  obfc-rvation  ftuy, 
t  hurries  all  too  fait  to  mark  their  way  : 
.n  vain  fedate  reflection*  we  would  maktf,     [take. 
When  half  our  knowledge  we  mud  fnatch,  not 
Oft,  in  the  pafiion'swild  rotation  'oft,  4* 

Our  fpring  of  action  to  ourfelves  is  loft  : 
Tir'd,  not  determin'd,  to  the  laft  we  yield, 
And  what  comes  th<-n  is  mafter  of  the  field. 
As  the  lift  image  of  that  troubled  heap, 
Whenfenle  (ubliddand  fancy  fports  in  flecp, 
'Th.  u'rh  paft  the  recollection  of  the  thought). 
Becomes  the  fluff  of  which  our  dream  is  wrought  ? 
Something  as  dim  to  our  internal  view, 
Is  thus,  perhaps,  the  caufe  of  moft  we  Jo.  $• 

True,  fome  are  open,  and  to  all  men  known  ; 
Others,  fo  very  clofe,  they're  hid  from  none  ; 
(So  darknefs  flnkes  the  fenle  no  lefs  than  light), 
Thus  gracious  Chandos  is  belov'd  at  fight ; 
^nd  every  child  hates  Shylock,  thouyh  his  foul 
Sti^l  fits  at  fquat,  and  peeps  not  from  its  hole.    . 
At  half  mankind  when  generous  Manly  rave*, 
All  know  'tis  virtue,  for  he  thinks  them  knaves  : 
When  universal  homage  Umbra  pays, 
All  fee  'tis  vice,  and  itch  of  vulgar  praife. 


When  flattery  glares,  all  hare  it  in  a  qut-en, 
While  one  there  is  who  charms  u*  with  his  fpleen. 

But  thefe  plain  characters  we  rarely  find  . 
Though  llrong  the  bent,  yet  quick  the  turns  of 

mind : 

Or  puzzling  contraries  confound  the  whole  ; 
Or  affectations  quite  reverie  the  foul. 
The  dull,  fl.it  fa  fchood  ferves,  for  policy  ; 
And  in  the  cunning,  truth  itfelf 's  n  lie  : 
Unthought-of  frailties  cheat  us  in  the  wife ; 
The  fool  lies  hid  in  inconfiftencics.  7* 

See  the  fame  man,  in  vigour,  in  the  gout ; 
Alone,  in  company  ;  in  place,  or  out ; 
Early  at  bufineis.  and  at  hazard  late ; 
Mad  at  a  f-x  chafe,  wife  at  a  debate  ; 
Drunk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball ; 
Friendly  at  Hackney,  faithlcfs  at  Whitehall, 

Catius  is  ever  mural,  ever  grave, 
Thinks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knave. 
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Save  juft  at  dinner— then  prefers,  no  doubt, 
A  n  gue  with  veniion  to  a  faint  without.  8® 

Who  would  not  praiie  Patricio's  high  defert, 
His  hand  unftain'd,his  uncorrupted  heart, 
His  comprehenfive  head  !  all  interefts  weigh'd, 
All  hurope  fav'd,yet  Britain  net  betray'd. 
He  thanks  you  not,  his  pride  is  in  picquette, 
Newmarket  fame,  and  judgment  at  a  bett. 

What  made  (fay,  Montagne.  or  more  fage  Char- 

r'on!) 

Otho  a  warrior,  Cromwell  a  buffoon  ? 
A  perjur'd  prince  a  leaden  faint  revere, 
A  godlefs  regent  tremble  at  a  ftar  ?  90 

The  throne  a  bigot  keep,  a  genius  quit, 
Faithlefs  through  piety,  and  dup'd  through  wit  ? 
Europe  a  woman,  child,  or  dotard  rule, 
And  juft  her  wifeft  monarch  made  a  fool  ? 

Know,  God  and  nature  only  are  the  farae  : 
In  man,  the  judgment  (hoots  at  flving  game ; 
A  bird  of  pafflge  !  gone  as  foon  as  found, 
JNcw  in  the  moon  perhaps,  now  under  ground. 

In  vain  the  fage,  with  retrofpc-dive  eye, 
Would  <rom  th'  apparent  What  conclude  the  Why, 
Infer  the  motive  from  the  deed,  and  fhow,       i©i 
That  what  we  chanc'd  was  what  we  meant  to  d*?. 
Behold  it  fortune  or  a  miftrefs  f:  owns, 
Some  plunge  in  bufmefs,  others  {have  their  crowns : 
To  eale  the  foul  of  one  onpreffive  weight, 
This  quits  an  empire,  that  embroils  a  ftate  : 
The  fame  aduft  complexion  has  impeli'd 
Charles  to  the  convent,  Philip  to  the  field. 

Not  always  adion^  fhow  the  man  :  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindnefs,  is  not  therefore  kind  :     HO 
Perhaps  profperity  becalru'd  his  breaft, 
Perhaps  the  wind  juft  fhifted  from  the  eaft  : 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  feeks  rr treat, 
Pride  guides  his  fteps,  and  bids  him  fhun  the  great: 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave, 
He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meaneft  Have  : 
Who  renfons  wifely  is  not  therefore  wife, 
His  pride  in  reafoning,  not  in  ading,  lies. 

But  grant  that  adions  heft  difcover  man;     119 
Take  the  moil  ftro.ng,  and  fort  them  as  you  can. 
The  few  that  glare,  each  character  muft  mark, 
You  balance  not  the  many  in  the  Hark. 
What  will  you  do  with  fuch  as  difagree  ? 
kSupprtfs  them,  or  mifcall  them  policy  ? 
JVluit  then  at  cnce  (the  tharader  to  'ave) 
The  plain  rough  hero  turn  a  crafty  knave  ? 
Alas  !  in  truth  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind, 
Perhaps  wasfick,  in  love,  or  had  not  din'd. 
Afk  why  from  Britain  Csefar  would  retreat  ? 
Gsdar  himfelf  might  whifper,  he  was  beat.        130 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.86.  in  the  former  editions. 
Triumphant  leaders  at  an  army's  head, 
Hcmm'd  round  with  glories,  pilfer  cloth  or  bread; 
As  meanly  plunder  as  they  bravely  fought, 
Now  lave  a  people,  and  now  fave  a  groat. 

Ver.  17.9.  in  the  former  editions; 
Alk  why  fn,m  Britain  Caefar  made  retreat  2 
Qfcfar  jhumfclf  would  tell  you  he  was  bc-H, 


j  Why  rifk  the  world's  great  empire  fo/  a  punk  ? 
Czefar  perhaps  might  anfwer,  he  was  drunk. 
But,  fage  hiftorians !  'tis  your  tafk  to  prove 
One  action,  conduct ;  one,  heroic  love. 

'Tis  from  high  life  high  characters  are  drawni 
A  faint  in  crape  is  twice  a  faint  in  lawn ; 
A  j  udge  is  juft,  a  chancellor  jufter  ftill ; 
A  gownman,  learn'd ;  a  bifhop,  what  you  will ; 
Wile,  if  a  minifter  ;  but,  if  a  king, 
More  wife,  more  learn'd,  more  juft,  more  every 
thing.  140 

Court-virtues  bear,  like  gems,  the  higheft  rate, 
Born  where  heaven'sinfluencefcarce can  penetrate; 
In  life's  low  vale,  the  foil  the  virtues  like, 
They  pleafe  as  beauties,  here  as  wonder  ftrike. 
Though  the  fame  fan  with  all-difFufive  rays 
Bluih  in  the  rofe,  and  in  the  diamond  blaze, 
We  prize  the  ftronger  effort  of  his  power, 
And  jullly  let  the  gem  above  the  flower. 

'Tis  education  forms  the  common  mind  ; 
Juft  as-  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  inclin'd.         15* 
Boaftful  and  r«-ug.h,  your  firft  fon  is  a  Tquire  ; 
The  next  a  tradefman,  meek,  and  much  a  Har; 
Tom  ftruts  a  foldier,  open,  bold,  and  Hrave; 
Will  fneaks  a  fcrivener,  an  exceeding  knave  : 
Is  he  a  churchman?  then  he's  fond  of  power  :      ^ 
A  Quaker  ?  fly  :   A  Prefbytcrian  ?  four  :  V 

A  fmart  Free-thinker  ?  all  things  in  an  hour.      J 

Afk  men's  opinions  :  Scoto  now  fhall  tell 
How  trade  increafes,  and  the  world  goes  well ; 
Strike  off  his  penfion,  by  the  fetting  fun,  160 

And  Britain,  if  not  Europe,  is  undone. 

That  gay  Free-thinker,  a  Sne  talker  once, 
What  turns  him  now  a  ftupid,  filent  dunce  ? 
Some  god,  or  fpirit,  he  ha*  lately  found  ; 
Or  chanc'd  to  meet  a  minifter  that  frown' J, 

Judge  we  by  nature  ?  Habit  can  efface, 
Intereft  o'ercome,  or  policy  take  place  : 
By  action*  ?  thofe  uncertainty  divides! 
By  pafiions?  thefe  diffimulation  hides-: 
Opinions  ?  they  ftill  take  a  wider  range  :          17* 
Find,  if  you  can,  in  what  you  cannot  change. 

Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climes, 
Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Search  then  the  ruling  pafiion  :  There,  alone, 
The  wild  are  conftant,  and  the  cunning  known; 
The  fool  confiftent,  and  the  falfe  fmcere  ; 
Priefts,  princes,  women,  no  diffemblers  here. 
This  clue  once  found,  unravels  all  the  reft, 
The  profped;  clears,  and  Wharton  (lands  confeft. 
Whartnn,  the  fcorn  and  wonder  of  our  days,    !&• 
Whofe  ruling  pafllon  was  the  luft  of  praife  : 
Born  with  whate'er  could  win  it  from  the  wife, 
Women  and  fools  muft  like  him,  or  he  dies  : 
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The  mighty  Czar  what  mov'd  to  wed  a  punk  ? 
The  mighty  Czar  would  tell  you  he  was  drunk 

Altered  as  above,  becaufe  Cxiar  wrote  his  Cajw- 
mentarics  of  this  v/ar,  and  does  not  tell  you  he  wa« 
beat.  As  Caefar  too  aflorded  an  inftance  of  borh 
cafes,  it  was  thought  better  to  make  him  the  fingis 


THE   WORKS 
Though  wondering  fenates  hung  on  all  he  fpoke, 
The  club  muft  hail  him  matter  of  the  joke 
Shall  parts  fo  various  aim  at  nothing  new  . 
He'll  Shine  a  Tully  and  a  Wilmot :  too. 
Then  turns  repentant,  and  his  God  *dores  . 

With  the  fame  ipirit  that  he  drinks  and  whcres 
Enough  if  all  around  him  but  admire,  19° 

And  now  the  punk  applaud,  and  now  the  friar. 
Thus  with  each  gift  ot  nature  and  of  art,   '- 
And  wanting  nothing  but  an  honeft  heart, 
G"own  all  to  all,  from  no  one  vice  exempt ; 
And  moft  contemptible,  to  {bun  contempt; 
His  paffion  dill,  to  covet  general  praiie; 
His  life,  to  forfeit  it  a  thoufand  ways ; 
A  conftant  bounty,  which  no  friend  has  made  , 
An  angel  tongue,  which  no  man  can  periuade ; 
A  fool  with  more  of  wit  than  half  mankind,  soo 
Too  rafh  for  thought,  for  aclion  too  refin'd  : 
A  tyrant  to  the  wife  his  heart  approves  ; 
A  rebel  to  the  very  king  he  loves ; 
He  dies   fad  outcaft  of  each  church  and  ftate, 
And,  harder  ftilll  flagitious,  yet  not  great. 
Afk  you  why  Wharton  broke  through  every  rule  ? 
'Twas  all  for  fear  the  knaves  fliould  call  him  fool. 

Nature  well  known,  no  prodigies  remain, 
Comets  are  regular,  and  Wharton  plain. 

Yet,  in  this  feareh,  the  wifeft  may  miftake,  aio 
If  fecond  qualities  for  firft  they  ta<e. 
When  Catiline  by  rapine  fwell'd  his  ftore  ; 
When  Csefar  made  a  noble  dame  a  whore ; 
In  this  the  luft,  in  that  the  avarice, 
Were  means,  not  ends ;  ambition  was  the  vice. 
That  very  Caefar,  born  in  Scipio's  days, 
Had  aim'd  like  him,  by  chaftity,  at  praife. 
Lucullus,  when  frugality  could  charm, 
Had  roafted  turnips  in  the  Sabine  farm. 
In  vain  th'  obferver  eyes  the  builder's  toil,       aio 
But  quite  miftakes  the  fcaffold  for  the  pile. 

In  this  one  paffion  man  can  itrength  enjoy, 
As  fits  give  vigour,  juft  when  they  deftroy. 
Time,  that  on  all  things  lays  his  lenient  hand, 
Yet  tames  not  this;  it  fticks  to  our  laft  land. 
Confident  in  our  follies  and  our  fins, 
Here  honeft  nature  ends  as  {he  begins. 
Old  politicians  chew  on  wifdom  pall, 
And  totter  on  in  bufinefs  to  the  laft ; 
As  weak,  as  earned ;  and  as  gravely  out,          230 
As  fober  Lancfborow  dancing  in  the  gout. 

Behold  a  reverend  fire,  whom  want  of  grace 
Has  made  the  father  of  a  namelefs-  race, 
Shov'd  from  the  wall  perhaps,  or  rudley  prefs'd 
By  his  own  ion,  that  paffts  by  unbkfs'd  : 
Still  to  his  wenth  he  crawls  on  knocking  knees, 
And  envies  every  fparrow  that  he  fees. 

A  falmon's  belly,  Helluo,  was  thy  fate  ; 
The  doclor  call'd,  declares  all  help  too  late : 
"  Mercy  !  cries  Helluo,  mercy  on  my  foul !     240 
«'  Is  there  no  hope? — Alas !— then  bring  the  jowl." 


OF   POPE. 

The  frugal  Crone,  whom  praying  priefts  attend, 
Still  drives  to  fave  the  hallow'd  taper's  end, 
Collects  her  breath,  as  ebbu.g  life  retires, 
For  one  puff  more,  and  in  that  puff  exp'; 
<  Odious  :  in  woollen  !  'twould  a  faint  provoke, 
(Wcie  the  lad  words  that  poor  Narcifla  fpoke) 
'  No,  let  a  charming  chintz,  and  Bruffels  lace, 
*  Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  fhade  my  lifelefs  face  :: 
'  One  would  not,  fure,  be  frightful  when  one'ii 
«  dead—  *5°' 

«  And— Betty — give  this  cheek  a  little  red." 

The  courtier  fmooth,  who  forty  years  had  fhin'd 
An  humble  fervant  to  all  human  kind,  [dir, 

[uft  brought  out  this,  when  fcarce  his  tongue  could 

lf_where  I'm  going— I  could  ferve  you,  Sir  !" 

"  I  give  and  I  devife  (old  Euclio  faid, 
And  figh'd)  "  my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned." 
Your  money,  Sir  ? — "  My  money,  Sir!  what  all  ? 
hy—if  I  mud— (then  wept)  I  give  it  Paul." 
The   manor,   Sir  ? — "  The    manor  !     hold,    he 
cry'd.  260 

Not  that, — I  cannot  part  with  that" — and  dy'd. 

And  you  !  brave  Cobham,  to  the  lated  breath, 
Shall  feel  your  ruling  paflion  drong  in  death  : 
Such  in  thofe  moments  as  in  all  the  pad, 
;i  Oh,  fave  my  country,  Heaven  :"  fhall  be  your 
lad. 


VARIATIONS. 


In  the  former  editions,  ver.  208. 
Nature  well  known,  no  miracles  remain. 
Altered,  as  above,  for  very  obvious  reafons. 


EPISTLE     H. 

TO  A  LADY. 

Of  tie  C tar  a  fieri  of  Women. 

THERE  is  nothing  in  Mr.  Pope's  works  more 
highly  finifhed  than  this  epiftle  :  Yet  its  fuc- 
ccfs  was  in  no  proportion  to  the  pains  he  took 
in  compofing  it.  Something  he  chancei'.  to  Jrop 
in  a  fhort  advertifement  pr<-f.:ced  to  it,  on  its 
firft  publication,  may  perhaps  account  fur  the 
fmall  attention  given  to  it.  He  faid  that  no 
one  character  in  it  was  drawn  from  the  life.  The 
public  believed  him  on  his  word,  and  expreifcd 
little  curiofity  about  a  fatire,  in  which  there  was 
nothing  perfonal. 

NOTHING  fo  true  as  what  you  t>nce  U*t  full, 
"  Mod  women  have  no  characters  at  all." 
Matter  too  foft  a  lading  mark  to  bear, 
And  bed  didinguifh'd  by  black,  brown,  or  fair. 
How  many  pictures  of  one  nymph  we  view, 
All  how  unlike  each  other,  all  how  true  I 
Arcadia's  Counttis,  here,  in  ermin'd  pride, 
Is  there,  Paftora  by  a  fountain  fide. 
Here  Fannia,  leering  on  her  own  good  man, 
And  there,  a  naked  Leda  with  a  Iwan.  !• 

Let  then  the  fair  one  beautifully  cry, 
In  Magdalene's  looie  hair,  and  lifted  eye, 
Or  dreft  in  fmilcs  of  fweet  Cecilia  fhine, 
With  fimpering  angels,  palms,  and  harps  divine  j 
Whether  the  chanuer  (inner  it,  or  faint  it. 
If  folly  grow  romantic,  I  mud  paint  it. 
Come  then,  the  colours,  and  the  ground  prepare! 
Dip  in  the  rainbow,  trick  her  off  in  air  j 
6 


MORAL    ESSAYS. 


Choofe  a  firm  cloud,  before  it  fall,  and  in  it         19 
Catch,  ere  fhe  change,  the  Cynthia  of  this  minute. 

Rufa,  whofe  eye,  quick  ghncing  o'er  the  Park, 
Attracts  each  light  gay  meteor  of  a  fpark, 
Agrees  as  ill  with  Rufa  i1  tidying  Locke, 
As  Sappho's  diamonds  with  her  dirty  fmock; 
Or  Sappho  at  her  toilet's  greafy  tafk, 
With  Sappho  fragrant  at  an  evening  mnfk: 
So  morning  infects,  that  in  muck  begun, 
Shine,  ^vzz,  and  fly-blow  in  the  fetting  fun. 

How  foft  is  Silia. !  fearful  to  offend  ;  29 

The  frail  one',  advocate,  the  weak  one's  friend. 
To  ru  :  Culifta  prov'd  her  conduct  nice; 
And  good  Simplicius  alks  of  her  advice. 
Suikc.:    !lie  ftonns  :   fhe  raves  !   You  tip  the  wink, 
But  spare  your  cenfure  ;  Silia  does  not  drink. 
All  eyes  may  fee  from  what  the  change  arofe, 
All  eyes  may  fee-— a  pimple  on  her  nofe. 
'    Papilla,  v.r -rMed  to  her  amorous  fpark, 
Sighs  fj.-  i  — u  How  charming  is  a  park'." 

A  park  i>  ,          a-'d,  but  the  fair  he  fees  39 

All  ba^-h'd  IP  tears — "  Oh  odious,  odious  trees!0 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulips,  fhevv, 
*Tis  to  their  changes  half  their  charms  we  owe  ; 
Fine  by  defecl,  and  delicately  weak, 
Their  happy  fpots  the  nice  admirer  take. 
'Twas  thus  Calypfo  once  each  heart  alarm'd, 
Aw'd  without  vinue,  without  beauty  charm'd; 
Her  tongue  bewitch'd  as  oddly  as  her  eyes', 
Lefs  wit  than  mimic,  more  a  wit  than  wife  ; 
Strange  graces  flill,  and  ftranger  flights  ihe  had, 
Was  juft  not  ugly,  and  was  juft  not  mad  ;  jo 

"Vet  ne'er  fo  fure  our  paflion  to  create, 
As  when  flic  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  we  hate. 

NarcifTa's  nature,  tolerably  mild, 
To  make  a  wafh,  would  hardly  ftew  a  child; 
Has  ev'n  been  prov'd  to  grant  a  lover's  prayer, 
And  paid  a  tradefman  once  to  make  him  itare ; 
Gave  alms  at  Eafter,  in  a  Chriftian  trim  ; 
And  made  a  widow  happy,  for  a  whim. 
Why  then  declare  good  nature  is  her  fcorn, 
When  'tis  by  that  alone  (he  can  be  borne  ?  60 

Why  pique  all  mortals,  yet  afFecl:  a  name  ? 
A  fool  to  pleafure,  yet  a  flave  to  fame  : 
Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Bouk  of  Martyrs, 
Now  drinking  citron  with  his  Grace  and  Chartres; 
Now  confcience  chills  her,  and  now  paflion  burns  ; 
And  atheifm  arid  religion  take  their  turns; 
A  very  Heathen  in  the  carnal  part, 
Yet  Hill  a  fad  good  Chriftian  at  her  heart. 

See  fin  in  ftate,  majeflically  drunk, 
Proud  as  a  peerefs,  prouder  as  a  punk  ;  70 

Chafte  to  her  hufband,  frank  to  all  befide, 
A  teeming  miftrefs,  but  a  barren  bride. 
What  then  ?  let  blood  and  body  bear  the  fault, 
Her  head's  untouch'd,  that  noble  feat  of  thought : 

Such  this  day's  dodtrine in  another  fit 

She  fins  with  poets  through  pure  love  of  wit. 
What  has  not  fir'd  her  bofom  or  her  brain  ? 
Csefar  and  Tall-boy,  Charles  and  Charlemagne. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  77.  What  has  not  fir'd,  &c.]  In  the  MS. 
In  whofe  mad  brain  the  mix'd  ideas  roll, 
©f  Tall-boy's  breeches,  and  of  Csefar's  foul. 


As  Heliuo,  late  dictator  of  the  feaft, 

'Ihe  note  of  Haut-gout,.and  the  tip  of  tafle,       86 

Critiqu'd  your  wine,  and  analyz'd  your  meat, 

Yet  on  plain  pudding  deign'd  at  home  to  cat : 

So  PhiJomede,  lecturing  all  mankind 

On  the  foft  paffion,  and  the  tafte  rcfin'd, 

Th'  addrefs,  the  delicacy — (loops  at  once, 

And  makes  her  hearty  meal  upon  a  dunce. 

Flavia's  a  wit,  has  too  much  fenfe  to  pray ; 
Totoaft  our  wants  and  wifhes  is  her  way; 
Nor  aflcs  of  God,  but  of  her  ftars,  to  give 
The  mighty  blefling, "  while  we  live,  to  live,"  90 
Then  all  for  death,  that  opiate  of  the  foul ! 
Lucrctia's  dagger,  RofamondaVoovvl. 
Say,  what  can  caufe  fuch  impotence  of  mind  ? 
A  fpark  too  fickle,  or  a  fpoufe  too  kind. 
Wife  wretch  '.  with  pleafures  too  refin'd  to  pleafe  ; 
With  too  much  fpirit  to  be  e'er  at  eafe ; 
With  too  much  quicknefs  ever  to  be  taught; 
With  too  much  thinking  to  have  common  thought: 
You  purchafe  pain  with  all  that  joy  can  give, 
Arid  die  of  nothing  but  a  rage  to  live.  100 

Turn  then  from  wits  ;  and  look  on  Simo's  mate, 
No  afs  fo  meek,  no  afs  fo  obftinate. 
Or  her,  that  owns  her  faults,  but  never  mends,   ' 
Becaufe  (he's  honeft,  and  the  befl  of  friends. 
Or  her,  whofe  life  the  church  and  fcandal  fhare, 
For  ever  in  a  paffion,  or  a  prayer, 
Or  her,  who  laughs  at  hell,  (but  like  her  Grace) 
Cries,  "  Ah  !  how  charming,  if  there's  no  fuch 

place !" 

Or  who  in  fwcet  viciffitude  appears 
Of  mirth  and  opium,  ratafie  and  tears,  no 

The  daily  anodyne,  and  nightly  draught, 
To  kill  thofe  foes  to  fair  ones,  time  and  thought. 
Woman  and  fool  are  two  hard  things  to  hit ; 
tor  true  no-meaning  puzzles  more  than  wit* 

But  what  are  thefe  to  great  Atofla's  mind  ? 
Scarce  once  herfelf,  by  turns  all  womankind  1 
Wiio,  with  herfelf,  or  others,  from  her  birth 
Finds  all  her  life  one  warfare  upon  earth  : 
Shines  in  expofing  knaves,  and  painting  fools, 
Yet  is,  whate'cr  fhe  hates  and  ridicules.  iao 

No  thought  advances,  but  her  eddy  brain 
Whifks  it  about,  and  down  it  goes  again. 
•Full  fixty  years  the  world  has  been  her  trade, 
The  wifeft  fool  much  time  has  ever  made. 
From  lovelefs  youth  to  unrefpecled  age, 
No  paffion  gratify 'd,  except  her  rags, 
So  much  the  fury  flill  out-ran  txhe  wit, 
The  pleafure  milVd  her,  and  the  fcandal  hit. 
Who  breaks  v»ith  her,  provokes  revenge  from  hell, 
But  he's  a  bolder  man  who  dares  be  well.         130 
Her  every  turn  with  violence  purfued, 
Nor  more  a  ilcrm  her  hate  than  gratitude: 
To  that  each  puilion  turns,  or  foon  or  late ; 
l.o ve,  if  it  makes  her  yield,  muft  make  her  hate  : 
Superiors  ?  death  !  and  equals  ?  what  a  curfe  I 
But  an  inferior  not  dependant  ?  worfe. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  112,  in  the  MS- 
Opprefs'd  with  wea;th  and  wit,  abundance  fad  ! 
One  makes  her  poor,  the  other  makes  her  mad. 


1*8 


THE 


pffend  hf  r,  and  (tie  knows  not  to  forgive  ; 
Oblige  her,  and  fhe'li  hate  you  while  you  live  : 
But  die,  and  (he'll  adore  you — then  the  buft 
And  temple  rife— then  fall  again  to  duft.          14* 
Laft  night  her  lord  was  all  that's  good  and  great; 
A  knave  this  morning,  and  his  will  a  cheat. 
Strange-!  by  the  means  defeated  of  the  ends, 
By  fpirit  robb'd  of  power,  by  warmth  of  friends, 
By  wealth  of  followers !  without  one  diftrefs 
Sick  of  herfelf,  through  very  felfilhnefs  ! 
Atoffa,  curs'd  with  every  granted  prayer, 
Childlefs  with  all  her  children,  wants  an  heir. 
To  heirs  unknown  defcends  th'  unguarded  ftore, 
Or  wanders,  heaven-direcled,  to  the  poor.         150 

Pictures,  like  thefe,  dear  madam,  to  clefign, 
Alks  no  firm  hand,  and  no  unerring  line ; 
Some  wandering  touches,  fome  reflected  light, 
Some  flying  ftroke  alone  can  hit  them  right : 
For  how  fhould  equal  colours  do  the  knack  ? 
Chameleons  who  can  paint  in  white  and  black  ? 

"  Yet  Chloe  fure  was  form'd  without  a  fpot." — 
Nature  in  her  then  err'd  not,  but  forgot. 
"  With  every  pleafmg,  every  prudent  part, 
M  Say,  what   can   Chloe  want  ?" — She  wants  a 
heart.  1 60 

She  fpeaks,  behaves, and  acts  juft  as  (he  ought; 
But  never,  never,  reach 'd  one  generous  thought. 
Virtue  {he  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour, 
Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever. 
So  very  reafonable,  fo  unmov'd, 
As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  lov'd. 
She,  while  her  lover  pants  upon  herbreaft, 
Can  mark  the  figures  on  an  Indian  cheft  ; 
And  when  {he  fees  her  friend  in  deep  defpair, 
Obferves  ho\T  much  a  chintz  exceeds  mohair.  170 
Forbid  it,  heaven,  a  favour  or  a  debt 
She  e'er  (honld  cancel — but  {he  may  forget. 
Safe  is  your  fecrei  (till  in  Chloe's  ear; 
But  none  of  Chile's  {hall  you  ever  bear. 
Of  all  her  dears  {he  never  flander'd  one, 
But  cares  not  if  a  thoufand  are  undone. 
Would  Chloe  know  if  you're  alive  or  dead  ? 
She  bids  her  footman  put  it  in  her  head. 
Chloe  is  prudent — would  you  too  be  wife  ? 
Then  never  break  your  heart  when  Chloe  dies.  I  So 

One  certain  portrait  may  (I  grant)  be  feen, 
"Which   heaven   has  varnifti'd   out,    and  made  a 

queen  : 
The  fame  for  ever 


and  defcrib'd  by  all 

With  truth  and  goodnefs,  as  with  crown  and  ball. 
Poets  heap  virtues,  painters  gems  at  will, 
And  {how  their  zeal,  and  hide  their  want  of  Ikill. 
*Tis  well — but,artifts  !  who  can  paint  or  write, 
To  draw  the  naked  is  your  true  delight. 
That  robe  of  quality  fo  ftruts  and  fwells. 
None  fee  what  parts  of  nature  it  conceals  :        190 
Th'  exacleft  traits  of  body  or  of  mind, 
We  owe  to  models  of  an 'humble  kind. 


VARIATIONS.  , 

After  ver.  148,  in  the  MS. 
This  death  decides;  nor  lets  the  blcfling  fall 
On  any  one  {he  hares,  but  on  them  all. 
Curs'd  chance  !  this  only  could  afflidl  her  more, 
If  any  part  Ihould  wander  to  the  poor. 


WORKS   OF  POPS. 

If  Queenfberry  to  ftrip  there's  no  compelling 
'Tis  from  a  handmaid  we  muft  take  a  Helen. 
From  peer  or  bifliop  'tis  no  eafy  thing 
To  draw  the  man  who  loves  his  Go'l,  or  king  : 
Alis  !  I  copy  (or  my  draught  would  fail), 
From  honeft  Mah'met,  or  plain  Parfon  Hale. 

But  grant,  in  public  men  fometimes  arc  ihown, 
A  woman's  iccn  in  private  life  alone  :  30* 

Our  bolder  talents  in  full  light  difplay'd  ; 
Your  virtues  open  faireft  in  the  (hade. 
Bred  to  difguife,  in  public  'tis  you  hide; 
There,  none  diftinguifti  'twixt  your  flianie  or  pride, 
Weaknefs  or  delicacy  ;  all  fo  nice, 
That  each  may  feem  a  virtue,  or  a  vice. 

In  men  we  various  ruling  paffions  find; 
In  women,  two  almoft  divide  the  kind; 
Thofe,  only  fix'd,  they  firft  or  laft  obey, 
The  love  of  pleafure,  and  the  love  of  fway.      210 

That,  nature  gives ;  and  where  the  leflon  taught 
Is  but  to  pleafe,  can  pleafure  feem  a  fault  ? 
Experience,  this  ;  by  man's  oppreflion  curft, 
They  feek  the  fecond  not  to  lofe  the  firft. 

Men,  fome  to  bufinefs,  fome  to  pleafure  take ; 
But  every  woman  is  at  heart  a  rake  : 
Men,  fome  to  quiet,  fome  .to  public  ftrife; 
But  every  lady  would  be  queen  for  life. 

Yet  mark  the  fate  of  a  whole  fex  of  queens : 
Power  all  their  end,  but  beauty  all  the  means  :  22* 
In  youth  they  conquer  with  fo  wild  a  rage, 
As  leaves  them  fcarcc  a  fubjed  in  their  age  : 
For  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy,  they  roam ; 
No  thought  of  peace  or  happinefs  at  home. 
But  wifdom's  triumph  is  weil-tim'd  retreat, 
As  hard  a  fcience  to  the  fair  as  great ! 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  friendlefs  grown, 
Yet  hate  repofe,  and  dread  to  be  alone, 
Worn-out  in  public,  weary  every  eye, 
Nor  leave  one  figh  behind  them  when  they  die. 

Pleafures  the  fex,  as  children  birds,  purfue,  23! 
Still  out  of  reach,  yet  never  out  of  view  ; 
Sure,  if  they  catch,  to  fpoil  the  toy  at  moft, 
To  covet  flying,  and  regret  when  loft  : 
At  laft,  to  follies  youth  could  fcarce  defend, 
It  grows  their  age's  prudence  to  pretend ; 
Afnam'd  to  own  they  gave  delight  before, 
Reduc'd  ro  feign  it,  when  they  give  no  more  : 
As  hags  hold  Sabbaths,  left  for  joy  than  fpite, 
So  thefe  their  merry,  miferable  night ;  140 

Still  round  and  round  the  ghofts  of  beauty  glide, 
And  haunt  the  places  where  their  honour  dy'd. 


VARIATIONS. 

Afrer  ver.  198,  in  the  MS. 
Fain  I'd  in  Fulvia  fpy  the  tender  wife  j 
I  cannot  prove  it  on  her  for  my  life  : 
And,  for  a  noble  pride,  I  blufti  no  lefs, 
Inftead  of  Berenice  to  think  on  Befs. 
Thus  while  immortal  Cibber  only  fings 
(As  Clarke  and  Hoadly  preach)  for  queens  an<J 
The  nymph  that  ne'er  read  Milton's  mighty  line, 
May,  if  {he  love  and  merit  \erfe,  have  mine. 

Ver.  ao;,  in  the  firft  edition  : 
In  feveral  men  we  feveral  paflions  find  ; 
In  women,  two  almoft  divide  the  kind. 


MORAL 

S«  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards  I 
A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old  age  of  cards ; 
Fair  to  no  purpofe,  artful  to  no  end  ; 
Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  friend  ; 
A  fop  their  paffion,  but  their  prize  a  fot ; 
Alive,  ridiculous;  and  dead,  forgot! 

Ah  '.  friend  !  to  dazzle  let  the  vain  defign ;  249 
To  raife  the  thought,  and  touch  the  heart,  be  thine  1 
That  charm  fhall  grow,  while  what  fatigues  the 

ring, 

Flaunts  and  goes  down,  an  unregarded  thing; 
So  when  the  fun's  broad  beam  has  tir'd  the  fight, 
All  mild  afcends  the  moon's  more  fober  light, 
Serene  in  virgin  modefty  fhe  fhines, 
And  unobferv'd  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Oh  !  bled  with  temper,  whofe  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day  : 
bhe,  who  can  love  a  filler's  charms,  or  hear 
Sighs  for  a  daughter  with  unwounded  ear;       j6© 
She  who  ne'er  anfwers  till  a  hufband  cools, 
Or,  if  fhe  rules  him,  never  {hows  fhe  rules; 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  fubmitring  fways, 
Yet  has  her  humour  moil,  when  fhe  obeys; 
Let  fops  or  fortune  fly  which  way  they  will, 
Difdains  all  lofs  of  tickets,  or  codille; 
Spleen,  vapours,  or  fmall-pox,  above  them  all, 
And  miftrefs  of  herfelf,  though  China  fail. 

And  yet,  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill, 
Woman's  at  beft  a  contradiction  ilill.  a;o 

Heaven  when  it  ftrives  to  polifh  all  it  can 
Its  laft  bcfl  work,  but  forms  a  fofter  man; 
Picks  from  each  fex,  to  make  the  favourite  bleft. 
Your  love  of  pleafure,  our  defire  of  reft  : ' 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  general  rules, 
Your  tafte  of  follies,  with  our  fcorn  of  fools  : 
Referve  with  franknefs,  art  with  truth  ally'd, 
Courage  with  foftnefs,  modefty  with  pride  i 
Fix'd  principles,  with  fancy  ever  new  ; 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces — You.  380 

Be  this  a  woman's  fame  1  with  this  unbleft, 
Toafts  live  a  fcorn,  and  queens  may  die  a  jell. 
This  Phoebus  promis'd  (I  forget  the  year) 
When  thole  blue  eyes  firft  open'd  on  the  fphere ; 
Afcendant  Phoebus  watch'd  that  hour  with  care, 
Averted  half  your  parents'  fimple  prayer; 
And  gave  you  beauty,  but  deny'd  the  pelf 
That  buys  your  fex  a  tyrant  o'er  itfelt. 
The  geiierous  God,  who  wit  and  gold  refines, 
And  ripens  fpirits  as  he  ripens  mines,  2-o.a 

K-ept  drofs  for  duchcffes,  the  world  (hall  know  it, 
To  you  gave  fcnie,  good  humour,  and  a  poet. 


EPISTLE    III. 

TO  ALLEN,  LORD   BATHURST. 

Of  tie    life   tf  Rid*. 

THE   ARGUMENT. 

THAT  it  is  known  to  few,  moft  falling  into  oneol 
the  extremes,  avarice  or  profufion,  vtr.  I,  &c 
T-he  point  difcuff.dj  whuhcr  the  invention  cf 


ESSAYS.  !•> 

money  has  been  more  commodious  or  pernicious 
to  mankind  ver.  21  to  77.  That  riches,  either 
to  the  avaricious  or  the  prodigal,  cannot  afford 
happinefs,  fcarcely  necefiaries,  ver.  89  to  160* 
That  avarice  is  an  abfolute  frenzy,  without  aa 
end  or  purpofe,  ver.  113,  &c.  151.  Conjectures 
about  the  motives  of  avaricious  men,  ver.  12^ 
to  153.  That  the  conduct  of  men,  with  refpe6t 
to  riches,  can  only  be  accounted  for  by  the  order 
of  Providence,  which  works  the  general  good 
out  of  extremes,  and  brings  all  to  its  great  end 
by  perpetual  revolutions,  ver.  161  to  178.  How 
a  mifer  a&s  upon  principles  which  appear  t» 
him  reafonable,  ver.  1 79.  How  a  prodigal  does 
the  fame,  ver.  199.  The  due  medium,  and  true 
ufe  of  riches,  ver.  219.  The  man  of  Rofs,  ver. 
250.  The  fate  of  the  profufe  and  the  covetous, 
in  two  examples;  both  mifiirable  in  life  and  id 
death,  ver.  300,  &c.  The  ftory  of  Sir  Balaam,, 
•ver.  339  to  the  end. 

THIS  epiftle  was  written  after  a  violent  outcry 
againtl  our  Author,  on  a  fuppofitioa  that  he  had 
ridiculed  a  worthy  nobleman  merely  for  his 
wrong  tafte.  He  juftified  himfelf  upon  that  ar- 
ticle in  a  letter  to  the  Earl  of  Burlington ;  at 
the  end  of  which  are  thefe  words ;  *'  1  have 
"  learnt  that  there  are  fome  who  would  rather 
"  be  wicked  than  ridiculous  :  and  therefore  it 
*'  may  be  fafer  to  attack  vices  than  follies.  1 
"  will  therefore  leave  my  betters  in  the  quiet 
"  poffeffion  of  their  idols,  their  groves,  and  their 
"  high-places ;  and  change  my  fubjedl  from  their 
*'  pride  to  their  meannefs,  from  their  vanities 
"  to  their  miferies;  and  as  the  only  certain  way 
"  to  avoid mifconftructions,  to  leffen  offence,  and 
*'  not  to  multiply  ill-natured  applications,  I  may 
"  probably  in  my  next,  make  ufe  of  real  names 
"  inftead  of  fictitious  ones." 

P.  WHO  fhall  decide,  when  doctors  difagree, 
And  fouadeft  caluifts  doubt,  like  you  and  me  ? 
-You  hold  the  word,   from  Jove  to  Momus  given. 
That  man  was  made  the  Handing  jeft  of  Hea- 
ven : 

And  gold  but  fent  to  keep  the  fools  in  play, 
For  fome  to  heap,  and  fome  to  throw  away. 

But  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
(And,  furely,  Heaven  and  1  are  of  a  mind) 
Opine,  that  nature,  as  in  duty  bound, 
Deep  hid  the  fhining  mifchief  under  ground :    It 
But  when,  by  man's  audacious  labour  won, 
Flam'd  forth  this  rival  too,  its  fire,  the  fun, 
Then  careful  Heaven  fupply'd  two  forts  of  men, 
To  fquander  thefe,  and  thofe  to  hide  again. 

Like  doctors  thus,  when  much   diipute  ha» 

paft, 

We  find  our  tenets  juft  the  fame  at  laft. 
Both  fairly  owning,  riches,  in  cffecl;, 
No  grace  of  Heaven  or  token  of  th*  elecl: ; 
Given  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  the  vain,  the  evil, 
To  Ward,  to  Waters,  Chartres,  and  the  Devil.    2S> 
B.  What    nature    wants,   commodious   gold  bc« 

flows ; 
'Tis  thus  v\e  cat  the  brc»d  another  Cows* 


THE    WORKS   OF    POPE. 


P.  But  howuncqual  it  he-flows,  obferve :' 

Tis  thus  we  riot,  while,  who  fow  it,  ftarve  : 

What  nature  wants  (a  phrafe  1  muft  diftruft) 

Extends  to  luxury,  extends  to  hi  ft  : 

Uieful,  I  grant,  it  ferves  what  life  requires, 

But  dreadful  too,  the  dark  afiaffin  hires. 

B.  Trade  it  may  help,fociety  extend  : 

P.  But  lures  the  pirate,  and  corrupts  the  friend.   30 

j?.  It  raifes  armies  in  a  nation's  aid  : 

P.  But  bribes  a  fenate,  and  the  land's  betray'd. 

In  vain  may  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave, 

If  fecret  gold  fap  on  from  knave  to  knave. 

Oiice,  we  confcis,  beneath  the  patriot* «  cloak, 

From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  guinea  fpoke, 

And  jingling  down  the  back-Hairs,  told  the  crew, 

"  Old  Cato  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you." 

Bleft  paper-credit !  laft  and  beft  fupply  ! 

That  lends  corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly!         40 

Gold,  imp'd  by  thee,  can  compafs  hardeft  things, 

Can  pocket  ftates,  can  fetch  or  carry  kings  ; 

A  fingle  leaf  (hall  waft  an  army  o'er, 

Or  fhip  off  fenates  to  fome  diftant  more ; 

A  leaf,  like  Sibyl's,  fcatter  to  and  fro 

Our  fates  and  fortunes,  as  the  wind  {hall  blow : 

Pregnant  with  thoufands  flits  the  fcrap  unfeen, 

And  filent  fells  a  king,  or  buys  a  queen. 

Oh  :  that  fuch  bulky  bribes  as  all  might  fee, 
Still,  as  of  old,  encumber'd  villainy !  50 

Could   France   or  Rome   divert   our   brave   de- 

figns, 

With  all  their  brandies,  or  with  all  their  wines  ? 
What  could  they  more  than  knights  and  'fquires 

confound, 

Or  water  all  the  quorum  ten  miles  round  ? 
A  ftatefman's  {lumbers  how  this  fpeech  would 

fpoil! 

"  Sir,  Spain  has  fent  a  thoufand  jars  of  oil ; 
"  Huge  bales  of  Britifii  cloth  blockade  the  door  : 
"  A  hundred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar." 

Poor  avarice  one  torment  more  would  find ; 
Nor  could  profufion  fquander  all  in  kind.  60 

Aftride  his  cheefe  Sir  Morgan  might  we  meet : 
And  Worldly  crying  coals  from  ftreet  to  ftreet, 
Whom,  with  a  wig  fo  wild,  and  mien  fo  maa'd, 
Pity  miftakes  for  fome  poor  tradefman  craz'd. 
Had  Colepepper's  whole  wealth  been  hops  and 

hogs, 

Could  he  himfclf  have  fent  it  to  the  dogs  ? 
His  Grace  will  game  :  to  White's  a  bull  be  led, 
With  fpurning  heels  and  with  a  butting  head. 
To  White's  be  carry'd  as  to  ancient  games, 
Fair  courfers,  vafes,  and  alluring  dames.  70 

Shall  then  Uxorio,  if  the  ftakes  he  fweep, 
Bear  him  fix  whores,  and  make  his  lady  weep  ? 
Or  foft  Adonis,  fo  perfum'd  and  fine, 
Drive  to  St.  James's  a  whole  herd  of  fwine  ? 
Oh  filthy  check  on  all  induftrious  {kill, 
To  fpoil  the  nation's  laft  great  trade,  quadrille 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver,  50,  in  the  MS. 
To  break  a  truft  were  Peter  brib'd  with  wine, 
Peter  !  'twould  pofe  as  wife  a  head  as  thine. 


Since  then,  my  Lord,  on  fuch  a  world  we  fall, 
What  fay  you?    B.  Say?    Why    r  ke   it,   Gol4. 

and  all. 

P.  What  riches  give  u=,  let  us  then  inquire  ? 
Meat,  fire,  nnd  clothes.  S.  What  more  ?  P.  Meat, 
clothes,  and  fire.  fco 

Is  this  too  little  ?  v/oulJ  you  more  thnn  \. 
Alas!   'tis  more  tlinn  Turner  finds  they  give. 
Alas  !   'tis  more  than  (all  his  vifions  ; 
Unhappy  Wharton,  waking,  found  at 
What  can  they  give  ?  to  dying  Hoj.'i;!!-,  heirs; 
To  Chartres,  vigour  ;  Japhet   nofe  and  ears? 
Can  they,  in  gems  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow, 
n  Fulvia's  buckle  cafe  the  throbs  below  ; 
Or  heal,  old  Narfes,  thy  obfcener  ail, 
With  all  th'  embroidery  plaifter'd  at  thy  tail  ?    90 
They  might  (were  Harpax  not  too  wife  to  fpend) 
Give  Harpax  lelf  the  bleffing  of  a  friend  ; 
Or  find  fome  docStor  that  would  favc  the  life 
Of  wretched  Shylock.  fpite  of  Shylock's  wife  : 
But  thoufands  die,  without  or  this  or  that, 
Die,  and  endow  a  college,  or  a  cat. 
To  fome,  indeed,  Heaven  grants  the  happier  fate, 
T'  enrich  a  baftard,  or  a  fon  they  hate. 

Perhaps  you  think  the  poor  might  have  their 

part; 

Bond  damns  the  poor,  and  hates  them  from  his. 
heart :  I  oo 

The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule 
That  every  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool : 
"  God  cannot  love  (fays  Blunt,  with  tearlefseyes) 
"  The  wretch  he  ftarvcs" — and  pioufly  denies  : 
But  the  good  bifhop,  with  a  meeker  air, 
Admits,  and  leaves  them,  Providence's  cnrc. 

Yet  to  be  juft  to  thefe  poor  men  of  pelf, 
Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himfclf  : 
Damn'd  to  the  mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  flave  that  digs  it,  and  the  flave  that  hides.  I  jo 
B.  Who  fuffer  thus,  mere  charity  fliould  own, 
Muft  a&  on  motives  powerful,  though  unknown. 
P.    Some    war,   fome   plague,  or   famine,   they 

forefce, 

Some  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 
Why  Shylock.  wants  a  meal,  the  caufc  i<  found  ; 
He  thinks  a  loaf  will  rife  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  diredor^  cheat  in  South-Sea  year? 
To  live  on  vcnifon  when  it  fold  dear. 
Afk  you  why  Phryne  the  whole  au&ion  buys  ? 
Phry::e  fordlesa  general  txcife.  120 

Why  fhe  and  Sappho  raife  that  monftrous  fum  ? 
Alas  !  they  fear  a  man  will  coft  a  plum. 

Wile  Peter  fees  the  world's  refpecl  for  gold, 
And  therefore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  fold  : 
Glorious  ambition  !   Peter,  fwell  thy  ftorc, 
And  be  what  Rome's  great  Didius  was  before. 

The  crown  of  Poland,  venal  twice  an  age, 
:  To  juft  three  millions  ftinted  modcft  Gage. 
But  nobler  femes,  Maria's  dreams  unfi.-ld, 
Hereditary  realms,  and  worlds  of  gold.  130 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  77.  Since  then,  &c.]  In  the  former  Ed. 
Well  then,  fmce  with  the  world^e  ftand  or  fall. 
Come  take  it,  as  we  find  it,  gold  and  all. 


MORAL    ESSAYS. 


Congenial  fouls ;  whofe  life  one  avarice  joins, 
And  one  fate  buries  in  th'  Auftrian  mines. 

Much-injur'd  Blunt!   why,  bears  he    Britain's 

hate? 

A  wizard  told  him  in  thefe  words  our  fate  : 
"  At  length  corruption,  like  a  general  flood, 
"  (So  long  by  watchful  minifters  withftood) 
"  Shall  delude  all;  and  avarice,  creeping  on, 
"  Spread  like  a  low-borne  mift,  and  blot  the  fun  ; 
"  Statefman  and  patriot  ply  alike  the  flocks, 
"  Peerefs  and  butler  there  alike  the  box.  140 

K  And  judges  job,  and  bifhops  bite  the  town, 
?'  And  mighty  dukes  pack  cards  for  half  a  crown. 
"  See  Britain  funk  in  lucre's  fordid  charms, 
"  And  France  reveng'd  of  Anne's  and  Edward's 
"  arms !"  [brain, 

'  Twas  no  court  badge,  great  fcrivener,  fir'd  thy 
Nor  lordly  luxury,  nor  city  gain  : 
No,  'twas  thy  righteous  end,  aiham'd  to  fee 
Senates  degenerate,  patriots  difagree. 
And  nobly  wifhing  party-rage  to  ceafe, 
To  buy  both  fides,  and  give  thy  country  peace. 

"  All  this  is  madnefk,"  cries  a  fober  fage  :     151 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reafon  in  his  rage  ? 
"  The  ruling  pafiion,  be  it  what  it  will, 
"  Tlic  ruling  paffton  conquers  reafon  ft  ill." 
Lefs  mad  the  wildeft  vvhimfey  we  can  frame, 
Than  even  that  paffion,  if  it  has  no  aim  ; 
For  though  fuch  motives  folly  you  may  call, 
The  folly's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 

Hear  then  the  truth  :  "  '  Fis  Heaven  each  paf- 

"  fioii  feuds, 

"  And  different  men  directs  to  different  ends. 
"  Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce,       161 
"  Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  ufe." 
Alk  we  whar  mr.lct  *  one  keep,  and  one  beftow  ? 
That  power  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow, 
Bids  feed-time,  harveft,  equal  courfe  maintain, 
Through  reconcil'd  extremes  of  drought  and  rain, 
Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds, 
And  gives  th'  eternal  wheels  to  know  their  rounds. 

Riches,  like  infeils,  when  conceal'd  they  lie, 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  feafon  fly.      170 
Who  fees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidft  his  ftore, 
Sees  but  a  backward  fteward  for  the  poor; 
This  year  a.refervoir,  to  keep  and  fpare ; 
The  next  a  fountain,  fpouting  through  his  heir, 
In  lavifh  ftreams  to  quench  a  country's  thirit, 
And  men  and  dogs  ih;»U  drink  him  till  they  burft. 

Ola  Cotta  fham'd  his  fortune  and  his  birth, 
Yet  was  not  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth  : 
What  though  (the  ufe  of  barbarous  fpits  forgot) 
His  kitchen  vied  in  coolnefs  with  his  grot  ?      1 80 
His  court  with  nettles,  moats  with  creffes  ftor'd, 
With  ibups  unbought  and  fallads  blefs'd  his  board  ? 
If  Cotta  liv'd  on  pulfe,  it  was  no  more 
Than  Bramins, faints,  and  fages  did  before; 
To  cram  the  rich,  was  prodigal  expence, 
And  who  would  take  the  poor  from  Providence  ? 
Like  fome,  lone  Chartreux  ftands  the  good  old  hall, 
Silence  without,  and  fails  within  the  wall; 
No  rafter'd  roofs  with  dance  and  tabor  found, 
No  noontide  bell  invites  the  country  round  :    190 
Tenants  with  fighs  the  fmokelefs  towers  furvey, 
And  turn  th'  unwilling  fleeds  another  way  : 


Benighted  wanderers,  the  foreft  o'er, 
Curfe  the  fav'd  candle,  and  unopening  door ; 
While  the  gaunt  mafliff,  growling  at  the  gate, 
Affrights  the  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  eat. 

Not  fo  his  fon  :  he  mark'd  this  overfight, 
And  then  miftook  reverfe  of  wrong  for  right. 
(For  what  to  fhun,  will  no  great  knowledge  need  : 
But  what  to  follow,  is  a  tafk  indeed),  300 

Yet  fure,  of  qualities  deferving  praife, 
More  go  to  ruin  fortunes,  than  to  raife. 
What  flaughter' d  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wine, 
Fill  the  capacious  'fquire,  and  deep  divine ! 
Yet  no  mean  motives  this  profufion  draws, 
His  oxen  perifh  in  his  country's  caufe; 
'Tis  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup, 
And  zeal  for  that  great  houfe  which  eats  him  up. 
The  woods  recede  around  the  naked  feat,         IQJ 
The  Sjlvans  groan— no  matter — for  the  fleet : 
Next  goes  his  wool — to  clothe  our  valiant  bands : 
Laft,  for  his  country's  love,  he  fells  his  lands. 
To  town  he  conies^  completes  the  nation's  hope, 
And  heads  the  bold  train-bands,  and  burns  a  Pope* 
And  (hall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils, 
Britain,  that  pays  her  patriots  with  her  fpoils? 
In  vain  at  court  the  bankrupt  pleads  his  caufe, 
His  thanklefs,  country  leaves  him  to  her  laws. 

The  fenfe  to  value  riches,  with  the  art 
T'  enjoy  them,  and  the  virtue  to  impart,         23® 
Not  meanly,  nor  ambitioufly  purfued, 
Not  funk  by  floth,  not  rais'd  by  fervitude; 
To  balance  fortune  by  a  jufl  expence, 
Join  with  ceconomy,  magnificence  ; 
With  fplendour,  charity ;  with  plenty,  health  ; 
Oh  teach  us,  Bathurft  '.  yet  unfpoil'd  by  wealth  I 
That  fecret  rare,  between  th'  extremes  to  move 
Of  mad  goodrnature,  and  of  mean  felf-love. 

2/'.  To  worth  or  want  well-weigh'd,  be  bounty 

given, 

And  eafe,  or  emulate,  the  care  of  Heaven ;      230 
(Whofe  meafure  full  o'erflows  on  human  race) 
Mend  fortune's  fault,  and  juftify  her  grace. 
Wealth  in  the  grofs  is  death,  but  life  diffus'd  ; 
As  poifon  heals,  in  jnft  proportion  us'd  : 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  ftink  it  lies, 
But  well  difpers'd,  is  incenfe  to  the  ikies. 

P.  Who  itarves  by  nobles,  or  with  nobles  eats  ? 
The  wretch  that  trufts  them,  and  the  rogue  that 

cheats. 

Is  there  a  lord,  who  knows  a  cheerful  noon 
Without  a  fiddler,  flatterer,  or  buffoon  1  340 


VARIATION?. 

After  ver.  a?  8,  in  the  MS. 
Where  one  lean  herring  furnifh'd  Cotta's  board, 
And  nettles  grew, fit  porridge  for  their  lord; 
Where  mad  good-nature,  bounty  mifapply'd, 
In  lavifh  Curio  blaz'd  a  while  and  dy'd; 
There  Providence  once  more  fhall  fhift  the  fcene. 
And  Ihewing  H— y,  teach  the  golden  mean. 

After  ver.  216,  in  the  MS. 
The  fecret  rare,  which  affluence  hardly  join'd, 
Which  W — n  loft,  yet  B— y  ne'er  could  find : 
Still  mifs'd  by  vice,  and  fcarce  by  virtue  hit, 
By  G — 's  goodneft,  or  by  S — 's  wit. 


m   '  THE 

Whofe  table,  wit,  or  modeft  merit  fhare, 
Un-elbow'-d  by  a  gamefter,  pimp,  or  player  ? 
Who  copies  your's,  or  Oxford's  better  part, 
To  eafeth'  opprefs'd,  and  raife  the  finking  heart? 
Where'er  he  (nines,  oh  fortune,  gild  the  fcene, 
And  angels  guard  him  in  the  golden  mean  ! 
There,  Englifh  bounty  yet  a  while  may  ftand, 
And  honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 

But  all  our  praifes  why  mould  lords  engrofs  ! 
Rife,honeft  mufe;  and  fing  the  Man  of  Rofs  :  15* 
Pleas'd  Vaga  echoes  through  her  winding  bounds, 
And  rapid  bevern  hoarfe  applaufe  refounds. 
Who  hung  with  woods   yon  mountain's  fultry 

brow? 

From  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 
Not  to  the  ikies  in  ufelefs  column?  toft, 
Or  in  proud  falls  magnificently  loft, 
But  clear  and  artlefs,  pouring  through  the  plain 
Health  to  the  fick,  and  fojace  to  the  fvvain. 
Whofe  caufewa'y  parts  the  vale  with  fhady  rows 
Whofe  feats  the  weary  traveller  repofe  ?  360 

Who  taught  that  heaven-directed  fpire  to  rife  ! 
•'  The  Man  of  Rofs,"  each  lifping  babe  replies. 
Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'erfpread  1 
The  Man  of  Rofs  divides  the  weekly  bread  : 
He  feeds  yon  alms-houfe,  neat,  but  void  of  ftate, 
Where  age  and  want  fit  foiling  at  the  gate  ; 
Him  portion'd  maids,  apprentic'd  orphans  bleft, 
The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  reft. 
Js  any  fick  ?  the  Man  of  Rofs  relieves,  769 

Prefcribes,  attends,  the  medicine  makes,  and  gives.. 
Is  there  a  variance  ?  enter  but  his  door, 
B  ilk'd  are  the  courts,  and  contelt  is  no  more.   • 
Despairing  quacks  with  curfes  fled  the  place, 
And  vile  attorneys,  now  an  ufelefs  race. 

B.  Thrice  happy  man  !  enabled  to  purfuc 
What  all  fo  wifh,  but  want  the  power  to  do  ! 
Oh  fay,  what  fums  that  gc-nerous  hand  fupply  ? 
What  mines' to  fwell  that  boundltfs  charity  ! 

P.  Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  children  clear, 
Thi«  man  poffeft — five  hundred  pounds  a>year. 
Blufh,  grandeur,  blufh !  proud  courts,  withdraw 
your  blaze  !  2i>I 

YC  little  ftars!  hide  your  diminifh'd  rays. 

JB,  And  what  '  no  monument, infcripcio,>,  ftone? 
His  race,  his  form,  his  name  almoft  unknown  ? 

P.  Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  fame, 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  name  : 
Go,  fearch  it  there,  where  to  be  born  and  die, 
Of  lich  and  poor  makes  all  the  hiftory  ; 
Enough,  that  virtue  fiiPd  the  fpace  between  ; 
Prov'd  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been. 
When  Hopkins  dies,  a  thoufand  lights  attend 
The  wretch,  who  living  uv'd  a  candle's  end ; 


flanks, 


'VARIATIONS. 

After  vcr.  3,50,  in  the  MS. 
Trace  humble  worth  beyond  babrina's  fhore, 
Who  fings  not  him,  oh  may  he  ling  no  more ! 

Ver.  487    Thus  in  the  MS. 
The  regifter  inrolls  him  with  his  poor, 
Tells  he  was  born,  and  dy'd,  and  tells  no  more. 
Juft  as  he  ought,  he  fill'd  the  fpace  between : 
'ihcn  Me  to  reft,  unheeded  ant]  uafccn. 


WORKS   OF   POPI. 

Shouldering  God's  altar  a  vile  image 

Belies  his  features,  nay  extends  his  hands; 

That  live-long  wig, which  Gorgon's  fc  If  might  own, 

Eternal  buckle  takes  in  Parian  ftone. 

Behold  whar  bleffings  wealth  to  life  can  lend  ! 

And  fee,  what  comfort  it  affords  our  end. 

In  the  woi  ft  inn's  worft  room,  with  mat  half-hung, 

The  floors  of  plafter,  and  the  wails  of  dung,    300 

On  onc,e  a  flock'bed,  but  repair'd  with  ftraw, 

With  tapoty'd  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw, 

The  George  and  Girter  dangling  from  that  bed 

Where  tawdry  yellow  ftrove  with  dirty  red, 

Great  Villers  lies — alas!  how  chang'd  from  him, 

That  life  of  pleafure,  and  that  foul  of  whim  ! 

Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  proud  alcove, 

The  bower  ef  wanton  Shrewfbury  and  love; 

Or  juft  as  gay,  at  council,  in  a  ring 

Of  mimick'd  ftatefmen,  and  their  merry  king.  314 

No  wit  ro  flatter,  left  of  all  hi^  ftore  ! 

No  fool  to  laugh  at,  which  he  valued  more. 

There,  viclor  of  his  health,  of  fortune,  friends, 

And  fame,  this  lord  of  ufelefs  thoufands  ends. 

His  Grace's  fate  fage  Cutlrr  could  forefee, 
And  well  (he  thought)  advis'd  him,  "  Live  like 

me!" 

As  well  his  Grace  reply'd,  "  Like  you,  Sir  John  ? 
"  That  I  can  do,  when  all  I  have  is  gone." 
Refolve  me,  reafon,  which  of  thcfe  are  worfe, 
Want  with  a  full,  or  with  an  empty  purfe  ?     31* 
Thy  life  more  wretched,  Cutler,  was  confefe'd, 
Arife,  and  tell  me,  was  thy  death  more  blefs'df 
Cutler  faw  tenants  break,  and  houfesfall, 
kor  very  want;  he  could  not  build  a  wall. 
His  only  daughter  in  a  ftranger's  power, 
For  very  want;  he  could  not  pay  a  dower. 
A  few  grey  hairs  his  reverend  temples  crown'd, 
'/'was  very  want  that  fold  them  for  two  pound. 
What  !  even  deny'd  a  d  rdial  at  his  end, 
Banifh'd  the  doclor,  and  expell'd  the  friend  ?    330 
What  but  a  want,  which  yoj  perhaps  chink  mad, 
Yet  numbers  feel,  the  want  of  what  he  had  I 
Cutler  and  Brutus  dying,  both  exclaim, 
"  Virtue  \  and  wealth  I  what  are  ye  but  a  name  !'* 

Say,  for  fuch  worth  are  other  worlds  prepar'd  ? 
Or  are  they  both,  in  this,  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point!  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
But  you  are  tii'd — I'll  tell  a  tale— B.  Ag/eed. 

P.  Where  London's  column,  pointing  at  the  fkies 
Like  a  tall  bully,  lifts  the  head,  and  lies;          340 
There  dwelt  a  citizen  of  fober  fame, 
A  plain  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name; 
Religious,  pundual,  frugal,  and  fo  forth  ; 
His  word  would  pals  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 
One  iblid  difh  his  week-day  meal  affords, 
An  added  pudding  folemniz'd  the  Lord's  :    [fure, 
Conftant  at  church,  and  Change  ;  his  gains  were 
His  givmgs  rare,  fave  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  devil  was  piqu'd  fuch  faintfhip  to  behold, 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old :  330 


290 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  337.  In  the  former  editions. 
That  knotty  point,  my  Lord,  fhall  I  difcufe 
Or  tell  a  tale .?—  A  tale— it  follows  Uu»  ^ 


MORAL  ESSAYS. 


But  Satan  now  Is  wifer  than  of  yore, 

And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor. 

Rouz'd  by  the  Prince  of  Air,  the  whirlwinds 

fweep 

Thefurge,  and  plunge  his  father  in  the  deep ; 
Then  full  againll  his  C  >rnifh  lands  they  roar, 
And  two  rich  ihipwrecks  blefs  the  lucky  Ihore. 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  other  folks, 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes : 
"  Live  like  yourfelf,"  was  foon  my  lady's  word  ; 
And  lo!  two  puddings  fmok'd  upon  the  board. 

Afleep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay,  361 

An  hone  ft  factor  ftole  a  gem  away  : 
He  pledg'd  it  to  the  knight,  the  knight  had  wit. 
So  kept  the  diamond,  and  the  rogue  was  bit. 
Some  fcruple  rofe,  but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thought, 
"  I'll  now  give  fixpence  where  I  gave  a  groat; 
"  Where  once  I  went  to  church,  I'll  nowgo  twice — 
**  And  am  ib  clear  too  of  all  other  vice.' - 

The  tempter  faw  his  time  :  the  work  he  ply'd ; 
Stocks  and  fubfcriptions  pour  OH  every  fide,     370 
Till  all  the  daemon  makes  his  full  defcent 
In  one  abundant  fhower  of  cent  per  cent, 
Sinks  deep  within  him,  and  polTeffes  whole, 
Then  dubs  director,  and  fecures  his  foul. 

Behold  Sir  Balaam,  now  a  man  of  fpirit, 
Afcribes  his  gettings  |o  his  parts  and"  merit ; 
What  late  he  call'd  a  bleffing  now  is  wit, 
And  God's  good  providence  a  lucky  hit. 
Things  change  their  titles,  as  our  manners  turn  : 
His  counting-houfe  employ *d  the  Sunday  morn  : 
Seldom  at  church,  ('twas  fuch  a  bufy  life)         381 
But  duly  fent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  (fo  the  devil  ordain'd)  one  Chriftmas  tide 
My  good  old  lady  catch'd  a  cold,  and  dy'd. 

A  nymph  of  quality  admires  our  knight ; 
He  marries,  bows  at  Court,  and  grows  polite ; 
Leaves  the  dull  cits,  and  joins  (to  pleafe  the  fair) 
The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St.  James's  air  : 
Firft,  for  his  ion  a  gay  commiflion  buys, 
^Who  drinks,  whores,  fights,  and  in  a  duel  dies:  390 
His  daughter  flaunts  a  vifcount's  tawdry  wife  ; 
She  bears  a  coronet  and  p— x  for  life. 
In  Britain's  fenate  he  a  feat  obtains, 
And  one  more  penlioner  St.  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  falls  to  play  :  fo  bad  her  chance, 
He  muft  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France ; 
The  Koufe  impeach  him,  Coningfby  harangues; 
The  C  >urt  ioriake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs  : 
Wife,  Ion,  and  daughter,  Satan  i  are  thy  own, 
His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  crown ;  400 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prize, 
And  fad  Sir  Balaam  curfes  God  and  dies. 


EPISTLE     IV. 

TO  RIpHARD  BOYLE,  EARL  OP  BURLINGTON. 

Of  tie  Ufe  of  Riches. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

THE  vanity  of  expence  in  people  of  wealth  and 
Duality.     The  abufe  of  the  word  tafte,  ver.  15. 
Yet.  VIII. 


That  the  firft  principle  and  foundation  in  this, 
as  in  every  thing  elfe,  is  good  fenfe,  ver.  40. 
The  chief  proof  of  it  is  to  follow  Narure,  even  in 
works  of  mere  luxury  and.  elegance.  Inftanced 
in  architecture  and  gardening,  where  all  muft 
be  adapted  to  the  genius  and  ufe  of  the  place, 
and  the  beauties  not  forced  into  it,  but  refuhing 
from  it,  ver.  50.  How  men  are  difappointe-i 
in  their  moil  expenfive  undertakings,  for  want 
of  this  true  foundation,  without  which  nothing 
can  pleafe  long,  if  at  all ;  and  the  beft  examples 
and  rules  will  be  perverted  into  fomething  bur- 
denfome  and  ridiculous,  ver.  65,  &c.  to  93.  A 
description  of  the  falfe  tafte  of  magnificence; 
the  firft  grand  error  of  which  is,  to  imagine  thac 
greatnefs  confifts  in  the  fize  and  dimeniion,  in- 
Head  of  the  proportion  and  harmony  of  the 
whole,  ver.  97.  and  the  fecond,  either  in  joining 
together  parts  incoherent,  or  too  minutely  re- 
fembltHg,or  in  the  repetition  of  the  fame  too  fre- 
quently, ver.  105 .  &c.  A  word  or  two  of  falfe  tafte 
in  books,  in  muiic,  in  painting,  even  in  preach- 
ing and  prayer  ;  and,  laftly,  in  entertainments, 
ver-  J33i  &c-  Yet  Providence  is  jullified  in 
giving  wealth  to  be  fquandered  in  this  manner, 
iince  it  is  difpcrfed  to  the  poor  and  laborious 
part  of  mankind,  ver.  169,  &c.  [recurring  ti> 
wjiat  is  laid  down  in  the  firft-  Book,  Ep.  ii.  and 
in  the.  Epifrle  preceding  this,  ver.  159,  &c.] 
What  are  the  proper  objects  of  magnificence, 
and  a  proper  field  for  the  expence  of  great  men, 
ver.  177,  &c.  and  finally  the  great  and  public 
works  which  become  a  prince,  ver.  191,  to  the 
end. 

The  extremes  of  avarice  and  profufion  being  treat- 
ed of  in  the  foregoing  epiftle  ;  this  takes  up  one 
particular  branch  of  the  latter,  the  vanity  of  ex- 
pence  in  people  of  wealth  and  quality;  and  is 
therefore  a  corollary  to  the  preced'tig,  juft'as 
the  Epiftle  on  the  Characters  of  Women  is  to. 
that  of  the  Knowledge  and  Characters  of  Men. 
It  is  equally  remarkable  for  exa'ctn^fs  ot"  method 
with  the  reft.  But  the  nature  of  the  fubject, 
which  is  lefs  philofophical,  makes  it  capable  of^ 
being  analyzed  in  a  much  narrower  compafs. 

'Tis  ftrange,  the  mifer  fhould  his  cares  employ 
To  gain  thofe  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy  : 
Is  it  lefs  ftrange,  the  prodigal  fhould  wafte 
His  wealth,  to  purchafe  what  he  ne'er  can  tafle  ? 
Not  for  himfelf  he  fees,  or  hears,  or  eats ; 
Artifts  muft  cheofe  his  pictures,  mufic,  meats; 
He  buys  for  Topham  drawings  and  defigns  ; 
For  Pembroke  ftatues,  dirty  gods,  and  coins  ; 
Rare  monkifti  manufciipts  for  Hearne  alone, ' 
And  books  for  Mead,  and  buttertiie,s  for  Sioane. 
Think  we  all  theie  are  for  himfelf?  no  more     n 
Than  his  fine  wife,  alas  1  or  finer  whore. 

For  what  has  Virro  painted,  built,  and  planted  : 
Only  to  {how,  how  many  taftes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Vifto's  ill-got  wealth  to  waLl< 
Some  daemon  whifper'd,  "  Vifto !  have  a  taite. 
Heaven  vifits  with  a  tafte  the  wealthy  fool, 
And  needs  no  rod  but  Ripley  with  a  rule. 


See!  fportive  fate,  to  punifh  awkward  pride, 
Bids  Bubo  build,  and  fend-  him  fuch  a  guide  :   2O 
A  (landing  fermon,  at  each  year's  expence, 
That  never  coxcomb  reach'd  magnificence  ! 

You  {how  us  Rome  was  glorious,  not  profufe, 
And  pompous  buildings  once  were"  things  of  ufe. 
Yet  (hall  (my  lord  ;  your  juft,  your  noble  rules 
Fill  half  the  land  with  imitating  fools; 
Who   random  drawings  from  your  fheets  fhall 

take, 

And  of  one  beauty  many  blunders  make ; 
J^oad  fome  vain  church  with  old  Theatric  ftate, 
Turn  arts  of  triumph  to  a  garden  gate ;  30 

Reverie  your  ornaments,  and  hang  them  all 
On  fome  patch'd  dog-hole  ek'd  with  ends  of  wall; 
Then  clap  four  flices  of  pilafter  on't, 
That,  lac'd  with  bits  of  ruftic,  makes  a  front. 
Shall  call  the  winds  through  long  arcades  to  roar, 
Proud  to  catch  cold  at  a  Venetian  door ; 
Confcious  they  a<5l  a  true  Palladian  part, 
And  if  they  ftarve,  they  ftarve  by  rules  of  art. 

Oft  have  you  hinted  to  your  brother  peer, 
A  certain  truth,  which  many  buy  too  dear  :       40 
Something  there  is  more  needful  than  expence, 
And  fomething  previous  ev'n  to  tafte — 'tis  fenfe  : 
Good  fenfe,  which  only  is  the  gift  of  Heaven, 
And  though  no  fcience,  fairly  worth  the  feven  : 
A  light,  which  in  yourfelf  you  muft  perceive  ; 
Jones  ana  Le  Notre  have  it  not  to  give. 
•    To  build,  to  plant,  whatever  you  intend, 
To  rear  the  column,  or  the  arch  to  bend,. 
To  fwell  the  terrace,  or  to  fink  the  grot; 
In  all,  let  nature  never  be  forgot.  jo 

£ut  treat  the  goddefs  like  a  modeft  fair, 
Nor  over  drefs,  nor  leave  her  wholly  bare; 
IjCt  not  each  beauty  every  where  be  fpy'd, 
Where  half  the  {kill  is  decently  to  hide. 
He  gains  all  points,  wh«  pleafingly  confounds, 
Surprifes,  varies,  and  conceals  the  bounds. 

Confuit  the  genius  of  the  place  in  all ; 
That  tells  the  waters  or  to  rife  or  fall ; 
Or  helps  th'  ambitious  hill  the  heavens  to  fcale, 
Or  fcoops  in  circling  theatres  the  vale ;  60 

Calls  in  the  country,  catches  opening  glades, 
Joins  willing  woods,  and  varies  fhades  from  {hades; 
Now  breaks,  or  now  direds  th'  intending  lines; 
Paints  as  you  plant,  and,  as  you  wo>k,  deilgns. 

Still  follow  fenfe,  of  every  art  the  foul, 
Parts  anfwering  part*  fhall  flide  into  a  whole, 
Spontaneous  beauties  all  around  advai.ce, 
Start  ey'n  from  difficulty,  ftrike  from  chance  ; 
Nature  fhali  join  you  ;  time  fhall  make  it  grow 
A  work  to  wonder  at — perhaps  a  S{ow.  70 

Without  it,  proud  Verfaillcs  :   thy  glory  falls  ; 
And  Nero's  terraces  dtfert  their  walls  : 
The  vaft  parterres  a  thoufand  hands  fhall  make, 
J.o  !  Cobham  comes,  and  floats  them  with  a  lake: 


VARIATIONS. 
After  ver.  aa,  in  the  M6. 

Muft  bifhpps,  lawyers,  ftatd'men  have  the  {kill 
To  build,  to  plant,  judge  paintings,  what  you  will? 
Then  why 'net  Kent  as  well  our  treaties  draw 
Bridgmari  explain  the  gofpel,  Gibbs  the  law  I  * 
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Or  cut  wide  views  through  mountain*  to  the  plain. 


You'll  wilh  your  hill  or  fhelrer'd  feat  again. 

Ev'n  in  an  ornament  its  place  rema-k, 

Nor  in  an  hermitage  fet  Dr  Clarke. 

Bt-hold  Villario's  ten  years  roil  complete; 

His  quincunx  darkens,  his  efpaliers  meet ;  83 

The  wood  fupports  the  plain,  rhe  parts  unite, 

And  ftrength  of  made  contends  with  flrength  of 

light; 

A  waving  glow  the  bloomy  bed?  difplay, 
Blufhing  in  bright  diverfities  of  day, 
With  Clver-quivering  rills  maeandtr'd  o'er—- 
Enjoy them,  you  1   Villario  can  no  more  ; 
Tir'd  of  the  fcene  part<  rres  and  fountains  yiel 
He  finds  at  laft  he  better  likes  a  field. 

Through  his  young  woods  how  pleas'd  Sabir 

ftny'd, 

Or  fate  delighted  in  the  thickening  fbade, 
With  annual  joy  the  reddening  moots  to  greet, 
Or  fee  the  ftrctching  branches  long  to  meet  \ 
His  fon's  fine  tafte  an  opener  vifla  loves, 
Foe  to  the  Dyradspf  his  fathei's  groves; 
One  boundlefs  green,  or  flourifh'd  carpet  views. 
With  all  the  mournful  family  oi  yews  : 
The  thriving  plants  ignoble  broomfticks  made, 
Now  fweep  thole  alleys  they  were  born  to  fhade. 

At  Timon's  villa  let  us  pafs  a  day, 
Where  all  cry  out,  "  What  i'ums  are  thrown  %+ 

way  ;" 

So  proud,  fo  grand ;  of  that  flupendous  air, 
Soft  and  agreeable  come  never  there. 
Greatnefs,  with  Timon,  dwells  in  fuch  a  draught 
As  brings  all  Brobdignag  before  your  thought. 
To  compafs  this,  his  building  is  a  town, 
His  pond  an  ocean,  his  parterre  a  down  : 
Who  but  muft  laugh,  the  maftcr  when  he  fees, 
A  puny  infeft,  fhivcring  at  a  breeze  ! 
Lo,  what  huge  heaps  of  littlenefs  around  ! 
The  whole,  a  labour'd  quarry  ab;ve  ground,    119 
Two  Cupids  fquirt  before  :  a  lake  behind 
Improves  the  keennci*  of  the  northern  wind. 
His  gardens  next  your  admiration  call. 
On  every  fide  you  look  behold  the  vrall! 
No  pleafing  intricacies  intervene, 
No  artful  wildnefs  to  perplex  the  fcene ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  alley  has  a  brother, 
And  half  rhe  platform  julV  reflects  the  other. 
The  fufieringeye  inverted  nature  fees, 
Trees  cut  to  ftatues,  fiatues  thkk  as  tree?;        I»O 
With  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play'd; 
And  there  a  fummer  houfe  that  knows  no  ftnde; 
Here  Amphitrite  fails  through  myitle  bowers  j 
There  gladiators  fight,  or  die  in  flowers; 
Unwa  er'dfee  the  drccping  fea-horfe  mourn, 
And  fwallows  rooft  in  Nilus'  dully  urn. 

My  lord  advances  with  majcftic  mien, 
Smir  wirh  the  mighty  pleafure  to  be  feen  : 
But  foft— by  regular  approach  — not  yet—        129 
Firft  through  thelecgthof  yon  hot  terrace  fweat; 
And  when  up  ten  fteep  fiopes  you've  dragg'd  your 
Juft  at  his  Oudy-door  he'll  bids  jour  eyes  [thighs, 

His  ftudy  !  with  what  authors  is  it  ftor'd  ? 
In  books,  not  authors,  curious  is  my  lord; 
To  all  their  dated  bucks  he  turns  you  round; 
l  heie  /ildu*  primed,  thole  Du  bueii  has  bound. 


MORAL    ESSAYS. 


Lo  fome  are  vellum,  and  the  reft  as  good 
For  all  his  lordfhip  knows  but  they  are  wood. 
For  Locke  or  Milton,  'tis  in  vain  to  lock, 
Thefe  {helves  admit  not  any  modern  book.       140 

And  now  the  chapel's  filver  bell  you  hear, 
That  fummons  you  to  all  the  pride  of  prayer ; 
Light  quirks  of  mufic,  broken  and  uneven, 
Make  the  foul  dance  upon  a  jig  to  heaven. 
On  painted  ceilings  you  devoutly  ftare, 
Where  fprawl  the  faints  of  Verrio  or  Laguerre, 
Or  gilded  clouds  in  fair  expansion  lie, 
And  bring  all  paradife  before  your  eye. 
Tortft,  the  cufhion  and  fort  dean  invite, 
Who  never  mentions  hell  to  ears  polite.  150 

But  hark  !  the  chiming  clocks  to  dinner  call  j 
A  hundred  footileps  fcrape  the  marble  hall : 
The  rich  buffet  weil-c  loured  ferpents  grace, 
And  gaping  Tritons  fpew  to  wafn  your  face. 
Is  this  a  dinner  ?  this  a  genial  room  [ 
No,  'tis  a  temple,  and  a  hecatomb. 
A  folemn  facrifice  per  form 'd  in  ftate, 
You  chink  by  meafure,  and  to  minutes'  eat. 
So  quick  retires  each  flying  courfe,  you'd  fwear 
Sancho's  dread  doctor  and  his  wand  were  there.  160 
Between  each  ait  the  irembling  falversring, 
From    foup   to  fweet-wine,  and  God   blefs  the 

King. 

In  plenty  ftarving,  tantaliz'd  in  ftate, 
And  complaifantly  help'd  to  all  I  hate, 
Treated,  caiefs'd,  and  tir'd,  I  take  ny  leave, 
Sick  of  his  civil  pride  from  morn  to  eve  ; 
I  curfe  fuch  lavifh  coft,  and  little  {kill, 
And  fwear  no  day  was  ever  part  fo  ill. 

Yet  hence  the  poor  are  cloth  d,  the  hungry  fed  ; 
Health  to  himfelf,  and  to  his  infants  bread,  170 
The  labourer  bears  :  What  his  hard  heart  denies, 
His  charitable  vanity  fupplies. 

Another  age  fhall  fee  the  golden  ear 
Imbrown  the  flope,  and  nod  on  the  parterre, 
Deep  harvefr,  bury  all  his  pride  has  plann'd, 
And  laughing  Ceres  re-aflume  the  land. 

Who  then  (ball  grace,  orwho  improve  the  foil  ? 
Who  plants  like  Bathurft,  or  who  builds  like  Boyle. 
Tis  ufe  alone  but  fanclifies  expence, 
And  fplendor  borrows  all  her  rays  from  fenfe.  1 80 

His  father's  acres  who  enjoys  in  peace, 
Or  makes  his  neighbours  glad,  if  he  increafe  : 
Whofe  cheerful  tenants  blefs  their  yturly  toil, 
Yet  so  their  lord  owe  more  than  to  the  ioil ; 
Whole  ample  lawns  are  not  afbam'd  to  feed 
The  milky  heifer  and  deferving  fteed  ; 
Whole  riling  forefts,  not  for  pride  or  fhow, 
But  future  buildings,  future  navies,  grow  : 
Let  his  plantati<  ns  ilretch  from  down  to  down, 
Firft  ihade  a  country,  and  then  raiie  a  town.  190 

You  too  proceed  '.   m<ike  failing  arts  your  care, 
Erect  new  wonders,  and  the  old  repair ; 
Jones  and  Palladio  to  themfelves  reftore, 
And  be  whate'er  Vitruvius  was  before  : 
Till  kings  call  forth  th'  ideas  of  your  mind. 
(Proud  to  accomplifh  what  fuch  hands  defign'd) 
Bid  harbours  open,  public  ways  extend, 
Bid  temples  worthier  ef  the  god  afcend  ; 
Bid  the  broad  archthe  dangerous  flood  contain, 
The  mole  projected  break  the  roaring  main ;  aco 


Backto  his  bounds  their  fubjecSr,  fea  command, 
An"d  oil  obedient  rivers  through  the  land  ; 
Thefe  honours,  peace  to  happy  B'itain  brings; 
Thefe  are  imperial  works,  and  worthy  kings. 


EPISTLE     V. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON, 
Occajioned  by  his  Dialogues  on  Medals. 

THI  s  was  originally  written  in  the  year  1715,  when 
Mr.  Addifon  intended  to  publifh  his  book  of 
Medals ;  it  was  fome  time  before  hewas  Secre- 
tary of  State;  but  not  published  till  Mr.  Tick- 
ell's  edition  of  his  works ;  at  which  time  the 
verfes  on  Mr.  Craggs,  which  conclude  the  poem, 
were  added,  viz.  in  1720. 

As  the  third  E<>iftle  treated  of  the  extremes  of 
avarice  and  profufion ;  and  the  fourth  took  up 
one  particular  branch  of  the  latter,  namely,  the 
vanity  of  expence  in  people  of  wealth  and^quality, 
and  was  therefore  a  corollary  to  the  third ;  fo 
this  treats  of  one  circumftance  of  that  vanity, 
as  it  appears  in  the  common  collectors  of  old 
coins ;  and  is,  therefore,  a  corollary  to  the  fourth. 

SEE  the  wild  wafte  of  all-devouring  years! 
How  Rome  her  own  fad  fepulchre  appears, 
With  nodding  arches,  broken  temples  fpread! 
The  very  tombs  now  vanifh'd  like  their  dead  ; 
Imperial  wonders  rai-'d  on  nations  fpoil'd.  [toil'd; 
Where  mix'd  with  flaves   the  groaning  martyr 
Huge  theatre.*,  that  now  unpeopled  woods, 
Now  drain'd  a  diftant  country  of  her  floods  * 
Fanes,  which  admiring  gods  with  pride  -furvey ; 
Statues  of  men,  fcarce  lefs  alive  than  they  !         10 
Some  felt  the  filent  ftroke  of  mouldering  age, 
Some  hoftile  fury,  fome  religious  rage. 
Barbarian  blindnefs,  Chriftian  zeal  confpire, 
And  Papal  piety,  and  Gothic  fire. 
Perhaps,  by  its  own  ruins  fav'd  from  flame, 
Some  bury'd  marble  half  prefer ves  a  name; 
That  name  the  learn'd  with  fierce  difputes  purfue, 
And  give  to  Titus  old  Vefpafian's  due. 

Ambition  figh'd :  (he  found  in  vain  to  truft 
The  faitlriefs  column  and  the  crumbling  buft  :    20 
Huge  moles,  whofe  fhadow  ftretch'd  from  fhore  to 

fhore, 

Their  ruins  perifh'd,  and  their  place  no  more  ! 
Convinc'd  {he  now  contracts  her  vaft  defign, 
And  all  her  triumphs  fhrink  into  a  coin. 
A  narrow  orb  each  crowded  conqueft  keeps, 
Beneath  her  palm  here  fad  Judea  weeps. 
Now  fcantier  limits  the  proud  arch  confine, 
And  fcarce  are  feen  the  proftrate  Nile  or  Rhine ; 
A  fmall  Euphrates  through  the  piece  is  roll'd, 
And  little  eagles  wave  their  wings  in  gold.         30 

The  medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame, 
Through  climesand  agesbears  each  form  and  name : 
In  one  fhort  view  lubjected  to  our  eye 
Gods,  emperors  heroes,  fages,  beauties,  lie. 
With  fharpen'd  fight  pale  antiquaries  pore, 
Th'  infcription  value,  but  the  rufl  adore, 
Hij 
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This  the  blue  varnifli,  that  the  green  endears, 
The  facred  ruft  of  twice  ten  hundred  years  ! 
To  gain  Pefcennius  one  employe  his  fchemes, 
One  grarps  a  Cecrops  in  ecftatic  dreams.  40 

Poor  Vadius,  long  with  learned  fpleen  devour'd, 
Can  tafte  no  pleafure  fmce  his  ftii^ld  was'  fcour'd  : 
And  Curio,  reiilels  by  the  fair-one's  fide,      -     •    . 
Sighs  for  an  Otho,  and  negleds.his  bride. 

Theirs  is  the  vanity,  the  learning  thine  : 
Touch'd  by  thy  hand,  again  Rome's  glories  fhine  : 
Her  gods  and  godlike  heroes  rile  to  view,     .          : 
And  all  her  faded  garlands  bloom  anew. 
JJor  bluih,.thefe  itudies  thy  regard  engage  ; 
Thefe  pleas'd  the  fathers  of  poetic  rage  :     >        50 
The  verfe  and  fculpture  bore  an  equal  part, 
And  art  reflected  images!  to  art.       ; 

Oh,  when  ihall  Britain,  confcious  of  her  claim, 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  fame  ? .  j    . 


In  living  medals  fee  her  wars  enroll' d., 
I  And  vanquilh'd  realms  fupply  recording  gold: 
•  Here,  tiling  bold,  the  patriot's  honeil  face; 
There,  warriors  frowning  in  hitioric  brafs  : 
Then  future  ages  with  delight  fh all  fee 
How  Plato's-,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree  ; 
j  Or  in  fair  ierit s  laurti'd  bards  be  fhown, 
I  A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addilon. 
!  Then  fliall  thy  Craggs  (and  let  me  call  him  mil 
On  the  caft  ore,  another  Pollio,  fhine  : 

I'  V\  ith  afpeft  open  ftiall  ere6l  his  head, 
And  round  the  orb  in  lafting  notes  be  read, 
,  "-  Statefman,  yet  friend  to  truth  !  of  foul 
|  *'  In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ; 
"  Who  broke  no  promife,  ferv'd  no-  private  end, 
"  Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  loft  no  friend;  ;c 
*'  Ennobled  by  himfelf,  by  all  approv'd, 
"  And  praw'djunenvy'd,  by  the  mufe  he  lov'd." 


EPISTLE 


DR.  ARBUTHNOT 


BEING  THE 

PROLOGUE  TO  THE  SATIRES. 


Advertifement  to  thejir/}  Publication  of  this  Epiftle. 

THU  paper  is  a  fort  of  bill  of.  complaint,  begun  many  years  fince,  and  drawn  up  by  (hatches,  as  the 
feveral  occafions  offered.  I  had  no  thoughts  of  publiftung  it,  till  it  pleafed  fome  perfons  of  rank  and 
fortune  [the  authors  of  verfes  to  .the  imitator  of  Horace,  and  of  an  epiftle  to  a  Doctor  of  Divinity 
from  a  nobleman  at  Hampton-Court]  to  attack,  in  a  very  extraordinary  manner,  not  only  my 
writings  (of  which,  being  public,  the  public  is  judge)  but  my  perfon,  morals,  and  family,  where- 
of, ta  thofe  who  know  me  not,  a  truer  information  may  be  requifite.  Being  divided  between  the 
neceffity  to  fay  fomething  of  myfelf,  and  my  own  lazinefs  to  undertake  fo  aukward  a  tafk,  I 
thought  it  the  fhorteft  way  to  put  the  laft  hand  to  this  epiftle.  If  it  have  any  thing  pleaflng,  it 
will  be  that  by  which  I  am  moft  defirous  to  pleafe,  the  truth  and  the  fentiment ;  and  if  any  thing 

,  offenfive,  it  will  be  only  to  thofe  I  am  leaft  forry  to  offend,  the  vicious  or  the  ungenerous. 

Many  will  know  their  own  pictures  in  it,  there  being  not  a  circumftance  but  what  is.  true  :  but  I 

..    have,  for  the  moft  part,fpared  their  names ;  and  they  may  efcape  being  laughed  at,  if  they  pleafe. 

I  would  have  fome  of  them  to  know,  it  was  owing  to  the  requeft  of  the  learned  and  candid  friend 
to  whom  it  is  infcribed,  that  I  make  not  as  free  ufe  of  theirs  as  they  have  done  of  mine.  How- 
ever, I  fhall  have  this  advantage  and  honour  on  my  fi.de,  that  whereas,  by  their  proceeding,  any 
abufe  may  be  directed  at  any  man,  no  injury  can  pofiibly  be  done  by  mine,  fince  a  namelefs  cha- 
racter can  never  be  found  out,  but  by  its  truth  and  likenefs. 


Jp.  SHUT,  (hut  the  door,  good  John,!  fatigu'd  I  faid, 
Tie  up  the  knocker,,  fay  I'm  fick,  I'm  dead. 
Thejdog-ftar  rages!  nay,  "tispaft  a,  doubt, 
All  Bedlam,  or  Parnafius,  is  let  out  :  . 
frre  in  each  eye,  and  papers  in  each  hand, 
Tney  rave,  recite,  and  madden  round  the  land- 
What  walls  can  £,uaid  me,  or  what  {hades  can 

hide?    . 

They  pierce  my  thickets,thr6ugh  my  grot  they  glide. 
By  land,  by  water,  they  renew  the  charge  ; 
They  ftop  the  chariot,  and  they  board  the  barge.  JO 
No  place  is  facred,  not  the  church  is  freer 
Ev'n  Sunday  Ihines  no  Sabbath  day  to  me ; 
Then  from  the  mint  walks  forth  the  man  of  rhyme, 
H*ppy  ;  to  catch  me,  juft  ac  dinner-time. 


Is  there  a  parfon,  much  bemus'd  in  beer, 
A  maudlin  poetefs,  a' rhyming  peer, 
\  clerk,  foredom'd  his  father's  foul  to  crofs, 
Who  pens  a  ftanza,  when  he  fhould  engiofs  ? 
Is  there,  who,  lock'd  from  ink  and  paper,  fcra 
Wjth  -3dperate  charcoal  round  hiodarkcn'd  walls  ? 
All  fly  to  Twit'nam.  and  in  humble  ftrain  if 
Apply  to  me,  to  keep  them  mad  or  vain. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver,  ao,  in  the  MS. 
Is  there  a  bard  in  durance  .>  turn  them  free, 
With  all  their  brandiuYd  reams  th»y  run  to  me 
Is  there  a  'prentice,  having  feen  two  plays, 
Whowoulddo  fomething  in  hisfempftrclV 

Hiij 


Ill 
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Arthur,  whofe  giddy  fon  negledb  the  laws, 
Imputes  to  me  and  my  damn'd  works  the  caufe  : 
Poor  Cornus  fees  his  frantic -wife  elope, 
And  curies  wit,  and  poetry,  and  Pope. 

Frienfl  to  my  life  ;  (which  did  you  not  prolong, 
The  world  had  wanted  many  an  idle  fong), 
What  drop  or  noftrum  can  this  plague  remove  ? 
Or  which  muft  end  me,  a  fool's  wrath  or  love  ?  30 
A  dire  dilemma  ?  either  way  I'm  fped  ; 
If  foes,  they  write,  if  friends,  they  read  me  dead. 
Seiz'd  and  ty'd  down  to  judge,  how  wretched  I  ? 
Who  can't  be  fiient,  and  who  will  not  lie  : 
To  laugh,  were  want  of  goodnefs  and  of  grace ; 
And  to  be  grave,  exceeds  all  power  of  face. 
1  fit  with  fad  civility;   I  read 
With  honeft  anguifh,  and  an  aching  head  ; 
And  drop  at  lait,  but  in  unwilling  ears,  39 

This  faviiig  counfel,"  Keep  your  piece  nine  years  " 

Nine  years :  cries  he,  who  high  in  Drury-lane, 
Luil'd  by  loft  zephyrs  through  the  broken  pane, 
Rhymes  e'er  he  wakes,  and  prints  before  term  ends, 
Oblig'd  by  hunger,  and  requeft  of  friends  :  " 
"  The  piece,  you  ihink,  is  incorrect  ?  why  take  it ; 
**  I'm  all  fubrmfilon ;  what  you'd  have  it,  make  it." 

Three  things  another's  modeft  wifhes  bound, 
My  friendfhip,  and  a  prologue,  and  ten  pound. 

Pitholeon  fends  to.  me  :  "  You  know  his  grace  ; 
*c  1  want  a  patron  ;  afk  him  for  a  place."  50 

Pitholeon  libell'd  ir.e — <*  but  here's  a  letter 
"  Informs  you,  Sir,  'twas  when  he  knew  no  better. 
*'  Dare  you  refufe  him  ?  Curll  invites  to  dine, 
"  He'll  write  a  journal,  or  he'll  turn  divine." 
Blefs  me  !  a  packet. — "  'Tis  a  ftranger  fues, 
"  A  virgin  tragedy,  -an  orphan  mule." 
If  I  diflike  it,  '•  furies,  death  and  rage  1" 
If  I  approve,  "'  commend  it  to  the  {rage." 
1  here  (thank  my  ftars)  my  whole  commiffion  ends, 
The  players  and  I  are,  luckily,  no  friends.          60 
Fir'd  that  the  houfe  rtjecl:  him,  '«  'bdeath !  1*11 

•-"  print  it, 
"  And  lhame  the  fools — your  interft,  Sir,  with 

Lintot." 

Lintot,dull  rogue!  will  think  your  price  too  much  : 
*l  Not,  Sir.  if  you  revile  it,  and  retouch." 
All  my  demurs  but  double  his  attacks  : 
At  jaft  he  whifpers,  ««  Do ;  and  we  go  fnacks." 
Glad  of  a  quarrel/ftraight  I  clap  the  door, 
'  Sir,  Jet  me  fee  ycur  works  and  you  no  more." 

'Tis  lung,  when  Aiidas'  ears  began  to  fpring    ' 
(Midas,  a  facred  pcrfon  and  a  king),  70 

His  very  minifter,  who  fpy'd  them  firft, 
Some  fay  his  queen)  was  forc'd  to  fpeak,  or  burft. 
And  is  not  mine,  my  friend,  a  forer  cafe, 
When  every  coxcomb  perks  them  in  nry  face  ? 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  39,  in  the  ift  Ed. 
Pear  doctor,  tell  me,  is  not  this  a  curfe  ? 
Say,  is  their  anger,  or  their  friendfhip  worfe  ? 

Ver.  53,  in  the  MS. 
If  you  refufe,  he  goes,  as  fates  incline, 
1 *  Ttpgue  Sir  Robert,  or  to  turn  divine. 

Vtr.  60,  in  the  former  Ed. 
Cibbcr  and  I  are  luckily  no  friends. 


/4.Goodfriend,forbear!  you  deal  in  dangerous 
I'd  never  name  queens,  minifters,  o-  kirejs; 
Keep  clofc  to  ears,  and  thofe  let  afies  prick, 
Tis  nothing--  P.  Nothing  ?  if  they  bite  and  kick 
Out  with  it.  Dunciad  !  let  the  fccret  pafs, 
That  fecret  10  each  fool,  that  he's  an  afs: 
The  truth  once  told '  and  wherefore  fhonld  we  liei 
The  queen  of  Midas  flept,and  fo  may  I. 

You  think  this  cruel  ?  Take  it  for  a  rule, 
No  creature  fmartsfo  little  as  a  fool. 
Let  peals  of  laughter,  Codrus  !  round  thee  break, 
Thou  unconcern'd  canft  hear  the  mighty  crack  i 
Pit,  box,  and  gallery,  in  convulfions  hurl'd, 
Thou  ftand'ft  unfhook  amidft  a  burftiug  world. 
Wholhamesafcribbler  ?  Break  one  cobweb  through, 
He  fpir.s  the  flight,  fclf  pleafmg  thread  anew .    90 
Dcftroy  his  fiber  fophiltry,  in  vain, 
The  creature's  at  his  dirty  work  again, 
Thron'd  on  the  centre  of  his  thin  defigns, 
Proud  of  a  vaft  extent  of  flimfy  lines  : 
Whom  have  I  hurt?  has  poet  yet,  or  peer, 
Lofl  the  arch'd  eyebiow,  or  Parnaflian  fneer  ? 
And  has  not  Colly  itill  his  lord  and  whore  ? 
Hi*  butchers  Henley,  his  Frce-malons  M  -or  ? 
Does  not  one  table  Bavins  ftill  admit  ?  gy 

Still  to  one  bifhop  Philips  lettn  a  wit  ?  [fend, 

Still  Sappho — ,;.  Hold,  for  God's  fake — you'll  of- 
No  names  — be  caim — learn  prudence  of  a  friend  : 
I  too  could  write,  and  I  am  twice  as  tall  ;         [all. 
But  foes  like  thefe — P.  One  flatterer's  worfe  than 
Of  all  mad  creature*,  if  the  learn'd  are  right, 
It  is  the  flavor  kilis,  and  not  the  bite. 
A  fool  quite  angty  is  quite  innocent  : 
Alas!  'tis  ten  times  worfe  when  they  repent. 

One  dedicates  in  high  heroic  prole, 
And  ridicules  beyo:id  a  hundred  foes:  no 

One  from  all  Grub-ftrt*  t  will  my  fame  defend, 
And,  more  abufive,  calls  himfelf  my  friend. 
This  prints  my  letters,  tkat  expeds  a  bribe, 
And  others  n.ar  aloud,  "  Subfcribe,  fubfcribe  !" 

There  are,  who  to  my  peribn  pay  their  court  :, 
I  cough  like  Horace,  and,  though  lean,  am  fhort. 
Ammon's  great  fon  one  (boulder  had  too  high, 
Such  Ovid's  noie,  and,  '•  Sir  !  you  have  an  eye  ." — 
Go  on,  obliging  creature,  make  me  Ice 
All  thut  clifgrac'd  my  betters,  met  in  me.          120 
Say  for  my  comfort,  languiihing  in  bed, 
"  Juft  fo  immortal  Maro    .eld  his  head  ;" 
Ai;d  when  I  die,  be  fure  you  let  me  know 
Great  Homer  dy'd  three  thoufand  years  ago. 

Why  did  1  wutc  ?  what  fin  to  me  unknown 
Dipp'd  me  in  ink,  my  parents',  or  my  own  ? 

VARIATION*. 

Ver.  TIT,  in  the  MS. 

For  fong,  for  filence  fome  expe&  a  bribe  : 
And  others  roar  aloud,  "  Subfcribe,  fubfcribe  !" 
Time,  praife,  or  money,  is  the  leaft  they  crave  ; 
Yet  each  declares  the  other  fool  or  knave. 

After  vcr.  124,  in  the  MS. 

But, friend, this fhape, which youand Curll*  admire, 
Came  not  from  Ammon's  fon,  but  from  my  fire  f ; 

*  Curll  fet^p  bis  head  for  a  fig*. 
f  His  father  ivas 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE   SATIRES. 


As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 

Ilifp'd  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 

I  left  no  calling  for  this  idle  trade, 

No  duty  broke,  no  father  difobey'd  :  13© 

The  mufe  but  ferv'd  to  cafe  fome  friend,  not  wife ; 

To  help  me  through  this  long  difeafe,  my  life; 

To  fec'>rid,  Arbuthnot  '.   thy  art  and  care, 

And  reach,  the  being  you  preferv'd,  ro  bear. 

But  why  then  puhlifh  ?  Oranville  the  polite, 
And  knowing  Walfh,  would  tf  11  me  I  could  write  ; 
Well-natur'd  Garth  infiam'd  with  early  praife, 
And  Coi-jrreve  lov'd,  and  Swift  endur'd  my  lays; 
The  courtly  Talbot,  Somers,  Sheffield  read, 
Ev'n  mitred  Rochefter  would  nod  the  head,     140 
And  Sr,  John's  felf  (great  Dryden's  friends  before), 
With  open  arm?  receiv'd  one  p  et  more. 
Happy  my  ftudies,  when  by  thefe  approv'd  ! 
Happier  their  author,  when  by  thefe  belov'd  ! 
From  thefe  the   world  will  judge  of  men    and 

books, 
Not  frcni  the  Burnett,  Oldmixors,  and  Cooks. 

Soft  were  my  numbers  :  who  could  take  offence 
While  pure  description  held  the  place  of  fenfe  ? 
Like  gei.tle  Fanny's  was  my  flowery  theme, 
A  painted  miftrefs.  or  a  purling  ftream.  150 

Yet  then  did  Gildon  draw  his  venal  quill ; 
I  wifli'd  the  man  a  dinner,  and  fate  ftill. 
Yet  then  did  Dennis  rave  in  furious  fret ; 
I  never  anfwer'd,  I  was  not  in  debt. 
If  want  provok'd,  or  madnefs  made  them  print, 
I  wag'd  no  war  with  bedlam  or  the  mint. 

Did  fome  more  fober  critic  come  abroad  ; 
If  wrong,  I  fmil'd  ;  if  right,  I  kifs'd  the  rod. 
Pains,  reading,  ftudyj  are  their  juft  pretence, 
And  all  they  want  is  fpirit,  talie,  and  fenfe.      160 
Commas  and  points  they  fet  exactly  right, 
And  'twere  a  fm  to  rob  them  of  their  mite. 
Ytt  ne'er  one  fprig  of  laurel  grac'd  thefe  ribalds, 
From  flaming  Bentley  down  to  pidling  Tibalds  : 
Each  wight,  who  reads  not, and  but  fcans  and  fpells, 
Each  word-catcher,  that  lives  on  fyllables, 
Ev'n  fuch  fmall  critics  fome  regard  may  claim, 
Preferv'd  in  Milton's  or  in  Shakfpeare's  name. 
Pretty  !  in  amber  to  obferve  the  forms 
Of  hairs,  or  ftraws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms  ! 
The  things  we  know  are  neither  rich  nor  rare,  1 71 
But  wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there. 

Were  others  angry  :   I  excus'd  the-m  too  ; 
Well  might  they  rage,  I  gave  them  but  their  due. 
A  man's  true  merit  'tis  not  hard  to  find ; 
But  each  man's  fecret  llandard  in  hi&mind, 
That  cafting-weight  pride  adds  to  em'ptinefs, 
This,  who  can  gratify  ?  for  who  can  guefs  ? 
The  bard  whom  pilfer'd  paftorals  renown, 
Who  turns  a  Perfian  tale  tor  half  a  crown,        1 80 


VARIATIONS. 

An^  for  my  head,  if  you'll  the  truth  excufe, 
1  had  it  fiom  my  mother  •>,  not  the  mufe. 
Happy,  if  he,  in  whom  thefe  frailties  join'd, 
Had  heir'd  as  well  the  virtues  of  the  mind. 


Juft  writes  to  make  hisbarrennefs  appear, 

And   drains  from  hard-bound  brains,  eight  lines 

a-year  ; 

He,  who,  ftill  wanting,  though  he  lives  en  theft, 
Steals  much,  fpends  little,  yet  has  nothing  left  : 
And  he,  who,  now  to  fenfe,  row  nonfenfe  leaning, 
Means  not,  hut  blunders  round  zfbout  a  meaning ; 
And  he,  whofe  fufrian's  fo  fublimely  bad, 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  prole  run  mad  : 
All  thefe,  my  modeft  fatire  bad  tranflare, 
And  own'd  rhat  nine  fuch  poets  made  a  Tate.  190 
How  did  they  fume,  and  {tamp,  and  roar,  and 

chafe  ! 
And  fwcar,  not  Addifon  himfelf  was  fafe. 

Peace  to  all  iuch    but  were  there  one  whofe  firee 
True  genius  kindles,  and  fair  fame  infpires  ; 
Bleft  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  pleafe, 
And  born  to  write,  converfe,  and  live  with  eafe  : 
Should  fuch  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone, 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother.near  the  throne, 
View  him  with  fcornful,  yet  with  jealous  eyes, 
And  hate  for  arts  that  caus'd  himfelf,  to  rile  ;  aoo 
Damn  with  faint  praife,  *(Tent  with  civil,  leer, 
And,  without  fneering,  teach  the  reft  to  fneer  j 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  ftrike, 
Juft  hint  a  fault,  and  hefitate  diflike  ; 
Alike  referv'd  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 
A  timorous  foe,  and  a  fufpicious  friend; 
Dreading  ev'n  fools,  by  flatterers  bcfieg'd, 
And  fo  obliging,  that  he  ne'er  oblig'd  ; 
Like  Cato,  give  his  little  fenate  laws, 
And  fit  attentive  to  his  own  applaufe  ;  n,i<$ 

While  wits  and  templars  every  fcntence  raife, 
And  wonder  with  a  foolifh  face  of  praife — 
Who  but  muft  laugh,  if  fuch  a  man  there  be  ?. 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Atticus  were  he  ! 

What  though  my  name  flood  rubric  on  the  walls^ 
Or  plafter'd  pofts,  with  claps,  in  capitals  ? 
Or  fmoking  forth,  a  hundred  hawkers  load, 
On  wings  of  winds  carne  flying  all  abroad  ? 
I  fought  no  homage  from  the  race  that  write  ; 
I  kept,  like  Afiari  monarchs,  from  their  fight ;    230 
Poems  I  heeded  (now  berhym'd  fo  long)      [f<jng. 
No   more  than  thou,  great  George !  a  birthday 
I  ne'er  with  wits  or  witlings  pafi>'d  my  days, 
To  fpread  about  the  itch  of  v'erfe  and  praife  ; 
Nor,  like  a  puppy,  daggled  through  the  town, 
To  fetch  and  carry  fing-for.g  up  and  down  ; 
Nor  at  rehearfals  fweat,  and  mouth'd,andcry'd, 
With  handkerchief  and  orange  at  my  fide  j 
But,  fick  of  fop*,  and  poetry,  and  prate, 
To  Bufo  left  the  whole  Caftalian  flare.  23$ 

Proud  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill, 
Sate  full-blown  Bufo,  puff'd  by  every  quill ; 
Fed  with  foft  dedication  all  day  long, 
Horace  and  he  went  hand  and  hand  in  fong. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver,  208,  in  the  MS. 
Who,  if  two  wits  on  rival  themes 
Approves  of  each,  but  likes  the  wont  the  beft. 

Alluding  to  Mr.  Pope's  and  Tickcll's  traniiat; 
of  the  firft  bock  of  the  ". Hud.. 
H  iiij 


ra® 

His  library  (where  bufls  of  poets  dead 
And  a  true  Pindar  flood  without  a  head), 
Receiv'd  of  wits  an  undiftinguifh'd  race, 
Whofirft  his  judgment  afk'd,  and  then  a  place; 
Much  theyextoll'd  his  pictures,  much  his  feat, 
And  flatter'd  every  day,  and  feme  days  eat ;     240 
Till,  grown  more  frugal  in  his  riper  days,    [praife, 
He  paid  fome  bards  with  port,   and  fome  with 
To  fome  a  dry  rehearfal  was  affign'd, 
And  others  (harder  ftill)  he  paid  in  kind. 
Dryrien  alone  (what  wonder!)  came  not  nigh, 
Dryden  alone  efcap'd  this  judging  eye  : 
.But-ftill  the  great  have  kindnefs  in  referve, 
He  help'd  to  bury  whom  he  help'd  to  ftarve. 

May  fome  choice  patron  blefs  each  grey  goofe 

quill ! 

May  every  Bavius  have  his  Bufo  ftill !  ajo 

So  when  a  ftatefman  wants  a  day's  defence, 
Or  envy  holds  a  whole  week's  war  with  fenfe, 
Or  fimple  pride  for  flattery  makes  demands, 
May  dunce  by  dunce  be  whiftled  off  my  hands  ! 
JBleft  be  the  great !  for  thofe  they  take  away, 
And  thofe  they  left  me  -M  for  they  left  me  Gay  : 
Left  me  to  fee  negleded  genius  bloom, 
Neglected  die,  and  tell  it  on  his  tomb  : 
Of  all  thy  blamelefs  life  the  fole  return 
My  verle,  and  Queenfberry  weeping  o'er  thy  urn  ! 

Oh,  let  me  live  my  own,  and  die  fo  too  1       261 
(To  live  and  die  is  all  I  have  to  do  :) 
Maintain  a  poet's  dignity  and  cafe,  [pleafe  : 

And  fee  what  friends,  and  read  what  bouks  I 
Above  a  patron,  though  I  condefcend 
Sometimes  to  call  a  minifter  my  friend. 
I  was  not  born  for  courts  or  great  affairs ; 
I  pay  my  debts,  believe, and  fay  my  prayers; 
Can  fleep  without  a  poem  in  my  head, 
Nor  know,  if  Dennis  be  alive  or  dead.  5170 

Why  am  I  afk'd  what  next  (hall  fee  the  light  > 
Heavens !  was  I  born  for  nothing  but  to  write  ? 
Has  life  no  joys  for  me  ?  or  (to  be  grave) 
Have  I  no  friend  to  ferve,  no  foul  to  fave  ? 
"  I  found  him  clofe  with  Swift — indeed?  no  doubt 
"  (Cries  prating  Balbus)  fomething  will  come  out." 
*  'Tis  all  in  vain,  deny  it  as  I  will. 
*'  No,  fuch  a  genius  never  can  lie  ftill;" 
And  then  for  mine  obligingly  miftakes 
The  firft  lampoon  Sir  Will  or  Bubo  makes.     280 
Poor,  guiltlefs  I  !  and  can  I  choofe  but  fmile, 
"When  every  coxcomb  knows  me  by  my  flyle  ? 

Curft  be  the  verfe,  how  well  foe'er  it  flow, 
1  hat  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe, 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  234,  in  the  MS. 
To  bards  reciting  he  vouchfaf 'd  a  nod, 
And  fnuff'd  their  incenfe  kke  a  gracious  God- 

After  ver.  270,  in  the  MS.  [flill  . 

Friendships  from  youth  I  fought,  and  feek  them 
1-arne,  like  the  wind,  may  breathe  where'er  it  will. 
J  he  world  I  knew,  but  made  it  not  my  fchooL 
And  m  a  courfe  of  flattery  liv'd  no  fool. 

After  ver.  282,  in  the  MS. 
P.  What  if  I  ling  Auguftus  great  and  good  ? 
A.  \  ou  d;d  fo  latcl/,  was  ii  uuderftood  ? 


THE    WORKS    OF   POPE. 


Give  virtue  fcandal,  innocence  a  fear, 

Or  from  the  foft-ey'd  virgin  fteal  a  tear! 

But  he  who  hurts  a  harmlefs  neighbour's  peace, 

Infults  fall'n  worth,  or  beauty  in  diftrefs, 

Who  loves  a  lie,  lame  flander  helps  about, 

Who  writes  a  iibel,  or  who  copies  out  :  290 

That  fop,  whofe  pride  afFe&s  a  patron's  name, 

Yet  abfent,  wounds  an  author's  honeft  fame  : 

Who  can  your  merit  felfifnly  approve, 

And  fhow  the  fenfe  of  it  without  the  lore ; 

Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  friend, 

Yet  wants  the  honour,  injur'd,  to  defend  ; 

Who  tells  whate'er  you  think,  whate'er  you  fay, 

And,  if  he  lie  not,  muft  at  leaft  betray  : 

Who  to  the  Dean  and  filver  Bell  can  fwear, 

And  fees  at  Cannons  what  was  never  there;    3< 

Who  reads  but  with  a  luft  to  mifapply, 

Make  fatire  a  lampoon,  and  fiction  lie. 

A  lafh  like  mine  no  honeft  man  fhall  dread, 

But  all  fuch  babbling  blockheads  in  his  ftead. 

Let  Sporus  tremble — A.   What :   that  thing  of 

fllk, 

Sporus,  that  mere  white  curd  of  afs's  milk  ? 
Satire  of  fenfe,  alas  !   can  Sporus  feel  ? 
Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  awheel  ? 
P.  Yet  let  me  flap  this  bug  with  gilded  wings, 
This  painted  child  of  dirt,  that  ftinks  and  flings ; 
Whofe  buzz  the  witty  and  the  fair  annoys,      310 
Yet  wit  ne'er  taftes,  and  beauty  ne'er  enjoys  : 
So  well-bred  fpaniels  civilly  delight 
In  mumbling  of  the  game  they  dare  not  bite. 
Eternal  fmiles  his  emptinefs  betray, 
As  fhallow  ftreams  run  dimpling  all  the  way. 
Whether  in  florid  impotence  he  fpeaks, 
And,  as  the  prompter  breathe-,the  puppet  fqueaks ; 
Or  at  the  ear  of  Eve,  familiar  toad, 
Half  froth,  half  venom,  fpits  himfelf  abroad,    320 
In  puns,  or  politics,  or  tales,  or  lies, 
Or  fpite,  or  fmut,  or  rhymes,  or  blafphemics. 
His  wit  all  fee  faw,  between  that  and  this,         ~) 
Now  high,  now  low,  now  mafter  up,  now  mifs,  > 
And  he  himfelf  one  vile  antithefis.  j 

Amphibious  thing !  that,  acting  either  part, 
The  trifling  head  '  or  the  corrupted  heart, 
Fop  at  the  toilet,  flatterer  at  the  board, 
Now  trips  a  Ia3y,  and  now  ftruts  a  lord. 
Eve's  tempter  thus  the  Rabbins  have  expreft,  33* 
A  cherub's  face,  a  reptile  all  the  reft. 
Beauty  that  fhocks  you,  parts  that  none  will  truft, 
Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  the  duft. 

Not  fortune's  worfhipper,  nor  fafhion's  fool, 
Not  lucre's  madman,  nor  ambition's  tool, 


VARIATIONS. 

Be  nice  no  more,  but,  with  a  mouth  profound, 
As  rumbling  Dennis  or  a  Norfolk  hound  ; 
With  George  and  Frederic  roughen  every  verfc, 
Then  fmooth  up  all,  and  Caroline  rehearfe. 
P.  No — the  high  tafk  to  lift  up  kings  to  gods, 
Leave  to  court  fermons,  and  to  birth-day  odes. 
On  themes  like  thefe,  fuperior  far  to  thine, 
Let  laurePd  Cibber  and  great  Arnal  fhine. 
Why  write  at  all  ?—  A.  Yes,  fllence  if  you  keep, 
The  town,  the  (joint,  the  wits,  the  Uuiicei  weep. 
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ill 


Not  proud,  nor  fervile;  be  one  poet's  praife. 
That,  if  he  pleas'd,  he  pleas'd  "by  manly  ways : 
That  flattery,  ev'n  to  kings,  he  held  a  {hamc, 
And  thought  a  lie  in  verfe  or  profe  the  fame  ; 
That  not  in  fancy's  maze  he  wander'd  long,    340 
But  ftoop'd  to  truth,  and  moraliz'd  his  fong  : 
That  not  for  fame,  but  virtue's  better  end, 
He  ftood  the  furious  foe,  the  timid  friend, 
The  damning  critic,  half-approving  wit, 
The  coxcomb  hit,  or  fearing  to  be  hit ; 
Laugh'd  at  the  lofs  of  friends  he  never  had, 
The  dull,  the  proud,  the  wicked, and  the  mad; 
The  diftant  threats  of  vengeance  on  his  head, 
The  blow  unfelt,  the  tear  he  never  fhed ; 
The  tale  reviv'd,  the  lie  fo  oft  o'erthrown,       350 
Th'  imputed  trafh,  and  dulnefs  not  his  own  ; 
The  morals  blacken'd  when  the  writings  'fcape, 
The  libei'd  perfon,  and  the  pi&ur'd  fhape; 
Abufe,  on  all  he  lov'd,  or  lov'd  him,  fpread, 
A  friend  in  exile,  or  a  father  dead ; 
The  whifper,  that,  to  greatnefs  ftill  too  near, 
Perhaps,  yet  vibrates  on  his  fovereign's  ear- 
Welcome  for  thee,  fair  virtue  !  all  the  paft  : 
For  thee,  fair  virtue  1  welcome  ev'n  the  laft  ! 

A.  But  why  infult  the  poor,  affront  the  great  ? 
P.  A  knave's  a  knave,  to  me,  in  every  flate  :  361 
Alike  my  fcorn,  if  he  fucceed  or  fail. 
Sporus  at  court,  or  Japhet  in  a  jail ; 
A  hireling  fcribbler,  or  a  hireling  peer, 
Knight  of  the  poft  corrupt,  or  of  the  fhire  ; 
If  on  a  pillory,  or  near  a  throne, 
He  gain  his  prince's  ear,  or  lofe  his  own. 

Yet  foft  by  nature,  more  a  dupe  than  wit, 
Sappho  can  tell  you  how  this  man  was  bit : 
This  dreaded  fat'rift  Dennis  will  confefs  370 

Foe  to  his  pride,  but  friend  to  his  diftrefs : 
So  humble,  he  has  knock'd  at  Tibbald's  door, 
Has  drunk  with  Cibber,nay,  has  rhym'd  for  Moor. 
Full  ten  years  flander'd,  did  he  once  reply? 
Three  thoufand  funs  went  down  on  Welfted's  lie. 
To  pleafe  his  miftrefs  one  afpers'd  his  life; 
He  lauYd  him  not,  but  let  her  be  his  wife  : 
Let  Budgell  charge  low  Grub-ftreet  on  his  quill, 
And  write  whate'er  he  pleas'd,  except  his  will ; 
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Ver.  368,  in  the  MS. 

Once,  and  but  once,  bis  heedlefs  youth  was  bit, 
And  lik'd  that  dangerous  thing,  a  female  wit ; 
Safe  as  he  thought,  though  all  the  prudent  chid; 
He  writ  no  libels,  but  my  lady  did  : 
Great  odds  in  amorous  or  poetic  game, 
"Where  woman's  is  the  fin,  and  man's  the  flume. 


Let  the  two  Curlls  of  town  and  court,  abufe   380 

His  father,  mother,  body,  foul,  and  mufe. 

Yet  why  ?  that  father  held  it  for  a  rule, 

It  was  a  fin  to  call  our  neighbour  fool : 

That  harmlefs  mother  thought  no  wife  a  whore  5 

Hear  this,  and  fpare  his  family,  James  Moore ! 

Unfpotted  names,  and  memorable  long ! 

If  there  be  force  in  virtue,  or  in  fong. 

Of  gentle  blood  (part  filed  in  honour's  caufe, 
While  yet  in  Britain  honour  had  applaufe) 
Each  parent  fprung — A.  What,  fortune,  pray  ?— • 

P.  Their  own, 

And  better  got,  than  Beftia's  from  the  throne. 
Born  to  no  pride,  inheriting  no  ftrife, 
Nor  marrying  difcord  in  a  noble  wife, 
Stranger  to  civil  and  religious  rage, 
The  good  man    walk'd  innoxious   through  his 

age. 

No  courts  he  faw,  no  fuits  would  ever  try, 
Nor  dar'd  an  oath,  nor  hazarded  a  lie, 
Unlearn'd,  he  knew  no  fchoolmen's  fubtle  art, 
No  language,  but  the  language  of  the  heart. 
By  nature  honeft,  by  experience  wife ;  4.00 

Healthy  by  temperance,  and  by  exercife ; 
His  life,  though  long,  to  ficknefs  paft  unknown, 
His  death  was  inftant,  and  without  a  groan. 
O  grant  me  thus  to  live,  and  thus  to  die  ! 
Who   fprung   from   kings    fhall  know   lefs  joy 

than  I. 

O  friend  !  may  each  domeftic  blifs  be  thine  I 
Be  no  unpleafing  melancholy  mine  : 
Me,  let  the  tender  office  long  engage. 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  repofing  age, 
With  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother's  breath,    4I» 
Make  languor  fmile,  and  fmooth  the  bed  of  death, 
Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  aflcing  eye, 
And  keep  a  while  one  parent  from  the  iky  I 
On  cares  like  thefe  if  length  of  days  attend, 
May  Heaven,  to  blefs  thofe  dayi,  preferve  nay 

friend, 

Preferve  him  focial,  cheerful,  and  ferene, 
And  juft  as  rich  as  when  he  ferv'd  a  queen ! 
A.  Whether  that  bleflings  be  deny'dor  given, 
Thus  far  was  right,  the  reft  belongs  to  Heaven, 
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After  ver.  405,  in  the  MS. 
And  of  myfelf,  too,  fomething  muft  I  fay ! 
Take  then  this  verie,  the  trifle  of  a  day. 
And  if  it  live,  it  lives  but  to  commend 
The  man  whofe  heart  has  ne'er  forgot  a  friend, 
Or  head,  an  author ;  critic,  yet  polite, 
And  friend  to  learning,  yet  too  wife  to  writ*. 


SATIRES  AND  EPISTLES 

OF  HORACE   IMITATED. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  occafion  of  publishing  thefe  Imitations  was  the  clamour  raifcd  on  fome  of  my  epiftles.  A« 
anfwer  from  Horace  was  both  more  full,  and  of  more  dignity,  than  any  I  could  have  made  in 
my  own  perfcn;  and  the  example  of  much  greater  freedom  in  fo  eminent  a  divine  as  Dr.  Donne, 
feemed  a  proof  with  what  indignation  and  contempt  a  Chriftian  may  treat  vice  or  folly,  in  ever 
fo  low,  or  ever  fo  high  a  ftation.  Both  thefe  authors  were  acceptable  to  the  Princes  and  Mini- 
fters  under  whom  they  lived.  The  fatires  of  Dr  Donne  I  veifihed,  at  the  defire  of  the  Earl  of 
Oxford  while  he  was  Lord  Treafurer,  and  of  the  Duke  of  Shrewfbury,  who  had  been  Secretary 
of  State  :  neither  of  whom  looked  upon  a  fatire  on  vicious  courts  as  any  reflection  on  thofe  they 
fervcd  in.  And  indeed  there  is  not  in  the  world  a  greater  error,  than  that  which  fools  are  fo 
apt  to  fall  into,  and  knaves  with  good  reafon  to  encourage,  the  miflaking  a  fatirift  for  a  libeller; 
•whereas  to  a  true  fatirifl  nothing  is  fo  odious  as  a  libeller,  for  the  fame  reafon  as  to  a  man  truly 
virtuous,  nothing  is  fo  hateful  as  a  hypocrite. 

11  Uni  aequus  Virtuti  atque  ejus  Amicis." 


BOOK  II.  SATIRE  L 

TO  MR.  rORTESCUE. 

P-  THERE  are  (I  fcarce  can  think  it,  but  am  told) 
(«)  There  are,  to  whom  my  fatire  feems  too  bold: 
Scarce  to  wife  Peter  complaifant  enough, 
And  fomething  faid  of  Chartres  much  too  rough. 
(£)  The  lines  are  weak,  another's  ple^'d  to  fay, 
Lord  Fanny  fpins  a  thoufand  fuch  a  clay, 

HORATIUS.—TREBATIUS. 

HORATItS. 

(«)  SUNT  quibus  in  Satira  videar  nimis  acer,  et 
ultra  [quid 

Legem  tend  ere  opus;  (J)  fine  nervis  altera,  quic- 
ewnpofui,  p^rs  effe  putat,  Cmilefque  meorum. 


Timorous  by  nature,  of  the  rich  in  awe, 
(<r)  1  come  to  council  learned  in  the  law  : 
You'll  give  me,  like  a  friend  both  fage  and  free, 
Advice ;  and  (as  you  ufe)  without  a  fee. 

F.  (J)  I'd  write  no  more. 

P.  Not  write  ?  but  then  I  think, 
(/)  And  for  my  foul  I  cannot  flcep  a  wink. 
1  nod  in  company,  I  wake  at  night, 
Fools  rufh  into  my  head,  and  fo  I  write.          [life, 

/•'.  You  could  not  do  a  worfe  thing  for  your 
Why,  if  the  nights  feem  tedious — take  a  wife  : 


Mille  die  verfus  dedvici  pofle.     (<)  Trebati, 
Quid  faciam  ?  praefcribe. 

r.  (O  Quiefcas. 

H.  Ne  faciam,  inqui 
Omnmo  verfus  ? 

r.  Aio. 

.  H.  Peream  male,  fi  non 

Optimum  crat :  (*)  verum  nequeo  dormirc. 
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(/)  Of  ratrier  truly,  if  your  point  be  reft, 
Lertuce  and  cowflip  wine  ;  "  Probatum  eft." 
But  ralk  with  Celfus,  Celfus  will  adviie 
Hartfhorn,or  (omething  that  lhall  clofe  your  eyes, 
(<*•)  Or,  if  you  needs  muft  write,  write  Caeiar's  j 

praife, 
(£)  You'll  gain  at  leaft  a  knighthood,  or  the  bays.  | 

P.  What?  like  Sir  (/')  Richard,  rumbling, rough,  j 

and  fierce, 
With  arms  and  George  and  Brunfwick  crowd  the 

verfe, 

Rend  with  tremendous  found  your  ears  afunder, 
"With  gun,  drum,  trumpet,  biuuderbufs,  and  thun- 
der ? 

Or  nobly  wild,  with  Budgell's  fire  and  force, 
Paint  angels  trembling  round  his  falling  horfe  ? 

1-.  (^)  Then  all  your  mufe's  fofter  art  difplay, 
Let  Carolina  fmooth  the  tuneful  lay, 
Luh  with  Amelia's  liquid  name  the  Nine, 
And  fweetly  flow  through  all  the  royal  line. 

P.  (/)  Alas  ;  few  verfes  touch  their  nicer  ear ; 
They  fcarce  can  bear  their  laureate  twice  a  year  ; 
And  juftly  Cajfar  fcorn-.  the  poet's  lays, 
It  is  to  hiftory  Le  trufb  for  praife. 

f.  (ra)  Better  be  Gibber,.  I'll  maintain  it  ftill, 
Than  ridicule  all  tafte,  blafpheme  quadrille, 
Abufe  the  city's  beft  good  men  in  metre, 
.  And  laugh  at  peers  that  put  their  truf.Hn  Peter. 
(«)  Ev'n  thofe  you  touch  not,  hate  you. 

P.  What  fhould  ail  'em  ? 

P.  A  hundred  fm;  rt  in  Timon  and  in  Balaam  : 
The  fewer  ftill  you  name,  you  wound  the  more  ; 
Bond  is  but  one,  but  Harpax  is  a  fcore.          [deny 

P.  ;  o)    Each  mortal  has  his   pieafure  ;    none 
Scarfdale  his  bottle,  Darty  his  ham  pie! 
Ridotta.  fipsand  dances,  till  ihe  fee 
The  doubling  luftres  dance  as  fall  as  file;        [ther, 
(/>)  F —  loves  the  fenate,  Hocklcyhole  his  bro- 
Like  in  all  elfe,  as  one  egg  to  another. 


T,  (/)  Teruncli 

Tranfnanto  Tiberim<fo'mno  quibus  eft  opus  alto; 
Irriguumve  mero  lub  noclem  corpus  habento. 

(^•)  Aut  fi  tantus  amor  fcribendi  te  rapit,  aude 
Caeiaris  invicti  res  dicere,  (£)  multa  laborum 
Praemia  laturus. 

H.  Cupidum,  Pater  optime,  vires 
Deficiunt  :  (*')  neque  enirn  quivis  horrentia  pilis 
Aginina,  nee  fracla  pereuntes  cufpide  G.'.llos, 
Aut  labentis  equo  delcribat  vulnera  Parthi. 

T.  (k^  Amttnen  et  julium  poteras  et  fcribere 

fortem, 
Scipiadam  ut  fapiens  Lucilius. 

H,  Haud.mihi  deero, 

CumresTpfa  f^rtt  :  ^l)  nitidextro  tempore,Flacci 
Verba  per  attentam  non  ibunt  Caefaris  aurem  : 
Cui  male  fi  palpere,  recalcitrat  undique  tutus. 
T.  •  m    Q^-anto  rediushoc,quam  trifti  laedere  rerfu 
Paotolabum  fcurram,  Nomentanumve  nepotem  ? 
(,«)  Cum  iibi  quifque  timet,  quamquam  eft  intaiSlus, 

et  odir. 

H>  •  o>  Quidfaciam?  faltat  Milonius,  ut  femel  idlo 
AcceffitTcrvbr  capiti,  numeruique  lucernis. 
(/>)  Cador  gaudet  equis  ;  ovo  jprognatus  eodern, 
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(q)  I  love  to  pour  out  all  myfelf,  as  plain 

As  downright  Shippen,  or  as  old-Moutange  : 

In  them,  as  certain  to  be  lov'd  asfeen, 

The  foul  flood  forth,  nor  kept  a  thought  within  ; 

In  me  what  fpots  (fc*  fpots  I  have)  appear, 

Will  prove  at  leaft  the  medium  muft  be  clear. 

In  this  impartial  glaf?,my  mufe  intends 

Fair  to  expofe  myfelf, my  foes,  my  friends; 

Publifh  the  prefent  age;  but  where  my  text 

Is  vice  too  high,  referve  it  for  the  next; 

My  foes  ftiall  winYmy  life  a  longer  date, 

And  every  friend  the  lefs  lament  my  fate. 

My  head  and  heart  thus  flowing  through  my  quill, 

(r)  Verfenian  or   profeman,  term  me  what  ;>ott 

will, 

Papift  or  Proteftant,  or  both  between, 
Like  good  Erafmus  in  an  honeft  mean, 
In  moderation  placing  all  my  glory, 
While  Tories  call  me  Whig,  and  Whigs  a  Tory. 

(s)  Satire  '»  my  weapon,  but  I'm  too  difcreet 
To  run  a-muck,  and  tilt  at  all  I  meet ; 
(i  :  I  only  wear  it  in  a  land  of  He&ors, 
Thieves,  fupercargoes,  {harpers,  and  directors. 
(?/)  Save  but  our  army  !  and  let  Jove  incruft 
Swords,  pikes,  and  gtins,  with  everlafting  ruft  ! 

(i/)  Peace    is  my  dear  delight not  Fleury'* 

more: 

But  touch  me,  and  no  minifter  fo  fore. 
Whoe'er  offends,  at  fome  unlucky  time 
(x)  Slides  into  verfe,  and  hitches  in  a  rhyme, 
Sacred  to  ridicule  his  whole  life  long, 
And  the  fad  burden  of  fome  merry  long. 

(jy)  Slander  or  poifon  dread  from  Delia's  rage  ; 
Hard  words  or  hanging,  if  your  judge  be  Page. 
From  furious  Sappho  fcarce  a  milder  fate, 
P-x'd  by  her  love,  or  libell'd  by  her  hate. 


Pugnis.  quot  capitum  vivunt,  totidem  ftudioruni 

Millia.  (y)  me  pedibus  delectat  claudere  verba, 

Lucili  ritu,  noftrum  melioris  utroque. 

Ille  velut  fidis  arcana  fodalibus  olim 

Credebat  libris;  neque,  fimale  geiTerat.  ufquam, 

Ducurrens  aiio,  neque  fi  bene  ;  quo  fit,  ut  omnis 

Votiva  pateat  veluti  defcripta  tabella 

Vita  fenis.  fequor  hunc,  (r)  Lucanus  an  AppuluS, 

anceps : 

[Nam  Venufinus  arat  finem  fub  utrumque  colontis, 
Miffus  ad  hoc,  pulfis  (vetus  eft  ut  fama)  Sabellis; 
Quo  ne  per  vacuum  Romano  incurreret  hoftis; 
Sive  quod  Appula  gens,  feu  quod  Lucania  belluni 
Incuteret  violenta]  (_s)  led  hie  ilylus  haud  petet 

ultro 
(^uemquam  animantem,  et  me   veluti   cuftodiet 

enfis 

Vagina  te&us,  quern  cur  deftringere  coner, 
(#)  Tutus  ab  inieftis  latronibus?  («)  O  pater  et 

rex 

Jupiter,  ut  pereat  pofitum  rubigine  telum, 
Nee  quifquam  noceat  (•»)  cupido  mihi  pacis  !  at  ille, 
Qui  me  commorit,  (jnelius  non  tangere,  clamo) 
(x)  Flebit,  et  infignis  tota  cantabitur  urbe. 

(j»)  Cervius  iratus  legtj^  mimtatur  et  urnam; 
Canidia  AlbutJ,  quibus  eft  inimica,  venenum:, 
Grande  rr.aium  Turius,  ii  ouid  fe  judice  certes; 
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(z)  Its  proper  power  to  hurt,  each  creature  feels ; 
Bulls  aim  their  horns,  and  afies  lift  their  heels  ; 
'Tis  a  bear's  talent  not  to  kick,  hut.  hug; 
And  no  man  wonders  he's  not  flung  by  pug. 
(a)  So  drink  with  Walters,  or  with  Ghartres  eat, 
They'll  never  poifon  you,  they'll  only  cheat. 

(£)  Then,  learned  Sir  :  (to  cut  the  matter  fliort) 
Whate'er  my  fate,  or  well  or  ill  at  court ; 
Whether  old-age,  with  faint  but  cheerful  ray, 
Attends  to  gild  the  evening  of  my  day, 
Or  death's  black  wing  already  be  difplay'd, 
To  wrap  me  in  the  universal  fhade  ;     . 
Whether  the  darken'd  room  to  mufe  invite, 
Or  whiten'd  wall  provoke  the  Jkewer  to  write  : 
In  durance,  exile,  bedlam,  or  the  mint, 
(*•)  Like  Lee  or  Budgell,  I  will  rhyme  and  print. 
F.  (</)  Ala?,  young  man  !  your  days  can  ne'er 

be  long, 

In  flower  of  age  you  perifh  for  a  fong  ! 
Plums  and  directors,  Shylock  and  his  wife, 
Will  club  their  tefters,  now,  to  take  your  life ! 
P.  (e)  What  ?  arm'd  for  virtue  when  1  point 

the  pen, 

Brand  the  bold  front  of  fhamelefs  guilty  men  ; 
Dafh  the  proud  gamefter  in  his  gilded  car ; 
JJare  the  mean  heart  that  lurks  beneath  a  ftar ; 
Can  there  be  wanting,  to  defend  her  caufe, 
Lights  of  the  church,  or  guardians  of  the  laws  ? 
Could  penfion'd  JBoileau  lafh  in  honeft  flrain 
Flatterers  and  bigots  ev'n  in  Louis'  reign  ? 
Could  laureate  Dryden  Pimp  and  Friar  engage, 
Yet  neither  Charles  nor  James  be  in  a  rage  ? 
And  I  not  (j^  ftrip  the  gilding  off  a  knave, 
Unplac'd,  unpenfion'd,  no  man's  heir  or  Have  ? 
I  will,  or  perifh  in  the  generous  caufe  : 
Hear  this,  and  tremble !  you,  who  'fcape  the  laws. 
Yes,  while  I  live,  no  rich  or  noble  knave 
Shall  walk  the  world,  in  credit,  lo  his  grave. 
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(£•)  To  virtue  only  and  her  friends  a  fricm  „ 
The  world  befide  may  murmur,  or  comment, 
Know,  all  the  diflant  din  that  world  can  keep, 
Rolls  o'er  my  grotto,  and  but  fooths  my  fleep. 
(A)There,  my  retreat  the  beft  companions  grace, 
Chiefs  out  of  war,  and  ff  atefmen  out  of  place. 
There  St.  John  mingles  with  my  friendly  bowl 
The  feaft  of  reafon  and  the  flow  of  foul : 
And  he,  whofe  lightning  pierc'd  th'  Iberian  lines* 
Now  forms  my  quincunx,    and   now  ranks  my 

vines; 

Or  tames  the  genius  of  the  ftubborn  plain, 
Almoft  as  quickly  as  he  conquer'd  Spain. 

(*')  Envy  muft  own,  1  live  among  the  great, 
No  pimp  of  pleafure,  and  no  fpy  of  ftate  ! 
With  eyes  that  pry  not,  tongue  that  ne'er  repeats; 
Fond  to  fpread  friendfhips,  but  to  cover  heats  ; 
To  help  who  want,  to  forward  who  excel ; 
This,  all  who  know  me,  know  ;  who  love  me,telf; 
And  who  unknown  defame  me,  let  them  be 
Scribblers  or  peers,  alike  are  mob  to  me. 
This  is  my  plea,  on  this  I  reft  my  caufe — 
(-J)  What  faith  my  council,  learned  in  the  laws  ? 

f.  (/)  Your  plea  is  good ;  but  ftill  I  fay,  be- 
ware 

Laws  are  explained  by  men — fo  have  a  care. 
It  (lands  on  record,  that  in  Richard's  times 
A  man  was  hang'd  for  very  honeft  rhymes ; 
(m)  C'onfult  the  ftatute,'  "  quart."  I  think,  it  i», 
"  Edwardi  fext  "  or  "  prim  et  quint.  Eliz." 
See  libels,  fatires — here  you  have  it — read. 

P.  (n)  Libels  and  fatires    law  left  things  indeed  ! 
But  brave  epiftle»,  bringing  vice  to  light, 
Such  as  a  king  mighc  read,  a  bifho£  write, 
Such  as  Sir  Robert  would  approve — 

.fc  Indeed  ? 

The  cafe  is  alter'd — you  may  then  proceed  ; 
(0}  In  fuch  a  cafe  the  plaintiff  will  be  hifs'd, 
My  lords  the  judges  laugh,  and  you're  difmifs'ct. 


(*)  Ut,  quo  quifque  valet,  fufpe&os  terreat,  utque 
Imperet  hoc  Natura  potens,  fie  collige  mecum. 
Dente  lupus,  cornu  taurus  petit ;  unde,  nifi  intus 
Monftratum  ?  (<z)  Scaevae  vivacem  crede  nepoti 
Matrem  ;  nil  faciet  fceleris  pia  dextra  (mirum  ? 
Ut  neque  calce  lupus  quemquam,  neque  dento  petit 

bos) 
Sed  mala  toilet  anum  vitiato  melle  cicuta. 

(£)Ne  longumfaciam :  feu  metranquillafene&us 
Epedlat,  feu  mors  atris  circumvolat  alis ; 
Dives,  inops;  Romae,  feuforsita  jufferit,  exful; 
(0  Quifquis  erit  vitae,  fcribam,  color. 

T.  (V)  O  puer,  ut  fis 

Vitali?  metuo ;  ct  majorum  ne  quis  amicus 
Frigore  te  ieriat. 

H.  (<r)  Quid  ?  cum  eft  Lucilus  aufus 
Primus  in  hunc  operis  componere  carmina  merem, 
(/)  Detrahere  et   pellem,   nitidus  qua  qmfque 

per  ora 

Cederet,  introrfum  turpis;  num  Laelius,aut  qui 
Duxit  ab  oppreffa  meritum  Carthagine  nomen, 
Ingenio  offenfi  ?  aut  laefo  doluere  Metello, 
Famr-fifque  Lupo  cnoperto  verfibus  ?  atqui 
Primores  populi  arripuit,  populumq-ue  tributim  ; 


Scilicet  Qr)  Uni  aequus  virtuti  atque  ejus  Amicis. 
(i)  Quin  ubi  fe  a  vulgo  et  fcena  in  iccreta 


Virtus  Scipiadae  et  mitis  fapicntia  Laeli, 
Nugari  cum  illo,  et  difcin&i  ludere,  douce 
Decoqueretur  olus,  foliti. 

Quidquid  fum  ego,  quamvis 
Infra  Lucili  cenfum,  ingeniumque  ;  tamen  me 
(i)  Cum  magnis  vixiffe  invita  fatebitur  ufqui 
Invidia  ;  et  fragili  quaerens  illidere  dchtem, 
Offcndet  folido  : 

(-t)nifi  quid  tu,  docie  Trebati, 
DiflVntk 

T  (1}  Equidem  nihil  hinc  difiingcre  pofTum. 
Scd  tamen  ut  monitus  caveas,  ne  forte  negoti 
Incutiat  tibi  quid  fanclarum  inlcitia  legum  t 

**  (m}  Si  mala  condiderit  in  quern  quis  carmin*, 

jus  eft 
'  Judicifcrnque." 

//.  Efto,  fi  quis  (>i)  mala  :  fed  bona  fi  quis 
Judice  condiderit  laudatur  Caefare.  fi  quis 
Opprobriis  dignum  laceraverit,  integer  ipfe. 
T.  (c)  Soiventur  rifu  tabulae  ;  tu  miffus  abibis. 


IMITATIONS   OF  HORAC|.  i 

»)  Of  carps  and  mullets  why  prefer  the  great, 


BOOK  II.   SATIRE  II. 


TO  MR.  BETHEL. 

HAT,  and  how  great,  the  virtue  and  the  art 
o  live  on  little  with  a  cheerful  heart ; ' 
(£)  (A  doctrine  fage,  but  truly  none  of  mine) 
Let's  talk,  my  friends,  but  talk  (*)  before  we  dine. 
(<f)  Not  when  a  gilt  buffet's  reflected  pride 
Turns  you  from  found  philofophy  afide  ; 
Not  when  from  plate  to  plate  your  eye-balls  roll, 
And  the  brain  dartces  to  the  mantling  bowl. 

Hear  Bethel's  fermon,  one  not  vera'd  in  fchools, 
(<?)  But  ftrong  in  fenfe,  and  wife  without  the  rules. 

(/)  Go  work,  hunt,  exercife  1  (he  thus  began) 
Then  fcorn  a  homely  dinner,  if  you  can. 
(jr)  Your  wine  lock'dup,your  Butler  {Iroll'djabroad, 
Or  filh  deny'd  (the  river  yet  iinthaw'd), 
If  then  plain  bread  and  milk  will  do  the  feat, 
The  pleafure  lies  in  you,  and  not  the  meat. 

(£)  Preach  as  I  pleafe,  I  doubt  our  curious  men 
Will  choofe  a  pheafant  ftill  before  a  hen  ; 
Yet  hens  of  Guinea  full  as  good  I  hold, 
Except  you  eat  the  feathers  green  and  gold. 


SAT  IRA  II. 

*<r  QUAE  virtus  et  quanta,  boni,  fit  vivere  parvo, 
(£)  (Nee  meus  hie  iermo  :  fed  qua  praecepit  Ofel- 

lus, 

Rufticus,  (c)abnormis  Sapiens,  eraflaque  Minerva) 
Difcite,  (W)  noh  inter  lances  menfafque  nitentes; 
Cum  ftupet  infanis  acies  fulgoribus,  et  cum 
Acclinis  falfis  animus  melior a  recufat :  ' 
(<r)  Verum  hie  impranfi  mecum  difquirite.     Cur 

hoc? 

Dicam,  fi  potero,  male  verum  examinat  omnis 
Corruptus  judex.  (/)  Leporum  fedatus,  equove 
Laffus  ab  indomito  ;  vel  (fi  Romana  fatigat 
Militia  affuetum  graecari)  feu  pila  velox, 
Molliter  aufterum  ftudio  fallente  laborem  ; 
Seu  te  difcus  agit,  pete  cedentem  aera  difco : 
Cum  labor  extulerit  faftidia ;  ficcus,  inanis, 
Sperne  cibum  vilem  :  nifi  Hymettia  mella  Falerno 
Ne  biberis,  diluta.  (g)  foris  eft  promus,  et  atrum 
Defendens  pifces  hiewat  mare  :  cum  fale  panis 
Lavrantem  ftomachum  bene  leniet.  undeputas,aui 
'^_A  partum  ?  non  in  caro  nidore  voluptas 
'^   mil  ^  fed  in  teipfo  eft.  tu  pulmentaria  quaere 
Sue..  I.  o.  pinguem  vitiis  albumque  neque  oftrea, 
Neci.a  -us,  aut  poterit  pcregrina  juvare  lagois. 

(£)  \  ix  t  amen  eripiam,  pofito  pavone,  velis  quin 
Hoc  ;  -tins  quam  gallina  tergere  palatum  ? 
Corruptus  vanis  rerum  :  quia  veneat  auro 
Rara  avis,  et  picta  pandat  fpe&acula  cauda  : 
Tamquam  ad  rem  attineat  quidquam.    Num  vef 

ceris  ifta, 
Qaam  laudas,  pluma  ?  coctovc  num  adeft  hono 

idem  ? 

Came  tamen  quamvis  diftat  nihil  hac,  magis  ilia 
Imparibus  formis  deceptum  tc  patet,  eflo. 
Unde  datum  fcntis,  lupus  hie,  Tiberinus|  an  alto 


Though  cut  in  pieces  ere  my  lord  can  eat) 
¥et  for  fmall  turbots  fuch  efteem  profcfs  ? 
Secaufe  God  made  thefe  large,  the  other  lefs. 
£)  Oldfield,  with  more  than  harpy  throat  endued, 
Cries,  "  Send  me,  gods !  a  whole  hog  barbecued!"* 
Oh  blaft  it,  (1)  fouth  winds  !  till  a  ftcnch  exhale 
Rank  as  the  ripenefs  of  a  rabbit's  tail. 
By  what  criterion  do  you  eat,  d'ye  think, 
If  this  is  priz'd  for  fweetnefs,  that  for  ftink  ? 
When  the  tir'd  glutton  labours  through  a  treat, 
He  finds  no  relifli  in  the  fweeteft  meat, 
He  calls  for  fomething  bitter,  fomething  four, 
And  the  rich  feaft  concludes  extremely  poor  : 
(;»)  Cheap  eggSi  and  herbs,  and  olives,  ftill  we  feCjj 
Thus  much  is  left  of  old  fimplicity  I 
(«)  The  robin-red-breaft  till  of  late  had  reft, 
And  children  facred  held  a  martin's  neft, 
Till  beccaficos  fold  fo  dev'lifli  dear 
To  one  that  was,  or  would  have  been,  a  peer« 
(o)  Let  me  extol  a  cat,  on  oyfters  fed, 
'11  have  a  party  at  the  Bedford-head  ; 
Or  ev'n  to  crack  live  crawfiih  recommend; 
I'd  never  doubt  at  court  to  make  a  friend. 

(/»)  'Tis  yet  in  vain,  I  own,  to  keep  a  pother 
About  one  vice,  and  fall  into  the  other  : 
Between  excefs  and  famine  lies  a  mean ; 
Plain,  but  not  fordid  ;  though  not  fplendid,  clea». 

(y)  Avidien,  or  his  wife,  (no  matter  which, 
For  him  you'll  call  a  (r)  dog,  and  h»r  a  bitch) 
Sell  their  prefented  partridges,  and  fruits, 
And  humbly  live  on  rabbits,  and  on  roots : 
(j)  Qne  half-pint  bottle  ferves  them  beth  to  dine, 
And  is  at  once  their  vinegar  and  wine. 


Captus  hiet  ?  pontefne  inter  jaclatus,  an  amnis 
Oftiaiub  Tufci?  (j)  laudas,  infarie,  trilibrem  [eft. 
Mullum ;  in  fingula  quern  minuas  pulmenta  neceffe 
Ducit  te  fpecies,  video,  quo  pertinet  ergo 
Proceros  odifle  lupos  ?  quia  fcilicet  illis 
Majorem  natura  modum  dedit,  his  breve  pondus. 
Jejunus  raro  ftomachus  vulgaria  temnit. 

(j|)  Porreftum  magno  magnum  fpecflare  catino 
Vellem,  ait  Harpyiis  gula  digna  rapacibus.     At 

vos»  [quamquam 

(/)  Praefentes  Auftri,  coquite  horum  oplbnia; 
Putet  aper  rhombufque  recens,  mala  copia  quando 
Aegrum  follicitat  ftomachum ;  cum  rapula  pienus 
Atque  acidas  mavult  inulas.  (m)  necdum  omnis 

aba&a 

Pauperies  epulis  regum  :  nam  vilibus  ovis 
Nigrifque  eft  olei*  hodie  locus.  Haud  ita  pridem 
Galloni  praeconis  erat  accipenfere  menfa     [bant  ? 
Infamis.  quid  ?  turn  rhomSus  minus  aequora  ale« 
(«)  Tutus  erat  rhombus,  tutoque  ciconiu  nido, 
Donee  vos  audlor  docuit  praetorius.  ergo 
(oj  Si  quis  nunc  merges  fuaves  edixerit  aflbs, 
Parebit  parvi  docilis  Romana  juventus. 

(/)  Sordidus  a  tenui  viclus  diftabit,  OfeHo 
Judice  :  nam  fruftra  vitium  vitaveris  iftud, 
Si  te  alio  pravus  detorferis.  (§-)  Avidienus, 
(r)  Cui  Canis  ex  vero  du«aum  cognomen  adhaeret, 
Quinquennes  olcas  eft,  et  fylveftria  an  na ; 
(f)  Ac,  nifi  mutatum,  parcit  defundere  vinum ;  et 
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But  on  fome  (0  lucky  day  (as  when  they  found 
A  loft  bank  bill,  or  heard  their  fon  was  drown'd), 
At  fuch  a  feaft,  («)  old  vinegar  to  fpare, 
Is  what  two  fouls  too  generous  cannot  bear  : 
Oil,  though  it  (link,  they  drop  by  drop  impart, 
But  fowfe  the  cabbage  with  a  bounteous  heart. 
(*)  He  knows  to  live,  who  keeps  the  middle 

ftate, 

And  neither  leans  on  this  fide,  nor  on  that ; 
Nor  (y)  flops,  for  one  bad  cork,  his  butler's  pay, 
Swears,  like  Albutius,  a  good  cook  away ; 
Nor  lets,  like  (a)  Nrevius.  every  error  pafs, 
The  mufty  wine,  foul  cloth,  or  greafy  glafs. 
(it)  Now  hear  what  blelfings  temperance  can 

bring : 

(Thus  faid  o'jr  friend,  and  what  he  faid  I  fing) 
(c)  Firft  Health:  the  ilomach  cramm'd  from  every 

difh, 

A  tomb  of  boil'd  and  roaft,  and  flefh  and  fifh, 
Where  bile,  and  wind,  and  phlegm,  and  acid  jar, 
And  all  the  man  is  one  inteftine  war) 
Remembers  oft  (</)  the  fchool-boy's  fimple  fare, 
The  tenjperate  fleeps,  and  fpirits  lighr  as  air. 

(f)  How  pale,  each  worfhipful  and  reverend  gueft 
Rife  from  a  clergy,  or  a  ciry  feaft ! 
What  life  in  all  that  ample  body,  fay  ? 
What  heavenly  particle  infpires  the  clay  ? 
The  foul  fubfides,  and  wickedly  inclines 
To  feem  but  mortal,  ev'n  in  found  divines,  [mind 
(f]  On  motning  wings  how  active  fprings  the 
That  leaves  the  load  of  yefterday  behind  ! 
How  eafy  ever/laboiir  it  purfues! 
How  coming  to  the  poet  every  mufe  ! 
(j-)  Not  but  we  may  exceed,  fome  holy  time, 
Or  tir'd  in  fearch  of  truth,  or  fearch  of  rhyme  ; 


Cujus  udorem  olei  nequeas  perferre  (licebit 
llle  repotia,  natales,  aliofque  dierum 
(r)  Fjettos  albatus  celebret)  cornu  ipfe  bilibri 
Caulibus  inftillat,  (w)  veteris  non  parcus  aceti. 

Quali  igitur  viclu  fapiens  utetur,  et  h<mim 
Utrum  imitabitur  ?  hac  urget  lupus,  hac   canis, 

,  aiunt, 

(*)  Mundus  erit,  qua  non  offendat  fordibus,  atque 
In  neutram  partcm  cultus  mifer.    (jy)  Hie  neque 

fervis 

Albuti  fenis  exemplo,  dum  munia  didit, 
Saevus  erit  :  necfic  utfimplex  (a]  Naevius.unclam 
Convivis  praebebit  aquam  :  vitium  hoc   quoque 

magnum.  [iccum 

(»)   Accipe  nunc,  vidlus  tenui?  quae  quantaque 
AfFcrat.  (<r)  In  primis  valeas  bene  ;  nam  variae  ree 
Ut  noceant  homini,  credas,  memor  illius  efcae, 
Quae  fimplex  olim  (</)  tibi  federit.  at  fimul  affis 
Mifcuens  elixa,  fimul  conchylia  turdis  ; 
Dulcia  fe  in  bilem  vertent,  ftomachoque  tumultum 
Lenta  feret  pituita.  (,)  Vide?,  ut  pallidus  omnis 
Coena  defurgat  dubia  ?  quin  corpus  onuftum 
Hefternis  vitiis^anJmum  quoque  praegravat  una, 
Atque  affigit  humo  divinae  particulam  aurae. 

(/)  Alter,  ubi  dido  citius  curata  fopori 
Membra  dedit,vcgetus  praefcripta  ad  munia  furgit. 
ad  radius  poterit  Uanfcumre 


Hie  tamen 


Ill  health  fome  juft  indulgence  may  engage ; 
And  more  the  ficknefs  of  long  hfr,  old  age  ; 
(£)  For  fainting  age  what  cordiai  drop  remains, 
If  our  intemperate  youth  the  veflcl  drains  ? 

(i)  Our  fathers  prais'd  rank  ven'fon.     You  fup- 

pofe, 

Perhaps,  young  men  '  our  fathers  had  no  nofe. 
Not  fo  .   a  buek  was  then  a  week's  repaft, 
And  'twas  their  point,  I  ween,  to  n.ake  it  laft ; 
More  pleas'd  to  keep  it  till  their  friends  could 

come, 

Than  eat  the  fweeteft.  by  themfclves  at  home. 
(k)  Why  had  not  I  in  thofe  good  times  my  nirth, 
Ere  coxcomb  pyes  or  coxcombs  were  on  earth  ? 

Unworthy  he  t«;e  voice  of  fame  to  hear, 
(/)  That  fweeteft  mufic  to  an  hr  neft  ear ; 
(For  'faith,  Lord  Fanny  \  you  are  in  the  wrong-, 
The  world's  good  word  is  better  than  a  fong) 
Who  has  not  Ie3rn'd,  («)  frc(h  fturgeon  and  ham 
Are  no  rewards  for  want,  and  infamy  [pyc 

When  luxury  has  lick'd  up  all  my  pelf, 
Curs'd  be  thy  (»)  neighbours,  thy  truftees,  thyfclf, 
To  friends,  to  fortune,  t.>  mankind  a  fhame, 
Think  how  pofterity  will  treat  thy  name; 
And  (o)  buy  a  rope,  that  future  times  may  tell 
Thou  haft  at  kaft  beftow'd  one  penny  well,  [need 
(P)  "  Right,  cries  his  lordlhip,  for  a  rogue  in 
"  To  have  a  tafte,  is  infolence  indeed  : 
"  In  me  'tis  noble,  fui'.s  my  birth  and  ftate, 
"  My  wealth  unwieldy,  (f)  and  my  heap  too  great." 
Then,  like  the  fun,  let  bounty  fpread,  her  ray, 
And  (bine  that  fuperfluity  away. 
Oh  impudence  of  wealrh!   with  all  thy  ftore, 
How  dar'ft  thou  let  one  worthy  man  be  poor  ? 
Shall  half  the  (r)  new-built  churches  round  thee 

fall  ? 
Make  keys,  build  bridges,  or  repair  Whitehall : 


Sive  diem  feftum  rediens  advexerit  annu», 
Seu  recreare  volet  renuatum  corpus:   ubique 
Accedent  anni.  et  tradari  mollius  aetas 
Imbecilla  volet,  (b)  Tibi  quidnam  accent  ad  iftam, 
Quam  puer  et  validus  praefumis,  mollititm  ;  feu 
Dura  valetudo  inciderif,  feu  tarda  fenedtus  ? 
(0  Rancidum  aprum  antiqui  laudabant  :  non 

quia  nafus  [hofpes 

llhs   nullus   erat;  fed,  credo,  hae  mente,  quod 
Tardius  adveniens  vitiatu'm  commodius,  quam 
Iniegram  edax  dorniaus  confumeret  (i)  hos  uti- 

nam  inter 

Heroas  natum  tellus  me  prima  tuliflet.       [aurern 
(/)  Das  aliquid  famae,  quae  carmine  gratior 
Occupet  humanum  ?  grandesrhombi,  patinatquc 
Grande  ferunt  una  (/»)  cum  damno  dcdecus*.  adde 
(«)  Iratum  patiuum,  vicinc*,  te  tibi  iuiquum, 
Et  fruftra  mortis  cupidum,  cum  deciit  cgeuti 
(o)  As,  laquei  pretium. 

(/>)  Jure,  inquit,Trau(ius  ifll* 
Jugatur  verbis  :  ego  veciigalia  magna, 
Divitiafquehabeotribusamplasregibus.  (f)  Ergo, 
O^uod  fuperat,  nor-  eft  meliusquo  infumere  poflis  ? 
Cur  eget  mdignus  quifquam,  te  divite  ?  quare 
(r)  Templa  ruunt  antiaui  Deum  ?  cur  imprebc 

carao 
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Or  to  thy  country  let  that  heap  be  lent, 
As  M**o's  was,  but  not  at  five  per  cent. 

(/)  Who  thinks  that   fortune   cannot   change 

her  mind, 

Prepare;-  a  dreadful  jeft  for  all  mankind. 
And  (f)  who  ftands  i'afeft  ?  tell  me,  is  it  he 
That  tpreads  and  fwells  in  puffed  profperity, 
Or  blcft  with  little  whole  preventing  care 
Jn  peace  provides  fit  arms  againit  a  war  ? 

(«)  Thus  Bethel  fpoke,  who  always  fpeaks  hia 

thought, 

And  always  thinks  the  very  thing  he  ought : 
His  equal  mind  I  c<  py  what  I  can, 
And  as  I  love,  would  imitate  the  man. 
In  South-Sea  days  not  happier,  when  furmis'd 
The  lord  of  thoufands,  than  if  now  (v)  excis'd  ; 
In  foreft  planted  by  a  father's  hand, 
Than  in  five  acres  now  of  rental  land. 
Content  with  little  i  can  piddle  here 
On  (v)  broccoli  and  mutton,  round  the  year; 
But  (y)  ancient  friends  ^though  poor,  or  out  of 
That  touch  my  bell,  I  cannot  turn  away,     [play) 
'Tis  true,  no  (z)  turbots  dignify  my  boards, 
But  gudgeons, flounders,  what  my  Thames  affords: 
To  Hounflow  Heath  I  point,  and  Banfted  Down, 
Thence  comes  your  mutton,  and  thefe  chicks  my 

own  : 

(a)  From  yon  old  walnut-tree  a  fhower  fhall  fall ; 
And  grapes,  long-lingering  on  my  enly  wall, 
And  figs  from  ftandard  and  efpalier  join  ; 
The  devil  is  in  you  if  you  cannot  dine  : 
Then  (b)  cheerful  healths  (your  miftrefs  fhall  have 

place) ; 
And,  what's  more  rare,  a  poet  fhall  fay  grace. 

Fortune  not  much  of  humbling  me  can  boafl : 
Though  double  tax  :',  how  little  have  1  loft  ! 


Non  aliquid  patriae  tanto  emetiris  acervo  ? 
Uni  nimirum  tibi  rede  femper  erunt  res  ? 
(j)  O  magmas  pofthac  inimicis  rifus !   uterne 
(j)  Ad  calusdubios  fidet  fibi  certius?  hie,  qui 
Piuribub  affutrit  mentem  corpufque  fuperbum ; 
An  qui  contemns  parvo  metucnfque  futuri, 
In  pace,  ut  fapiens,  aptarit  idonea  bello  ? 

(«)  Quo  magis  his  credas  :  puer  hunc  ego  par- 

vusOfdlum 

Integris  opibus  novi  non  latius  uftim, 
Q.uam  nunc  (<z>)  accifis.  Videas,  metato  in  agello, 
Cum  pecore  et  gnatis,  fortcin  mercede  colonum, 
Non  ego,  nairantem,temere  edi  luce  p--ofcfta 
Quidquam,  praeter  (#)  olus  fumofae  cum  pede 

pernae.  [pes, 

Ac  mihi  leu  (y}  longum  poft  tempus  venerat  hof- 
Sive  operum  vacuo  gratus  conviva  per  imbrem 
Vicinus;  bene  erat,  non  (z)  pifcibus  urbe  petitis, 
Sed  pullo  atque  hoedo :  turn  (a)  penfilis  uva  fe- 

cundas 

Et  nux  ornabat  menfas,  eum  duplice  ficu. 
Pofh  hoc  ludas  erat  (£)  cuppa  pctare  magiftra: 
Ac  vencrata  Ceres,  ita  culmo  furgeret  aito, 
lixpiicuit  vino  contraclae  ftria  frontis. 

Saeviat  atqu*  novob  moveat  Fortuna  tumultus ! 
Quantum  hinc  imminuet?  quanta  sutjego  parcius, 

aat  YOS, 


My  life's  amufement's  have  been-  juft  the  fame, 
Before,  and  after  (e)  (landing  armies  came. 
My  lands  are  fold,  my  father's  houfe  is  gone  ; 
I'll  hire  another's;  is  not  that  my  own,  [ing  gate 
And  yours,  my  friends  ?  through  whole  free  open- 
None  comes  too  early,  m-ne  departs  too  late; 
(For  I,  who  hold  fage  Homer's  rule  the  beft, 
Welcome  the  coming,  fpeed  the  going  gueft). 
"  Pray  heaven  it  laft  !  (cries  Swift)  as  you  go  on.} 
"  I  wifh  to  God  this  houfe  had  been  your  own  : 
"  Pity  !  to  build,  without  a  fon  or  wife  ; 
"  Why,  you'll  enjoy  it  only  all  your  life," 
Well,  if  the  ufe  be  mine,  can  it  concern  one, 
Whether  the  name  belong  to  Pope  or  Vernon  ? 
What's  (d)  property  ?  dear  Swift  !  you  fee  it  alter 
From  you  to  me,  from  me  to  (*)  Peter  Walter; 
Or,  in  a  mortgage,  prove  a  lawyer's  fhare ; 
Or,  in  a  jointure,  vanifhfrom  the  heir  ; 
Or  in  pure  (f)  equity  (the  cafe  not  clear) 
The  Chancery  takes  your  rent  for  twenty  year,: 
At  beft,  it  falls  to  fome  (g)  ungracious  fon,  [own.'* 
Who  cries,  "  My  father's  damn'd,  and  all's  my 
(/>)  Shades,  that  to  Bacon  could  retreat  afford, 
Become  the  p.  rtion  of  a  booby  lord  ; 
And  Hemfley,  once  proud  Buckingham's  delight, 
Slides  to  a  fcrivener,  or  a  city  knight. 
(/')  Let  lands  and  houfes  have  what  lords  they  will. 
Let  us  be  fix'd,  and  our  own  mafters  ftill. 


O  pueri,  nituiftis,  ut  hue  (c )  novus  incola  venit  ? 
Nam  (</)propriae  telluris herum  natura  nequeillunt 
Nee  me,  uec  quemquam  ftatuit.  nos  expulit  ille ; 
Ilium  aut  (<r)  nequities  aut  (/)  vafri  infc.tiajuri*, 
Poftremum  expellet  certe  (g)  vivacior  heres. 
(b)  Nunc  ager  Umbreni  fub  nomine,  nuper  Ofelli 
Didlus  erat :  nulli  proprius ;  fed  cedit  in  ufutn 
Nunc  mihi,  nunc  ahi.  (i)  quucirca  vivite  fortes, 
Fortiaque  adverfis  opponite  pedora  rebus. 
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TO   LORD   BOLINGBROKE. 

ST.  JOHN,  whofe  love  indulg'd  my  labours  pafi:, 
Matures  my  pVefent,  and  fhali  bound  my  lait  ! 
Why  (£)  will  you  break  the  fabbath  of  my  days  ? 
Now  lick  alike  of  envy  and  of  praife. 
Public  too  long,  ah  let  me  hide  my  age ! 
Sec  modeft  (c)  Cibber  now  has  left  the  ftage  : 
Our  generals  now,  (d)  retir'd  to-their  eftates, 
Hang  their  old  trophies  o'er  the  garden  gates, 
In  life's  C'  ol  evening  fatiate  of  applaufe,      [caufe. 
Nor  (<r)  fond  of  bleeding,   ev'n  in  Bruniwick's 


EPISTOLA    I. 

PR  IMA  di&e  mihi,  fumma  dicende  camena, 
(4)  Spc&atum  fatis,  et  donatum  jam  rude,  quaeris* 
Maecenas,  iterum  annquo  me  includere  ludo. 
Non  eadem  eft  aetas,  non  mens.  (c)  Veianius,  armii 
(d)  Herculi*  ad  polltm  fixis,  latet  abditus  agro; 
We  populum  (*)  extrema  toties  exoret  arena* 
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(/)  A  voice  there  is,  that  whifpers  in  my  ear, 
(*Tisreafon'svoice,which  fomctimes  one  can  hear) 
"  Friend  Pope  !  be  prudent,  let  your  (^)  mufe  take 

"  breath, 

•*  And  never  gallop  Pegafus  to  death  ; 
"  Let  ftifF,  and  (lately,  void  of  fire  or  force, 
«*  You  limp,  like  Blackmore,  on  a  Lord  Mayor's 

"  horfe."  [toy, 

Farewell  then  (6)  verfe,  and  love,  and  every 
The  rhymes  and  rattles  of  the  manner  boy; 
What  (/)  right,  -what  true,  what  fit  we  juftly  call, 
Let  this  be  all  my  care-  for  this  is  all : 
To  lay  this  (^)  harveft  up,  and  hoard  with  hafte, 
What  every  day  will  want,  and  moft,the  laft. 

But  alk  not,  to  what  (/)  doctors  I  apply : 
Sworn  to  no  matter,  of  no  feel:  am  I : 
As  drives  the  («;)  ftorm,  at  any  door  I  knock, 
And  houfe  with  Montague  now,  or  now  with 

Locke  : 

Sometimes  a  («)  patriot,  adive  in  debate, 
Mix  with  the  world,  and  battle  for  the  ftate, 
Free  as  young  Lyttleton,  her  caufe  purfue, 
Still  true  to  virtue,  (o)  and  as  warm  as  true  : 
Sometimes  with  Ariftippus,  or  St.  Paul, 
Indulge  my  candour,  and  grow  all  to  all ; 
Back  to  my  ( />)  native  moderation  Hide, 
And  win  my  way  by  yielding  to  the  tide.       [day, 
'     (q)  Long,  as  to  him  who  works  for  debt,  the 
Long  as  the  night  to  her  whofe  love's  away, 
Long  as  the,  year's  dull  circle  fecms  to  run, 
When  the  briflc  minor  pants  for  twenty-one ; 
So  flow  th'  (r)  unprofitable  moments  roll, 
That  lock  up  all  the  furidions  of  my  foul; 
That  keep  me  from  myfelf ;  and  ftill  delay 
Life's  inftant  bufinefs  to  a  future  day  : 
That  (j)  talk,  which  as  we  follow,  or  defpife, 
The  eldeft  is  a  fool,  the  youngeft  wife  : 
Which  done,  the  pooreft  can  no  wants  endure ; 
And  which  not  done,  the  richeft  moift  be  poor. 


(/)   Eft  mihi  purgaUm   crebro  qui  perfonet 

aurem ; 

Solve  (g )  fenefcerjtem  mature  fanus  equum,  ne 
Pcccet  ad  extremum  ridendus,  et  ilia  ducat. 
Nunc  itaque  et  (£)  verfus,  ct  caetera  ludicra  pono  : 
<£uid  (i)  verum  atque  decens,  euro  et  rogo,  et 

omriis  in  hoc  fum  :  [fim. 

(£)  Condo,  et  compono,  quae  mox  depromere  pof- 
Ac  ne  forte  roges,  (/)  quo  me  duce,  quo  lare  tuter  : 
NulHus  addidus  jurare  in  verba  magiftri, 
(«)  Quo  mecunque  rapit  tempeftas,deferorhofpes. 
Nunc  agilis  fio,  et  merfor  (w)  civilibus  undis, 
yitutis  verae  cuftos,  (o)  rigidufque  fatelles 
Nunc  in  Ariftippi  ( p)  furtim  praecepta  relabor, 
Et  mihi  res,  non  me  rebus,  fubjungere  conor. 
(?)  Ut  no*  longa,  quibus  mentitur  arnica ;  di- 

efque 

Lenta  videtur  opus  debentibus :  ut  pigcr  annus 
Pupillis,  quos  dura  premit  cuftodia  matrum  :' 
Sic  mihi  tarda'  (r)  fluunt  ingrataque   tempora 

quaefpem  j-       d 

Coniihumque  morantur  agendi   gnaviter  (,)  id, 
Aeque  pauperibus  prodeft,  locupletibus  aeque, 

negledum  pueris  fenibufqud  nocebit.    . 


(/)  Late  as  it  is,  I  put  myfelf  to  fchool, 
And  feel  fome  (u)  comfort,  not  to  be  a  fool. 
(•»)  Weak  though  I  am  of  limb,  and  fhort  of  fight 
Far  from  a  lynx,  and  not  a  giant  quite  : 
I'll  do  what  Mead  and  Cheielden  advife, 
To  keep  thefe  limbs,  and  to  prcferve  thefe  eyei. 
Not  to  (*)  go  back,isfomewhat  to  advance, 
And  men  muft  walk  at  leaft  before  they  dance. 

Say,  does  thy  (jy)  blood  rebel,  thy  bofom  move 
With  wretched  avarice,  or  as  wretched  love  ? 
Know,  there  are  worlds,  and  fpells,  which 

controul 

(2)  Between  the  fits  this  fever  of  the  foul  : 
Know,   there  arc  rhymes,  which  (a)  frefh  and 

frefh  apply'd 

Will  cure  the  arrant 'ft  puppy  of  his  pride. 
Be  (6)  furious,  envious,  fl  -thful,  mad,  or  drunk, 
(c)  Slave  to  a  wife,  or  vaflal  to  a  punk, 
A  Switz,  a  High  Dutch,  or  a  Low  Dutch  (<f\  bear  • 
AH  that  we  afk  is  but  a  patient  ear. 

(<?)  '  i  is  the  firfl.  virtue    vices  to  abhor  ; 
And  the  firft  wifdom,  to  the  fool  no  more. 
But  to  the  world  no  (/)  bugbear  is  fo  great, 
As  want  of  figure,  and  a  fmall  eftate. 
To  either  India  fee  the  merchant  fly, 
Scar'd  at  the  fpe&re  of  pale  poverty  ! 
See  him,  with  pains  of  body,  pangs  of  foul, 
Burn  through  the  tropic,  freeze  beneath  the  pole ! 
Wilt  thou  do  nothing  for  a  nobler  end, 
Nothing,  to  make  philofophy  thy  friend  ? 
To  flop  thy  foolifh  views,  thy  long  defires, 
And  (jf )  cafe  thy  heart  of  all  that  it  admires  ? 
(b)  Here  Wifdom  calls :  (;)  "  Seek  virtue  firft,  be 

"  bold  ! 
"  As  gold  to  filver,  virtue  is  to  gold." 


(/)  Reftat,  ut  his  ego  me  ipfe  rcgam  («)  foler- 
que  elementis  :  [ecus ; 

(v)  Non  poflis  oculo  quantum  contendere  Lyn- 
Nontamen  idcirco  contemnas  lippus  inungi: 
Nee,  quia  defperes  invidi  membra  Glyconis, 
Nodofa  corpus  nolis  prohibere  chiragra. 
Eft  quadam  prodire  (.v)  tenus,  fi  non  datur  ultra. 

(  j)  Fervet  avaritia,  miferoque  cupidine  pedus? 
Sunt  verba  et  voces,  quibus  hunc  lenire  dolorem 
Poflis,  et  (z)  magnam  morbi'deponere  partem.  [te 
Laudis  amore  tumes  ?  funt  (a)  certa  piacula,  quac 
Ter  pure  ledo  poterunt  recreare  libello. 

(i)  Invidusjiracundus,  iners,vinofus,  (c}  amator; 
Nemo  (d)  adeo  ferus  eft,  ut  non  mitefcere  poflit, 
Si  modo  culturae  patientcm  commodet  aurem. 

(*)  Virtus  eft,  vitium  fugere  ;  et  fapientia  prima, 
Stultitia  caruiffe.  vides,  quae  (J  )  maxima  credis 
Efle  mala,  exiguum  cenfum,  turpemque  repulfam, 
Quanto  devites  animi  capitifque  laborc. 
Impiger  extremos  curris  mercator  ad  Indos, 
Per  (£)  mare  pauperiem  fugiens,  per  fax  a,  per 

ignes : 

Ne  cures  (£)  ea,  quae  ftulte  miraris  et  optas, 
Difcere,  etaudire,  et  meliori credere  non  vis? 
Quis  circum  pagos  et  circum  compita  pugnax 
Magna  coronari  contemnat  Olympia.  cui  fpes, 
Cui  fit  conditio  dulcis  fine  pulvere  palmae  ? 
"  (0  Vilius  argentuxn  eft  auro,  virtbtibus'aurum. 
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ttf 


There,  London's  voice,  (I)  "  Get  money,  money 

ftill! 

"  And  then  let  virtue  follow,  if  Ihe  will." 
This,  this  the  faving  doclrine,  preach'd  to  all, 
From  (/)  low  St.  James's  up  to  high  St.  Paul ! 
From  him  whofe  (»z)  quills  ftandquiver'd  at  his  ear, 
To  him  who  notches  {ticks  at  Wcftminfter. 

Bernard  in  (»)  fpirit,  fenfe,  and  truth  abounds  ; 
**  Pray  then,  what  wants  he  ?"  Fourfcore  thoufand 

pounds  ? 

A  penfion,  or  fuch  harnefs  for  a  flave 
As  Bug  now  has,  and  Dorimant  would  have. 
Barnard,  thou  art  a  (o)  cit  with  all  thy  worth  ; 
But  Bug  and  D*l,  their  Honours,  and  fo  forth, 

Yet  every  (/>)  child  another  fong  will  fmg, 
11  Virtue,  brave  boys',  'tis  virtue  makes  a  king." 
True,  confcious  honour,  is  to  feel  no  fin, 
HVsarm'd  without  that's  innocent  within  : 
Be  this  thy  (y)'fcreen,  and  this  thy  wall  of  brafs ; 
Compar'd  to  this,  a  minifter's  an  afs. 

(r)  And  fay,  to  which  fhall  our  applaufe  belong, 
This  new  court  jargon,  or  the  good  old  fong  ? 
The  modern  language  of  corrupted  peers, 
Or  what  was  fpoke  at  (j)  C  re  fly  or  Poitiers  ! 
(/)  Who  counfels  beft  ?  who  whifpers,  "  Be  but 

"  great, 

"  With  praife  or  infamy  leave  that  to  fate ; 
"  Get  place  and  wealth,  if  poffible  with  grace  : 
"  If  not,  by  any  means,  get  wealth  and  place." 
For  what  ?  to  have  a  («)  box  where  eunuchs  iing, 
And  foremoft.  in  the  circle  eye  a  king. 
Or  (<r/)  he,  who  bids  thec  face  with  ileady  view'J 
Proud    fortune,    and   look    {hallow    greatnefs/ 
through  :  [too  ?  f 

And,  (x)  while  he  bids  thee,  fets  th'  example  j 
If  (y)  fuch  a  doctrine,  in  St.  James's  air, 
Should  chance  to  make  the  weil-dreft  rabble  ftarc  ; 
In  honeft  S*z  take  fcandal  at  a  fpark, 
That  lefs  admires  the  (z)  Palace  than  the  Park  : 


"  (ifc)  O  cives,  cives !  quaerenda  pccunia  primum 

**  eft  ;  [ab  imo 

"  Virtus  poft  nummos :"  haec  (/.)  Janus  fummus 

Prodocet  :  haec  recinunt  juvenes  diCtata  fenefque, 

(»z)  Laevo  fufpenS  loculos  tabulamque  lacerto. 

Eft  («)  animus  tibi,  funt  mores,  ell  lingua,  fi- 

defque ; 

Sed  quadringentis  fex  feptem  millia  definr. 
(o)Plebs  eris.  (f)  at  pueri  ludentes,  R.ex  eris,aiunt, 
Si  rede  facies.  Hie  (y)  murusaheneus  efto, 
Nil  confcire  fibi,  nulla  pallefcere  culpa. 

(r)  Rofcia,  die  fodes,  melior  lex,  an  puerorum  eft 
Naenia,  quae  regnum  recle  facientibus  offcrt, 
Et  maribus  (j)  Curiis  et  decantata  Camillis  ? 
(?)  Ifne  tibi  melius  fuadet,  qui,  "  Rem  facias ; 

rem, 

"  Si  poflis,  recte  ;  fi  non,  quocunque  modo  rem." 
Ut  (?/)  propius  fpe&es  lacrymofa  poemata  pupi ! 
An,  (v)  qui  fortunae  te  refponfare  fuperbae 
JLiberum   et   ere<5lum,  (x)    praefens  hortatur  et 

aptat  ? 
(jv)  Quod  fi  me  Populus  Romanus  forte  rogct, 

cur 

Non,  ut  (z)  porticibus,  fie  judiciis  fruar  ifdcm  : 
Vot,  VIII 


Faith,  I  Ihali  give  the  anfwer  (.?)  Reynard  gave  : 

"  I  cannpt  like,  dread  fire,  your  royal  cave  ; 

"  Becaufe  I  fee,  by  all  the  tracks  about, 

"  Full  many  a  bead  goes  in,  but  none  comes  out.1* 

Adieu  to  virtue,  if  you're  once  a  flave: 

Send  her  to  court,  you  fend  her  to  her  grave. 

Well,  if  a  king's  a  lion,  at  the  leaft 
The  (£)  people  are  a  many-headed  bead  : 
Can  they  direct  what  meafures  to  purfue, 
Who  know  themfelves  ib  little  what  to  do  ? 
Alike  in  nothing  but  one  luft  of  gold, 
Juft  half  the  land  would  buy,  and  half  be  fold  : 
Their  (V;  country's  wealth  our  mightier  mifer's 

drain, 

Or  crofs,  to  plunder  provinces,  the  main ; 
The  reft,  fome  farm  the  poor-box,  fome  th.e  pews; 
Some  keep  afiemblies,  and  would  keep  the  itews ; 
Some  (4)  with   fat   bucks    on  childids   dotard* 

fawn  ; 

Some  win  rich  widows  by  their  chine  and  brawn; 
While  with  the  filent  growth  of  ten  per  cent,     4 
In  dirt  and  darknefs,  (?)  hundreds  (link  content. 

Of  all  thefe  ways,  if  each  (/)  purfues  his  own, 
Satire,  be  kind,  and  let  the  wretch  alone  : 
But  fliow  me  one  who  has  it  in  his  power 
To  a6t  conlillent  with  himfelf  an  hour. 
Sir  Job  (JT)  fail'd  forth,  the  evening  bright  and  ftill, 
"  No  place  on  earth  (he  cry'd)  like  Greenwich 

"hill:" 

(&)  Up  ftarts  a  palace,  lo,  th'  obedient  bafe  ^> 
Slopes  at  its  foot,  the  woods  its  fides  embrace,  ^ 
The  filver  Thames  reflects  its  marble  face.  ^ 
Now  let  fome  whimfey,  or  that  (i)  Devil  within ~\ 
Which  guides  all  thofe  who  know  not  what  £ 

they  mean,  f 

But  give  the  knight  (or  give  his  lady)  fpleen  ;  j 
"  Away,  away  !  take  all  youi  fcaffolds  down, 
"  For  fnug's  the  word  :  my  dear  1  we'll  live  in 

"  town." 

At  amorous  Flavio  is  the  (£)  ftocking  thrown  ? 
That  very  night  he  longs  to  lie  alone. 
(/)  The  fool,  whofe  wife   elopes  fome   thrice   a 

quarter, 
For  matrimonial  folace  dies  a  martyr* 


Nee  fcquar  aut  fugiam,  c[uae  diligit  ipfe  vel  odit ; 
Olim  quod  (d)  vulpes  aegroto  cauta  leoni 
Refpondit,  referam:   Quia  nie  veftigia  terrent 
Omnia  te  adverfum  fpeciantia,  nulla  retrorfum. 

(£)  Bellua  mulforum  eft  capitum.  nam  quid  fe- 
quar  aut  quem  ?.  [qui 

Pars  hominum  geftit  (c)  conducere  pnblica:  lurit 
(d}  Cruftis  et  pomis  viduas  venenrur  avaras, 
Excipiantque  fenes,  quos  in  vivaria  mittant : 
(^)  Multis  occulto  crefcit  res  fcnore.  (/)  veruni 
Efto,  aliis  alios  rebus  ftudiifque  teneri : 
lidem  eadem  poffunt  horam  durare  probantes  ? 

(,§•)  Nullusinorbefmus  Biiis  praelucetamoenis, 
Si  dixit  dives;  (£)  lacus  et  mare  fentit  amorem 
Ftftinantis  lieri :  cui  fi  (i)  vitiofa  libido 
Fecerit  aufpicium;  eras  ferramenta  Teanum 
Tolletis,  fabri.  (£)  ledus  genialis  in  aula  eft  J 
Nil  ait  eiTe  prius,  melius  nil  coelibe  vita  : 
(/)  Si  non  efr,  jurat  bene  folia  cffe  marine 
1 
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Did  ever  (*»)  Proteus,  Merlin,  any  witch, 
Transform  themfelvesfo  ftrangely  as  the  rich 
Well,  but  the  («)  poor — The  poor  have 

fame  itch ; 

They  change  their  (o)  weekly  barber,  weekly  news, 
Prefer  a  new  japauner,  to  their  fhoes; 
Difcharge  their  garrets,  move  their  beds,  and  run 
(They  know  not  whither)  in  a  chaife  and  one ; 
They  (*)  hire  their  fculler,  and  when  once  aboard, 
Grow  nek,  and  damn  the  climate — like  a  lord. 

(q)  You  laugh,  half- beau,  half-floven  if  I  ftand, 
3VIy  wig  all  powder,  and  all  fnuff'my  band ; 
You  laugh,  if  coat  and  breeches  ftrangely  vary, 
White  gloves,  and  linen  worthy  Lady  Mary  ! 
JBut  when  (r}  no  prelate's  lawn,  with  hair-fhirt 

Is  half  fo  incoherent  as  my  mind, 

When  (each  opinion  with  the  next  at  ftrife, 

One  (j)  ebb  and  flow  of  follies  all  my  life) 

I  (*)  plant,  root  up  ;  I  build,  and  then  confound  : 

Turn  round  to  fquare,  and  fquare  agaip  to  round; 

(«)  You  never  change  one  mufcle  of  your  face, 

You  think  this  madnefs  but  a  common  cafe, 

>Jor  (i>)  once  to  Chancery,  nor  to  Hale  apply ; 

Yet  hang  your  lip,  to  fee  a  feam  awry  ! 

Carelcfs  how  ill  I  with  myfelf  agree, 

Kind  to  my  drefs,  my  figure,  not  to  me. 

Is  this  my  (a;)  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend  ? 

This  he,  who  Ibves  me,  and  who  ought  to  mend  ; 

"Who  ought  to  make  me  (what  he  can,  or  none) 

That  man  divine,  whom  Wifdom  calls  her  own  ; 

Creat  without  title,  without  fortune  blefs'd  ; 

Hich  (_y)  ev'n  when  plunder'd,  (z)  honour'd  while 

opprefs'd ;  [power; 

ILov'd  (c)  without  youth,  and  follow'd  without 
At  home,  though  exil'd  ;  (£)  free  though  inthetow- 

cr; 

In  fiiort,  that  reafoning,  high,  immortal  thing, 
Juft  (<r)  lefs  than  Jove,  and  (d)  much  above  a  king, 
.Nay,  half  in  heaven — (i)  except  (what's  mighty 

odd) 
A  fit  of  vapours  clouds  this  demi-god  I 


(m)  Quo  teneam  vultus  mutantem  Protca  nodo? 
Quid  («)  pauper  ?  ride :  mutat  (o)  coenacula,  le&os, 
Jialnea,  ({>}  tonfores  ;  condudlo  navigio  aeque 
J>Iaufear,  ac  locuples  quern  ducit  priva  triremus. 

(y)  Si  curatis  inaequali  tonfore  capillos 
Cccurro  ;  rides,  fi  forte  fubucula  pexae 
Trita  fubeft  tunicae,  vel  fi  toga  diffidet  impar ; 
Rides,  quid,  (>•)  mea  cum  pugnatfententiafecum; 
Quod  petiit,  fpernit ;  repetit  quod  nuper  omilit ; 
(j)  Aeftuat,  et  vitae  difconvenit  ordine  toto  ; 
(0  Diruit,  aedificat,  mutat  quadrata  rotundia  I 
(«)  Infanire  putas  folennia  me,  rieque  rides, 
3^ec  (-z/)  medici  credis,  nee  curatoris  egere 
A  praetore  dati ;  ferum  (#)  tutela  mearum 
Cum  fis,  et  prave  feclum  flomacheris  ob  unguem, 
X>e  te  pendentis,te  r'cfpickntis  amici. 

Ad  fummam,  fapicns  uno  (0  minor  eft  Jove,  (y ) 

(0  Liber,  (z    honoratus,  (a)  milcher,  («f)  re>:  de- 
niqueregum; 

)  nifi  cum  pituit*  moleila  eft. 


BOOK  I.    EPISTLE    VI, 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

"  NOT  to  admire,  is  all  the  art  I  know, 

"  To  make  men  happy,  and  to  keep  them  fo." 

(Plain  truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  no  flowers 

fpeech, 
So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech.) 

(£)  This  vault  of  air,  this  congregated  ball, 
Self-centred  fun,  and  ftars  that  rife  and  fall. 
There  are,  my  friend  !  whofe  philofophic  eye» 
Look  through  and  truft  the  Ruler  with  his  fkies, 
Tp  him  commit  the  hour,  the  day,  the  year, 
And  view  (<r)  this  dreadful  all  without  a  fear. 

Admire  we  then  what  (</)  earth's  low  entrails'^ 
Arabian  fhores,  or  Indian  feas  infold  ;        [hold,  v 
All  the  mad  trade  of  (f)  fools  and  flaves  for  gold?  ji 
Or  (f)  popularity  ?  or  ftars  and  ftring*  ? 
The  mob's  applaufes,  or  the  gifts  of  kings  ? 
Say,  with  what  (^ )  eyes  we  oughtat  courts  togaze, 
And  pay  the  great  our  homage  of  amaze  ? 

If  weak  the  (£)  pleafure  that  from  thefe  ca» 

fpring, 

The  fear  to  want  them  is  as  weak  a  thing  ; 
Whether  we  dread,  or  whether  we  defire, 
In  either  cafe,  believe  me,  we  admire; 
Whether  we  (^ )  joy  or  grieve,  the  fame  the  curfe. 
Surpris'd  at  better,  or  furpris'd  at  worfe. 
Thus  good  or  bad,  to  one  extreme  betray 
Th*  unbalanc'd  mind,  and  fnatch  the  man  away  ; 
For  (*)  virtue's  felf  may  too  much  zeal  be  had ; 
The  worft  pf  madmen  is  a  faint  run  mad. 
(/)  Go  then,  and  if  you  can,  admire  the  ftate 
Of  beaming  diamonds,  and  reflected  plate  ; 
Procure  a  tafte  to  double  the  furprife, 
And  gaze  on  (m)  Parian  charms  with  learned  eyes, 
Be  ftruck  with  bright  («)  brocade,  or  Tyrian  dye^ 
Our  birth-day  nobles'  fpkndid  livery. 


•; 


EPISTOLA  Vf. 

NIL  admirari,  prope  res  eft  una,  Numici, 
Solaque  quae  poflit  facere  et  fervare  beatum. 

(b)  Hunc  folem,  et  ftellas,  et  decedenria  certis 
Tempora  momentis,  funt  qui  (c)  formidine  nulla 
Imbuti  fp*edlent.  (d}  quid  cenfes,  munera  terrae  ? 
Quid,  maris  cztremos  Arabas  (<r)  ditantis  et  Indos? 
Ludicra,  quid,  (/)  plaufus,  et  amici  dona  Quiritis? 
Quo  fpe^anda  rhodo,  (<g-)  quo  fenfu  credis  et  ore  ? 

(A)  Qni  timet  his  adverfa,  fere  miratur  eodem 
Quo  cupiens  pado  :  pavor  eft  utrobique  molcftus: 
Improvifa  fimul  fpecies  exterret  utrumque  : 
(/)  Qaudeat,  an  doleat;  cupiat,  metuatne;  quid  ad 

rem, 

Si,  quidquid  yiditmelius  pejufve  fua  fpe, 
Defixis  oculis  animoque  et  corpore  torpet  ? 

(£)  Infani  fapiens  nomen  ferat,  aequus  iniqui ; 
Ultra  quam  fatis  eft,  virtutem  fipetat  ipfam. 
(/)  I  nunc,  argentum  et  marmor  (m)  vetus,  aera- 

que  et  artes 
Sufpice  i  cum  gemmis  («)  Tyrios  mirare  colons  j 


IMITATIONS    OF  HORACE. 


If  not  fo  pleas'd,  at  (o)  council  board  rejoice, 
To  fee  their  judgments  hang  upon  thy  voice  ; 
From  (/>)  morn  to  night,  at  fenate.  rolls,  and  hall, 
Plead  much,  read  more,  dine  late,  or  not  at  all. 
But  wherefore  all  this  labour,  all  this  ftrifc  ? 
For  (q )  fame,  for  riches,  for  a  noble  wife  ?    [fpir'd 
Shall  (r)  one  whom  nature,  learning,  birth  con- 
To  form,  not  to  admire,  but  be  admir'd, 
Sigh,  while  his  Chloe  blind  to  wit  and  worth 
Weds  the  rich  dulnefs  of  fome  fon  of  earth  ? 
Yet  (j)  time  ennobles,  or  degrades  each  line  ; 
It  brighten'd  Craggs's,  and  may  darken  thine  : 
And  what  is  fa'mc  ?  the  meaneft  have  their  day, 
The  greateft  can  but  blaze,  and  pafs  away. 
Grac'd  astheu  art,  (t)  with  all  the  power  of  words, 
So  known,  fo  honour'd,  at  the  rloufe  of  Lords  : 
Confpicunus  fcene     another  yet  i*  nigh, 
(More  filent  far)  where  kings  and  poets  lie  ; 
(«)    Where   Murray  (long  enough  his  country's 

pridej 

Shall  be  no  more  than  Tully  or  than  Hyde  ! 
(<y)  Rack'd  with  fciatics,  martyr'd  with  the 

ftonc, 

Will  any  mortal  let  himfelf  alone  ? 
See  Ward  b>  batter'd  beaux  invited  over, 
And  defperate  mifery  lays  hold  on  Dover, 
The  cafe  is  eafier  in  the  mind's  difeafe  ; 
There  all  men  may  be  cur'd,  whene'er  they  pleafe. 
Would  ye  be   (x)  bleft.'  defpife  low  joys,  low} 
Difdain  whatever  Cornbury  difdain*  ;       [gains ;  > 
Be  virtuous,  and  be  happy  for  your  pains.  j 

(jy)  But  art  thou  one  whom  new  opinions  fway, 
One  who  believes  as  Tindal  leads  the  way, 
Who  virtue  and  a  church  alike  difowns, 
Thinks  that  but  words,  and  this  but   brick  and 

ftones  ? 

Fly  (a)  then,  on  all  the  wings  of  wild  defire, 
Admire  whate'er  the  maddeft  can  admire  : 
Is  wealth  thy  paffion  ?  Hence !  from  pole  to  pole, 
Where  winds  can  carry,  or  where  wavei  can  roll, 
For  Indian  fpices,  for  Peruvian  gold, 
Prevent  the  greedy,  or  outbid  the  bold  : 
(a)  Advance  thy  goldrn  mountain  to  the  ikies; 
On  the  broad  bale  of  fifty  thoufand  rife, 


Gaude,  quod  fpe&ant  oculi  te  (o)  mille  loquentem: 
Gnavus  p)  mane  forum,  et  vefpertinus  pete  tec- 

turn; 

(g]  Ne  plus  frumenti  dotalibus  emetat  agrh 
Mutus  et  (in-dignum  ;  quod  fit  pejoribus  ortus) 
(r)  Hie  tibi  fit  potius,  quam  tu  mirabilis  illi. 
(-0  Q^icquid  fub  terra  eO,  inapricum  proferet  aetas 
Defodiet  condetque  nitentia.  (?)  cum  bene  notum; 
Porticus  Agrippae,  et  via  te  confpexerit  Appi ; 
Ire  tamen  reftat,  Numa  («)  quo  devenit  et  Ancus. 

(i>)  Si  latus  aut  renes  morbo  tentantur  acuto, 
Quarefugam  morbi  (v)  vis  redle  vivere  ?  quis  non  ? 
Si  virtus  hoc  urn  poteil  dare,  fortis  omifiis 
How  age  deliciis. 

(jy)  virtutem  vcrba  putes,  et 
J.ucum  ligua?  (s)  cave  ne  portus  uxupet  alter; 
Ne  Cibyratica,  ne  Bithyna  negotia  perda* : 
(a)  MUle  talents  rcU'.ndc§tur,totidcnia!tfra,  por- 
r«  et 


Add  one  round  hundred,  and  (if  that's  not  fair) 

Add  fifty  more,  and  bring  it  to  a  f^uare. 

For,  mark  th'  advantage ;  juft  fa  many  fcore, 

Will  gain  a  (£)  wife  with  half  as  many  more, 

Procure  her  beauty,  make  that  beauty  chafte, 

And  then  fuch  (c~)  friends — as  cannot  fail  to  laft. 

A  (//)  man  of  wealth  i*  dubb'd  a  man  of  worth, 

Venus  (hall  give  him  form,  and  Anftis  birth. 

(Believe  me,  many  a  (e)  German  prince  is  worfe, 

Who,  proud  of  pedigree,  is  poor  of  purfe) 

His  wealth  brave  (/)  Timon  glonoufly  confounds; 

Afk'd  for  a  groat,  he  gives  a  hundred  pound,*; 

Or  if  three  ladies  like  a  lucklefs  play, 

Takes  the  whole  houfe  upon  the  poet's  day. 

(%}  Now,  in  fuch  exigencies  not  to  need, 

Upon  my  word,  you  mult  be  rich  indeed ; 

A  noble  fuperfluity  it  craves, 

Not  for  yourfelf,  but  for  your  fools  and  knaves ; 

Something,  which  for  your  honour  they  may  cheat, 

And  which  it  much  becomes  you  to  forget. 

(£)  If  wealth  alone  then  make  and  keep  us  bleH, 

Still,  ftill  be  getting,  never,  never  reft, 

(/')  But  if  to  power  and  place  your  paflion  lie,    - 
If  in  the  pomp  of  life  confift  the  joy  ; 
Then  (£)  hire  a  flavc,  or  (if  you  will)  a  lord, 
To  Jo  the  honours,  and  to  give  the  word  ; 
Tell  at  your  levee,  as  the  crowds  approach, 
To  whom  (/)  to  nod,  whom  take  into  your  coach, 
Whom  honour  with  your  hand  :  to  make  remarks. 
Who    («)    rules  in  Cornwall,  or  who  rules  in 

Berks: 

"  This  may  be  troublefome,  is  near  the  chair  : 
"  That  makes  three  members,  this  can  choofe  a 

mayor." 

Inftru&ed  thus,  you  bow,  embrace,  proteft,          "^ 
Adopt  him,  (»)  fon,  or  coufin  at  the  leaft,  > 

Then  turn  about,  and  (o)  laugh  at  your  own  jcft.  j 


Tertia  fuccedant,  et  quae  pars  quadret  acervum. 
Scilicet  (6}  uxorem  cum  dote,  fidemque,  et  (*)  a*- 

micos, 

Et  genus,  et  formam,  regina  (/)  Pecunia  donat ; 
Ac  bene  nummatum  decorat  Suadcia,  Venufque. 
Mancipiis  locuples,egetaeris  (<r)  Capadocum  Rex: 
Nefuerishic  tu.  (/)  chlamydesLucullus.utaiunt, 
Si  poflet  centum  fccnae  praebere  rogatus, 
Quipoflum  tot  ?  ait:  tamen  et  quaeram,  ct  quot 

habcbo 

Mittam  :  poft  paulo  fcribit,  fibi  millia  quinque 
EfTe  domi  chhmydum  :  partem,  vel  tolleret  omnes. 
(o-)  Exilis  domus  eft,  ubi  non  et  multa  fuperfunt, 
Et  dominum  fall'unt,  et  profunt  furlbus.  (l>)  ergo, 
Si  res  fola  poteft  facere  et  fervare  beatum, 
Hoc  primus  repetas  opus,  hoc  poftremus  omitta*. 

(/')  Si  fortuaatum  fpecies  et  gratia  praeftat, 
(t )  Merc-emur  fervum,  qui  diclet  nomina,  laevum 
Qui  fodicet  latus,  et  (/jcogat  trans  pondcra  dextraru 
Porrigere  :   (jn}  Hie  multum  in  Fabia  valet,  ille 

Vclina  : 

Cui  libet,  is  fafces  dabit ;  eripietque  curule, 
Cui  volet,  iraportunus  ebur  :    («)  Frater,  Pater, 

adde  : 
Ut  cuique  eft  aetas,  ita  quemque  (•)  faqetu*  a«Jop^,« 


THE    WORKS    OF  POPE. 


Qr  if  your  life  be  one  continued  treat, 
If  (/>)  to  live  well  means  nothing  but  to  eat; 
Up,  up  !   cries  Gluttony,  'tis  break  of  day, 
Go  drive  the  deer,  and  dratj  the  finny  prty  ; 
With  hounds  and  horn's  go  hunt  ah  appetite—- 
So  (a]  Ruffel  dki,  but  could  not  cat  at  night ;  • 
Call'd  happy  do£  !   the  beggar  at  his -door, 
And  envy'd  thirfl  and  hunger  to  the  poor. 

Or  fhail  we  (r]  every  decency  confou"d; 
Through  tavern*,  frevv?,  and  bagnios  take  our  round; 
Go  dine  with  Chartre?,  in  each  vice  outdo, 
(j)  K-,-i's  lewd  cargo,  or  Ty — -/'screw; 
From  Lat;a-n  fyrens,  French  Circaean  leads, 
Return  vvell  travell'd,  and  transformed  to  beads; 
Or  for  a  titled  pank,  or  foreign  iU:ne, 
Renounce  our  (t)  country,  ajud  degrade  our  name  ? 

If,  after  all,  wemttll  with  (»)  Wilmot  own, 
The  cordial  drop  of  life  is  love-alone,' 
And  Swift  ciywifeiy,"  Vive  la  Bagatelle  '" 
The  man  that  loves  and  laughs,  mull  fure.do  well. 
(v)  Adieu — if  this  advice  appear  the  worfr, 
i'en  take  the  counfel  =which  I  gave  you  firil : 
Or  better  precepts,  if  you  can  im-pait, 
Why  do,  I'll  follow  them  with  all  my.  heart. 


Si  (/>)  bene  qui  coenat,  bene  vivit ;  lucet :  eamus 
Quo  ducit  gula  :- -pifcemur,  venemur,  ut  (y)  olhn 
Gargilius  :  qui  mane  plaga?,  vencbula,  fervos,    : 
JDifftrtum  tranfire  forum  populumque  jubebat, 
IJnus  ut  e  multis  populo  Ipcdante  referret 
Emtuni  mulus   aprum.   (r) :  crudi,  tumidique  la- 

vemur, 

Quid  deceat,  quid  non,  obliti ;  Caerite  cera 
Digni ;  (,)  remigium  vitiofum  Ithacenf;s  Ulyffci ; 
Cui  potior  (/)  pacria  fuit  interdict  voluptas." 
V&)  Si.Mimnermusuticenfet,  fine  amore  jocifque 
Nil  eft  jucundum ;  vivas  in  amore  jocifque. 
:    O)  Vive,  vale,  fi  quid  novifti  redius  jftis 
Candidas  imperti :  fc  non,  his  mere  mecum 


.     EPISTLE     I. 

• .    . '        -         :      :-,       i 

I  TO  AUGUSTUS. 


Advertifement. 

THE  reflexions  of -Horace,  and  the  judgment,  part 
»«  his  ejftfrle  to  Auguftui,  feemed  ft,  fijf 

the  P*  ti^eS> ' that  T  C°Uld  n0t  hdp 
thought  them  confiderable  enough  to  ad'drrfs  "hem" 
to  m,  pnuce-  whom  he  paints  with  all  fhe  gr  ™ 
and  good  qualities  of  a  monarch,  upon,  whom  the 
Romans  depended  for  the  increafe- of  an  abfolute 
™pire.  But  to  make  the  poem  entirely  £,  £h 
I  was  w,Hing  to  adl  one  or  two  of  thofe  wh  ch 
contribute  to  tlit  hippinefs  of  a  free  people  and 
are  more  coafiflenLwith  the  welfare  of  ourneigh- 

•    This  epiftle  will  fnow  the  learned  world 

i  auto  have  two  miftakc.j  one,    that  AUKm- 
WM  was  a  patron  of  poets  in  general ;  wherca?  he 


not  only  prohibited  all  but  the  beft  writers  to  nat 
him,  but  recommended  that  care  even  to  the 
vil  magiflrate  :  "  Adm<.nebat  \  ractores,  ne  pat 
"  renter  nomen  fuum  obfokflcri,"  &c.  Theotht 
that  this  piece  was  only  a  general  difcourfe  of  poet- 
ry ;  whereas  it  was  an  apology  f(.r  the  poets,  in 
order  to  render  Auguihw  more  their  patron.  Ho- 
iacf  here  ; 'leads  the  caufe  of  his  contemporaries, 
firli  ajrainft  the  tafte  of  the  town,  v/hofe  humour 
it  was  to'magniiy  the  authors  of  the  preceding  age  ; 
fecondly,  againft  the  court  and  nobility,  who  en- 
couraged only  the  writers  for  the  theatre ;  and 
laftly,  againft  the  emperor  himfelf,  who  had  con- 
ceived them  of  little  ufe  to  the  government.  He 
(hews  by  a  view  of  the  progrels  of  learning,  and 
the  change  of  tafte  amoag  the  Romans)  that  the 
introduction  of  the  polite  arts  of  Greece  had  given 
the  writers  of  his  time  great  advantages  over  their 
predeceffors  ;  that  their  rfiorals  were  much  im- 
proved, and  the  licence  of  thole  ancient  poets  re- 
flrained;  that  fatire  and  tjnicdy  were  become 
more  juft  and  ufcful;  that  whutcver  extravagances 
were  left  on  the  flage,  were  owing  to  the  ill  tafte 
of  the  nobility ;  that  poets,  under  due  regulations, 
were,  in  many  refpedh,  uiciul  to  the  flute  ;  and 
concludes,  that  it  was  upon  them  the  emperor  him- 
felf mull  depend,  for  his  fame  with  poflerity. 

We  may  farther  learn  from  this  epiftle,  that  Ho- 
race made  his  court  to  this  great  prince,  by  writ- 
ing with  a  decent  freedom  towards  him,  wirh  a 
juft  contempt  of  his  low  fl.ittcrers,  and  with  a  man- 
ly regard  to  his  own  charaiSler. 

WHILE  you,  great  patron  of  mankind  !    («)  fuf- 

tain  . 

The  balanc'd  world,  and  open  all  the  main  ; 
Your  country,  chief,  in  arms  abroad  defend  ; 
At  home,  with. morals,  arts,  and  laws  amend  ; 
(b]  How  fhail  the  mule,  from  fuch  a  monarch  fteai 
An  hour,  and  not  defraud  the  public  weal  ? 

(e)  Edward  and  Henry,  now-  the  brail  of  fume, 
And  virtuous  Alfred,  a  nmrc  (d)  facred  name, 
After  a  life  of  generous  toils  endur'd, 
The  Gaul  fubdued,  or  property  fecur'd, 
Ambition  humbled,  mighty  citic»  ftorm'd, 
Or  laws  eftablifti'd,  and  the  world  reform 'd  ;  ' 
(<r)  Clos'd  their  long  glories  with  a  Cgh,  to  find  I 
Th'  unwilling  gratitude  of  bale  mankind! 


!,          EPISTOLAl, 

AD  AUGUSTUM. 

Cum  tot  (a)  fuflineas  et  tanta  negotia  folus, 
Res  Italas  armis  tuteris,  moribus  ornc*, 
LegibuscmendeS;in(4)publicacommodapeccem, 
bi  longoicrmone  mortrtua  tempora,  Caefar. 
(f)   Romulus,   et  liber  pater,   et  cum  Caftore 

Pollux, 

Poft  ingentia  facia,  (<f)  Deorum  in  templa  recepti, 
IJnm  terras  homimimqutcolunt  genus,  afpera  bclU 
Ccmponunt,agrosadfignant,oppidacondunt; 
W  PJoravere  faia  non  refpondere  favorem 
bperatum  meritis.  diram  qui  coatudit  Hydram, 
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All  human  virtue  to  its  lateft  breath,  .    ,    ,    ; 
(f}  Finds  envy  never  conquer'd  hut  by  death. 
;l'he  great  Alcides,  every  labour  part, 
Had  ftill  this  monfter  to  fubdue  at  laft.      ,  ,, 
{g}  Sure  fate  of  all,  beneath  \vhofe  rifingray, 
Each  ftar  of  meaner  merit  fades  away  !  . 
Opprefs'd  we  feel  the  beam  diredly  beat, 
Thofe  funs  of  glory  pleafe  not  till  they  fet.     . 

To  thee,  the  world  its  prefeut  homage  pays, 
The  harvefl  early,    b,  but  mature  the  praiie  : 
Great  friend  of  liberty  !  in  kings  a  name  : 
Above  all  Greek,  above  ail  Roman  fame*  : 
Whofe  word  is  truth,  as  facred  and  rever'd,  : 
(*')  As  heaven's  own  oracles  from  altars  heard. 
Wonder  of  kings !  like  whom,  to  mortal  gyes 
(£)  None  e'er  has  rifen,  and  none  e'er  fhall  rife. 

Jufl  in  one  inilance,  be  it  yet  confeft 
Your  people.  Sir,  are  partial  in  the  reft  :  . 
Foes  to  ai!  iiving  worth  except  your  own, 
And  ativN.crtes  fo    folly  dead  and  gore. 
Anthers,  like  coins,  grow  dear  a?  rhcy  grow  old  ; 
It  is  the  ruil.we  value;  not  the  gold. 
(/)  Chaucer's  worft  ribaldry  is  learn'd  by  rote, 
And  beailly  Skeltpn  heads  of  houfes  quote  : 
Cue  likes  no  language  but  *he  Faery  Qfieen;    . 
A  Scot  will  fight  for  ChrifH  Kirk  o'  the  Green  ; 
And  each  true  Briton,  is  to  Ben  fo  civil,     • 
(m)  He  fwears  the  mufes  met  him  at  rhe  Devil.  . 

Though  juftly  («)  Greece  her  cldeft  fun  admires, 
Why  fhoi'ld  not  we  be  \vifer  than  our  fires  ? 
In  every  public  virtue  we  exctl ; 
We  build,  we  plant,  («)  we  fing,  we  dance  as  well; 
And  (:p]  learned  Athens  to  our  art  muft  ftoop, 
Could  fhe  behold  us  tumbling  through  a  hoop. 

•  If  (q]  time  improve  our  wits  as  well  as  wine, 
Say  at  what  age  a  pcet  grows  divine  ? 

JNotaque  fatali  portenta  labore,  fubegit,     .     .', 
Corn-peri t  (f)  invidiam  fupremo  fine  domari, 
(g}  Uiitenim  fulgore  fuo,  qui  praegrayat  artes 
Infra  fe  pofitas  :  exttn&us  amabitur  idem. 

(/•)  Piaefenti  tibi  matures  largimur  honores, 
{/)  Jurandafque  ttiuni  per  numen  ponimus  aras, 
(I)  Nil  oriturum  alias,  nil  ortum  tale  fatcntes. 
feed  tuus  hoc  populus  fapiens  et  juftus  in  uno, 

*  Te  noftris  ducibus,  te  Graiis  anteferendo, 
Caetera  mquaqnam  fimili  ratiore  modoque 
Aciiimat;  et,  nifi  .quae  terris  femora  fuiique 
Tcrnporibus  defuiicla  videt,  faftidit  et  odit  : 

(I ,  S  c  fantor  veterum,  ut  tabulas  peccare  vetantes 
Quas  bis  quinque  viri  fanxerunt,  foedera  reguii), 
VelGabiJs  vel  cum  rigidis  aequara  iSabinis, 
^ontificum  lihros,  anriofa  voiumnia  Vatum, 
(m]  Diditct  Albano  Mufas  in  monte  looitas.    . 

Si,  quia  ln/  Graiorum  funtantiquiffima  q°iaeque 
Scripta  vel  optima,  Romani  per,fantyr  eadein 
Script  ores  trutina  ;  non  eft  qurd  multaloquamtir  : 
Kil  intra  eft  okam,  nil  extra  eft  in  mice  duri. 
Venimus  ad  fummum  fortunae  :  pin«  imus,  atque 
(o)  Pfallimus.et  (f}  luftamur  AchivisdocHusuudis. 
f>i  (y)  meliora  dies,  ut  vina,  poemata  reddit ; 
Scire  velim,  chattis  pretium  quotus  arroget  annus. 
Scriptor  ab  hinc  annos  centum  qui  decidit,  inter 
Pcrfe&os  veterefque  referri  debet,  an  inter 
Yiks  at^uc  novoi> :  cxcluUat  jutgia  fiaia, 


Shall  we,  or  fhall  we  not,  account  him  fo, 
Who  dy'd,  perhaps,  an  hundred  years  ago  ? 
End  all  difpute  ;  and  fix  the  year  preciic 
When  Biitiih  bards  begin  t'  immortalize? 

'*•  Who  lafts  a  (r]  century  can  have  no  liar,' ; 
"  I  hold  that  wit  a  claffic,  good  in  law." 

Suppofe  he  wants  a  year,  will  you  compound? 
And  (hall  we  deem  him  (T )  ancient, right  andioundi 
Or  damn  to  all  eternity  at  once, 
At  ninety-nine,  a  modern  and  a  dunce  ? 

"  W'e  ihall  not  quarrel  for  a  year  or  two ; 
"  By  (t}  courteiy  of  England,  he  may  do." 

Then,  by  the  rule  that  made  the  (a)  horfe-tail 
..  ;  bare,     , 

I, pluck  out  year  by  year,  as  hair  by  hair, 
And  melt  (•£>)  down  ancients  like  a  heap  of  fnow  : 
While  you,  to  meafure  merits,  look  in  (x)  Stowe, 
And,  eftimating  authors  by  the  year, 
33eftow  a  garland  only  on  a  (y)  bier. 

(z)  Shakfueare    (whom   you  and  every  pby- 

houfe  bill 

Style  the  divine,  the  matcnlefs,  what  you  will) 
For  gain,  not  glory,  wing'd  his  roving  flight, 
And  grew  immortal  in  his  own  defpite. 
Ben,  old  and  poor,  as  little  feem'd  ro  heed 
(a)  The  life  to  come,  in  every  poet's  creed. 
Who  now  reads  (b}  Cowley  ?  if  be  pleafes  yet, 
His  moral  pleafes,  not  his  pointed  wit ; 
Forgot  his  epic,  na.;  Pindaric  art. 
But  ftill  (t)  I, love  the  language  of  his  heart. 

"  Yet  furely,  (d]  furely,  thefe  were  famous  men! 
"  What  boy  but  hears  rile  faying, of  old  Ben  ? 
f  In  all  (f)  debates  where  critics  bear  a  part, 
"  Not. one  but. nods,  and  talks  of  jpnfon's  art, 
"  Cf  Shakfpeare's  nature,  and  of  Cowley 's  wit ; 
"  How  Beaumont's  judgment  cheek'd  what  Fletc!i« 

"-  er  writ ; 

'5  Hf.v.Shadwell  hafty,  V/ycherly.was  flow; 
14  But,  for  the  pailions,  Southerhe  fure  and  Rowe. 


Eft  vetus  atque  pfobus,  (r)  centum  qui  perficii 

annos 

Q^'id  ?  qui  deperiit  minor  uno  menfe  vel  anno, 
lnr,er  quos  rcferendus  erit  ?   (j)  veterefne  pnetas, 
An  quos  ec  pracfans  et  poftera  refpuat  aetas  ? 
Jfte  quidem  veteres  inter  ponetur  (f,  honefte, 
Qui  vel  menfe  brevi,  vel  toto  eft  junior  anno. 
.  (Jtor  permiffo,  caudaeque  piles  Ut  (u]  equinae 
Paulatim  vello :    et  demo  unum,  dcrno  et  ideoi 

.  unu-ni ; 

bum  cadat  clufus  ratione  (v)  ruejbtis  acervi, 
Qui  redit  in  (x}  faftos,  et  virtutem  aeftimat  annis, 
Mjraturque  nihil,  nifi  quod  ($)  JLibitina  faoravit. 
(*;  Ennius  et  fapirti<;,  ct  fortis,  et  alter  tiumerus, 
Ut  critici  dicunt,  Lviter  ctirare  videtur 
Qvjo  (a)  promiffa  cadant,  et  fbmnia  Pythagorea. 
(If)  Naevius  in  manibus  non  eft;   at  (t')  mentibu*. 
haeret  [poema. 

Pene  recens  :   (</)  adeo  fanilurn  eft  vetus  omnt 
Ambigitur  (t}  qu.^ties,  uter  utro  fit  prior;  aufert 
Pacuvius  docli  fa  mam  fenis,  Accius  alti  : 
Dicitur  Afrani  tcga  converifle  Menanriro : 
Flautus  ad  exemplar  Siculi  properare  Jb'picharrni 
Yincc;e  Caeciiiu*  gravitate ,TerfcntiBt  artc  : 
Hij 
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«  Thefe,  (/)  only  thefe,fuppcrt  the  crowded  ftage, 
•{  From  eldeft  Heyweod  down  to  Gibber's  age." 

All  this  may  be  ;   (g)  the  people's  voice  is  odd, 
It  is,  and  it  is  not,  the  voice  of  God. 
To  (£)  Gammer  Gurton  if  it  give  the  bays, 
And  yet  deny  the  Carelefs  Hufbard  praiie, 
Or  fay  our  fathers  never  broke  a  rule ; 
Why  then,  I  fay,  the  public  is  a  fool, 
jfeut  let  them  own;  that  greater  faults  than  we 
They  had,  and  greater  virtues,  I'll  agree. 
Speiiler  himfclf  affeds  the  (*)  obfolete, 
And  Sydney's  verfe  halts  ill  on  (4)  Roman  feet  : 
JMilton's  ftrong  pinion  now  not  heaven  can  bound, 
Now   ferpent-like,    in  (/)   profe   he  fweeps   the 

ground, 

In  quibbles,  angel  and  archangel  join, 
And  God  the  Father  turns  a  fchool-divine. 
(**)  Not  that  I'd  lop  rhe  beauties  from  his  book, 
Like  (a)  flafhing  Bcntlcy  with  his  defperate  hook, 
Or  damn  all  Shakfpeare,  like  th'  afftded  fool 
At  court,  who  hates  whate'er  he  (o)  read  at  fchool. 

Bur  for  the  wita  of  either  Charles's  days, 
The  mob  of  gentlemen  who  wrote  with  eafe  ; 
Sprat,  Carew,  Sedley,  and  a  hundred  more, 
(Like  twinkling  ftars  the  mifcellanies  o'erj 
One  fimiie,that  (/>j  folitary  fhines 
In  the  drv  defert  of  a  thoufand  lines, 
Or  (q)  lengthen'd  thought  that  gleams  through 

many  a  page, 

Has  fandify'd  whole  poems  for  an  age. 
(r)  I  lofe  my  patience,  and  I  own  it  too, 
"When  works  are  cenfur'd,  not  as  bad,  but  new ; 
"While,  if  our  elders  break  all  reafon's  laws. 
Thefe  fools  demand  not  pardon,  but  applaufe. 

(j)On  Avon's  bank,  where  flowers  eternal  blow, 
If  I  but  alk  if  any  weed  can  grow ; 
One  tragic  fentence  if  I  dare  deride, 
"Which  v#,  Betterton's  grave  adion  dignify'd^ 


Hos  edifcit,  et  hos  ardo  ftipata  theatre       [poetas 
Spedat  Romapotens;  (/)  habet  ho«  numeratque 
Ad  noflrum  tempus,  Livi  fcriptoris  ab  aevo. 
(g]  Inter dum  rulgus  redem  videt :  eft  ubi  peccit. 
Si  /  b)  veteres  ita  miratur  laudatque  poetas, 
Ut  nihil  anteferat,  nihil  illis  comparet ;  errat : 
Si  quaedam"  nimis  (/)  antique,  fi  pleraque  (£)  dure 
Dicere  credit  eos,  (/)  ignave  muita  fatetur ; 
Et  fapit,  et  mecum  facit,  et  Jove  judicat  aequo. 
(m)  Non  equidem  infedor,  dclendaquecarmma  Livi 
JEffe  reor,  memini  quae  (a)  plagofum  {•)  mihi  par  vo 
Orbilium  didarc ; 

fed  emendata  videri 

Pulchraqu?,  et  esadis  minimum  diftantia,  miror  : 
Inter  quae  ( p]  verbum  emicuit  fi  forte  decorum, 
Si  (q,  verfuspaulo  concinnior  unus  et  alter; 
Injufte  totum  ducit  venditque  poema.          [craffe 

(r)  Indignor  quidquam  reprehend!,  non  quia 
Compofitum,  ilkpideve  putetur,  fed  quia  nuper ; 
Nee  veniam  antiquis,  fed  honorem  et  prat-mia  pofci. 

(s)  Rede  necne  crocum  florefque  perambulet 

Attae 

Fabula,  fi  dubitcm ;  clamant  pcriiffe  pudorem 
Cuncti  pene  patrcs  :  ea  cum  reprehendere  coner, 
gravis  Aefopus,  quae  dodue  Rofcius  egit.  | 


Or  well-mouth'd  Booth  with  emj 
(Though  but,  perhaps,  a  muftrr-roll  of  names) 
How  will  our  fathers  rife  up  in  a  rage, 
And  fwear,  all  fhame  is  loft  in  George's  age  ! 
You'd  think  (u)  no  fools  difgrac'd    the  fc 

reign, 

Did  not  fume  grave  examples  yet  remain, 
Who  fcorn  a  lad  fhould  teach  his  father  fkill, 
And,  having   ;nce  been  wrong,  will  be  fo  ftill. 
He,  who  to  fecm  more  deep  than  you  or  I, 
Extols  old  bards,  »  or  Merlin's  prophecy, 
Miftake  him  not ;  he  envies,  not  admires, 
And,  to  debafe  the  fons,  exalts  the  fires. 
(x)  Had  ancient  times  confpir'd  to  difallow 
What  then  was  new,  what  had  been  ancient  now  f 
Or  what  remain'd,  fo  worthy  to  be  read 
By  learned  critics,  of  the  mighty  dead  ] 

( jy)  In  days  ot  eafe,  when  now  the  weary  fword 
Was  (heath 'd,  ami  luxury  with  Charles  refior'd  ; 
In  every  tafte  of  foreign  courts  improv'd, 
"  All,  by  the  king's  example,  liv'd  and  lov'd  " 
Then  peers  grew  proud  ^z)  in   borfcmanfhip  t* 

excel, 

Newmarket's  glory  rofe,  as  Britain's  fell ; 
The  foldier  breath'd  the  gallantries  of  France, 
And  every  flowery  courtier  writ  romance. 
Then  (a)  marble,  foiten'd  into  life,  grew  warrn^ 
And  yielding  metal  flow'd  to  human  form  : 
Lcly  on  (£)  animated  canvas  ftole 
The  fleepy  eye,  that  fpoke  the  melting  foul. 
AC  wonder  then,  when  all  was  love  and  fport, 
The  willing  mufes  wtre  debauch'd  at  court : 
On  (t )  each  enervate  firing  they  taught  the  note 
To  pant,  or  tremble  through  an  eunuch's  throat. 

But  (</)  Britain,  changeful  as  a  child  at  play, 
Now  calls  in  princes,  and  now  turns  away. 
Now  Whig,  POW  Tory,  what  we  lov'd  we  hate;" 
Now  all  for  pleafure,  now  for  church  or  (late ; 
Now  for  prerogative,  and  now  for  laws  j 
Effeds  unhappy !  from  a  noble  caufe. 


Vel  quia  nil  f«)  rectum,  nifi  quod  placuit  ftbi,  dc- 

cunt ; 

Vel  quia  turpe  putant  parere  minoribus,  et  quae 
Imberbi  didicere,  fencs  }  erdenda  fateri. 
Jam  (i>   Saliare  Numae  carmen  qui  laudat,et  illudj 
Quod  mecum  ignorat,  folu*  vult  fcire  videri ; 
Ingeniis  non  ille  favet  plaudirque  fepultis, 
Noftra  fed  impugnat,  nos  noftraque  lividus  adit. 

(*)  Quod  fi  tarn  Gra.ecis  novitas  invifa  fuiflet, 
Qjiam  nobis ;  quid  nunc  effet  vetus  ?  aut  quid  ha- 

beret, 
Quod  kgeret  tereretque  viritim  publicus  ufus  ? 

(jy)  Ut  primum  pofitis  nugari  Graecia  bellis 
Coepit,  et  in  vitium  fortuna  labier  aequa  ; 
Nunc  athletarum  ftudiis,  nunc  arfit  (2)  equorum  : 
(a)  Marmoris  aut  eboris  fabros  aut  aeris  amavit ; 
Sufpendit  (l>)  pida  vultum  mentemque  tabella ; 
Nun  (c)  tibicimbus,  nunc  eft  gavifa  tragoedis : 

(if)  Sub  nutrice  puella  velut  fi  luderet  infans, 
Quod  cupide  petiit,  mature  plena  reliquit. 
Quid  placet,  aut  odio  eft,  quod  non  mutabile  crcdasf 
Hoc  paces  habuere  bonae,  ventique  fecundi. 
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f  ^)  Time  was,  a  fober  Englifhman  would  knod 
His  fefvants  up,  and  rife  by  five  o'clock, 
Jnftrud  his  family  in  every  rule, 
And  fend  his  wife  to  church,  his  fon  to  fchool. 
To  (/)  worihip  like  his  fathers,  was  his  c'are ; 
To  teach  their  frugal  virtues  to  his  heir ; 
To  prove  that  luxury  could  never  hold ; 
Andplace,  on  good  (g)  fecurity,  his  gold.     .    . 
Now  times  are  chang'd,  and  one  (A)  poetic  itch 
Has  feiz'd  the  court  and  city,  poor  and  rich  : 
Sons,  fires,  and  grandfires,  all  will  wear  the  bays, 
Otir  wives  read  Milton,  and  our  daughters  plays, 
To  theatres  and  to  rehcarfals  throng, 
And  all  our  grace  at  table  is  a  fong. 
I,  who  fo  oft  renounce  the  mufes,  (*)  lie,. 

Not '»  felf  e'er  tells  more  fibs  than  I ; 

When  fick  of  mufe,  our  follies  we  deplore, 
And  promife  our  beft  friends  to  rhyme  no  more  ; 
We  wake  next  morning  in  a  raging  fit, 
And  call  for  pen  and  ink  to  (how  our  wit. 

(£)  He  ferv'd  a  'prcnticefhip,  who  fets  up  fhop 
Ward  try'd  on  puppies,  and  the  poor,  his  drop  ; 
Ev'n  (/)  RadcJiffe's  dodors  travel  fit  ft  to  France, 
Nor  dare  topradife  till  they've  learn'd  to  dance. 
Who  builds  a  bridge  that  never  drove  a  pile  ? 
(Should  Ripley  venture,  all  the  world  would  fmile] 
But  («z)  thofe  who  cannot  write,  and  thole  who  can 
All  rhyme,  and  fcrawl,  and  fcribble,  to  a  man. 
Yet,  Sir,  («)  refled,  the  mifchief  is  not  great  j 
Thefe  madmen  never  hurt  the  church  or  itate  : 
Sometimes  the  folly  benefits  mankind  ; 
And  rarely  (o)  avarice  taints  the  tuneful  mind. 
Allow  him  but  his  (/>)  plaything  of  a  pen, 
He  ne'er  rebels,  or  plots,  like  other  men  : 
(y)  Flight  of  cafhiers,  or  mobs,  he'll  never  mind; 
And  knows  no  loffes  while  the  mufe  is  kind. 
To  (/•)  cheat  a  friend,  or  Ward,  he  leaves  to  P'eter ; 
Thg  good  man  heaps  up  nothing  but  mere  metre, 
JEnjoys  his  garden  and  his  book  in  quiet ; 
And  then — a  perfcd  hermit  in  his  (j)  diet. 


(e}  Romae  dulce  diu  fuit  et  folemne,  reclufa 
!Mane  domo  vigilare,  client!  promere  jura; 
Scriptos  (y  )  nominibus  redis  expendere  nummos ; 
(|-)  Majores  audire,  minori  dicere,  per  quae 
Crefcere  res  poffet,  minui  damnofa  libido. 
Mutavit  msntem  populus  levis,  (A)  et  calet  tirio 
Scribendi  ftudio  :  pucrique  patrefque  feveri 
fronde  conias  vindi  coenant,  et  carmina  didant. 
Tpfe  ego,  qui  nullos  me  affirmo  fcribere  verfus, 
Inventor  (?)  Parthis  mendacior  ;  et  priiis  orto 
Sole  vigil,  calamum  et  chartas  et  fcrinia  pofco. 
f£)  Navem  agere  ignarus  navis  tirtidt :  abrotonuni 
aegro  [eft, 

Non  audet,  nifi  qui  didicet,  dare  :  quod  medicorifm 
Promittunt  (/)  mcdici :  tradant  fabrilia  fabri : 
(«)  Scribimus  indodi  dodique  poemata  paffim. 

(n)  Hie  error  tanien  et  levis  haecinfania,  quantas 
Virtutes  habeat,  fie  coilige  :  vatis  (e)  avarus 
Non  temere  eil  animus:  (/>)  verfus  amat,  hoc  flu- 

det  unum; 

Detrimenta,  (y)  fugas  fervoruni,  incendia  ridct ; 
Non  (r^-  fraudem  focio,  puerove  incogitat  ullam 
vivi;  fili^uh,  et  pane  fecundo  (*)  j 


Of  little  ufe  the  man  you  mny  fuppofe, 
Who  fays  in  verfe  what  others  fay  in  profe: 
Yet  let  me  fhow,  a  poet's  of  fome  weight, 
And  (/)  though  no  foldier)  ufeful  to  the  ftate. 
(«)  What  will  a  child  learn  fooncr  than  a  fong  ? 
What  better  teach  a  foreigner  the  tongue  ? 
What's  long  or  fhort,  each  accent  where  to 
And  fpeak  in  public  with  fome  fort  of  grace. 
I  fcarce  can  think  him  fuch  a  worthlefs  thing, 
Unlefs  he  praife  fome  monfter  of  a  king  : 
Or  virtue,  or  religion  turn  to  fport, 
To  pleafe  a  lewd,  or  unbelieving  court. 
Unhappy  Dryden  ! — In  all  Charles's  days, 
Rofcommon  only  boafts  unfpotted  bays ; 
And  in  our  own  (excufe  fome  courtly  ftains) 
No  whiter  page  than  Addifori  remains ; 
He,  (w)  from  the  tafte  obfcene  reclaims  our  youth^ 
And  fets  the  paffions  on  the  fide  of  truth, 
Forms  the  foft  bofom  with  the  gentleft  art, 
And  pours  each  human  virtue  in  the  heart. 
Let  Ireland  tell,  how  wit  upheld  her  caufe, 
Her  trade  fupported,  and  fupplied  her  laws; 
And  leave  on  Swift  this  grateful  verfe  engrav'd^ 
"  The  rights  a  court  attack'd,  a  poet  fav'd." 
Behold  the  haiid  that  wrought  a  nation's  cure, 
Wretch'd  to  ( , )  relieve  the  idjet  and  the  poor, 
Proud  vice  to  brand,  or  injur'd  worth  adorn, 
And  (^f)  ftretch  the  ray  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
Not  but  there  are,  who  merit  other  palms  ; 
Hopkins  and  Sternhold  glad  the  heart  with  pfalms  J 
The  (a)  boys  and  girls  whom  charity  maintains, 
Implore  your  help  in  thefe  pathetic  ftrains : 
Huw  could  devotion  (£)  touch  the  country  pews, 
Unlefs  the  gods  beftovv'd  a  proper  mufe  ? 
Verfe  cheers  their  leifure,  verfe  affifts  their  work, 
Verfe  prays  for  peace,  or  fings  down  (c)  Pope  and 

Turk. 

The  filenc'd  preacher  yields  to  potent  ftrain, 
And  feels  that  grace  his  prayer  befought  in  vain  3 
Thebleffmgtlirillsthroughallthe  labouring  throng. 
And  (J)  heaven  is  won  by  violence  of  fong. 

Our  (/?)  rural  anceftors,  with  little  bleft, 
ratient  of  labour  when  the  end  was  reft, 
ndulg'd  the  day  that  hous'd  their  annual  grain, 
With  feafts,  and  offerings,  and  a  thankful  ftrain  : 


/)  Milftiae  quanquam  piger  fit  malus,  utilis  urbi; 
li  das  hoc,  parvis  quoquc  rebus  magnu  juvari ; 
w)  Os  tcnerum  pueri  balbumque  poeta  figurat ; 
Torquet  (?v)  ab  obfcoenii  jam  nunc  ierrnonibwg 

aurem ; 

Vlox  etiam  pedtis  praeceptis  forma*  arntci», 
\fperitatis,  et  invidiae  corredor,  et  irae  ; 
lede  fada  refert ;(_}')  oricntia  tempora  notij} 
nftruit  exemplis ;  (a )  inopem  fclatur  et  aegrunL 
Daftis  cum  (-3)  pueris  ignarapuella  rfiariti 
)ifceret  unde  (£)  prece-i,  vatem  ni  Mufa  cfediffet  J 
'o'fc'it  opem  chorus,  et  praefentia  noniina  fen  tit ; 

lefles  implorat  aquas,  doda  prece  blandus; 
Avertit  moi  bos,  (c)  metuenda  pericula  pcllit ; 
rnpetrat  et  pacem,  et  locupletem  frugibus  annum. 
</)  Carmine  Di  fuperiplacantur,  carmine  Manes. 

)  Agricolae  priili,  fortes,  parvoque  beati, 
CouJtU  poft  frunicnta,  levant?*  tem^ore  fffto 
I  iiij 


13* 


THE    WORKS    6F    POPE. 


The  joy  their  wives,  their  fons,  and  fervants  (bare 
Eafe  of  their  toil,  and  partners  of  their  care  : 
The  laugh,  the  jeft,  attendants  on  the  howl, 
Smooth'd  every  brow,  and  open'd  every  foul  : 
With  growing:  year§  the  pleailng  licence  grew, 
And  (/)  taunts  alternate  innocently  flew. 
lJut  times  corrupt,  and  (j-)  nature  ill-inclin'd, 
Produc'd  the  point  that  left  a  fting  behind  ; 
Till,  friend  with  friend,  and  families  at  ftrife, 
Triumphant  malice  rag'd  through  private  life. 
Who  felt  the  wrong,  or  fear'd  it,  took  th'  alarm, 
Appeai'd  to  law,  and  jullice  lent  her  arm.  [bound, 
At  length,  by  wholefome  (<&)  dread   of  ftatutes 
'I  he  poets  learn'd  to  pleafe,  and  not  to  wound  : 
Moll  warp'd  to  (*')  flattery's  fide;  but  fome,  more 

nice, 

Preferv'd  the  freedom,  and  forebore  the  vice; 
Hence  farire  rofe,  that  juft  the  medium  hit, 
And  heals  with  morals  what  it  hurts  with  wit. 
(>£)  We  conquer'd  France,  but  felt  our  captive's 

charms ; 

Her  arts  victorious  tritnriph'd  o'er  our  arms; 
Britain  to  foft  refinements  lefs  a  foe, 
Wit  grew  polite,  and  (/)  numbers  learn'd  to  flow. 
Waller  was  fmooth;  but  Dryden  taught  to  join  } 
The  varying  vei  fe,  the  full  refounding  line,         > 
The  long1  majeftic  march,  and  energy  divine.       j 
Though  ftill  fome  traces  of  our  (T»)  ruftic  vein 
And  fplayfoot  verfe  remain'd,  and  will  remain. 
Late,  very  late,  corrednefs  grew  our  care, 
When  the  tir'd  nation  («)  breath'd  from  civil  war. 
£xaiSc  (o)  Racine,  and  Corneille's  noble  fire, 
Showed  us  that  France  had  Something  to  admire. 
Not  bur  the  (/>)  tragic  fpirit  was  our  own, 
And  full  in  Shakfpeare,  fair  in  Otway  fhone  : 


Corpus  et  ipfum  animum  fpe  finis  dura  ferentem, 
Cum  lociisoperum  pueris  et  conjuge  fida, 
Tellurem  porco,  Silvanum  ladle  piabant, 
Floribu»,  et  vino  Geni.um  mcmorem  brevis  aevi. 
Fefcennina  per  hunc  inventa  licentia  morem 
(/)  Verfibus  alternis  opprobria  ruftica  fudit ; 
iJbertafque  recutrentes  accepta  per  annos 
LtiCt  amabiliter  ;  (g)  donee  jam  faevus  apertam 
In  rabiem  coepit  vciti  jocu?,  et  per  honeftas 
Ire  domes  impune  minp.x.  doJuere  cruento 
Denti  laceffiti :  iuit  ima<ftis  quoque  cura 
Conditione  fuper  communi :   (h]  quin  etiam  lex 
Puenaque  lata,  malo  quae  nollet  carmine  quem- 

quam 

Defcribi.  vertere  modum,  formidice  fuftis 
Ad  (i]  bene  dicendum,  deledandumque  reda&i 

U)  Graecia  capta  ferum  viclorem  cepit,  et  artes 
Intuhf  agrefti  Latio.  fie  horridus  ille 
Defluxit -(/)  numerusSaturnius,  et  grave  virus 
Munditiac  pepulere  :  fed  in  longum  tamen  aevum 
frianitrunr,  h.«iieque  manent,  (»)  veftigia  ruris. 
feerusemm  Graecis  admovit  acumina  chartis  • 

ft  («)  Punjca  bell*  quietus  quaerere  Coepit, 
Qiud  (.)  Sophocles  et  Thcfpis  et  Aefchylu.  utilc 

ierrcnt  : 

Tentavit  quoque  rem,  fi  digne  vertere  poflet : 
Et  placuit  fibi,  natura  fublimis  ct  acer  : 

(/)  fpirat  tragicum  fatis,  et  felieiter  audet : 


But  Otway  fail'd  to  polifh  or  refine. 
And  (?")  fluent  Shakfpeare  fcarce  eflac'd  a  line. 
Ev'n  copious  Dry*den  wanted,  or  forgot, 
The  laft  and  greateft  art,  the  art  to  blot. 
Some  doubt,  if  equal  pains,  or  equal  fire, 
1'he  (r)  humbler  mufe  of  comedy  require. 
But  in  known  images  of  life,  I  guefs 

The  labour  greater,  as  th'  indulgence  lefs  fj) 
Obferve  how  feldom  ev'n  the  beft  focceed  : 
Tell  me  if  (/)  Congreve's  fools  are  fools  indeed 
What  pert  low  dialogue  has  Farquhar  writ  ! 
How  Van  wants  grace,  who  never  wanted  wit ! 
The  ftage  how  loofely  (u)  does  Aftrza  tread, 
Who  fairly  puts  all  characters  to  bed  1 
And  idle  Cibber,  how  he  breaks  the  laws, 
To  make  poor  Pinkey  (TO)  eat  with  vaft  applaufc 
But  fill  their  (x)  purfe,  our  poets'  work  is  done, 
Alike  to-  them,  by  pathos  or  by  pun. 

O  you  !  whom  fy)  vanity's  light  hark  conveys 
On  fame's  mad  voyage  by  the  wind  of  praife, 
With  what  a  (hiftinggale  your  couiTe  you  ply, 
For  ever  fur.k  to  >  low,  or  borne  too  high  ! 
Who  pants  for  glory  finds  but  fhort  repofe, 
A  breath  revives  him,  or  a  breath  o'ertbrows. 
(z)  Farewell  the  ftage  '  if  juft  as  thrives  the  play, 
The  filly  bard  grows  fat,  or  fulls  away. 

(a)  There  ftill  remains,  to  mortify  a  wit, 
The  many-headed  monfter  of  the  pit ; 
A  fenfelefs,  worthlefs,  and  unhonour'd  crow'd  : 
Who,  (b)  to  difturb  their  betters  mighty  proud, 
Clattering  their  fticks  before  ten  line?  are  fpoke, 
Call  for  the  farce,  (<r)  the  bear,  or  the  black-joke. 
What  dear  delight  to  Britons  farce  affords  ! 
Ever  the  tafte  of  mobs,  but  now  (d)  of  lords; 
(  Fafte,  that  eternal  wanderer,  which  flies 
From  heads  to  cars,  and  now  from  ears  to  eyes.) 


Sed  (q]  turpem  putat  infcite  meruitque  lituram. 

Creditur,  ex  (r]  medio  quia  arceilit,  habere. 
Sndoris  minimum  ;  fed  habet  Comoedia  tanto 
Plus  onei  is,  quanto  veniae  minus,  (j)  afpice,  Plautus 
Qtio  paclo  (/)  partes  tutetur  amantis  ephebi, 
Ut  patris  attenti,  lenonis  ut  Jnfuijoli : 
Quantus  fit  Doflehnus  (w)  edacibus  in  parafitis  ; 
Quam  non  («)  aftritfto  percurrat  pulpita  focco. 
Geftit  enim  ( t)  minimum  in  loculos  dcmittere  : 

port  hoc 
Securus,  cadat  an  reclo  ftct  fabula  talo. 

Quern  tulit  ad  fcenam  (y)  ventofo  gloria  curru, 
Exaimnat  lentus  fpedator,  fedulus  inrlat : 
Sicleve,fic  parvumeft.animumquod  laudis  avarur* 
Subruit,  ac  reficit :  (z)  valeat  res  ludicra,  fimc 
Palma  negata  macrum,  donata  reducit  opiaium. 

)  Saepe  etiam  audacem  fugat  hoc  terretque  poc- 

tam 

Quod  numero  plures,  vlrtute  et  honore  minores 
Indoch,  ftolidique,  et  (b]  depugnare  parati 
&i  difcordet  eques,  media  inter  carmina  pofcunt 
Aut   (*)  urfum  aut  pugiles :  Ins  nam  plcbeculft 

gaadct. 
Verum  (J]  equitis  quoque  jam  migravit  ab  auni 

voluptas 
Omnis,  ad  incertos  oculos,  et  gaudia  vana. 

aut  plure$  aulaea  ptemuiKur  in  horas ; 


IMITATIONS   OF   HORACE. 


The  play  ftands  ftill ;  damn  action  and  difcourfe, 

Back  fly  the  fcenes,  and  enter  foot,  (*)  and  horfe  ; 

Pageants  on  pageants,  in  long  order  drawn, 

Peers,  heralds,  bifnops,  ermin,  gold  and  lawn  ; 

The  champion  tno  !  and,  to  complete  the  jeft, 

Old  Edward's  armour  beams  on  (Jibber's  breaft. 

With  (/)  laughter  fure  Democritushaddy'd, 

Had  he  beheld  an  audience  gape  fo  wide. 

Let  bear  or  ; '  g)  elephant  be  e'er  fo  white, 

The  people,  fure,  the  people  are  the  fight ! 

Ah,  lucklefs  (/-»)  poet '.  ftretch  thy  lungs  and  roar, 

That  bear  or  elephant  fhall  heed  thee  more  ; 

While  all  its  (/)  throats  the  gallery  extends, 

And  all  the  thunder  of  the  pic  afcends  ! 

Loud  as  the  wolves,  on  (£)  Orca's  ftormy  fteep, 

Howl  to  the  roarings  of  the  northern  deep. 

Such  is  the  fhout,  the  long-applauding  note, 

At  Q^iin's  high  plume,  or  Oldfield's  (/)  petticoat ; 

Or  when  from  court  a  birth-day  fuit  beftow'd, 

Sinks  the  (m)  loft  actcr  in  the  tawdry  load. 

Booth  enters — hark  '.  the  univerfal  peal ! 

"  But  has  he  fpoken  ?"  Not  a  fyllable. 

What  fhnok  the  ftage,  and  made  the  people  ftare  ? 

(«)  Cato's  long  wig,  fiower'd  gown,  and  lacquer'd 

chair. 

Yet,  left  you  think  I  rally  more  than  teach, 
Or  praife  malignly  arts  I  cannot  reach, 
Let  me  for  once  prefume  t'  inftrucT:  the  times, 
To  know  the  poet  from  the  man  of  rhymes : 
'Tis  he  (o)  who  gives  my  breaft  a  thoufand  pains, 
Can  make  me  feel  each  paffton  that  he  feigns  ; 
Enrage,  compofe,  with  more  than  magic  art ; 
With  pity,  and  with  terror,  tear  my  heart ; 
And  fnatch  me,  o'er  the  earth,  or  through  the  air, 
To  Thebes,  to  Athens,  when  he  will,  and  where. 


Dum  fugiunt  (e)  equitum  turmae,  peditumque  ca- 

tervae  : 

Mox  trahitur  manibus  regum  fortuna  retortis  ; 
Effeda  feftinant,  pilenta,  petorrita,  naves ; 
Captivum  portatur  ebur,  captiva  Corinthus. 
(/)  Si  foret  in  terris,  rideret  Democritus;  feu 
Diverfum  confufa  genus  panthera  camelo, 
Sive  (g)  elephas  albus  vulgi  converteret  ora. 
Speclarct  populum  ludis  attentius  ipfis, 
Ut  fibi  praebentem  mimo  fpedacula  plura : 
Scriptores  autem  (b]  narrare  putaret  afello 
Fabellam  furdo.  nam  quae  (i)  pervincere  voces 
Evaluere  fonum,  referunt  quern  noftra  theatra  ? 
(k]  Garganum  mugire  putes  nemus,  aut  mare  Tuf- 

cum. 

Tanto  cum  ftrepitu  ludi  fpeclantur,  et  artes, 
(/)  Divitiaeque   peregrinae :    quibus   (m)    oblitus 

aclor 

Cum  fletit  in  fcena,  concurrit  dextera  laevae. 
Dixit  adhuc  aliquid  ?  nil  fane.  Quid  placet  ergo  ? 
(«)  Lana  Tarentino  violas  imitata  vene-no. 
Ac  ne  forte  putes  me,  quae  facere  ipfe  recufem, 
Cum  rede  traclent  alii,  laudare  maligne  : 
I  lie  per  extentum  funem  mihi  poffe  videtur 
Ire  poeta;  (o)  meum  qui  pedus  inaniter  angit, 
lrritat,rnulcet,  falfis  terronbu*  implet, 
Ut  magus ;  et  modo  me  Thebis,  modo  ponit  Athc- 

sis,  4. 


(p*)  But  not  this  part  of  the  poetic  fiate 
Alone,  deferves  the  favour  of  the  great  : 
Think  of  thofe  authors.  Sir,  who  would  rely 
More  on  a  reader's  fenfe,  than  gazer's  eye. 
Or  who  :T::ill  wander  where  the  mules  fmg  ? 
Who  climb  their  mountain,  or  who  tafte  th«if 

fpring  ? 

How  fhall  we  fill  a  (y)  library  with  wit, 
When  Merliu's  cave  is  half  unfurnifh'd  yet  ? 

My  liege  '.  why  writers  little  claim  your  thought, 
I  guefs;  and,  with  their  leave,  will  tell  the  faulc  : 
We  (r)  poets  are  (upon  a  poet's  word) 
Of  all  mankind,  the  creatures  mod  abfurd  : 
The  (j)  feafon,  when  to  come,  and  when  to  go, 
To  fing,  or  ccafe*  to  fmg,  we  never  know ; 
And  if  we  will  recite  nine  hours  in  ten, 
You  lofe  your  patience  juft  like  other  men. 
Then  too  we  hurt  ourfelves,  when,  to  defend 
A  (0  fingle  verfe,  we  quarrel  with  a  friend; 
Repeat  («)  unafk'd;  (<y)  lament,  the  wit's  too  fine 
For  vulgar  eyes,  and  point  out  every  line  ; 
But  moft,  when,  {training  with  too  weak  a  wing, 
We  needs  will  write  epiftles  to  the  king  ; 
And  (x)  from  the  moment  we  oblige  the  town, 
ExpecT:  a  place,  or  penfion  from  the  crown ; 
Or,  dubb'd  hiftorians  by  exprefs  command, 
T'  enroll  your  triumphs  o'er  the  feas  and  land, 
Be  call'd  to  court  to  plan  fome  work  divine, 
As  once  for  Louis,  Boileau,  and  Racine. 

Yet  (j)  think,  great  Sir  !  (fo  many  virtues  fhovrn) 
Ah,  think,  what  poet  beft  may  make  them  known  ? 
Or  choofe  at  leaft  fome  minifter  of  grace, 
Fit  to  beftow  the  (z)  laureat's  weighty  place. 

(a)  Charles,  to  late  times  to  be  tranfmitied  fair, 
Affign'd  his  figure  to  Bernini's  care; 


(f]  Verum  age,  et  his,  qui  fe  lectori  credere  ma 

lunt, 

Quam  fpeclatoris  faftidia  ferre  fuperbi,          [nuw 
Cura  impende  brevem :  fi  (y)  manus  Apolline  dig- 
Vis  complere  libris;  et  vatibus  addere  calcar, 
\Jt  ftadio  majore  petant  Hclicona  virentem. 

(r)  Multa  quidem  nobis  facimus  mala  faepe  poo 

tae, 

(Ut  vineta  egomet  caedam  mea)  cum  tibi  librum 
(s)  Solicito  damus,  aut  feffo  :  eum  laediaiur,  (f) 

unum 

Si  quis  amicorum  eft  aufus  reprendere  verfum  : 
Cum  loca  jam  (u)  recitata  revolvimus  irrevocati  i 
Cum  (•»)  larnentaniur  non  apparere  labores 
Noftros,  et  tenui  dedu&a  poemata  filo  :  [que 

Cum  (a)  fperamus  eo  rem  venturam,  ut,  fimul  at- 
Carmina  refcieris  nos  fingere,  commodus  ultro 
Arceffas,  et  egere  vetes,  et  fcribere  cogas. 
Sed  tamen  eft  (y)  operae  pretium  cognofcere,  qualcj 
Aedituos  habeat  belli  fpeclata  domique 
Virtus,  (z)  indigno  non  committenda  poetae. 
(a)  Gratus  Alexandro  regi  Magno  fuit  illc 
Choerilus,  incultis  qui  verfibus  et  male  natis 
Rettulit  acceptos,  regale  numifma,  Philippos. 
Sed  ve'.uti  traclata  notam  labemque  remittuoft 
Atramenta,  fere  fcriptores  carmine  foedo 
Splendida  fa<5la  linunt.  idem  rex  ille,  poem* 
C^ui  tarn  ridiculum  um  care  prodigus  eraic, 


iji 


And  •(*)  great  Naffau  to  Kneller's  hand  decreed 
To  fix  him  graceful  on  the  bounding  ftefid ; 
So  well  in  paint  and  ftone  they  judg'd  of  merit : 
But  kings  in  wit  may  want  difcerning  fpirit. 
The  hero  William,  and  the  martyr  Charles, 
One   knighted   Blackmore,   and  one  penfion'd 

Quarles ; 

Which  made  old  Ben  and  furly  Dennis  fwcSr^ 
•«  No  lord's  anointed,  but  a  (<:)  Ruflian  bear." 
Not  with  fuch  (</)  majefty,  fuch  bold  relief, 
The  forms  ang  jft,  of  king,  or  conquering  chief, 
E'er  fwell'd  on  marble ;  as  in  verfe  have  fhin'd 
(In  polifh'd  verfe)  the  manners  and  the  mind. 
Oh  1  could  1  mount  on  the  Mseonian  wing, 
Your  (?)  arms,  your  actions,  your  repofe  to  fmg ; 
What  (/)  feas  you  travers'd,  and  what  fields  you 

fought ! 

Your  country's  peace,  how  oft,  how  dearly  bought ! 
How  (g)  barbarous  rage  fubfided  at  your  word, 
And  nations  vvonder'd  while   they   dropp'd  the 

fword  ! 

How,  when  you  nodded,  o'er  the  land  and  deep, 
(£)  Peace  ftole  her  wing,  and  wrapp'd  the  world 

in  fleep ; 

Till  earth's  extremes  your  meditation  own, 
And  («')  Afia's  tyrants  tremble  at  your  throne — 
But  (*)  verfe,  alas!  your  majefty  difdains  j 
And  I'm  not  us'd  to  panegyric  ftrarns  : 
The  zeal  of  (/)  fools  often d.s  at  any  time, 
But  moft  of  all,  the  zeal  of  fools  in  rhyme. 
Betides,  a  fate  attends  on  all  1  write, 
That  when  I  aim  at  praife,  they  fay  (OT)  I  bite. 
A  vile  («)  encomium  doubly  ridicules  : 
There's  nothing  blackens  like  the  ink  of  fools. 


Edifto  vetait,  ne  quis  fe  praeter  Apellem 

Pingeret,  aut  alius  Lyfippo  duceret  aera 

Fords  (i>)  Alexandri  vultum  fimulantia.  quod  fi 

Jodicium  fubtile  videndis  artibus  illud 

Ad  libros  et  ad  haec  Mufarum  dona  vocares; 

(e)  Boeotum  in  craffo  jurares  acre  natum. 

[At  neque  dedecorant  tua  de  fe  judicia,  atque 
Jblunera  quae  multa  dantis  cum  laude  tulerunt, 
I)ilei5ti  tibi  Virgilius  Variufque  poetae;] 

Nee  magis  expreffi  (d)  vultus  per  aheuea  figna, 
Quam  per  vatis  opus  mores  animique  virorum 
Clarorum  apparent,  nee  fermones  ego  mallera 
Repcntes  per  hunaum,  (?)  quam  res  componere 

geftas, 

Terrarumque  (/)  fitus  et  flumina  dicere,  et  arces 
Montibus  impolitas,  et  (g]  barbara  regna,  tuiique 
Aufpiciistotum  (i]  confeda  duellaper  orbem, 
Clauttraque  (£)  cuftodem  pacis  cohibentia  Janum, 
lit  («)  ibrmidatam  Parthi?,  te  principe,  Romam  : 
Hi  quantum  cuperem,  pofleni  quoque.  fed  ntquc 

par v urn 

(I)  Carmen  majeftas  recipit  tua  ;  nee  meus  audet 
Rem.tentare  pudor,  quam  vires  ferre  recufent. 
Sedulitas  autem  (/}  ftulte,  quern  diligit,  urget; 
Praecipue  eum  fe  numeris  comniendat  et  arte. 
Difcit  cnim  citius,  meminitque  libentius  illud 
Quod  quis  (m)  deridct,  quam  quod  probat  et  vene- 

ratur.  [fido 

Nil  nwor  (n)  ojEcium,  quod  me  gravat :  ac  ns 


f  H  E    WORKS    Or*   P  0  i»  fi. 

If  true,  a  (o)  woful  likenefs  ;  and  i 

"  Praife  undeferv'd  isfcandal  in  difguife  :" 

Well  may  he  ( p)  blufh,  who  gives  it,  or  recci 

And  when  I  flatter,  let  my  dirty  leaves 

(Like  journals,  odes,  and  fuch  forgotten  things 

As-Eufden,  Philips,  fettle,  writ  of  kings) 

(f )  Clothe  fpice,  like  trunks,  or  fluttering  in  a  row, 

Befringe  the  rails  of  Bedlam  and  Soho. 


Trf  (i)  pejus  vultu  proponi  cereus  ufquam, 

Nee  prave  fadis  decorari  veffibus  opto  : 

Ne  (/>)  rubeam  pingui  donatus  munere,  et  una 

Cum  fcriptore  meo  capfa  porredtus  aperta, 

(7)  Deferar  in  vicum  vendentem  thus  et  odores, 

Et  piper,  et  quicquid  chartis  amicitur  incptis. 


BOOR   II.    EPISTLE    II. 
Ludenth  fftciem  dabit,  et  torquebitur.     HoR. 

DEAR    Col'nel,  Cohham's    and    your   country's 

friend  ! 

You  love  a  verfe,  take  fuch  as  I  can  fend. 
(4)  A  Frenchman  comes,  prefents  you  with  hi? 

boy, 

Bows,  and  begins — €«  This  lad,  Sir,  is  of  Blois ; 
"  Obferve  his  fhape  how  clean  \  his  locks  how* 

"  curl'd  ! 

"  My  only  fon;  I'd  have  him  fee  the  world: 
"  His  French  is  pure;    his  voice  too — you  fhall 

41  hear. 

"  Sir,  he's  your  flave,  for  twenty  pound  a-year. 
«*  Mere  wax  as  yet,  you  fafhion  him  with  cafe, 
"  Your  barber,  cook,  upholfterer,  what  you  pleafe : 
"  A  perfe«5t  genius  at  an  opera  fong— 
"  To  fay  too  much,  might  do  my  honour  wrong. 
"  Take  him  with  all  his  virtues,  on  my  word; 
"  His  whole  ambition  was  to  ferve  a  lord: 
"  But,  Sir  to  you,  with  what  would  I  not  part  * 
"  Though  faith,  I  fear,  'twill  break  his  mother'* 

"  heart. 


EPISTOLA     11. 

FLORE,  bono  claroque  fidelis  amice  Ncroni, 

(i)  Si  quis  forte  velit  puerum  tibi  venderc  natum? 

Tibure  vel  Gabiis,  et  tecum  fie  agat :  "  Hie  ct 

"  Candidus,  et  talos  a  vertice  pulcher  ad  imos, 

"  Fiet  eritque  tuus  nummorum  millibus  oiStoj- 

"  Yerna  minifteriis  ad  nutus  aptos  herile» ; 

"  Litterulis  Graecis  imbutus,  idoneus  arti 

*'  Cuilibet :   argilla  quidvis  imitaberis  uda  : 

"  Quin  etiam  canet  indo&um,  fed  duke  bibenti. 

"  Multa  fidem  promiila  levant,  uhi  plenius  acqur* 

"  Laudat  venales,  qui  vult  eitrudcre,  merces. 

"  Res  urget  me  nulla :  meo  fum  pauper  in 

"  Nemo  hoc  mangonum  faceret  tibi :  non  tcmerc' 

"  a  me 

"  Quivls  ferret  idem  :  femel  hie  ceflavit,  e:  (u* 
"  In  fcalis  latuit  metuens  pendentis  habenae  : 
"  I>es  rwmn&y,  ciccpia  nihil  te  ft  faga  1^    I 


IMITATIONS   OF  HO  RAGS. 


"  Once  (and  but  once)  1  caught  him  in  a  lie, 
"  And  thtn,  unwhipp'd,  he  had  the  grace  to  cry  : 
*  The  fault  he  ha*  I  fairly  fhall  reveal, 
"  (Could  you  o'erlook  but  that)  it  is,  to  fteal." 

(f)  If,  after  this,  you  took  the  graceful  lad, 
Could  you  complain, my  friend,  he  prov'd  fo  bad  ? 
Faith,  in  fuch  cafe,  if  you  fhould  profecute, 
I  think  Sir  Godfrey  fhould  decide  the  fuit  : 
Who  fent  the  thief  that  ftole  the  cafh,away, 
And  punifh'd  him  that  put  it  in  his  way. 

(d)  Confider  then,  and  judge  me  in  this  light; 
I  toid  you  when  I  went,  I  could  not  write; 
You  faid  the  fame ;  and  are  you  difcontent 
With  laws,  to  which  you  gave  your  own  ailent  ? 
Nay  worfe,  to  aflc  for  verfc  at  fuch  a  time  1 
D'ye  think  me  good  for  nothing  but  to  rhyme  ? 

(»)  In  Anna's  wars,  a  foldier  poor  and  old 
Had  dearly  earn'd  a  little  purfe  of  gold  : 
Tir'd  with  a  tedious  march,  one  lucklefs  night, 
Jie  flept,  poor  dog  1  and  loft  it,  to  a  doit, 
This  put  the  man  in  fuch  a  defperate  mind,         "^ 
Between  revtuge,  and  grief,  and  hunger  join'd,  > 
Againft  the  foe,  himfelf,  and  all  mankind,          J 
He  leap'd  the  trenches,  fcal'd  a  caftle-wall, 
Tore  down  a  ftandard,  took  the  fort  and  all. 
"  Prodigious  well  1"  his  great  commander  cry'd, 
Gave  him  much  praife,  and  fome  reward  befide. 
Next,  pleas'd  his  excellence  a  town  tt>  batter 
(It*  name  1  know  not,  and  'tis  no  great  matter)  ; 
"  Go  on,  my  friend,  (he  cry'd)  fee  yonder  walls ! 
"  Advance  and  conquer  !  go  where  glory  calls  1 
*'  More  honours,  more  rewards,  attend  the  brave." 
Don't  you  remember  what  reply  he  gave  ? 
"  D'ye  think  me,  noble  general,  fuch  a  lot  ? 
a  Let  him  take  caftles  wh«.;  has  ne'er  a  groat." 

(/)  Bred  up  at  home,  full  early  I  begun 
To  read  in  Greek  the  wrath  of  Peleus'  fon. 


(*)  Hie  ferat  pretium,  poenae  fecurus,  opinor. 
Prudens  emifti  viriofum  :  didla  tibi  eft  lex. 
Infequeris  tamen  hunc,  et  lite  moraris  iniqua. 

(d)  Dixi  me  pigrum  proficifcenti  tibi,  dixi 
Talibus  r  fficiis  prope  mancum  ;  ne  mea  faevus 
Jurgares  ad  te  quod  epiftola  nulla  veniret. 
Quid  turn  jirofeci,  mecum  facientia  jura 
Si  tamen  attentas  ?  quereris  fuper  hoc  etiam,  quod 
Expc6lata  tibi  non  mittam  carmina  mendax. 
.    (r)  Luculli  miles  collecla  viatica  multis 
Aerumnis,  laflus  dum  no<5tu  ftertit,  ad  aflem 
Perdiderat :  poft  hoc  vehemens  lupus,  ct  fibi  et 

hofli 

Iratus  pariter,  jejunis  dentibus  acer, 
Praefidiutn  regale  loco  dejecit,  ut  aiunt, 
Summe  manito,  et  multarum  divite  rerum. 
Clarus  ob  id  fadum,  donis  ornatur  honeftis, 
Accipit  et  bis  dena  fuper  feftertia  nummum. 
Forte  fub  hoc  tempus  caftellum  evertere  praetor 
Nefcio  quod  cupiens,  hcrtari  coepit  eundem  [tem  : 
Verbis,  quae  timido  quoque  poffent  addere  men- 
1,  bone,  quo  virtus  tua  te  vocat  :  i  pede  faufto, 
Grandia  laturus  meritorum  praernia  :  quid  ftas  ? 
Poft  haec  ille  catus,  quantumvis  rufticus,  "  Ibit, 
"  Ibit  eo.  quo  vis,  qui  zonam  perdidit,  inquit." 

(/)  Ro»ae  Rutriri  mihi  contigit  *t£ue  doceii,    i 


'5* 


Befides,  my  father  taught  me  from  a.  lad, 

The  better  art  to  know  the  good  from  bad  : 

(And  little  fure  imported  to  remove, 

To  hunt  for  truth  in  Maudlin's  learned  grove.) 

But  knottier  points,  we  knew  not  half  fo  well, 

Depriv'd  us  foon  of  our  paternal  cell; 

And  certain  laws,  by  fufferers  thought  unjuft, 

Deny'd  allpofts  of  profit  or  of  truft  : 

Hopes  after  hopes  of  pious  Papifts  fail'd,     [vail'd. 

While   mighty    William's    thundering  arm  pre~ 

For  right  hereditary  tax'd  and  fin'd, 

He  /luck  to  poverty  with  peace  of  mind  ; 

And  me,  the  mules  help'd  to  undergo  it; 

Convict  a  Papift  he,  and  I  a  poet. 

But  (thanks  to  Homer)  hence  I  live  and  thrive/ 

Indebted  to  no  prince  or  peer  alive, 

Sure  I  fhould  want  the  care  of  ten  Monroes, 

If  I  would  fcribble,  rather  than  repoie. 

(g)    Years  following    years,    Heal  fomething 

every  day, 

At  laft  they  fteal  \i?  from  ourfelves  away  ; 
In  one  our  frolics,  one  amufements  end, 
In  one  a  miftrefs  drops,  in  one  a  friend  : 
This  fubtle  thief  of  life,  this  paltry  time, 
What  will  it  leave  me,  if  it  fnatch  my  rhyme  ? 
If  every  wheel  of  that  unweary'd  null, 
That  turn'd  ten  thoufand  verfes,  now  ftands  ilill  ? 

(/»)  But  after  all,  what  would  you  have  me  do  I 
When  out  of  twenty  I  can  pleafe  not  two  ; 
When  this  heroics  only  deigns  to  praifo, 
Sharp  fatire  that,  and  that  Pindaric  lays  ? 
One  likes  the  pheafant's  wing, and  one  the  leg- 
The  vulgar  boil,  the  learned  roaft  an  egg. 
Hard  tafk  !  to  hit  the  palate  of  fuch  guefts, 
When  Oldfield  loves  what  Dartineuf  Uetefts. 

(i)  But  grant  1  may  relapfe,  for  want  of  grace. 
Again  to  rhyme :  can  London  be  the  place  ? 


Iratus  Graiis  quantum  nocuiffet  Achilles. 
Adjecere  bonae  paulo  plus  artis  Athenae*: 
Scilicet  ut  poflem  curvo  dignofcere  redtum 
Atque  inter  fylvas  academi  quaerere  verum*. 
Dura  fed  emovere  loco  me  tempora  grato ; 
Civilifque  rudem  belli  tulit  acflus  in  arma," 
Caefaris  Augufti  non  refponfura  lacertis. 
Unde  fimul  primum  me  demifere  Philippi, 
Decifis  humilem  pennis,  inopemque  paterni 
Et  laris  et  fundi,  paupcrtas  impulit  audax 
Ut  verfus  facerem  :  led,  quod  non  defit,  habentem 
Quae  poterunt  unquam  fatis  expurgare  cicutae 
Ni  melius  dormire  putem,  quam  fcribere  verfus  ? 

(g)  Singula  de  nobis  anni  praedantur  euntcs-  * 
Eripuere  jocos,  venerem,  convivia,  ludum  ; 
Tcndunc  extorquere  poemata.  quid  faciam  vis  ? 

(b)  Denique  non  omnes  eadem  mirantur  amant- 

que. 

Carmine  tu  gaude»:  hie  deledatur  iambis- 
Ille  Bioneis  fermonibus,  et  fale  nigro. 
Tres  mihi  convivae  prope  diflentire  videntur, 
Pofcentes  vario  multum  diverfa  palato.        [alter- 
Quid  dem  ?  quid  non  dem  ?  renuis  quod  tu,  jubei 
Quod  petis,  id  fane  eft  invifum  acidumque  duobus, 

(i)  Praeter  caetera  me  Romae  ne  poemata  cen-' 
fe  3 


THE   WORKS   OF   POPE. 


Who  there  his  nmfe,  or  felf,  or  foul  attends, 

Ip  crowds,  and  courts,  law,  bufinefs,  feafts,  and 

friends  ? 

My  counfel  fends  to  execute  a  deed  : 
A  poet  begs  me  I  will  hear  him  read  : 
In  Palact-yard  at  nine  you'll  find  me  there — 
At  ten,  for  certain,  Sir,  in  Bloomlbury-fquare— 
Before  the  Lords  at  twelve  my  caufe  conies  on — 
There's  a  rehearfal,  Sir,  exadl  at  one — 
*'  Oh  but  a  wit  can  ftudy  in  the  ftreets, 
"  And  raife  his  mind  above  the  mob  he  meets." 
&ot  quite  fo  well  however  as  one  ought; 
A  hackney-coach  may  chance  to  fpoil  a  thought ; 
And  then  a  nodding  beam,  or  pig  of  lead, 
God  knows,  may  hurt  the  very  ableft  head. 
Have  you  not  feen,  at  Guildhall's  narrow  pafs, 
Two  Aldermen  difp.ute  it  with  an  afs  ? 
And  peers  give  way,  exalted  as  they  are, 
Ev'n  to  their  own  f-r-v — nee  in  a  car  ? 

(j£)  Go,  lefty  poet!  and  in  fuch  a  crowd, 
Sing  thy  fonorous  verfe — but  not  aloud. 
Alas  !  to  grottoes  and  to  groves  we  run, 
To  eafe  and  filence,  every  mufe's  fon  : 
Blackmore  himfelf,  for  any  grand  effort, 
Would  drink  and  doze  at  Tooting  or  Earl's  Court. 
How  {hall  I  rhyme  in  this  eternal  roar  ? 
How  match  the  bards  whomnon  e  e'er  match'd 
before? 

(/)  The  man,  who,  ftretch'd  in  Ifis'  calm  re- 
treat, 

To  books  and  ftudy  gives  feven  years  complete, 
See,  ftrow'd  with  learned  duft,  his  nightcap  on, 
He  walks,  an  objed:  new  beneath  the  fun  ! 
The  boys  flock  round  him, and  the  people  ftare  : 
So  ftiff,  fo  niute  !  fame  ftatue  you  would  fwear, 
Stepp'd  from  its  pedeftal  to  take  the  uir ! 


Scrlbere  poffe,  inter  tot  curas  totque  labores  ? 
Hie  fponfum  vocat,  hie  auditum  fcripta,  reli&is 
Omnibus  officiij :  cubat  hie  in  colle  Quirini, 
Hie  extreme  in  Aventino  ;  vifendus  uterque. 
Intervalla  vides  humane  commoda.     "  Verum 
"  Purae  funt  platea,  nihil  ut  medhantibus  ob- 

ftet." 

leflinat  calidus  mnlis  gerulifque  redemtor  : 
Toi|uet  nunc  lapidem,  nunc  ingens  machina  tig- 

num : 

Triftia  robuftis  ludantur  funera  plauftris : 
Hac  rabiofa  fugit  canis,  hac  lutulenta  ruit  fus. 
(*)  I  nunc,  et  verfus  tecum  medicare  canoros. 
Scriptorum  chorus  omnis  amat  nemus,  et  fueit 

urbes, 

Rite  cliens  Bacchi,  fomno  gaudentis  et  umbra. 
Tu  me  inter  ftrepitus  nodurnos  atque  diurnos 
Vis  canere,  et  contract  fequi  yeftigia  vatum  ? 
(/)  Ingenium,  fibi  quod  vacua*  defumflt  Athe- 

nas, 

3Et  ftudiis  annos  feptem  dedit,  infenuitque 
Ljbris  et  curis,  ftatua  taciturnius  exit 
Plerumque,  et  rifu  populum  quatit ;  hie  ego  re- 
rum 

yiu&ibus  in  mediis,  et  tempeftatibus  urbis, 
Vcrba  lyrae  motura  fonum  conneftere  digner  ? 


And  here,  while  town,  and  court,  and  city  roar 
With  mobs,  and  duns,  and  foldiers,  at  their 
Shall  I,  in  London,  aft  this  idle  part  ? 
Competing  fongs.  for  fools  to  get  by  heart  ? 

(CT)  The  temple  late  two  brother  fergeants 
Who  deem'd  each  other  oracles  of  law! 
With  equal  talents,  thefe  congenial  fouls, 
One  lull'd  th'  Exchequer,   and  one  flunn'd  the 

rolls ; 

Each  had  a  gravity  would  make  you  fplir, 
And  (honk  his  head  at  Murray,  as  a  wit. 
'Twas,  "  Sir.  your  law" — and  "  Sir,  your 

"  quence,"  [fcnfc 

"  Yours,  C«wper's  manner — and  yours,  Tall 

(«)  Thus  we  difpole  of  all  poetic  merit, 
Yours  Milton's  genius,  and  mine  Homer's  fjiir 
Call   Tibbald  Shakefpeare,   and  he'll  fwear 

Nine, 

Dear  Gibber  !  never  match'd  one  ode  of  thine. 
Lord !  how  we  ftrut  through  Merlin's  cave,  to  ! 
No  poets  there,  but  Stephen,  you,  and  me. 
Walk  with  refpe<5t  behind,  while  we  at  eafe 
Weave  laurel  crowns,  and  take  what  names 

pleafe. 

"  My  dear  Tibullus !"  if  that  will  not  do, 
"  Let  me  be  Horace,  and  be  Ovid  you  ! 
"  Or,  I'm  content,  allow  me  Dryden's  drains, 
"  And  you  (hall  rife  up  Otway  for  your  pains." 
Much  do  I  fuffer,  much  to  keep  in  peace 
This  jealous,  wafpifh,  wrong-head,  rhyming  racej 
And  much  muft  flatter,  if  the  whim  fhould  bite 
To  court  applaufe  by  printing  what  F  write  : 
But  let  the  fit  pafs  o'er,  I'm  wife  enough 
To  flop  my  ears  to  their  confounded  (luff. 

(«)  In  vain,  bad  rhymers  all  mankind  rejeA, 
They  treat  themfelves  with  moft  profound  refpedt ; 
'Tis  to  fmall  purpofe  that  you  hold  your  tongue, 
Eachprais'd  within,  is  happy  all  day  long  : 


(w)  Prater  erat  Romae  confulti  rhetor  ;  ut  alter 
Alterius  fermone  meros  audiret  honores  : 
Gracchus  ut  hie  illi  foret,  huic  ut  Mucius  ille. 
Qui  niinus  argutos  vcxat  furor  ifte  poetas  ? 
(n)  Carmina  compono,  hie  elegos ;  mirabile  vifu, 
Caelatumque  novem  Mufis  opus,  afpice  primum, 
Quanto  cum  faflu,  quanto  molimine  circum- 
fpe&emus  vacuam  Romanis  vatibus  aedenu 
Mox  etiam  (li  forte  vacas)  fcquere.et  procuiaudi, 
Q^id  ferat,  et  quare  fibi  neclat  uterque  coronam. 
Caedimar.et  totideni  plagisconfumimus  hofterh, 
Lenco  Sainnites  ad  lumina  prima  duello. 
Difcedo  Alcaeus  pundto  illius ;  ille  meo  quJs  ? 
Quis,  nifi  Callimachus?  fi  plus  adpofcere  vifus: 
Fit  Mimnernms,  et  optivo  cognomine  crefcit. 
Multa  fero,  ut  placem  genus  irritabile  vatum, 
Cum  fcribo,  et  fupplex  populi  fufTragia  capto  : 
ldem,finitis  ftudiis,  et  mente  rtcepta, 
Ohturem  patulasimpune  k-gentibus  aures. 

(o)  Ridentur   mala  qui   componunt  carmina  : 

vcrum 

Gaudet  fcribentes,  et  fe  venerantur,  et  ultro, 
Si  taceas,  laudant;  quio'quid  fcripfere,  bead. 
At  qui  legitimum  cupiet  fecifie  pcenia, 
Cum  tabulis  animum  cenforis  fumet  honcfli : 


IMITATIONS   OF   HORACE. 


But  bow  feverely  with  themfelves  proceed 
The  men,  *ho  write  fuch  verfe  as  we  can  read  ? 
Their  own  ftri6l  judges,  not  a  word  they  fpare, 
That  v/ants  or  force,  or  light,  or  weight,  or  care, 
Howe'er  unwillingly  it  quits  its  place, 
Nay  though  at  Court  (perhaps)  it  may  find  grace: 
Such  they'll  degrade  ;  and  fometimes,  in  its  ftead, 
(p)  Iri  downright  charity  revive  the  dead ; 
Mark  where  a  bold,  exprefiiye  phrafe  appears, 
Bright  through  the  rubbiih  of  fome  hundred  years; 
Command  old  words  that  long  have  flept,  to  wake, 
Words,  that  wile  Bacon,  or  brave  Raleigh  fpake ; 
Or  bid  the  new  be  Englilh,  ages  hence, 
(For  ufe  will  father  what's  begot  by  fenfe) 
Pour  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along,  "Y 

Serenely  pure,  and  yet  divinely  ftrnng, 
Rich  with  the  treafures  of  each  foreign  tongue!  j 
Prune  the  luxuriant,  the  uncouth  refine, 
But  {how  no  mercy  to  an  empty  line  : 
Then  polilh  all,  with  fo  much  life  and  eafe, 
You  think  'tis  nature,  and  a.  knack  to  pleafie  : 
"  But  eafe  in  writing  flows  from  art,  not  chanoe; 
*'  Asthofemove  eaficft  who  have  learn'd  to  dance." 
(7)  If  fuch  the  phgue  and  pains  to  write  by  rule, 
Better  (fay  I)  be  pleas'd,  and  play  the  fool ; 
Call,  if  you  will,  bad  rhyming  a  difeafe, 
It  gives  men  happinefs,  or  leaves  them  eafe. 
There  liv'd  in  primo  Georgii  (they  record) 
A  worthy  member,  nofmall  fool,  a  lord; 
Who,  though  the  houfe  was  up,  delighted  fate, 
Heard,  noted,  anfwer'd,  as  in  full  debate  : 
In  all  but  this,  a  man  of  fober  life, 
Fond  of  his  friend,  and  civil  to  his  wife ; 
Not  quite  a  madman,  though  a  pafty  fell; 
And  much  too  wife  to  walk  into  a  well. 
Him,  the  damn'd  doctors  and  his  friends-  immur'd, 
They  bled,  they  cupp'd,  they  purg'd ;  in  Ihort, 

they  cur'd : 

Whereat  the  gentleman  began  to  flare — 
My  friends  !  he  cry'd,  p — x  take  you  for  your  care  ! 
That  from  a  patriot  of  diftinguilh'd  note, 
Hdve  bled  and  purg'd  me  to  a  fimple  vote. 


Audebit  quaecunque  parum  fplendoris  habeburit, 
Et  fine  pondere  erunt,  et  honore  indigna  ferentur, 
Verba  movere  loco  ;  quamvis  invita  recedant, 
Et  verfentur  adhuc  intra  penetralia  Veftae  : 
(  p}  Obfcurata  diu  populo  bonus  eruet,  atque 
Proferet  in  lucem  fpeciofa  vocabula  rerum, 
<  >uae  prifcis  memorata  Catonihus  atque  Cethegis, 
li'.trc  fitus  informis  premit  et  deferta  vetuftas; 
.  Vdicifcet  nova,  quae  genitor  produxerit  ufus  : 
Vehemens  et  iiquidus,  puroqtie  firnillimus  amni, 
Fundet  opes,  Latiumque  beabit  divite  lingua  : 
Luxunantia  compefcet :  nimis  afpera  fano 
Levabit  cultu,  virtute  carentia  toilet : 
Laudemisfpeciem  dabit,  torquebitur,ut  qtii 
Nunc  Satyrum,  nunc  agreftem  Cyclopamovetur. 
(y)  Praetulerim  fcriptor  delirus  inerfque  videri, 
Dum  mea  dele&ent  mala  me,  vel  denique  fallant, 
Quam  fapere,  et  ringi.     Fuit  hand  ignobilis  argis, 
Qui  fe  credebat  miros  audire  tragoedos, 
In  vacuo  laetus  feffor  plaulorque  theatre  : 
Cactera  qui  vitae  lervartt  munia  rt&o 
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(r)  Well,  on  the  whole,  plain  profc  muft  be  my 

fate  : 

Wifdom  (curfe  on  it)  will  come  foon  or  late. 
There  is  a  time  when  poets  will  grow  dull : 
I'll  e'en  leave  verfes  to  the  boys  at  fchool : 
j  To  rules  of  poetry  no  more  confin'd, 
I  I'll  learn  to  fmooth  and  harmonife"  my  mind, 
|  Teach  every  thought  within  its  bounds  to  rollr 
And  keep  the  equal  meafure  of  the  foul. 

(s)  Soon  as  I  enter  at  my  country  door, 
My  mind  refumes  the  thread  it  dropp'd  before- 
Thoughts  which  at  Hyde-park  corner  I  forgot^ 
Meet  and  rejoin  me,  in  the  penfive  grot. 
There  all  alone,  and  compliments  apart, 
I  afk  thefe  fober  queftions  of  my  heart.        [crave, 
(/)  If,  when  the  more  you  drink,  tha  more  you 
You  tell  the  doctor ;  when  the  more  you  have, 
The  more  you  want,  why  not  with  equal  eafe 
Confefs  as  well  your  folly,, as  difeafe  ? 
The  heart  refolves  this  matter  in  a  trice, 
"  Men  only  feel  the  fmart,  but  not  the  vice." 

(a)  When  golden  angels  ceafe  to  cure  the  evij, 
Yon  give  all  royal  witchcraft  to  the  devil : 
When  fervile  chaplains  cry,  that  birth  and  place 
Indue  a  peer  with  honour,  truth,  and  grace; 
Look  in  that  bread,  moft  dirty  Dean    be  fair, 
Say,  can  you  find  out  one  fuch  lodger  there  ? 
Yet  flill,  not  heeding  what  your  heart  can  teach, 
You  go  to  church  to  hear  thefe  flatterers  preach. 

Indeed,  could  wealth  bellow  or  wit  or 
A  grain  of  courage,  or  a  fpark  of  fpirit, 
The  wifeft  man  might  blufh.,1  muft  agree, 
If  D***  lov'd  fixpence,  more  than  he., 

(v}  If  there  be  truth  in  law,  and  ufe  can  g 
A  property,  that's  yours  on  which  you  live. 


More ;  bonus  fane  vicinus,  amabilis  hofpes, 
Comisin  uxorem  ?  poflet  qui  ignofcere  fervis, 
Et  figno  laefo  non  infanirc  lagenae  : 
Pofiec  qui  rupem,  et  puteum  vitare  patentem. 
Hie  ubi  cognatoTum  opibus  curifque  refectus, 
Expulit  elleboro  morbum  bilemque  meraco, 
Et  redit  ad  fefe  :  Pol  me  occidittis,  amici, 
Non  fervaftis,*  ait ;  cui  fie  extorta  voluptas, 
Et  demptus  per  vim  mentis  gratiffimus  error* 

(r)  Nimirum  fapere  eft  abjedis  utile  nugis, 
Et  tempeftivum  pueris  concedere  ludum  ; 
(s)  Ac  non  verba  fequi  fidibus  modulanda  Latinig, 
Sed  verae  numtrofque  modofque  edifcere  vitae. 
Quocirca  mecum  loquor  haec.  tacitufque  recordor  S 

(t)  Si  tibi  nulla  fitim  finiret  copia  lymphae, 
Narrares  medicis:  quod  quanto  plura  parafti, 
Tanto  plura  cupis,  nulline  faterier  audes  ? 

(«)  Si  vulnus  tibi  monftrata  radice  vel  herba 
Non  fieret  levius,  fugeres  radice  vel  herba 
Proficiehte  nihil  curarier  :  audicras,  cui 
Rem  Di  donarint,  ille  decedere  pravam 
Stultitiam;  et,  cum  fis  nihilo  fapientior,  ex  qu» 
Plenior  es,  tamenuteris  monitoribus  ifdem  ? 

At  fi  divitiae  prudentem  reddere  pollent, 
Si  CHpidum  timidumque  minus  te  :  nenjpe  luberes,- 
Viveret  in  terris,  te  fi  quis  avarior  uno. 
(<y)  Si  proprium  eft,  quod  quis  libra  mercatus  ct 
acre  eft, 


THE   WORKS    OF    POPI. 


Delightful  Ab«-court,  if  its  fields  afford 
Their  fruits  to  you,  confeffes  you  its  lord  : 
AllO)Wrorldly'shens,  nay,parrridge,fold  to  town, 
His  venifon  too,  a  guinea  makes  your  own  : 
He  bought  at  thoufands,  what  with  better  wit 
You  purchafe  as  you  want,  and  bit  by  bit ; 
Now,  or  long  fince,  what  difference  will  be  found  ? 
You  pay  a  penny,  and  he  paid  a  pound. 

(^r)  Heathcote  himfelf, and  fuch  large-acred  men, 
L'^rds  of  fat  E'fham,  or  of  Lincoln-fen, 
Bi>y  every  (lick  of  wood  that  lends  them  heat ; 
Buy  every  pullet  they  afford  to  eat. 
Yet  thefe  are  wights,  who  fondly  call  their  own 
Half  that  the  devil  o'erlooks  from  Lincoln-town. 
The  laws  of  God,  as  well  as  of  the  land, 
Abhor  a  perpetuity  fhould  (land  : 
3£ftates  have  wings,  and  hang  in  fortune's  power 
(*)  Loofe  on  the  point  of  every  wavering  hour, 
Ready,  by  force,  or  of  your  own  accord, 
33y  fale,  at  leaft  by  death,  to  change  their  lord. 
Man  ?  and  for  ever  ?  wretch  !  what  wouldil  thou 

have  ? 

Heir  urges  heir,  like  wave  impelling  wave. 
All  vaft  poffeflions  (juft  the  fame  the  cafe 
"Whether  you  call  them  villa,  park,  or  chafe) 
Alas,  my  Bathurft  1  what  will  they  avail  ? 
Join  Cotfwood's  hills  to  Saperton's  fair  dale, 
Let  rifing  granaries  and  temples  here, 
There  mingled  farms  and  pyramids  appear, 
Link  towns  to  towns  with  avenues  of  oak, 
Edclofe  whole  downs  in  walls,  'tis  all  a  joke  ! 
Inexorable  Death  (hall  level  all, 
Ai^i  trees,  and  ftones,  and  farms,  and  farmer  fall. 

^a)  Gold,  filver,  ivory,  vafes  fculptur'd  high, 
Paint,  marble,  gems,  and  robes  of  Pcrfian  dye, 


Quaedam  (fi  credis  confultis)  mancipat  ufus : 
Qui  te  pafcit  ager,  tuus  eft  ;  et  villicus  Orb?, 
Cum  fegetes  occat  tibi  mox  frumenta  daturus, 
Tc  dominum  fen  tit. 

(a?)  das  numtnos;  accipis  uvam, 
Fullos,  ova,  cadum,  temeti :  ncmpe  modo  iflo 
Paulatim  mercaris  agrum,  fortaffe  trecentis, 
Aut  etiam  fupra,  nummorum  millibus  emtum. 
Quid  refert,  vivas  numerate  nuper,  an  olim  ? 

( j)  Emtor  Aricini  quondam,  Veientis  et  arvi, 
lEmtum  coenat  olus,  quamvis  aliter  putat ;  emtis 
Sub  no6lem  gelidam  lignis  calefaclat  ahenum. 
Sed  vocat  ufque  fuum,  qua  pnpulus  ad  fua  certis 
Limitibus  dicina  refigit  jurgia  :  tanquam 
(z)  Sit  proprium  cuiquam,  pundlo  quod  mobilis 
horae,  [prema, 

Kunc  prcce,  nunc  pretio,  nunc  vi,  nunc  forte  fu- 
Permutet  dominos,  et  cedat  in  altera  jura. 

Sic,  quia  perpetuus  nulli  datur  ufus,  et  haeres 
Hacredem  alterius,  velut  unda  fupervenit  undam: 
Q,uid  vici  profunt,  aut  horrea  ?  quidve  Calabris 
Saltibus  adjedli  Lucani ;  fi  metit  Orcus 
Grandia  cum  parvis,  non  cxorabilis  auro  ? 

(a)  Gemmas,  marmor,  cbur,  Tyrrhena  figilla, 

tabellaj, 

Argentum,  veftes  Gaetulo  murice  tin&as, 
§unt  qui  eon  habea-nt ;  eft  -qui  »on  curat  habere. 


There  are  who  have  not — and  thank  heaven  tl 

are, 
Who,  if  they  have  not,  think  not  worth  their  cai 

(A)  Talk  what  you   wilt  of  tafte,  my  frici 

you'll  find 

Two  of  a  face,  as  foon  as  of  a  mind. 
Why,  of  two  brothers,  rich  and  reftlefs  one 
Ploughs,  burns,  manures,  and  toils  from  fun  to  fun  ; 
The  other  flights,  for-women,  fports,  and  wines, 
All  Townfhend's  turnips, andall  Grofvenor'sminet: 
Why  one  like  Bu —  with  pay  and  fcorn  content, 
Bows  and  votes  on,  in  court  and  parliament ; 
One,  driven  by  ftrong  benevolence  of  foul, 
Shall  fly,  like  Oglethorpe.  from  pole  to  pole  : 
Is  known  alone  to  rhat  Directing  Power, 
Who  forms  the  genius  in  the  natal  hour ; 
That  God  of  Nature,  who,  within  us  ftill, 
Inclines  our  action,  not  conftrains  our  will; 
Various  of  temper,  as  of  face  or  frame, 
Each  individual ;  his  great  end  the  fame. 

(*)  Yes,  Sir,  how  fmall  foever  be  my  heap , 
A  part  I  will  enjoy,  as  well  as  keep. 
My  heir  may  figh,  and  think  it  want  of  grace 
A  man  fo  poor  would  live  without  a  place  : 
But  fure  no  flatute  in  his  favour  fays, 
How  free,  or  frugal,  I  (hall  pafa  my  days : 
I,  who  at  fome  times  fpend,  at  others  fparc, 
Divided  between  careleffnefs  and  care. 
'Tis  one  thing  madly  to  difperfe  my  ftore  ; 
Another,  not  to  heed  to  treafure  more  : 
Glad,  like  a  bry,  to  fnatch  the  firft  good  day, 
And  pleas'd,  if  fordid  want  be  far  away. 

(/)  What  is 't  to  me  (a  paffenger  God  wot) 
Whether  my  veffel  be  firft-rate  or  not  ? 
The  (hip  itfelf  may  make  a  better  figure  ; 
But  I  that  fail,  am  neither  Ids  nor  bigger  : 
[  neither  flrut  with  every  favouring  breath, 
Nor  drive  with  all  the  tempeft  in  my  tee-h. 
In  power,  wit,  figure,  virtue,  fortune,  piac'd 
Behind  the  foremoft,  and  before  the  laft; 


[£)  Cur  alter  fratrum  ceffare,  et  ludcre,  et  ungi 
Praeferat  Herodis  palmeti?  pinguibus;  alter 
Dive*  et  importunus,  ad  umbram  lucis  ab  ortu 
Silveftrem  flammis  et  ferro  mitiget  agrum  : 
Scit  Genius,  natale  comes  qui  temperat  aftrum  : 
Naturae  Deus  humane,  mortalis  in  unum. — 
Quodque  caput,  vulta  mutabilis,  albus,  et  ater. 

/)  Utar,  et  ex  modico,  quantum  res  pofcet, 

acervo 

Tollam  :  nee  metuam,  quid  de  me  judicet  haeres, 
Q^iod  non  plura  datis  invenerit.  et  tamen  idem 
Scire  volam.  quantum  fimplex  hilarifque  nepoti 
Dtfcrepet,  et  quantum  difcordet  parcus  avaro. 
Diftat  enim,  fpargas  tua  prodigu.*,  an  neque  fura- 

turn. 

nvitus  facias,  nee  plura  parare  labores  ; 
Ac  potius,  puer  ut  feftis  Quinquatribus  olim, 
^xiguo  gratoque  fruaris  tempore  raptim.     [utrura 
/)  Pauperies  immunda  domus  procul  abfit :  ego, 
Nave  ferar  magna  an  parva,  fcrar  unus  ct  idem. 
Non  agimur  tumidis  velis  Aquilone  fecundo  : 
Nor*  tamen  adverfis  aetatem  duolntus  Auftr i* 


IMITATIONS  OF   HORACE. 


(^)  "  But  why  all  this  of  avarice  ?  I  have  none." 
I  wifti  you  joy,  Sir,  of  a  tyrant  gone  ; 
But  docs  no  other  lord  it  at  this  hour, 
As  wild  and  mad  ?  the  avarice  of  power  ? 
Does  neither  rage  inflame,  nor  fear  appall  ? 
Not  the  black  fear  of  death,  that  faddens  all  ? 
With  terrors  round,  can  reafon  hold  her  throne, 
Defpife  the  known,  nor  trouble  at  th'  unknown  ? 
Survey  both  worlds,  intrepid  and  entire, 
In  fpite  of  witches,  devils,  dreams,  and  fire  ? 
j»leas'd  to  look  forward,  pleas'd  to  look  behind, 
And  count  each  birth-day  with  a  grateful  mind  ? 
Has  life  no  fournefs,  drawn  fo  near  its  end  ; 
Cauft  thou  endure  a  foe,  forgive  a  friend  f 


Viribus,  ingenio,  fpecie,  virtute,  loco,  re, 
Extremi  primorum,  extremis  ufque  priores. 
(2)  Non  es  avarus  :  abi.  quid  ?  caetera  jam.  fi- 

mul  ifto 
Cum  vitio  fugere  ?  caret  tibi  pe«5tis  inani 

?  caret  mortis  f^rmidine  e,t  ira? 


Has  age  but  melted  the  rough  parts  away, 
As  winter  fruits  grow  mild  ere  they  decay  ? 
Or  will  you  think,  my  friend,  your  bufmefs  done, 
When,  of  a  hundred  thorns,  you  pull  out  one  ? 

(£)  Learn  to  live  well,  or  fairly  make  your  will; 
You've  play'd,  and  lov'd,  and  eat,  and  drank  your 

fill: 

Walk  fober  off;  before  a  fprightlier  age 
Comes  tittering  on,  and  {boves  you  from  the  ftage  3 
Leave  fuch  to  trifle  with  more  grace  and  eafe, 
Whom  folly  pleafes,  and  whofe  follies  pleale. 


Somuia,  terrores  magicos,  miracula,  fagas, 
Nocturnes  lemures,  portentaque  Theflala  rides  f 
Natales  grate  numeras  ?  ignofcis  amicis  ? 
.Lenior  et  melior  fis  accedente  fene«fta  ? 
Quid  te  extrema  levat  fpinis  de  pluribus  una  ? 

(A)  Vivere  fi  recte  nefcis,  decede  peritis. 
LufilU  fatis,  edifti  fatis,  atquebibifti: 
Tempus  abire  tibi  eft  :  ne  potum  largius  acquf 
Ridcat;  et  palfct  lafciva  dec«n'tius  *etaii. 


THE  SATIRES  OF  DR.  JOHN  DONNE, 

DEAN  OF  ST.  PAUL'S,  VERSIFIED. 


•'  Quid  vetat  et  nofmet  Lucilli  fcripta  legentes 
*'  Quaerere,  num  illius,  num  rerum  dura  negarit 
"  Verficulos  natura  magis  facStos,  et  euntes 
«  Mollius?"  Hon.' 


SATIRE  II. 

TRS  ;  thank  my  ftars !  as  early  as  T  knew 

This  town,  I  had  the  fenfe  to  hate  it  too  : 

Yet  here,  as  ev'n  in  hell,  there  muft  be  ftill 

One  giant-vice,  fo  excellently  ill, 

That  all  befide,  one  pities,  nor  abhors ; 

As  who  knows  Sappho,  fmiles  at  other  whores. 

I  grant  that  poetry's  a  crying  fin ; 
It  brought  (no  doubt)  th'  excife  and  army  in  j 
Catch'd  like  the  plague,  or  love,  the  Lord  knows 
But  that  the  cure  is  ftarving,  all  allow.          [how 
Yet  like  the  papift's,  is  the  poet's  (late. 
Poor  and  difarm'd,  and  hardly  worth  your  hate  ! 

Here  a  lean  bard,  whofe  wit  could  never  give 
Himfelf  a  dinner,  makes  an  actor  live  : 
The  thief  condemn'd,  in  law  already  dead, 
So  prompts,  and  faves  a  rogue  who  cannot  read. 
Thus  as  the  pipes  of  Come  carv'd  organ  move, 
The  gilded  puppets  dance  and  mount  above. 
Heav'd  by  the  breath  th'  infpiring  bellows  blow  : 
Th'  infpiring  bellows  lie  and  pant  below. 

One  fings  the  fair :  but  fongs  no  longer  move ; 
No  rat  is  rhym'd  to  death,  nor  maid  to  love  : 
In  love's,  in  nature's  fpite,  the  fiege  they  hold, 
And  fcorn  the  flefli,  the  devil,  and  all  but  gold. 

Thefe  write  to  lords,  fome  mean  reward  to  get, 
As  needy  beggars  fing  at  doors  for  meat. 
Thofe  write  becaufe  all  write,  and  fo  have  ftill 
]£xcufe  for  writing,  and  for  writing  ill. 

Wretched  indeed  !  but  far  more  wretched  yet 
Is  he  who  makes  his  meal  on  others  wit : 
'Tischang'd,  no  doubt,  from  what  it  was  before  ; 
His  rank  digeltion  makes  it  wit  no  mojc  ; 


Senfe,  paft  through  him,  no  longer  is  the  fame ; 
For  food  digefted  takes  another  name. 

I  pafs  o'er  all  thofe  confeffors  and  martyrs, 
Who  live  like  S — tt — n,  or  who  die  like  Chartres, 
Out-cant  old  Efdras,  or  out-drink  his  heir, 
Out-ufure  Jews,  or  Irifhmen  out-fwear ; 
Wicked  as  pages,  who  in  early  years 
Aft  fins  which  Prifca's  confeffor  fcarce  hears. 
Ev'n  thofe  I  pardon,  for  whofe  finful  fake 
Schoolmen  new  tenements  in  hell  muft  make ; 
Of  whofe  ftrange  crimes  no  canonift  can  tell 
In  what  commandment's  large  contents  they  dwell. 

One,  one  man  only  breeds  my  juft  offence ; 
Whom  crimes  gave  wealth,  and  vrcalth  gave  im- 
pudence : 

Time,  that  at  laft  matures  a  clap  to  pox, 
Whofe  gentle  progrefs  makes  a  calf  an  ox, 
And  brings  all  natural  events  to  pafs, 
Hath  made  him  an  attorney  of  an  afs. 
No  young  divine,  new-benefic'd,  can  be 
More  pert,  more  proud,  more  pofitive,  than  he. 
What  further  could  I  wifh  the  fop  to  do, 
But  turn  a  wit,  and  fcribble  verfes  too  ? 
Pierce  the  foft  labyrinth  of  a  lady's  ear 
With  rhymes  of  this  per  cent.,  and  that  per  year? 
Or"  court  a  wife,  fpread  out  his  wily  parts, 
Like  nets  or  line-twigs,  for  rich  widows  hearts; 
Call  himfelf  barrifter  to  every  wench, 
And  woo  in  language  of  the  pleas  and  bench  ? 
Language,  which  Boreas  might  to  Aufter  hold 
More  rough    than    forty   Germans  when   they 
fcold. 

Curs'd  be  the  wretch,  fo  venal  and  fo  vain : 
Paltry  and  proud,  as  drabs  in  Drury-lane. 
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'Tis  fuch  a  bounty  as  was  never  known, 
If  Peter  deigns  to  help  you  to  your  own  : 
What  thanks,  what  praife,  if  Peter  but  fupplies  ! 
And  what  a  folemn  face,  if  he  denies  1 
Grave,  as  when  priibners  fhake  the  head  and  fwear 
'  IV.  as  only  furetiihip  that  brought  theni  there. 
His  office  keeps  your  parchment  fates  entire, 
He  ftarves  with  cold  to  fave  them  from  the  fire; 
For  you  he  walks  the  ftreets  through  rain  or<hift, 
For  not  in  chariots  Peter  puts  his  truft  ; 
For  you  he  fweats  and  labours  at  the  laws, 
Takes  Qod  to  witnefs  he  affects  your  caufe, 
And  lies  to  every  lord  in  every  thing, 
Like  a  king's  favourite- — or  like  a  king. 
Thefe  are  the  talents  that  adorn  them  alj, 
From  wicked  Waters  ev'n  to  godly  ** 
Not  more  of  Simony  beneath  black  gowns. 
Not  more  of  baftardy  in  heirs  to  crowns. 
In  {hillings  and  in  pence  at  firft  they  deal ; 
And  fteal  fo  little,  few  perceive  they  fteal ; 
Till,  like  the  fea,  they  compafs  all  the  land, 
From  Scots  to  Wight,  from  Mount  to  Dover  ilrand : 
And  when  rank  widows  purchafe  lufcious  nights, 
Or  when  a  duke  to  Janlieu  punts  at  White's*, 
Or  city  heir  in  mortgage  melts  away ; 
Satan  himfclf  feels  far  lefs  joy  than  they. 
Piecemeal  they  win  this  acre  firft,  then  that. 
Glean  on,  and  gather  up  the  whole  eftate. 
Then  ftrongly  fencing  ill-got  wealth  by  law, 
Indentures,  covenants,  articles  they  draw, 
Large  as  the  fields  themfslves,  and  larger  far 
Than  civil  codes,  with  all  their  gloffes,  are; 
So  vaft,  our  new  divines,  we  mult  confefs, 
Arc  fathers  of  the  church  for  writing  lefs. 
But  let  them  write  for  you,  each  rogue  impairs 
The  deeds,  and  dextroufly  omits,  fes  beires  : 
No  commentator  can  more  flily  pafs 
Over  a  learn'd,  unintelligible  place  : 
Or,  in  quotation,  fhrewd  divines  leave  out  [doubt. 
Thofe  words  that  would  againft  them  clear  the 

So  Luther  thought  the  pater-nofter  long, 
When  doom'd  to  lay  his  beads  and  even-fong ; 
But  having  cad  his  cowl,  and  kft  thofe  laws, 
Adds  toChrift's  prayer, the  power  and  glory  claufe. 

The  lands  are  bought ;  but  where  are  to  be  found 
Thofe  ancient  woods,  that  fhaded  all  the  ground  I 
We  fee  no  new-built  palaces  afpire, 
No  kitchens  emulate  die  veftal  fire.  [yore 

Where  are  thofe  troops  of  poor,  that  throng'd  of 
The  good  old  landlord's  hofpitable  door  ? 
Well,  I  could  wifh,  that  ftill  jn  lordly  domes 
Some  beads  were  kili'd,  though  not  whole  heca- 
tombs ; 

That  both  extremes  were  banifh'd  from  their  walls, 
Carthufian  fafts,  and  fulfome  bachanals ; 
And  all  mankind  might  that  juft  mean  obferve, 
In  which  none  e'er  couid  furfeit,  none  could  ftarve. 
Thefe  as  good  works,  'tis  true,  we  all  allow, 
But  oh  !  thefe  works  are  not  in  fafhion  now : 
Like  rich  old  wardrobes,  things  extremely  rare, 
Extremely  fine,  but  what  no  man  will  wear. 

Thus  much  I've  faid,  I  truft,  without  offence  ; 
Let  no  court  fycophant  pervert  my  fenfe, 
Nor  fly  informer  watch  thefe  words  to  draw 
Within  the  reach  of,  treafyjij  or  the  law, 
VOL,  Ylll, 
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SATIRE    IV. 

WELL,  if  it  be  my  time  to  quit  the  ftagc, 
Adieu  to  all  the  follies  of  the  age  ! 
I  die  in  charity  with  fool  and  knave, 
Secure  of  peace  at  leaft  beyond  the  grave. 
I've  had  my  purgatory  here  betimes, 
And  paid  for  all  my  fatires,  all  my  rhymes. 
The  poet's  hell,  its  tortures,  fiends,  and  flames, 
To  this  were  trifles,  toys,  and  empty  names. 

With  foolifti  pride  my  heart  was  never  fir'd, 
Nor  the  vain  itch  t'  admire,  or  be  admir'd  ; 
I  hop'd  for  no  commiflion  from  his  Grace; 
I  bought  no  benefice,  I  begg'd  no  place  : ' 
Had  no  new  verfes,  nor  new  fuit  to  fhow  ; 
Yet  went  to  court ! — .the  devil  would  have  it  fo,t 
But,  as  the  fool  that  in  reforming  days 
Would  go  to  mafs  in  jeft  (as  ftory  fays) 
Could  not  but  think,  to  pay  his  fine  was  odd, 
Since  'twas  no  form'd  defign  of  lerving  God  ; 
So  was  I  punifh'd,  as  if  full  as  proud, 
As  prone  to  ill,  as  negligent  of  good, 
As  deep  in  debt,  without  a.  thought  to  pay, 
As  vain,  as  idle,  and  as  falfe,  as  they 
Who  live  at  court,  for  going  once  that  way 
Scarce  was  I  enter'd,  when,  behold  1  there  came 
A  thing  which  Adam  had  been  pps'd  to  name ; 
Noah  had  refus'd  it  lodging  in  his  ark, 
Where  all  the  race  of  reptiles  might  embark : 
A  verier  monfter,  than  on  Afric's  fhore 
The  fun  e'tr  got,  or  flimy  Nilus  bore, 
Or  Sloan  or  Woodward's  wondrous  fhelves  contain, 
Nay,  all  that  lying  travellers  can  feign. 
The  watch  would  hardly  let  him  pafs  at  noon, 
At  night;  would  fweaij.him  dropp'd  out  of  the  moon. 
One,  whom  the  mob,  when  next  we  find  or  make 
A  popifh  plot,  {hall  for  a  Jefuit  take, 
And  the  wife  juftice  ftarting  from  his  chair 
Cry,  By  your  priefthood  toll  me  what  you  are  ? 

Such  was  the  wight  :  th'  apparel  on  his  back, 
Though  coarfe,  was  reverend,  and  though  bare, 

was  black  : 

The  fuit,  if  by  the  fafhion  one  might  guefs, 
Was  velvet  in  the  youth  of  good  O^een  Befs, 
B  it  mere  tuff-taffety  what  nov?  reniain'd  ; 
So  time,  that  changes  all  things,  had  prdain'dl' 
Our  fons  fhali  fee  it  leifurely  decay, 
Firft  turn  plain  rafti,  then  vanilh  quite  away. 

This  thing  hs,s  traveli'd,  afid  fpeaks  language 

too, 

And  knows  what's  fit  for  every  ftate  to  do  ; 
Of  whofe  heft  phrafe  and  courtly  accent  join'd, 
He  forms  one  tongue,  exotic  and  refin'd, 
Talkers  I've  learn'd  to  bear;  Rflorteux  I  knew, 
Henley  himfelf  I've  heard,  and  Budgel  too. 
The    Doctor's  wormwood    flyle,    the    hafh    of 

tongues 

A  pedant  makes,  the  florm  of  Gunfon's  lungs, 
The  whole  artillery  o(  the  terms  of  war, 
And  (all  thofe  plagues  in.  one)  the  bawling  bar; 
Thefe  I  could  bear;  but  not  a  rogue  fo  civi!f 
Whofe  tongue  will  compliment  you  to  the  devil. 
A.  tongue,  that  can  cheat  widows,  cancel  fcores, 
Make  Scots  fpeak  creafon,  cozen  fubtleft  whores,  '• 
K. 
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With  royal  favourites  in  flattery  vie, 
And  Oldmixon  and  Burnet  both  outlie. 

He  fpies  me  out ;  I  whifper,  Gracious  God  ! 
What  fin  of  mine  could  merit  fuch  a  rod  ? 
That  all  the  flint  of  dulnefs  now  mud  be 
Prom  this  thy  blunderbuis  difcharg'd  on  me  ! 
Permit  (he  cries)  no  ftranger  to  your  fame 

To  crave  your  fentiment,  if 's  your  name. 

What  fpeech  efteem  you  mod  i   "  The  king's, 

faid  I. 

But  the  bed  words  ?— O  Sir,  the  didionary. ' 
You  mifs  my  aim  !   I  mean  the  mod  acute 
Andperfed  fpeaker?— u  Onflow,  pad  difpute." 
But,  Sir,  of  writers  ?  •'  Swift,  for  clofer  ftyle, 
"  But  Hoadly  for  a  period  of  a  mile  " 
Why  yes,  'tis  granted,  thefe  indeed  may  pafs  : 
Good  common  linguifts,  and  fo  Panurge  was; 
Nay  troth  th'apodles  (though  perhaps  too  rough) 
Had  once  a  pretty  gift  of  tongues  enough  : 
Yet  thefe  were  all  poor  gentlemen  !  1  dare 
Affirm,  'twas  travel  made  them  what  they  were. 

Thus,  others  talents  having  nicely  fhown, 
He  came  by  fure  tranfition  to  his  own  : 
Till  I  cry'd  out,  You  prove  yourfelf  fo  able, 
Pity!   you  was  not  Druggerman  at  Babel; 
JFor  had  they  found  a  linguid  half  fo  good, 
I  make  no  quedion  but  the  tower  had  ftood. 

"  Obliging  Sir  !  for  courts  you  fure  were  made  : 
"  Why  then  for  ever  bury'd  in  the  fhade  ? 
"  Spirits  like  you,  fhould  fee  and  fhould  be  feen, 
"  The   king  would   fmile  on  you — at  lead   the 

"  queen." 

Ah,  gentle  Sir  !  you  courtiers  fo  cajole  us — 
But  Tully  has  it,  "  Nunquam  minus  folus." 
And  as  for  courts,  forgive  me,  if  I  fay 
No  leffons  now  are  taught  the  Spartan  way  : 
Though  in  his  pi&ures  luft  be  full  difplay'd, 
Few  are  the  converts  Aretine  has  made  ; 
And  though  the  court '(how  vice  exceeding  clear, 
None  fhould,  by  my  advice,  learn  virtue  there. 

At  this  ehtranc'd,  he  lifts  his  hands  and  eyes, 
Squeaks  like  a  high  dretch'd  lutedring,  andreplies: 
"  Oh,  'tis  the  fweeted  of  all  earthly  things 
"  To  gaze  on  princes,  and  to  talk  of  kings  !" 
Then,  happy  man  who  (hows  the  tombs!  faid  I, 
He  dwells  amidd  the  royal  family ; 
He  every  day  from  king  to  king  can  walk, 
Of  all  Harries,  all  our  Edwards  talk  ; 
And  get,  by  fpeaking  truth  of  monarchs  dead, 
What  few  can  of  the  living,  eafe  and  bread. 
*'  Lord,  Sir,  a  mere  mechanic  !   flrangely  Ipw, 
"  And  coarfe  of  phrafe, — your  Englifh  ail  are  fo. 
"  How  elegant  your  .Frenchman !"    Mine,  d'y/2 

mean  ? 

I  have  but  one  ;  I  hope  the  fellow's  clean, 
"  Oh  1  Sir,  politely  fo  !  nay,  let  me  die,   " 
'*  Your  only  wearing  is  your  paduafoy." 
Not,  Sir,  my  only,  I  have  better  ftill, 
And  this  you  fee  is  but  my  'difhabille — 
Wild  to  get  loofe,  his  patience  I  provoke, 
Miftake,  confound,  objedl  at  all  he  fpoke. 
But  as  coarfe  iron,fharpen'd,  mangles  more, 
And  itch  mod  hurts  when  anger'd  to  a  fore ; 
So  w,hen  you  plague  a  fool,  'ti*  ftill  the  curfe, 
Xou  only  make  the  matter  woric  and,  worfe. 


I 
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THE    WORKS    OF  POPE. 

He  pad  it  o'er;  affe<5ls  an  eafy  fmile 
At  all  my  peevifhnefs,  and  turns  his  ftyle. 
He  afks  "  What  news  ?"  I  tell  him  of  new  pla 
New  eunuchs,  harlequins,  and  operas. 
He  hears,  and  as  a  ftill  with  fimplcs  in  it, 
Between  each  drop  it  gives,  flays  half  a  minu 
Loth  to  enrich  me  with  too  quick  replies, 
By  little,  and  by  little,  drops  his  lies.  [ 

Mere  houfehold  trafh  :   of  birthnights,  balls, 
More  than  ten  Hollinfheds,  or  Halls,  or  Stows. 
When  the  queen  frown'd,  or  fmil'd,  he  knows ;  and 

what 

A  fubtle  minifter  may  make  of  that : 
Who  fins  with  whom  :  who  got  his  penfion 
Or  quicken'd  a  reverfion  by  a  drug  : 
Whofe  place  is  quarter'd  out,  three  parts  in 
And  whether  to  a  bifhop,  or  a  whore  : 
Who,  having  loft  his  credit,  pawn'd  his  rent 
Is  therefore  fit  t«  have  a  government  : 
Who,  in  the  fecret,  deals  in  fkfcks  fccure, 
And  cheats  th'  unknowing  widow  and  the  poor  : 
Who  makes  a  truft  of  charity  a  job, 
And  gets  an  a<5l  of  parliament  to  rob  : 
Why  turnpikes  rife,  and  now  no  cit  nor  clown 
Can  gratis  fee  the  country,  or  the  town  : 
Shortly  no  lad  fhall  chuck,  or  lady  vole, 
But  fome  excifmg  courtier  will  have  toll. 
He  tells  what  ftrumpet  places  fells  for  life, 
What  'fquire  his  lands,  what  citizen  hi.s  wife  : 
At  lad  (which  proves  him  wifer  ftill  than  all) 
What  lady's  face  is  not  a  whited  wall. 

As  one  of  Woodward's  patients,  lick,  and  fore, 
I  pyke,  I  naufeate, — yet  he  thrufts  in'  more  : 
Trims  Europe's  balance,  tops  the  ftatefman's  part, 
And  talks  gazettes  and  podboy*  o'er  by  heart. 
Like  a  big  wife  at  fight  of  lothfome  meat 
Ready  to  caft,  I  yawn,  1  figh,  and  fwcat. 
Then  as  a  licens'd  fpy,  whom  nothing  can 
Silence  or  hurt,  he  libels  every  man  ; 
Swears  every  place  entail'd  for  years  to  come, 
In  fure  fuccciiion  to  the  day  of  doom  : 
He  names  the  price  for  every  office  paid, 
And  fays  our  wars  thrive  ill,  becaufe  dolay'd; 
Nay  hints,  'tis  by  connivance  of  the  court, 
That  Spain  robs  on,  and  Dunkirk's  ftill  a  port. 
Not  more  amazement  leiz'd  on  Circe's  gucds, 
To  fee  themfelves  fall  htadlong  into  beads, 
Than  mine  to  find  a  fubjedl  ftay'd  and  wife 
Already  half  turn'd  traitor  by  furprife. 
1  felt  th  infection  Hide  from  him  to  me  ; 
As  in  the  pox,  fome  give  it  to  get  free  ; 
And  quick  to  fwallow  me,  merhoughl  I  law 
One  of  our  giant  ftatues  ope  its  jaw. 

In  that  nice  moment,  as  another  Lye 
Stood  juft  a-tilt,the  minifter  came  by. 
To  him  he  flies,  and  bows,  and  bows  again, 
Then,  clofe  as  Umbra,  joins  the  dirty  train. 
Not  Fanning'  felf  more  impudently  near, 
When  half  his  nofe  is  in  his  prince's  ear. 
I  quak'd  at  heart ;  and,  ftill  afraid  to  fee 
All  the  court  fill'd  with  ftranger  things  than  he, 
Ran  out  as  faft  as  one  that  pays  his  bail, 
And  dreads  more  aclions,  hurries  f:  oni  a  jail. 

Bear  me,  fome  God  1  oh  quickly  hear  me 
To  whole&me  folimdo,  the  uurfc  of  ft 
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Where  Contemplation  prunes  her  ruffled  wings, 
And  the  free  foul  looks  down  to  pity  kings! 
Thjre  fober  thought  purfu'd  th'  amufrng  theme, 
Till  fancy  colour'd  it,  and  form'd  a  dream. 
A  vifion  hermits  can  to  hell  tranfport, 
And  forc'd  ev'i,  me  to  fee  the  damn'd  at  court. 
Not  Dante,  dreaming  all  th'  infernal  ftate, 
Beheld  fuch  fcenes  of  envy,  fin,  and  hate. 
Bale  fear  becomes  the  guilty,  not  the  free  ; 
Suits  tyrants,  plunderers,  but  fuits  not  me: 
Shall  I,  the  terror  of  this  fmful  town, 
Care,  it  a  livery'd  lord*)r  fmile  or  frown  ? 
Who  cannot  flatter,  and  detcft  who  can, 
Tremble  bef  re  a  noble  ferving  man  ? 
O  my  fair  miftrefs.  Truth:  .fhall  1  quit  thee 
For  huffing,  braggart,  puft  nobility  ? 
-  Thou,  who  fince  yefierday  haft  roll'd  o'er  all 
The  bufy,  idle  blockheads  of  rhe  ball, 
Haft  thou,oh  fun!  beheld  an  emptier  fort, 
Than  fuch  as  fwell  this  bladder  of  a  court  ? 
New  pox  on  thofe  who  fhow  a  court  in  wax ! 
It  ou*ht  to  bring  all  courtiers  on  their  backs  ; 
Such  painted  puppets  '  fuch  a  varnifh'd  race 
Of  hollow  gewgaws,  only  drefs  and  face  1 
Such  waxen  nofes,  (lately  faring  things — 
No  wonder  fome  folks  bow,  and  think  thi-m  kings. 

See !    where   the   Buiifh    youth,    engag'd    no 

more, 

At  Fig's  at  White's,  with  felons,  or  a  whore, 
Pay  their  laft  duty  to  the  court,  and  come 
All  frefh  and  fragrant,  to  the  drawing-room  ; 
In  hues  as  gay,  and  od-  urs  as  divine, 
As  the  fair  fields  they  fold  to  look  fo  fine. 
"  That's  velvet  for  a  king  '"  the  flatterer  fwears; 
'Tis  true, for  ten  days  hence  'twill  be  King  Lear's. 
Our  court  may  juftly  to  our  ftage  give  rules, 
That  helps  it  both  to  fool's-coats  and  to  fools. 
And  why  not  players  ftrut  in  courtiers  clothes  ? 
For  thefe  are  a&ors  too,  as  well  as  thofe  : 
Wants  reach  all  ftates  :   they  beg  but  better  dreft, 
And  all  is  fplendid  poverty  at  beft. 

Painted  for  fight,  and  effenc'd  for  the  fmell, 
Like  frigates  fraught  with  fpice  and  cochineal, 
Sail  in  the  ladies  :  how  each  pirate  eyes 
So  weak  a  veffel,  and  fo  rich  a  prize  ! 
Top-gallant  he,  and  fhe  in  all  her  trim, 
He  boarding  her,  fhe  ftriking  fail  to  him  : 
*'  Dear  Countefs     you  have  charms  ail  hearts  to 

"  hit !" 
And  "  Sweet   Sir   Foiling '.    you  have  fo  much 

"  wit  " 

Such  wits  and  beauties  are  not  prais'd  for  nought, 
for  both  the  beauty  and  the  wit  are  bought. 


'  Fwould  buril  even  HeracllfuYwith  the  fpleen, 
To  fee  thofe  antics,  Foiling  and  Courtin  : 
The  prefence  feems.  with  things  fo  richly  odd, 
The  mofque  of  Mahound,  or  fome  queer  Pa-go<!« 
See  them  furvey  their  limbs  by  Durer's  rules, 
Of  all  beau- kind  the  beft  proportion'd  fools  ? 
Adjuft  their  clothes,  and  to  confeffion  draw 
Thife  venial  fins,  an  atom,  or  a  ftraw  : 
But  oh  !  what  terrors  muft  diftradt  the  foul 
Convicted  of  that  mortal  crime,  a  hole  : 
Or  fhould  one  pound  of  powder  lefs  befpread 
Thofe  monkey  tails  that  wag  behind  their  head  1 
Thus  finifh'd,  and  corrected  to  a  hair, 
They  march,  to  prate  their  hour  before  the  fair. 
So  firft  to  pre.ach  a  white-gl  v'd  chaplain  goes, 
With  band  of  lily,  and  with  cheek  of  rofe, 
Sweeter  than  Sharon,  in  immac'late  trim, 
Neatnefs  itfelf  impertinent  in  him. 
Let  but  the  ladies  fmile,  and  they  are  bleft  : 
Prodigious?  how  the  things  proteft,  proteft  ! 
Peace,  fools,  or  Gonfon  will  ior  Papifts  fdze  you, 
if  ontc  he  catch  you  at  your  Jefu !  Jefu  ! 

Nature  made  every  fop  to  plague  his  brother, 
Jufl  as  one  beauty  mortifies  another. 
But  here's  the  captain  that  will  plague  them  both, 
Whole  air  cries  arm  !  whole  very  looks  an  oath  : 
1'he  captain's  honeft,  Sirs,  and  that's  enough, 
Though  his  foul's  bullet,  and  his  body  buff. 
He  fpits  fore-right ;  his  haughty  cheft  before, 
Like  battering  rams,  beats  open  every  door  : 
And  with  a  face  as  red,  and  as  awry, 
As  Herod's  hangdogs  in  old  tapeftry, 
Scarecrow  to  boys,  the  breeding  woman's  curfe, 
Has  yet  a  ftrange  ambition  to  look  worfe  : 
Confounds  the  civil,  keeps  the  rude  in  awe, 
Jefts  like  a  licens'd  fool,  commands  like  law. 

Frighted,  I  quit  the  room,  but  leave  it  fo 
As  men  from  jails  to  execution  go  ; 
For  hung  with  deadly  fins  I  fee  the  wall. 
And  hn'd  with  giants  deadlier  than  them  all : 
Each  man  an  afkapart,  of  ftrength  to  tofs 
For  quoits,  both  Temple-bar  and  Charmg-crofs. 
Scar'cl  at  the  grizly  forms,  ',  fweat,  I  fly, 
And  fhake  all  o'er,  tike    difcover'd  fpy. 

Courts  are  too  much  for  wits  fo  weak  as  mine: 
Charge  them  with  Heaven's   artillery,  bold  di- 
vine '. 

From  fuch  alone  the  great  rebukes  endure, 
Whofe  fatire's  facred,  and  whofe  rage  fecare  : 
'Tis  mine  to  wafh  a  few  light  ftains  ;  but  theirs 
To  deluge  fin,  and  drown  a  court  in  tears. 
Howe'er,  -what's  now  Apocrypha,  mv  wit, 
In  time  to  come,  may  pafs  for  holy  writ. 
Kij 
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DIALOGUE    I. 

-FV.^oT  twice  a  twelvemonth  you  appear  in  print, 
And  when  it  comes,  the  court  fee  nothing  in -t. 
You  grow  correct,  that  once  with  rapture  writ, 
And  are,  befides,  too  moral  for  a  wit, 
pecay  of  parts,  alas!  we  all  mufl  feel — 
Why  now,  this  moment,  don't  I  fee  you  fteal  ! 
*Tis  all  from  Horace;  Horace  long  before  ye 
Said.    "  Tories  call'd  him  Whig,  and  Whigs  a 

"  Tory ; 

And  taught  his  Romans,  in  much  better  metre, 
"  I'o  laugh  at  fools  who  put  their  truft  in  Peter." 
But  Horace,  Sir,  was  delicate,  was  nice ;         U 
Bubo  obferves,  he  lafh'd  no  fort  of  vice  : 
Horace  would  fay,  Sir  Billy  ferv'd  the  crown, 
Blunt  could  do  bufinef?,  Higgins  knew  the  town  ; 
In  Sappho  touch  the  failings  of  the  fejr., 
In  reverend  bifhops  note  fome  fmall  neglects, 
And  own  the  Spaniard  did  a  waggifh  thing, 
\Vho  cropt  pur  ears,  and  fent  them  to  the  King. 
His  fly,  polite,  infmuating  ftyle 
pould  pleafe  at  court,  and  make  Auguflus  fmile  : 
An  artful  manager,  that  crept  between  21 

His  friend  and  (name,  and  was  a  kind  of  fcreen. 
But  'faith  your  very  friends  will  foon  be  fore  ; 
Patriots  there  are,  who  wifh  you'd  jeft  no  more — 
And  where's  the  glory  I  'twill  be  only  thought 
The  great  man  never  offer'd  you  a  groat. 
Go  fee  Sir  Robert — 

f.  See  Sir  Robert ! — hum — 
And  never  laugh — -for  all  my  life  to  come  ? 
Seen  him  I  have,  but  in  his  happier  hour 
Of  focial  pleafure,  ill-excha.ng'd  for  power  ;       30 
Seen  him,  uncumber'd  with  a  venal  tribe, 
Smile  without  urt,  and  win  without  a  bribe. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  a,  in  the  MS, 
You  don't,  I  hope,  pretend  to  quit  the  trade, 
Becaufe  you  think  your  reputation  made  : 
Like  good  Sir  Paul,  of  whom  fo  much  was  faid, 
That  when  his  name  was  up,  he  lay  a -bed. 
Come,  come,  refreih  us  with  a  livelier  fong, 
Or,  like  Sir  Paul,  you'll  Ije  a  bed  too  long. 
f.  Sir,  what  I  write,  fhould  be  correctly  writ. 
/.  Correct  I  'tis  what  no  genius  can  admit. 
Befides,  you  grow  too  moral  for  a  wt= 


Would  he  oblige  me!  let  me  only  find, 
He  does  not  think  me  wha{  he  thinks  mankind. 
Come,  come,  at  all  I  laygh  he  laughs,  no  doubt ; 
The  only  difference  is,  I  dare  laugh  out. 

f.  Why  yes  :  with  fcripture  ilill  you  may  bf 

free  ; 

A  horfe-laugh,  if  you  pleafe,  at  honefty  ; 
A  joke  on  Jekyll,  or  fome  odd  old  Whig, 
Who  never  chang'd  his  principle,  or  wig ;         44 
A  patriot  is  a  fooj  in  every  age, 
Whom,  all  Lord  Chamberlains  allow  the  ftage  : 
Thefe  nothing  hurts;  they  keep  their  lafhion  ftill, 
And  wear  their  ftrange  old  virtue,  as  they  will. 

If  any  afk  you,  "  Who'*  the  man,  fo  near 
"  His  prince,  that  writes  in   verfc,   and  has  hit 

«'  ear  ?" 

Why  anfwer,  Lyttletonj  and  I'll  engage 
7'he  worthy  youth  fhall  ne'er  be  in  a  rage  : 
But  were  his  verfes  vile,  his  whifper  bafe, 
You'd  quickly  find  him  in  Lord  Fanny's  cafe.  50*. 
Sejanus,  Wolfey,  hurt  not  honeft  Fleury, 
But  well  may  put  fome  flatefmen  in  a  fury. 

Laugh  then  at  any,  but  at  fools  or  foes  ; 
Thefe  you  but  anger,  and  yo\i  mend  not  thofe. 
Laugh  at  your  friend?,  and  if  your  friends  arc  fore, 
So  much  the  better,  you  may  laugh  the  more. 
To  vice  and  folly  to  confine  the  jeft. 
Sets  half  the  world,  God  knows,  againfl  the  refl; 
Did  not  the  fneer  of  more  impartial  men 
At  fenfe  and  virtue  balance  all  again.  60 

Judicious  wits  fpread  wide  the  ridicule, 
And  charitably  comfort  knava  and  fool. 

f.  Dear  Sir,  forgive  the  prejudice  of  youth: 
Adieu  diftinction,  fatire,  warmth,  and  truth  ! 
Come,  narmlefs  characters  that  no  one  hit; 
Come,  Henley's  oratory,  Ofborr.'s  wit ! 
The  honey  dropping  from  Favonio's  tongue, 
The  flowers  of  Bubo,  and  the  flnw  of  Young  f 
The  gracious  dew  of  pulpit  eloquence, 
And  all  the  well-whipp'd  cream  of  courtly  fenfc, 
That  fjrfr,  was  H — vy's,  F— 's  next,  and  then,    7; 
The  S — te's,  and  then  H- — vy's  once  agen. 
O  come,  that  eafy  Ciceronian  ftyle, 
So  Latin,  yet  fo  Englifh  all  the  while, 
As,  though  the  pride  of  Middleton  and  Bland, 
All  boys  may  read,  and  girls  may  underftand  ! 
Then  might  I  fmg,  without  the  lead  offence, 
And  all  I  fung  fhould  be  the  nation's  fenfe ; 
Or  teach  the  melancholy  mufe  to  mourn, 
Hang  the  fad  verie  on  Carolina's  urn,  So 
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And  hail  her  paffage  to  the  realms  of  reft, 

All.  part's  perform 'd,  and  all  her  children  bleft  ! 

So — fatinj  is  no  more — I  feel  it  die — 

No  gazetteer  more  innocent  than  I — 

And  let,  a  God's  name,  every  fool  and  knave 

Be  grac'd  through  life,  and  fiatter'd  in  his  grave. 

F.  Why  fo  ?  if  fatire  knows  its  time  and  place, 
You  ftill  may  lafli  the  greateft — in  difgrace  : 
For  merit  will  by  turns  forfake  them  all; 
Would  you  know  when  ?  exactly  when  they  fall. 
But  let  all  fatire  in  all  changes  fpare  9! 

Immortal  S — k,and  grave  De re. 

Silent  and  foft,  as  faints  remov'd  to  heaven, 
AH  ties  diffolv'd,  and  every  fin  forgiven, 
Thefe  may  fome  gentle  minifterial  Wing 
Receive,  and  place  for  eVer  near  a  king  !       [port, 
There,  where  no  pafilon,  pride,  or  fhame  tranf- 
JLull'd  with  the  fweet  Nepenthe  of  a  court ; 
There,   where  no  father's,  brother's,  friend's  dif- 
grace  [place  : 

Once  break  their  reft,   or  ftir  them  from  their 
But  paft  the  fenfe  of  human  miferies,  IOI 

All  tears  are  wip'd  for  ever  from  all  eyes; 
No  cheek  is  known  to  blufh,  no  heart  to  throb, 
Save  when  they  lofe  a  queftion,  or  a  job. 

P.  Good   Heaven    forbid,  that  I   fhould  blaft 

their  glory, 

"Who  know  how  like  Whig  Minifters  to  Tory, 
And  when  three  fovereign's  dy'd,  could  fcaree  be 

vext, 

Confidering  what  a  gracious  prince  was  next. 
Have  I,  in  filcnt  wonder  feen  fuch  things 
As  pride  in  Haves,  and  avarice  in  kings;  1 10 

And  at  a  peer,  or  peered,  (hall  I  fret, 
"Who  ftarvcs  a  lifter,  or  ferfwears  a  debt  ? 
Virtue,  I  grant  you,  is  an  empty  boaft ; 
But  (hall  the  dignity  of  vice  be  loft  ? 
Ve  gods  !  fhall  Cibber's  fon,  without  rebuke, 
Swear  like  a  lord,  or  Rich  outwhore  a  duke  ? 
A  favourite's  porter  with  his  mafter  vie, 
Be  brib'd  as  often,  and  as  often  lie  ?  [{kill  ? 

Shall    Ward  draw  contracts   with  a  ftatefmen's 
Or  Japhet  pocket,  like  his  Grace,  a  will  ?         no 
Is  it  for  Bond,  or  Peter,  (paltry  things  ?) 
To  pay  their  debts,  or  keep  their  faith,  like  kings  ? 
If  Blount  difpatch'd  himfelf,  he  play  d  the  man ; 
And  fo  mayft  thou,  illuftrious  Pafferan  I 
Bui  fhall  a  printer,  weary  of  his  life,  [wife  ? 

JLearn,  from   their  books,    to  hang  himfelf  and 
This,  thi?,  my  friend,  1  cannot,  muft  not  bear,; 
Vice  thus  abus'd,  demands  a  nation's  care  : 
This  calls  the  church  to  deprecate  our  fin, 
And  hurls  the  thunder  of  the  laws  on  gin.        130 

Let  modeft  Fofter,  if  he  will,  exccll 
Ten  metropolitans  in  preaching  well; 
A  ample  Quaker,  or  a  Quaker's  wife, 
Outdo  Landaffe  in  do&rine,— yea  in  life  : 
Let  humble  Allen,  witt  an  aukward  {hame, 
Do  good  by  ftealth,  and  blufti  to  find  it  fame  ; 
Virtue  may  choofe  the  high  or  low  degree, 
'Tis  juft  alike  to  virtue,  and  to  me  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Vcr.  1 1  a,  in  fome  editions  : 
"Who  ftarves  a  mother— 


Dvvell  in  a  monk,  or  light  upon  a  king, 

She's  ftill  the  fame  belov'd,  contented  thing.    140 

Vice  is  undone,  if  fhe  forgets  her  birth, 

And  ftoops  from  angels  to  the  dregs  of  earth: 

But  'tis  the  fall  degrades  her  to  a  whore ; 

Let  greatnefs  own  her,  and  {he's  mean  no  more, 

Her  birth,  her  beauty,  crowds  and  courts  confefs, 

Chafte  matrons  praife  her,and  grave  bifhops  blefs  ; 

In  golden  chains  the  willing  world  fhe  draws, 

And  hers  the  gofpel  is,  and  hers  the  laws ; 

Mounts  the  tribunal,  lifts  her  fcarlet  head, 

And  fees  pale  virtue  carted  in  her  ftead.  IJO 

Lo!   at  the  wheels  of  her  triumphal  car, 

Old  England's  genius,  rough  with  many  a  fear, 

Dragg'd  in  the  dull !  his  arms  hang  idly  round, 

His  flag  inverted  trails  along  the  ground  ! 

Our  youth,  all  livery'd  o'er  with  foreign  gold, 

Before  her  dance  :  behind  her,  crawl  the  old  '. 

Sec  thronging  millions  to  the  paged  run, 

And  offer  country,  parent,  wife,  or  fon  !      [claim, 

Hear  her  black  trumpet  through  the  land  pro- 

That  Not  to  be  corrupted  is  thefiame.  l6o 

In  foldier,  churchman,  patriot,  man  in  power, 

'  Tis  avarice  all,  ambition  is  no  more  ! 

See,  all  our  nobles  begging  to  be  flaves  ! 

See,  all  our  fools  afpiring  to  be  knaves! 

The  wit  of  cheats,  the  courage  of  a  whore, 

Are  what  ten  thoufand  envy  and  adore  : 

All,  all  look  up,  with  reverential  awe, 

At  crimes  that  'fcape,  or  triumph  o'er  the  law  : 

While  truth,  worth,  wifdom,  daily  they  decry- — 

"  Nothing  isfacred  now  but  villany."  17® 

Yet  niay  this  verfe  (if  fuch  a  verfe  remain) 
Show  there  was  one  who  held  it  in  difdain. 


DIALOGUE     II. 

/r.'Tis  all  a  libel — Paxton  (Sir)  will  fay. 

P.  Not  yet,  my  friend !  to-morrow  'faith  it  may;  ] 

And  for  that  very  caufe  I  print  to-day. 

Hew  mould  I  fret  to  mangle  every  line, 

In  reverence  to  the  fins  of  jhirty-nine  ! 

Vice  with  fuch  giant-Gride?  comes  on  amain, 

Invention  ftrives  to  be  before  in  vain ; 

Feign  what  I  will,  and  paint  it  e'er  <o  ftrong, 

Some  rifmg  genius  fins  up  to  my  fong.  9 

F.  Yet  none  but  you  by  name  the  guilty  lalh  ; 
Even  Guthry  faves  half  Newgate  by  a  dafti. 
Spare  then  the  perfon,  and  expofe  the  vice. 

P.  How,  Sir !  not  damn  the  {harper,  but  the 

dice  I 

Come  on  then,  fatire  !  general,  unconfin'd, 
Spread  thy  broad  wing,  and  foufe  on  all  the  kind. 
Ye  ftatefmen,  priefts,  of  one  religion  all  ! 
Ye  tradefmen,  vile  in  army,  court,  or  hall ! 
Ye  reverend  Atheifts.     F.  Scandal !  name  them, 
Who? 

P.  Why  that's  the  thing  you  bid  me  n<  t  to  do. 
Who  ftarv'd  a  fitter,  who  forefwore  a  debt,        2O 
I  never  nam'd;  the  town's  inquiring  yet, 
The  poifoning  dame — F.  You  mean — P.  I  don't, 
F.  You  do. 

P.  See,  now  1  keep  the  fecret,  and  not  you  \ 
K  iij 
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The  bribing  fhtefman— F  Hold,  too  high  you  go.     ,  How  can  T  Pultney,  Chcftcrfield  forget,  ^ 
>   The  brib'd  ele<2or— F.  There  you  ftoop  too  '  WhHe  Roman  fpifit  cfiarnw,  and  Attic  wit: 
jow>  ;  Argyll,  the  ftate's  whole  thunder  born  to  wield", 

P.  Ifain'would  pleafe  you,  if  I  knew  with  what;   I  An.t  {hake  alike  the  fenate  and  the  fid-i  : 

:11  me,  which  knave  is  lawful  game,  which  not  ?   '  Or  Wyndham,  juft  to  freedom  and  the  throne, 


Tell 

Mutt  great  offenders,  once  efcap'd  the  crown 
Like  royal  hares, be  never  more  run  down  ? 
Admit  your  law  to  fpare  the  knight  requires,      30 
As  beafts  of  nature  may  we  hunt  the  fquires  ? 
Suppofe  I  cenfure — you  know  what  I  mean — 
To  lave  a  biihop, may  I  name  a  dean? 

'  F.  A  dean,  hir  ?  no  ;  his  fortune  is  not  made, 
You  hurt  a  man  that's  rifing  in  the  trade. 

P.  If  not  the  tradefman  who  fet  up  to-day, 
Much  lefs  the  'prentice  who  to-morrow  may. 
Down,  down,  proud  fatire  !  though  a  realm  be 

fpoil'd, 

Arraign  no  mightier  'hief  than  wretched  Wild  ; 
Or,  if  a  court  or  country's  made  a  job,  40 

Go  drench  a  pickpocket,  and  join  the  mob. 

But,  Sir,T  beg  you,  (for  the  love  of  vieef) 
The  matter's  weighty,  pray  confider  twice; 
Have  you  lefs  pity  for  the  needy  cheat, 
The  poor  and  friend  lefs  villain,  than  the  great  ? 
Alas  !  the  fmall  difcredit  of  a  bribe 
Scarce  hurts  the  lawyer,  but  undoes  the  fcribe. 
Then  better  fufe  it  charity  becomes 
To  tax  directors,  who  (thank  God)  have  plums; 
Still  better,  minifters;  or,  if  the  thing  50 

May  pinch  ev'n  there — why  lay  it  on  a  king. 
F.  Stop  !  flop  ! 

P.  Muft  fatire,  then,  nor  rife  nor  fall  ? 
Sjieak  out,  and  bid  me  blame  no  rogues  at  all. 
F.  Yes,  ftrikethat  Wild,  111  juftify  the  blow. 
P.  Strike  ?  why  the  man  was  hang'd  ten  years 

ago: 

Who  now  that  obfolete  example  fears  ? 
Ev'n  Peter  trembles'only  for  his  ears.  58 

F.  What,  always  Peter?  Peter  thinks  you  mad, 
You  make  men  defperate,  if  they  once  ate  bad  : 
i-lie  might  he  take  to  virtue  fome  years  hence — - 
P.  As  S — k,  if  he  lives,  will  love  the  prince. 
F.  Strange  fpleen  to  S  —  k  \ 

P   Do  I  wrong  the  man  ? 
God  knows,  I  praife  a  courtier  where  I  can. 
When  I  confefs,  there  is  who  feels  for  fame, 
And  melts  to  goodnefs,  need  I  Scarborow  name  ? 
Pleas'd  let  me  own,  in  Efher's  peaceful  grove 
(Where  Kent  and  nature  vie  for  Pelham's  love) 
The  fcene,  the  matter,  opening  to  my  view, 
I  fit  and  dream  I  fee  my  craggs  anew  ! 

Ev'n  in  a  biftiop  I  can  fpy  dcfert :  70 

Seeker  is  decent ;  Runnel  has  a  heart ; 
Manners  with  candour  are  to  Benfoa  given  ; 
To  Berkley,  every  virtue  under  heaven. 

But  does  the  court  a  worthy  man  remove  ? 
That  inftant,  I  declare,  he  has  my  love  : 
1  fhun  his  zenith,  court  his  mild  decline; 
Thus  Sommers  once,  and  Halifax,  were  mine. 
Oft,  in  the  clear,  {till  mirror  of  retreat, 
1  iludy'd  Shrewfbury,  the  wife  and  great;  79 

Carleton's  calm  fenfe,  and  Stanhope's  noble  flame, 
Compar'd,  and  knew  their  generous  end  the  lame : 
How  pleafing  Atterbury's  fofter  hour ! 

(hin'd  the  foul,  unconcjiver'd  in  the  tower ! 


i  The  matter  of  our  paffions,  and  his  own  ?  f- jj 

Names,  which  I  long  have  lov'd,  nor  lov'd  in  vain, 

Rank'd  with  their  friends,   not  number'd  with 
their  train  ; 

And  if  yet  higher  the  proud  lift  mould  end, 

Still  let  me  fay  :   No  follower,  bur  a  friend. 

Yet  thirrk  not,  friendship  only  prompts  my  lays: 

I  follow  virtue;  where  fhe  fhines,  I  praife  ; 

Point  {he  to  Prieft  or  Ekjer.  Whig  or  Tory, 

Or  round  a  Quaker's  beaver  caft  a  glory 

I  never  (to  my  forrow  I  declare) 

Din'd  with  the  Man  of  Ro{s,  or  my  Lord  Mayor. 

borne,  in  their  choice  of  friends  (nay,  look  not 
grave)  ic  • 

Have  ftill  a  fecret  bias  to  a  knave  : 

To  find  an  honeft  man,  I  beat  about; 

And  love  him.  court  him,  praife  him,  in  or  out. 
F.  Then  why  fo  few  commended  ? 

P.  Not  fo  fierce ; 

Find  you  the  virtue,  and  I'll  find  the  verfe. 

But  random  praife  — the  talk  can  ne'er  be  done  : 
Each  mother  alks  it  for  her  booby  fon, 
Each  widow  afks  it  for  the  beft  of  men, 
For  him  ftie  weeps,  for  him  {he  weds  again. 
Praife  cannot  ftoop.  like  fatire,  to  the  ground  :  1  \ 
The  number  may  be  hang'd,  but  not  be  crown'( 
Enough  for  half  the  greateft  of  thefe  days, 
To  '{cape  my  cenfure,  not  expect  my  praife. 
Are  they  not  rich  ?  what  more  can  they  pretend  ? 
Dare  they  to  hope  a  poet  for  their  friend  ? 
What  Rienelieu  wanted,  Louis  fcarce  could  gaii 
And  what  young  Ammon  wifh'd,  but  wiuYdin  vail 
No  power  the  mufc's  friendlhip  can  command  ; 
No  power,  when  virtue  claims  it,  can  withftand  : 
To  Cato,  Virgil  paid  one  honeft  line  ;  120 

0  Jet  my  country's  friend  illumine  mine  !   [no  fin, 
— What  are  you  thinking  ?  F.  Fairh  rhe  thought's 

1  think  your  friends  are  out,  and  would  be  in. 

P.  If  merely  to  come  in,  Sir,  they  go  out, 
The  way  they  take  is  ftrangely  round  about. 

F.  They  too  may  be  corrupted,  you'll  allow  ?    j 

P.  I  only  call  thofe  knaves  who  are  fo  now. 
's  that  too  little  ?  Come  then,  I'll  comply — 
Spirit  of  Arnall !   aid  me  while  I  lie. 

obham'sa  coward,  Polwarth  is  a  flave,  13* 

And  Lyttelton  ar  dark,  defigning  knave  ; 

St.  John  has  ever  been  a  mighty  fool 

~ut  let  me  add,  Sir  Robert's  mighty  dull, 
rlas  never  made  a  friend  in  private  life, 
And  was,  befides,  a  tyrant  to  his  wife 

But  pray,  when  others  praife  him;  do  1  blame  ? 
Dall  Verres,  Wolfey,  any  odious  name  ? 
Why  fail  they  then,  if  but  a  wreath  of  mine, 
0  all-accomplifh'd  St.  John  !  deck  thy  {hrine. 

What  ?  {hall  each  fpur-gall'd  hackney  *>f  the  day. 
When  Faxt;,n  gives  him  double  pots  and  pay,  141 
Or  each  nevv-penfion'd  fycophant.  pretei,d 
I'o  break  my  windows  if  I  treat  a  friend ; 
Then  wifely  plead,  to  me  they  meant  no  "hurt, 
'twas  my  gusfl  at  whom  they  threw  the  dir 
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!    fen*e,  if  f  fpare  the  minlfter,  no  rules 
' ']    Of  honour  bind  me,  not  to  maul  his  tools  ; 
j    Sure,  if  they  cannot  cut,  it  may  be  faid 
i    His  faws  are  toothlefs,  and  his  hatchets  lead. 

It  anger'd  Turcnne,  once  upon  a  day,  150 

To  fee  a  footman  kick'd  that  took  his  pay  : 
But  when  he  heard  th'  affront  the  fellow  gave, 
[    Knew  one  a  man  of  honour,  one  a  knave, 
!    The  prudent  general  turn'd  it  to  a  jeft  ; 
'    And  begg'd,  he'd  take  the  pains  to  kick  the  red  : 
!    Which  not  at  prefent  having  time  to  do — . 
j    F.  Hold,  Sir  !  for  God's  fake,  whcre's  th'  affront 

to  you  ? 

I    Ag<iinft  your  worfliip  when  had  S — k  writ  ? 
Ur  P — ge  pour'd  forth  the  torrent  of  his  wit  ? 
Or  grant  the  bard  whofe  diflich  all  commend  160 
I    [In  power  a  fervant,  out  of  power  a  friend] 
1    To  VV — le  guilty  of  fome  venial  fin; 
j  .What's  that  to  you  who  ne'er  was  out  nor  in  ? 
The  prieft  whofe  flattery  bedropt  the  crown, 
How  hurt  he  you  ?  he  only  (lain'd  the  gown. 
And  how  did,  pray,  the  florid  youth  offend, 
Whofe  fpeech  you  took,  and  gave  it  to  a  friend  ? 
JP.  Faith  it  imports  notmuch  from  whom  it  came; 
Whoever  borrow'd,  could  not  be  to  blame, 
Since  the  whole  houfe  did  afterwards  the  fame. 
Let  courtly  wits  to  wits  afford  fupply,  17! 

As  hog  to  hog  in  huts  of  Weftphaly; 
If  one,  through  nature's  bounty  or  his  lord's, 
Has  what  the  frugal  dirty  foil  affords, 
From  him  the  riext  receives  it,  thick  or  thin, 
As  pure  a  mefs  ajmoft  as  it  came  in  ; 
The  bleffed  benefit,  not  there  confin'd, 
t)rops  to  the  third,  who  nuzzles  clofe  behind  ; 
Prom  tail  to  mouth,  they  feed  and  they  carouie  : 
The  laft  full  fairly  gives  it  to  the  houfe.  180 

F.  This  filthy  fimile,  this  beaftly  line 
Qmte  turns  my  ftomach — 

P.  So  does  flattery  mine  : 
^And  all  your  courtly  civet-cats  can  vent, 
Perfume  to  you,  to  me  is  excrement. 
But  hear  my  father — Japhet,  'tis  agreed, 
Writ  not,  and  Chartresfcarce  could  write  or  read, 
In  all  the  *ourts  of  Pindus  guiltlefs  quite  ; 
But  pens  can  forge,  my  friend,  that  cannot  write  ; 
And  muil  no  egg  in  Japhet'siace  be  thrown, 
Becaufe  the  deed  he  forg'd  was  not  my  own  ?  190 
Muft  never  patriot  then  declaim  at  gin, 
Uniefs,  good  man  !  he  has  been  fairly  in  ? 
No  zealous  paftor  blame  a  failing  fpoufe, 
Without  a  {taring  reafon  on  his  brows  ? 
And  each  blafphemer  quite  efcape  the  rod, 
Becaufe  the  infult's  not  on  man,  but  God  ? 
Alk  you  what  provocation  I  have  had  ? 
The  ftrong  antipathy  of  good  to  bad. 
When  truth  or  virtue  an  affront  endures, 
Th'  affront  is  mine,  my  friend,   and  fhould  he 
yours.  300 

Mine,  as  a  foe  profefs'd  to  falfe  pretence, 
Who  think  a  coxcombs  honour  like  his  fenfe  ; 
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Ver,  185,  in  the  MS. 
I  grant  it,  Sir  ;  and  further  'tis  agreed,- 
Japhet  writ  not,  and  Chartres  fcarce  could  read. 
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Mine,  as  a  friend  to  every  worthy  mind  ; 
And  mine  as  man,  who  feel  for  all  mankind. 
F.  You're  flrangely  proud. 

P.  So  proud,  I  am  no  flavc :' 
So  impudent,  I  own  myfelf  no  knav£": 
So  odd,  my  country's  ruin  makes  me  grave. 
Yes,  I  am  proud ;  I  mud  be  proud  to  fee 
Men  not  afraid  of  God,  afraid  of  me  : 
Safe  from  the  bar,  the  pulpit,  and  the  throne,  SIO 
Yet  touch'd  and  fham'd  by  ridicule  alone. 

O  facred  weapon  !  left  for  truth's  defence, 
Sole  dread  of  folly,  vice,  and  irifolence  ! 
To  all  but  heaven -directed  hands  deny'd, 
The  mufe  may  give  thee,  but  the  gods  muft  guide  : 
Reverend  I  touch  thee  !  but  with  honeft  zeal ; 
To  rouze  the  watchmen  of  the  public  weal, 
To  virtue's  work  provoke  the  tardy  hall, 
And  goad  the  prelate  flumbering  in  his  ftall. 
Ye  tinfel  infects  !  whom  a  court  maintains,      3J$ 
That  counts  your  beauties  only  by  your  ftains, 
Spin  all  your  cobwebs  o'er  the  eye  of  day ! 
The  mufe's  wing  ihall  brufli  you  all  away  : 
All  his  grace  preaches,  all  his  lordfhip  fings, 
All  that  makes  faints  of  queem,  and  gods  of  king*. 
All,  all  but  truth,  drops  dead-born  from  the  prefs, 
Like  the  laft  gazette,  or  the  laft  addrefs. 

When  black  ambition  ftains  a, public  caufe, 
A  monarch's  fword  when  mad  vain-glory  draws, 
Not  Waller's  wreath  can  hide  the  nation's  fear, 
Not  Boileau  turn  the  feather  to  a  ftar.  23 1 

Not  fo,  when,  diadem'd  with  rays  divine, 
Touch'd  with  the  flame  that  breaks  from  virtue's 

fhrine, 

Her  prieftlels  mufe  forbids  the  good  to  die, 
And  opes  the  temple  of  eternity. 
There,  othqr  trophies  deck  the  truly  brave, 
Than  fuch  as  Anftis  cafts  into  tne  grave ; 
Far  other  ftars  than  *.and  *  *  wear, 
And  may  defcend  to  Mordington  from  Stair ; 
(Such  as  on  Houghs  unfully'd  mitre  ihine,      340 
Or  beam,  good  Digby,  from  a  heart  like  thine) 
Let  envy  howl,  while  heaven's  v\  hole  chorus  fings, 
And  bark  at  honour  not  conferr'd  by  kings ; 
Let  flattery  fickening  fee  the  incenfe  rife, 
Sweet  to  tile  world,  and  grateful  to  the  fkies  : 
Truth  guards  the  poet,  fandifies  the  line, 
And  makes  immortal  verfe  as  mean  as  mine. 
Yes,  the  laft  pen  for  freedom  let  me  draw, 
When  truth  ftands  trembling;  on  the  edge  of  law ; 
Here,  laft  of  Britons  !  let  your  names  be  read  ; 
Are  none,  none  living  ?  let  me  praife  the  dead, 
And/for  that  caufe  which  made  your  fathers  fhine, 
Fall  Sy  the  votes  of  their  degenerate  line. 

F.  Alas,  alas  !  pruy  end  what  you  began, 
And  write  next  winter  more  Effays  on  Man. 


After  ver.  227,  in  the  MS. 
Where's  now  the  ftar  that  lighted  Charles  to  rif*? 
—  With  that  which  follow'd  Julius  to  the  fkies. 
Angels,  that  watch'd  the  Royal  Oak  fo  well, 
rlow  chanc'd  ye  nod,  when  luckltfs  borel  fell  ? 
rienc?,  lying  miracles  !   reduc'd  fo  low 
As  to  the  regal  touch  and  papal*  toe  ; 
-lence  haughty  Edgar's  title  to  the  Main, 
Britain's  to  France,  and  thine  to  India,  Spain  i 
K  iiij 
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/{vjtT.    EPISTLE  vii. 

IMITATED  IN  THE  MANNER  OF  DR.  SWIFT, 

*  Fis  true,  my  lord,  I  gave  my  word, 
I  would  be  with  you,  June  the  third ) 
Chang'd  it  to  Auguft,  and  (in  fhort) 
Have  kept  it — as  you  do  at  court. 
You  humour  me  when  I  am  fick, 
Why  not  when  I  am  fplenetic  ? 
In  town,  what  objedb  could  I  meet  ? 
The  (hops  fhut  up  in  every  ftreet, 
And  funerals  blackening  all  the  doors, 
And  yet  more  melancholy  whores : 
And  what  a  duft  in  every  place  ! 
And  a  thin  court  that  wants  your  face, 
And  fevers  raging  up  and  down, 
And  W*  and  H**  both  in  town  ! 

"  The  dog-days  are  no  more  the  cafe." 
Tis  true,  but  winter  comes  apace  : 
Then  fouthward  let  your  bard  retire, 
Hold  out  fome  months  'twixt  fun  and  fire, 
And  you  ihall  fee,  the  firft  warm  weather, 
Me  and  the  butterflies  together. 

My  lord,  your  favours  well  I  know  ; 

*Tis  with  diftinc"tion  you  beftow ; 

And  not  to  every  one  that  comes, 

Juft  as  a  Scotfman  does  his  plums. 

*'  Pray  take  them,  Sir — Enough's  a  feaft  : 

"  Eat  fome,  and  pocket  up  the  reft" 

What,  rob  your  boys  ?  thofe  pretty  rogue t ! 

**  No,  Sir,  you'll  leave  them  to  the  hogs." 

Thus  fools  with  compliments  befiege  ye, 

Contriving  never  to  oblige  yc. 

Scatter  your  favours  on  a  fop, 

Ingratitude's  the  certain  crop  ; 

And  'tis  but  j'uft,  I'll  tell  you  wherefore, 

You  give  the  things  you  never  care  for. 

A  wife  man  always  is  or  fhould 

Be  mighty  ready  to  do  good; 

But  makes  a  difference  in  his  thought 

Betwixt  a  guinea  and  a  groat. 

Now  this  I'll  lay,  you'll  find  in  me 

A  fofe  companion  a*id  a  free  ; 


But  if  you'd  have  me  always  near 

A  won],  pray,  in  your  honour's  ear. 

I  hope  it  is  your  resolution 

To  give  me  back  my  constitution  1 

The  fprightly  wit,  the  lively  eye, 

Th'  engaging  fmile,  the  gaiety, 

That  laugh'd  down  many  a  fummer  fun, 

And  kept  you  up  fo  oft  till  one  : 

And  all  that  voluntary  vein, 

As  when  Belinda  rais'd  my  ftrain. 

A  weazel  once  made  fhift  to  {link 
In  at  a  corn-loft  through  a  chink; 
But  having  amply  fluff  'd  his  fkin, 
Could  not  get  out  as  he  got  in  ; 
Which  one  belonging  to  the  houfe 
('Twas  not  a  man,  it  was  a  moufe) 
Obferving,  cry'd, "  You 'fcape  not  fo, 
"  Lean  as  you  came,  Sir,  you  muft  go." 

Sir,  you  may  fpare  your  application, 
I'm  no  fuch  bead,  nor  his  relation  ; 
Nor  one  that  temperance  advance, 
Cramm'd  to  the  throat  with  Ortolans : 
Extremely  ready  to  rcfign 
All  that  may  make  me  none  of  mine. 
South -Sea  fubfcriptions  take  who  pleafe, 
Leave  me  but  liberty  and  eafe. 
'  Twas  what  I  faid  to  Craggs  and  Child, 
Who  prais'd  my  modefty,  and  fmil'd. 
Give  me,  I  cry'd,  (enaugh  for  me) 
My  bread,  and  independency  ! 
So  bought  an  annual  rent  or  two, 

And  liv'd juft  as  you  fee  I  do  ; 

Near  fifty,  and  without  a  wife, 
I  truft  that  finking  fund,  my  life. 
Can  I  retrench?  Yes,  mighty  well, 
Shrink  back  to  my  paternal  cell, 
A  little  houfe,  with  trees  a-row, 
And,  like  its  mafter,  very  low. 
There  dy'J  my  father,  no  man's  debtor, 
And  there  I'll  die,  nor  werfe  nor  better. 
To  fet  this  matter  full  before  ye, 
Our  old  friend  Swift  will  tell  his  ftory. 
"  Harley,  the  nation's  great  fupport — " 
But  you  may  read  it,  I  flop  fhort. 
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THE  LATTER  PART  OF  SATIRE  VI*. 

O  charming  noons !  and  nights  divine  1 

Or  when  I  fup,  or  when  I  dine, 

My  friends  above,  my  folks  below, 

Chatting  and  laughing  all-a-row, 

The  beans  and  bacon  fet  before  'em, 

The  grace-cup  ferv'd  with  all  decorum  : 

Each  willing  to  be  pleas'd,  and  pleafe, 

And  even  the  very  dogs  at  eafe  ! 

Here  no  man  prates  of  idle  things, 

How  this  or  that  Italian  fings, 

A  neighbour's  madnefs,  or  his  fpoufe's, 

Or  what's  in  either  of  the  houfes  : 

But  fomething  much  more  our  concern, 

And  quite  a  fcandal  not  to  learn  : 

Which  is  the  happier,  or  the  wifer, 

A  man  of  merit,  or  a  mifer  ? 

Whether  we  ought  to  choofe  our  friends, 

For  their  own  worth,  or  our  own  ends  ? 

What  good,  or  better,  we  may  call, 

And  what,  the  very  beft  of  all  ? 

Our  friend  Dan  Prior  told  (you  know) 

A  tale  extremely  "  a  propos :" 

Name  a  town  life,  and  in  a  trice 

He  had  a  ftory  of  two  mice. 

Once  on  a  time  (fo  runs  the  fable) 

A  country  moufe,  right  hofpitable, 

Receiv'd  a  town  moufe  at  his  board, 

Juft  as  a- farmer  might  a  lord. 

A  frugal  moufe,  upon  the  whole, 

Yet  lov'd  his  friend,  and  had  a  foul, 

Knew  what  was  handfome,  and  would  do't, 

On  juft  occafion,  "  coute  qui  coute." 

He  brought  him  bacon  (nothing  lean  ;) 

Pudding,  that  might  have  pleas'd  a  dean ; 

Cheefe,  fuch  as  men  in  Suffolk  make, 

But  wifh'd  it  Stilton  for  his  fake ; 

Yet,  to  his  gueft  though  no  way  fparing, 

He  eat  himfelf  the  rind  and  paring. 

Our  courtier  fcarce  could  touch  a  bit, 

But  fhow'd  his  breeding  and  his  wit; 

He  did  his  beft  to  feem  to  eat, 

And  cry'd,  "  I  vow  you're  mighty  neat. 

"  But  lord,  my  friend,  this  favage  fcene ! 

"  For  God's  fake,  come,  and  live  with  men  : 

"  Confider  mice,  like  men,muft  die, 

'«  Both  fmall  and  great,  both  you  and  I : 

"  Then  fpend  your  life  in  joy  and  fport, 

*'  (This  doctrine,  friend,  I  learn'd  at  court.") 

The  verieft  hermit  in  the  nation 
May  yield,  God  knows,  to  ftrong  temptation. 
Away  they  came,  through  thick  and  thin, 
To  a  tall  houfe  near  Lincoln's-Inn  : 
('Twas  on  the  night  of  a  debate, 
When  all  their  lordfhips  had  fat  late). 

Behold  the  place,  where  if  a  poet 
Shin'd  in  defcription,  he  might  fhow  it ; 
Tell  how  the  moon-beam  trembling  falls, 
And  tips  with  the  filver  all  the  walls ; 
Palladian  walls,  Venetian  doors, 
frrotefco  roofs,  and  ftucco  floors : 

*  Stt  ihsfrjlfari  in  Swift's  Poems, 


ut  let  it  (in  a  word)  be  faid, 

he  moon  was  up,  and  men  a-bed, 

'he  napkin's  white,  the  carpet  red  : 

'he  guefts  withdrawn  had  left  the  treat, 
nd  down  the  mice  fat,  "  tete  a  tete." 
Our  courtier  walks  from  difli  to  difh, 

"aftes  for  his  friend  of  fowl  and  fifh ; 

'ells  all  their  names,  lays  down  the  law, 
Que  ca  eft  bon  !   Ah  goutez  ca  ! 
That  jelly's  rich,  this  malmfey  healing, 
Pray  dip  your  whiikers  and  your  tail  in.'* 
Was  ever  fuch  a  happy  fwain  ? 

[e  (luffs  and  fwills,  and  (luffs  again. 
I'm  quite  afham'd — 'tis  mighty  rude 
To  eat  fo  much — but  all's  fo  good. 
I  have  a  thoufand  thanks  to  give — 
My  lord  alone  knows  how  to  live.'* 

<o  fooner  faid,  but  from  the  hall 

iufh  chaplain,  butler,  dogs  and  all : 
A  rat,  a  rat !  clap  to  the  door" — 

"he  cat  comes  bouncing  on  the  floor. 

O  for  the  heart  of  Homer's  mice, 

3r  gods  to  fave  them  in  a  trice ! 
It  was  by  providence  they  think, 

ror  your  damn'd  ftucco  has  no  chink). 
An't  pleafe  your  honour,  quoth  the  peafant, 
This  fame  defert  is  not  fo  pleafant : 

1  Give  me  again  my  hollow  tree, 

'  A  cruft  of  bread,  and  liberty !" 


I 


BOOK   IV.  ODE  I. 

TO  VENUS* 

AGAIN  ?  new  tumults  in  my  breafl  ? 

Ah  fpare  me,  Venus !  let  me,  let  me  reft ! 
[  am  not  now,  alas  1  the  man 

As  in  the  gentle  reign  of  my  Queen  Anne, 
Ah,  found  no  more  thy  foft  alarms, 

Nor  circle  fober  fifty  with  thy  charms ! 
Mother  too  fierce  of  dear  defires  ! 

Turn,  turn  to  willing  hearts  your  wanton  fire* 
To  number  five  dire  direct  your  doves, 

There  fpread  round  Murray  all  your  bloom- 
in  <j  loves ; 
Noble  and  young,  who  ftrikes  the  heart 

With  every  fprightly,  every  decent  part ; 
Equal,  the  injur'd  to  defend, 

To  charm  the  miftrefs,  or  to  fix  the  friend. 
He,  with  a  hundred  arts  refin'd, 

Shall  ftretch  thy  conquefts  over  half  the  kind  : 
To  him  each  rival  fhail  fubmit, 

Make  but  his  riches  equal  to  his  wit. 
Then  fhall  thy  form  the  marble  grace, 

(Thy  Grecian  form)  and  Chloe  lend  the  face  I 
His  houfe,  embofom'd  in  the  grove, 

Sacred  to  focial  life  and  facial  love, 
Shall  glitter  o'er  the  pendent  green, 

Where  Thames  reflects  the  vifionary  fccne  : 
Thither  the  Giver-founding  lyres 

Shall  call  the  fmiling  loves,  and  young  dcfircs ; 
There,  every  grace  and  mufe  fhall  throng, 

Exalt  the  dance,  or  animate  the  fong ; 
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There  youths  and  nymphs  in  confort  gay, 

Shall  hail  the  rifing,  clofe  the  parting  day. 
"With  me,  alas  !  thofe  joys  are  o'er; 

For  me  the  vernal  garlands  bloom  no  more. 
Adieu  !  fond  hope  of  mutual  fire, 

The  Hill-believing,  flill  renew'd  defire  ; 
Adieu  '.  the  heart-expanding  bowl, 

And  all  the  kind  deceivers  of  the  foul ! 
But  why  ?  ah  tell  me,  ah  top  dear  ! 

Steals  down  my  cheek  th'  involuntary  tear  ? 
Why  words  fo  flowing,  thoughts  fo  free, 

Stop,  or  turn  nonfeiife,  at  one  glance  of  thee  ? 
Thee,  drefs'd  in  fancy's  airy  beam, 

Abfent  1  follow  through  th'  extended  dream  ; 
Now,  now  I  ceafe,  I  clafp  thy  charms, 

And  now  you  burft  (ah  cruel !)  from  my  arms  ; 
And  fwiftly  fhoot  along  the  Mall, 

Or  foftly  glide  by  the  canal, 
Now  fhown  by  Cynthia's  filver  ray, 

And  n«w  on  rolling  waters  fnatch'd  away. 


PART  OF  THE  NINTH  ODE  OF  THE  FOUR' 
A  FRAGMENT. 

LEST  you  mould  think  that  verfe  (hall  die, 

Which  founds  the  filver  Thames  al^ng, 
Taught  on  the  wings  of  truth  to  fly 
Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  fong; 
Though  daring  Milton  fits  fublime, 

In  Spenfer  native  mufes  play  ; 
Nor  yet  fhall.  Waller  yield  to  mine, 

Nor  penfivc  Cowley's  moral  Jay — 
Sages  and  chiefs  long  fince  had  birth 
Ere  Csefar  was,  or  Newton  nam'd; 
Then  rais'd  new  empires  o'er  the  earth, 

And  thofe,  new  heavens  and  fyftems  fram'd. 
Vain  was  the  chief's,  the  fage's  pride  ! 

They  had  no  poet,  and  they  died  : 
In  vain  they  fchem'd,  in-vain  they  bled ! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  are 
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On  receiving  from  tie  Right  Honourable 
THE  LADY    FRANCES   SHIRLEY, 

A  STANDISH  AND  TWp  PENS. 

YES,  I  beheld  th'  Athenian  queen 

Dcfccnd  in  all  her  fober  charms; 
"  And  take  (fhe  faid,  and  fmil'd  ferene) 

"    Fake  at  this  hand  celeftial  arms. 

"  Secure  the  radiant  weapons  wield  ; 

"  This  go'den  lance  fhall  guard  defert, 
"   And  if  a  vice  dares  keep  the  field, 

"  This  fteel  fhall  ftab  it  to  the  heart.'* 

Aw'd,  on  my  bended  knees  I  fell, 

Receiv'd  the  weapons  of  the  fky  ; 
And  dipp'dthem  in  the  fable  well, 

The  fount  of  fame  or  infamy. 

"  What  well  ?  what  weapon  ?  ( Flavia  cries) 

"  A  ftandifh,  fteel  and  golden  pen  ! 
"  It  came  from  Bertrand's,  not  the  Ikies ; 

"  I  gave  it  you  to  write  again. 

"  But,  friend,  take  heed  whom  you  attack; 

*'  You'll  bring  a  houfe  ^1  mean  of  peers) 
"  Red,  blue,  and  green,  nay  white  and  black, 

"  L and  all  about  your  ears. 

"  You'd  write  as  fmooth  again  on  glafs, 

"  And  run,  on  ivory,  fo  glib, 
"  As  not  to  ftick  at  feol  or  afs, 

"  Nor  flop  at  flattery  or  fib. 

"  Athenian  queen  !  and  fober  charms ! 

"  I  tell  you,  fool,  there's  nothing  in't  : 
*'  'Tis  Venus,  Venus  gives  thefe  arms ; 

"  In  Drydtn's  Virgil  fee  the  print. 

"  Come,  if  you'll  be  a  quiet  foul, 

"  That  dares  tell  neither  truth  nor  lies, 

{<  I'll  lift  you  in  the  harmlefs  roll 
"  Of  thofe  that  fing  of  thefe  poor  eyes." 
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T   O 

ROBERT  EARL    OF   OXFORD 

AND 

EARL  MORTIMER. 

SUCH  were  the  notes  thy  once-lov'd  poet  fung, 
Till  death  untimely  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh,  juft  beheld,  and  loft  !  admir'd,  and  mourn'd ! 
With  fofteft  manners,  gentleft  arts  adorn'd! 
Bleft  in  each  fcience,  bleft  in  every  drain  ! 
Dear  to  the  mufe !  to  Harley  dear — in  vain  ! 

For  him,  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  worid  attend, 
Fond  to  forget  the  ftatefman  in  the  friend ; 
For  Swift  and  him,  defpis'd  the  farce  of  flate, 
The  fober  follies  of  the  wife  and  great; 
Dextrous,  the  craving,  fawning  crowd  to  quit, 
And  pleas'd  to  'fcape  from  flattery  to  wit. 

Ablent  or  dead,  (till  let  a  friend  be  dear,  . 
I  \  figh  the  abfent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear) 
Recal  thofe  nights  that  clos'd  thy  toilfome  days, 
Still  hear  thy  Parnell  in  his  living  lays, 
Who,  carelefs  now  of  intereft,  fame,  or  fate, 
Perhaps  forgets  that  Oxford  e'er  was  great; 
Or  deeming  meaneft  what  we  greateit  call, 
Beholds  thec  glorious  only  in  thy  fall. 

And  fure,  if  aught  below  the  feats  divine 
Can  touch  immortals,  'tis  a  foul  like  thine  : 
A  foul  fupreme,  in  each  hard  inftance  try'd, 
Above  all  pain,  and  paffion,  and  all  pride, 
The  rage  of  power,  the  bhft  of  public  breath, 
The  lull  of  lucre,  and  the  dread  of  death. 

In  vain  to  deferts  thy  retreat  is  made ; 
The  mufe  attends  thee  to  thy  filent  fhade  : 
'Tis  her's,  the  brave  man's  lateft  fteps  to  trace. 
Re-judge  his  ads,  arid  dignify  difgrace. 
When  intereft  calk  off  all  her  fneaking  train, 
And  all  th'  oblig'd  defert,  and  all  the  vain  ; 
She  waits  or  to  the  fcafi'old,  nr  the  cell, 
When  the  laft  lingering  friend  has  bid  farewell. 
Ev'n  now,  fhe  fhades  thy  evening-walk  with  bays 
(No  hireling  fhe,  no  proftitute  to  praife); 
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Ev'n  now,  obfervant  of  the  parting  ray, 
Eyes  the  calm  fun-fet  of  thy  various  day, 
Through  fortune's  cloud  one  truly  great  can  fee, 
JNor  fears  to  tell,  that  Mortimer  is  he. 


E  P  I  S  T  L  £ 

^0  JAMES  CRAGGS,  £S^ 

Secretary  of  State  in  tie  Tear  i;ao. 

A  SOTJL  as  full  of  worth,  as  void  of  pride, 
Which  nothing  feeks  to  (how,  or  needs  to  hide  5 
Which  not-  to  guilt,  nor  fear,  its  caution  owes, 
Andboafts  a  warmth  that  from  no  paflion  flows  : 
A  face  untaught  to  feign  ;  a  judging  eye,  1 

That  darts  fevere  upon  a  rifing  lie, 
And  ftrik.es  a  blufh  through  frontlefs  flattery  :   3 
^11  this  thou  wert ;  and  being  this  before, 
Jtnow,  kings  and  fortune  cannot  make  thee  more. 
Then  fcorn  to  gain  a  friend  by  fervile  ways, 
Nor  wifh  to  lofe  a  foe  thefe  virtues  raife ; 
But  candid,  free,  fincere,  as  you  began, 
Proceed — a  minifter,  but  ftill  a  man. 
Be  not  (exalted  to  whate'er  degree) 
Afham'd  of  any  friend,  not  ev'n  of  me  : 
The  patriot's  plain,  but  untrod  path  purfue; 
If  not,  'tis  I  muft  be  afham'd  of  you. 


EPISTLE 

TO    MR.    JERFAS, 

n  O/TRISNOY'S 


Artof  Paintwg. 

[This  epiftle,  and  the  two  following,  were  written 
fome  years  before  the  reft,  and  originally  print- 
ed in  1  1  '17.  ]j 

THIS  verfe  be  thine,  my  friend,  nor  thou  refufe 
This,  from  no  venal  or  ungrateful  mufe. 
Whether  thy  hand  ftrike  out  fome  free  defign, 
Where  life  awakes,  and  dawns  at  every  line  ; 
Or  blend  in  beauteous  tints  the  colour'd  mafs, 
And  from  the  canvafs  call  the  mimic  face  : 
Read  thefe  inftrudive  leaves,  in  which  confpire 
Frefnoy's  cloie  art,  and  Dryden's  native  fire  : 
And  reading  wifh,  like  theirs,  our  fate  and  fame, 
So  mix'd  our  ftudies,  and  fo  join'd  our  name; 
Like  them  to  fhine  through  long  fucceeding  age, 
So  juft  thy  (kill,  fo  regular  my  rage. 

Smit  with  the  love  of  lifter  arts  we  came, 
And  met  congenial,  mingling  flame  with  flame  ; 
Like  friendly  colours  found  them  both  unite, 
And  each  from  each  contract  new  ftrength  and 

light. 

How  oft  in  pleafirg  taflcs  we  wear  the  day, 
While  ftimmer-funs  roll  unperceiv'd  away  I 


How  oft  our  flowly-growing  works  impart, 
While  images  refle«ft  from  art  to  art  ! 
How  oft  review;  each  finding  like  a  friend 
Something   to   blame,    and    fomething   to  com- 
mend ? 

What  flattering   fcenes   our   wandering  fancy 

wrought, 

Rome's  pompoua  glories  rifing  to  our  thought  ! 
Together  o'er  the  Alps  methinks  we  fly, 
Fir'd  with  ideas  of  fair  Italy. 
With  thee  on  Raphael's  monument  I  mourn, 
Or  wait  infpiring  dreams  at  Maro's  urn  : 
With  thee  repofe,  where  Fully  once  was  laid, 
Or  feek  fome  ruin's  formidable  (hade  : 
While  fancy  brings  the  ranifh'd  piles  to  view» 
And  builds  imaginary  Rome  anew. 
Here  thy  well-ftudied  marbles  fix  our  eye  ; 
A  fading  frefco  here  demands  a  figh  : 
Each  heavenly  piece  unwearied  we  compare, 
Match  Raphael's  grace  with  thy  lov'd  Guido'i 

air, 

Carracci's  ftrengrh,  Correggio's  fofter  line, 
Paulo's  free  ilroke,  and  Titian's  warmth  divine. 

How  finiflYd  with  illuftrious  toil  appears 
This  fmall,  well-polifh'd  gem,  the  work  of  years  ! 
Yet  ftill  how  faint  by  precept  is  expref*'d 
The  living  image  in  the  painter's  breaft  ! 
Thence  endlefs  ftreams  of  fair  ideas  flow, 
Strike  in  the  flcetch,  or  in  the  pi&ure  glow  ; 
Thence  beauty,  waking  all  her  forms,  fupplies 
An  angel's  fweetnefs,  or  Bridgewater's  eyes. 

Mufe  !  at  that  name  thy  facred  forrows  flicd, 
Thofe  tears  eternal  that  embalm  the  dead  ; 
Call  round  her  tomb  each  object  of  defire, 
Each  pHrer  frame  inform'd  with  purer  fire  : 
Bid  her  be  all  that  cheers  or  foftens  life, 
The  tender  fifter,  daughter,  friend,  and  wife  : 
Bid  her  be  all  that  makes  mankind  adore  ; 
Then  view  this  marble,  and  be  vain  no  more  ! 

Yet  ftill   her  charms  in   breathing  paint  en- 


Her  modeft  cheek  lhall  warm  a  future  age. 
Beauty,  frail  flower,  that  every  feafon  fears, 
Blooms  in  thy  colours  for  a  thoufand  years. 
Thus  Churchill's  race  (hall  other  hearts  furprife, 
And  other  beauties  envy  Worfley's  eyes  ; 
Each  pleafing  Blount  fhall  endlels  fmiles  bcfrow, 
And  foft  Belinda's  blufli  for  ever  glow. 

Oh,  lading  as  thefe  colours  may  they  mine, 
Free  as  thy  ftroke,yct  faultlefs  as  thy  line  ; 
New  graces  yearly  like  thy  works  difplay, 
Soft  without  wcaknefs,  without  glaring  gay; 
Led  by   fome   rule,   that  guides,  but   not  con- 

ftrains  ; 

And  finifh'd  more  through  happinefi  than  pains! 
The  kindred  arts  {hall  in  their  praile  confpire, 
One  dip  the  pencil,  and  one  tiring  the  lyre. 
Yet  Ihould  the  grace«s  all  thy  figures  place, 
And  breathe  an  air  divine  on  every  face  ; 
Yet  ftiould  the  mufes  bid  rny  numbers  roll 
Strong  as  their  charms,  and  gentle  as  their  fool  ; 
With  Zeuxis'  Helen  thy  Bridgewater  vie, 
And  thefe  be  fung  till  Granville's  Myra  die  : 
Alas  !  how  little  from  the  grave  we  claim  ', 
Thou  but  preferv'ft  a  face,  and  1  a  name. 
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EPISTLE 

TO   MISS   SLOUNr, 

WITH    THE    WORKS    OF    VOITURE. 

IN  thefe  gay  thoughts  the  lqye»  and  graces  fhine, 
And  all  the  writer  lives  in  every  line  : 
His  eafy  art  may  happy  nature  ieem, 
Trifles  thcmfeives  are  elegant  in  him. 
Sure  to  charm  all  was  his  peculiar  fate, 
Who  without  flattery  pleas'd  the  fair  and  great ; 
Still  with  eftcem  no  lefs  convers'd  than  read  ; 
With  wit  well-natur'd,  and  with  books  well-bred  : 
His  heart,  hi?  miftrefs,  and  his  friend  did  (hare  ; 
His  time,  the  mufe,  the  witty  and  the  fair. 
Thus  wifely  carelefs,  innocently  gay, 
Cheerful  he  play'd  the  trifle, life, away; 
Till  fate  fcarce  felt  his  gentle  breath  fuppreft, 
As  fmiling  infants  fport  themfelves  to  reft, 
JEv'n  rival  wits  did  Voiture's  death  deplore, 
And  the  gay  mourn'd  wrio  never  mourn'd  before  ; 
The  trueil  hearts  for  Voiture  heav'd  with  fighs, 
Voiture  was  wept  by  all  the  brightefb  eyes  : 
The  fmiles  and  loves  had  died  in  Voiture's  death, 
But  that  for  ever  in  his  lines  they  breathe. 

Let  the  ftrict  life  of  graver  mortals  be 
A  long,  exact,  and  fericus  comedy ; 
In  every  fcene  fome  mortal  let  it  teach, 
And,  if  it  can,  at  once  both  pleafe  and  preach. 
Let  mine,  an  innocent  gay  farce  appear, 
And  more  diverting  ftiil  than  regular, 
Have  humour,  wit,  a  native  eafe  and  grace, 
Though  not  too  ftrictly  bound  to  time  and  place  : 
Critics  in  wit,  or  life,  are  hard  to  pleafe ; 
Few  write  to  thofe,  and  none  can  live  to  thefe. 

Too  much  your  fex  are  by  their  forms  confin'd, 
Severe  to  all, but  moil  to  womankind; 
Cultom,  grown  blind  with  age,  muft  be  your  guide; 
Your  pkafure  is  a  vice,  but  not  your  pride  ; 
By  nature  yielding,  ftubborn  but  for  fame  ; 
Made  (laves  by  honour,  and  made  fools  by  fnarr.e. 
Marriage  may  all  thofe  petty  tyrants  chafe, 
But  fets  up  one,  a  greater  in  their  place  : 
Well  might  you  wilh  for  change  by  thofe  accurft, 
•But  the  laft  tyrant  ever  proves  the  worft. 
fctill  in  conftraint  your  fuffering  fex  remains, 
Or  bound  in  formal,  or  in  real  chains: 
Whole  years  neglected,  for  fome  months  ador'd, 
The  fawning  fervant  turns  a  haughty  lord." 
Ah,  quit  not  the  free  innocence  of  life, 
For  the  dull  glory  of  a  virtuous  wife  ; 
Nor  let  falfe  fhows,  nor  empty  titles  pleafe  ; 
Aim  not  at  joy,  but  reft  content  with  eafe. 

The  gods,  to  curfe  Pamela  with  her  prayers, 
Gave  the  gilt  coach  and  dappled  Flanders  mares, 
The  fhining  robes,  rich  jewels,  beds  of  ftate, 
And,  to  complete  her  blifs,  a  fool  for  mate. 
She  glares  in  balls,  front  boxes,  and  the  ring, 
A  vain,  unquiet,  glittering,  wretched  thing  ! 
Pride,  pomp,  and  ftate,  but  reach  her  outward 

part; 
She  fighs,  and  is  no  duchefs  at  her  heart. 

But,  madam,  if  the  fates  withftand,  and  you 
Are  deftin'd  Hymen's  willing  vidli 


Truft  not  too  much  your  now  refiftlefs  charms, 
Thofe,  age  or  iicknefs,  foon  or  late  diferms  : 
Good-humour  only  teacheg  charms  to  laft, 
Still  makes  new  conquefts,  and  maintains  the  paft; 
Love,  rais'd  on  beauty,  will  like  that  decay, 
Our  hearts  may  bear  its  flender  chain  a  day  ; 
As  flowery  bands  in  wantonnefs  are  worn, 
A  morning's  pleafure,  and  at  evening  torn  ; 
This  binds  in  ties  more  eafy,  yet  more  ftrong, 
The  willing  heart,  and  only  holds  it  long. 

Thus  *  Voiture's  early  care  ftill  (hone  the  fame; 
And  Monthaufier  was  only  chang'd  in  name ; 
By  this,  ev'n  now  they  live,  ev'n  now  they  charm, 
Their  wit  ftill  fparkling,  and  their  flames  ftill  warm. 

Now  crown'd  with  myrtle,  on  th*  Elyfian  coaft, 
Amid  thofe  lovers,  joys  his  gentle  ghoft  : 
Pleas'd,  while  with  fmiles  his  happy  lines  you  view, 
And  finds  a  fairer  Ramboiiillet  in  you. 
The  brighteft  eyes  in  France  ir4fpir'd  his  mufe ; 
The  brighteft  eyes  in  Britain  now  perule ; 
And  dead,  as  living,  'tis  our  author's  pride 
Stillto  charm  ihoie  who  charm  the  world  befide. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

On  btr  leaving  the  Toivn  after  tie  Coronation, 

As  fome  fond  virgin,  whom  her  mrrther's  care 
Prags  from  the  town  to  wholefome  country  airr 
Juft  when  fhe  learns  to  roll  a  melting  eye, 
And  hear  a  fpark,  yet  think  no  danger  nigh  ; 
From  the  dear  man  unwilling  fhe  muft  fever, 
Yet  takes  one  kifs  before  (he  parts  for  ever  : 
Thus  from  the  world  fair  Zephalinda  flew, 
Saw  others  happy,  and  with  fighs  withdrew; 
Not  that  their  pleafures  caus'd  her  difcontent, 
She  ftgh'd,  not  that  they  ftay'd,  but  that  fhe  went,, 

She  went  to  plain- work,  and  to  purling  brooks, 
Old-fafhion'd  halls,  dull  aunts,  and  croaking  rooks : 
She  went  from  opera,  park,  aflernbly,  play, 
To  mornin.g-walks,  and  prayers  three  hours  a-day ; 
TO  part  her  time  'twixt  reading  and  bohea, 
To  mufe,  and  fpilj  her  Iqlitary  tea  ; 
Or  o'er  cold  coffee  trifle  with  the  fpoon, 
Count  the  flow  clock,  and  dine  exa£  at  noonj 
Divert  her  eyes  with  pictures  in  the  fire. 
Hum  half  a  tune,  tell  ftories  to  the  'fquire ; 
Up  to  her  godly  garret  after  feven, 
There  ftarve  and  pray,  for  that's  the  way  to  heaven. 

Some  'fquire,  perhaps,  you  take  delight  to  rack; 
Whofe  game  is  whift,  whofe  treat  a  toaft  in  fack  : 
Who  vifits  with  a  gun,  prefents  you  birds, 
Then  gives  a  fmacking  bufs,  and  cries — no  words  J 
Or  with  his  hounds  comes  hallooing  fr«m  the, 

ftable, 

Makes  love  with  nods,  and  knees  beneath  a  table; 
Whofe  laughs   are  hearty,  though  his  jefts  arc 

coarfe, 
And  loves  you  beft  of  all  things — but  his  horfe, 

In  fome  fair  evening,  on  your  elbow  laid, 
You  dream  of  triumphs  in  the  rural  fhade; 
In  penfive  thought  recal  the  fancy'd  fcene, 
See  coronations  rife  on  every  green  ; 

iMe  faukt. 
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Before  you  pafs  th'  imaginary  fights 
Oi  lords,  and  earls,  and  dukes,  and  garter'd  knights, 
While  the  fpread  fan  o'erfhades  your  doling  eyes; 
Then  give  one  flirt  and  all  the  vifion  flies. 
Thus  vanifh  fceptres,  coronets,  and  balls, 
And  leave  you  in  lone  woods,  or  empty  walls  ! 
So  when  your  flave,  at  fome  dear  idle  time, 
(Not    plagu'd   with   headachs,   or   the  want  of 

rhyme), 

Stands  in  the  ftreets,  abftradled  from  the  crew, 
And  while  he  feems  to  ftudy.  t,  jt.ks  <<f  you. 
Julb  when  his  fancy  points  your  Iprightly  eyes, 
Or  fees  the  blufh  of  foft  Parthenia  rife, 
Gay  pats  my  fhoulder,  and  you  var.ifh  quite, 
Streets,  chairs,  and  coxcombs,  rufli  upon  my  fight ; 
Vex'd^to  be  ftill  in  town,  I  knit  my  brow, 
Look  four,  and  hum  a  tune,  as  you  may  now. 


drefling-room  ? 
allier  waits  for  you.  *} 
/ 

irpcr  is  untrue,         f 
r'd  Alpheu.  J 

,  ^ 

r,  / 

liften-  f 


THE   BASSET-TABLE, 

AN    ECLOGUE. 

„  CARDELIA.  SMILINDA. 

CARDELIA. 

THE  baflet-table  fpread,  the  tallier  come  ; 
Why  flays  Smilinda  in  the  drefling-room  ? 
Rife,  penfive  nymph  ;  the  tallier  waits  for  you 

SMILINDA 

Ah,  madam,  fince  my  fharper 

J  joylefs  make  my  once-ador'd  Alpht— 
I  few  him  ftand  behind  Ombrelia's  chair, 
And  whifper  with  that  foft,  deluding  air, 
And  thqfe  feign'd  fighs  which  cheat  the  " 
ing  fair. 

CARDELIA. 

Is  this  the  caufe  of  your  romantic  ftrains  ? 
A  mightier  grief  my  heavy  heart  fuflains. 
As  you  by  love,  fo  I  by  fortune  crof&'d  ; 
One,  one  bad  deal,  three  Septlevas  have  loft. 

SMILINDA. 

Is  that  the  grief,  which  you  compare  with  mine  ? 
With  eaie,  the  fmiles  of  fortune  I  refign  : 
Would  all  my  gold  in  one  bad  deal  were  gone, 
Were  lovely  Sharper  mint  and  mine  alone. 

CARDELIA. 

A  lover  loft,  is  but  a  common  care  ; 
And  prudent  nymphs  againft  that  change  prepare  ; 
The  knave  of  clubs  thrice  loft :  Oh !  who  could 

gutfs 
This  fatal  ftroke,  this  unforefeen  diflrefs  ? 

SMILINDA. 

See  Betty  Lovet !  very  a  propos, 
She  all  the  cares  of  love  and  play  does  know  : 
Dear  Betty  fhall  th'  important  point  decide  ; 
Betty,  who  oft  the  pain  of  each  has  try'd  : 
Impartial,  fhe  fhall  fay  who  fuffers  moft, 
By  cards,  ill  ufage,  or  by  lovers  loft. 
LOVET. 

Tell,  tell  your  griefs;  attentive  will  I  ftay, 
Though  time  is  precious,  and  I  want  fome  tea. 

CARDELIA. 

^Behold  thl?  equipage,  by  Mathers  wrought, 
With  fifty  guineas  (a  great  f  enn'worth)  bought. 


;  See,  on  the  tooth-pick,  Mars  and  Cupid  drive ; 
1  And  both  the  ftruggling  figts  '.'*>  ieem  alive 

Upon  the  bottom  fhines  the  qiu-en's  bright  face  ; 

A  myrtle  foliage  round  the-  thimble-cafe ; 

Jove,  Jove  himfelf  does  on  the  fciflars  fhine; 

The  metal  and  the  workman  (hip  divine! 

SMILINDA. 

This  fnuff-box — once  the  pledge  of  Sharper's  love, 

When  rival  beauties  for  the  prefent  ftrove  ; 

At  Corticelli's  he  the  raffle  won  ; 

Then  firll  his  paffion  was  in  public  fliown  : 

Hazardia  blufli'd,  and  turn'd  her  head  afide, 

A  rival's  envy  (all  in  vain)  to  hide. 

This fnuff-box,—  on  the  hinge  fee  brilliants  fhine! 

This  fnuff-box  will  I  flake  ;  the  prize  is  mine. 

CARDELIA. 

Alas     far  lefler  lofles  than  I  bear, 
Have  made  a  foldierfigh,  <i  lover  fwear. 
And  oh  '   what  makes  the  difappointment  hard, 
'  I'w  as  my  own  lord  that  drew  the  fatal  card. 
In  complaifance,  I  took  the  queen  he  gave  ; 
Though  my  own  fecret  wiih  was  for  the  knave. 
The  knave  was  Sonica,  which  I  had  chofc  ; 
And  the  next  pull  my  Septleva  I  lofe. 
SMILINDA. 

But  ah  '  what  aggravates  the  killing  fmart, 
The  cruel  thought,  that  (labs  me  to  the  heart ; 
This  curs'd  Ombrelia,  this  undoing  fair, 
By  whofe  vile  arts  this  heavy  grief  I  bear  ; 
bhe,  at  whofe  name  I  (hed  thofe  fpiteful  tears, 
She  owes  to  me  the  very  charms  flic  wears. 
An  awkward  thing,  when  firft  fhe  came  to  town  ; 
Her  fliape  u  .fafhion'd,  and  her  face  unknown  : 
She  was  my  friend  ;  I  taught  her  firft  to  fpread 
Upon  her  fallow  cheeks  enlivening  red  : 
I  introcluc'd  her  to  the  park  and  plays ; 
And  by  my  intereft,  Cozens  made  her  ftays. 
Ungrateful  wretch,  with  .mimic  airs  grown  pert. 
She  dares  to  ftcal  my  favourite  lover's  heart  I 

CARDELIA.   • 

Wretch  that  I  was !  how  often  have  I  fwore, 
When  Winnal  tally'd,  I  would  punt  no  more  ! 
I  know  the  bite,  yet  to  my  ruin  run  ; 
And  fee  the  folly  which  I  cannot  Ihun. 

HMILINDA. 

How  many  maids  have  Sharper's  vowndeceiv'dl 
How  many  curs'd  the  moment  they  believ'd  ! 
Yet  his  known  falfehoods  could  no  warning  prove  ; 
Ah  !  what  is  warning  to  a  maid  in  love  ? 

CARDELIA. 

But  of  what  marble  mull  that  breaft  be  form'd, 
To  gaze  on  Baffet,  and  remain  unwarm'd  ? 
When  kings,  queens,  knaves,   are  fet  in  decent 

rank; 

Expos'd  in  glorious  heaps  the  tempting  bank, 
Guineas,  half-guineas,  all  the  fhining  train  ; 
The  winner's  pleafure,  and  the  lofer's  pain  : 
jn  bright  confufion  open  rouleaus  lie, 
They  ftrike  theloul,  and  glitter  in  the  eye. 
Fir'd  by  the  fight,  all  reafon  I  difdain  ; 
My  paflions  rife, -and  will  not  bear  the  rein. 
Look  upon  Baffet,  you  who  reafon  boaft  ; 
And  fee  if  reafon  muft  not  there  be  loft. 

SMILINDA. 

What  more  than  marble  muft  thatheart  compof« 
Can  hearken  coldly  to  my  Sharper's  vow*! 


MISCELLANIES. 


Then,  when  h«  trembles!  when  his  bluflies  rife  1 
When  awful  love  feems  melting  in  his  eyes  ! 
With  eager  beats  his  Mechlin  cravat  moves  : 
•fa  iove,s — I  whifper  to  myfelf,  he  loves  \ 
Such  unfeign'd  pafllon  in  his  looks  appears, 
I  lofe  my  memory  of  my  former  fears; 
My  panting  heart  confefles  all  his  charms, 
I  yield  at  once,  and  fink  into  his  arms. 
Think  of  that  moment,  you  who  prudence  boaft  ; 
For  fuch  a  moment,  prudence  well  were  loft. 

CARDELIA. 

At  the  groom-porter's,  batter'd  bullies  play, 
Same  dukes  at  Marybone  bowl  time  away. 
But  who  the  bowl,  or  rattling  dice  compares 
To  Baffet's  heavenly  joys,  and  pleafing  cares  ? 

SM1LINDA. 

Soft  Simplicetta  doats  upon  a  beau  ; 
Prudina  likes  a  man,  and  laughs  at  fliow. 
Their  feveral  graces  in  my  Sharper  meet ; 
Strong  as  the  footman,  as  the  mailer  fweet- 
LOVET. 

Ceafe  your  contention,  which  has  been  too  long 
I  grow  impatient,  and  the  tea's  too  ftrong. 
Attend,  and  yield  to  what  I  now  decide  ; 
The  equipage  {hall  grace  Smilinda's  fide  : 
The  fnuff-box  to  Cardelia  I  decree  ; 
Now  le.ave  complaining,  and  begin  your  tea. 


VERBATIM  FROM  BOILEAU. 

UN  JOUR,  DIT  UN  AUTEUR,  &C. 

ONCE  (fays  an  author,  where  I  need  not  fay) 
Two  travellers  found  an  oytter  in  their  way ; 
Both  fierce,  both  hungry ;  the  difpute  gre-yy  ftrong: 
While  fcale  in  hand  dame  Juftice  pafs'd  along. 
Before  her  each  with  clamour  pleads  the  laws, 
Explain'd  the  matter,  and  would  win  the  caufe. 
Dame  Juftice  weighing  long  the  doubtful  right, 
Takes,  opens,  fwallows  it,  before  their  fight. 
The  caufe  of  ftrife  remov'd  fo  rarely  well, 
There  take  (favs  Juftice)  take  you  each  a  {hell. 
We  thrive  at  Weftminfter  on  fools  like  you  : 
Tvvas  a  fat  oyfter — Live  in  peace — Adieu. 


ANSWERTO  THE  FOLLOWING  QUESTION 

OF   MRS.   HOWE. 

WHAT  is  PRUDERY  ? 

'Tis  a  beldam, 

Seen  with  wit  and  beauty  .feldoni, 
'Tis  a  fear  that  ftarts  at  ihad'ows. 
'Tis  (no,  'tis  n't)  like  Mifs  Meadows. 
'Tis  a  virgin  hard  of  feature, 
Old,  and  void  of  all  good  nature  ; 
Lean  and  fretful  ;  would  feem  wife; 
"Yet  plays  the  fool  before  {he  dies. 
? Tis  an  ugly,  envious  {hrew, 
That  rails  ut  dear  LeptU  and  you, 


OCCASIONED  BY   SOME  VERSES  O?  IHg  GRACE  THE 
DUKE  OF   BUCKINGHAM. 

MUSE,  'tis  enough  :  at  length  the  labour  ends, 
And  thou  {halt  live,  for  Buckingham  commends. 
Let  crowds  of  critics  now  my  verfe  aflail, 
Let  Dennis  write,  and  namelefs  numbers  rail : 
This  more  than  pays  whole  years  of  thanklef 
Time,  health,  and  fortune,  are  not  loft  in  "vain. 
Sheffield  approves,  conferring  Phoebus  bends, 
And  I  and  malice  from  this  hour  are  friends. 


A    PROLOGUE 


BY   MR.  POPE, 


To  a  Play  for  Mr.  Dennis's  Benefit,  in  1733, 
he  "was  Old,  Blind)  and  in  great  D>Jlrefst  a  little  be 
fore  bis  Death. 

As  when  that  hero,  who  in  each  campaign 
Had  brav'd  the  Goth,  and  many  a  Vandal  flam, 
Lay  fortune-ftruck,  a  fpe«5lacle  of  woe  ! 
Wept  by  each  friend,  forgiv'n  by  every  foe  : 
Was  there  a  generous,  a  reflecting  mind, 
But  pitied  Belifarius  old  and  blind  ?    . 
Was  there  a  chief  but  melted  at  the  fight  ? 
A  common  foldier,  but  who  clubb'd  his  mite  ? 
Such,  fuch  emotions  mould  in  Bwtons  rife, 
When  prefs'd  by  want  and  weaknefs  Dennis  lies  ; 
Dennis,  who  long  had  warr'd  with  modern  Huns, 
Their  quibbles  routed,  and  defy'd  their  puns, 
A  defperate  bulwark,  fturdy,  firm,  and  fierce, 
Againft  the  Gothic  fonsof  frozen  verfe  : 
How  chang'd  from  him  who  made  the  boxes  groan, 
And  {hook  the  ftage  with  thunders  all  his  own! 
Stood  up  to  dafh  each  vain  pretender's  hope, 
Maul  the  French  tyrant,  or  pull  down  the  Pope  1 
If  there's  a  Briton  then,  true  bred  and  born, 
Who  holds  dragoons  anoi  wooden  fhoes  in  fcorn  j 
If  there's  a  critic  of  diftinguifti'd  rage  ; 
If  there's  a  fenior,  who  conremnsthis  age; 
Let  him  to-night  his  juft  afliftance  lend, 
And  be  the  critic's,  Briton's,.  old  man's  friend,) 


PROLOGUE  TO  SOPHONISBA, 

BY  POPE  AND  MALLET. 

WHEN  learning,  after  the  long  Gothic  night. 
Fair,  o'er  the  weftern  world,  renew'd  its  light, 
With  arts  arifing,  Sophonifba  rofe  : 
The  tragic  mule,  returning,  wept  her  woes. 
With  her  th'  Italian  fcene  firft  learn 'd  to  glow; 
And  the  firft  tears  for  her  were  taught  to  flow. 
Her  charms  the  Gallic  mufes  next  infpir'd  : 
Corneille  himfelf  faw,  wonder'd,  and  was  fir'd. 

What  foreign  theatres  with  pride  have 
Britain,  by  jufter  title,  makes  her  own. 


,6* 

When  freedom  is  the  caufe,  'tis  her's  to  fight ; 
And  her's,  when  freedom  is  the  theme,  to  write. 
For  this  a  British  author  bids  again 
The  heroine  rife,  to  grace  the  Br itifli  fcene. 
Here,  as  in  life,  fhe  breathes  her  genuine  flame : 
She  aflcs,  what  bofom  has  not  felt  the  fame  : 
A(ks  of  the  Britifti  youth — Is  filence  there  ? 
She  dares  to  aflc  it  of  the  Britifti  fair. 

To-night,  our  home-fpun  author  would  be  true. 
At  once,  to  nature,  hiftory,  and  you. 
Well  pleas'd  to  give  our  neighbours  due  applaufe, 
Jie  owns  their  learning,  but  difdains  their  laws. 
Not  to  his  patient  touch,  or  happy  flame, 
"Pis  to  his  Britifti  heart  he  trufts  for  fame. 
If  France  excel  him  in  one  freeborn  thought, 
The  man,  as  well  as  poet,  is  in  fault. 

Nature  1  informer  of  the  poet's  art, 
Whofe  force  alone  can  raife  or  melt  the  heart, 
Thoa  art  his  guide  ;  each  pafllon,  every  line, 
Whate'er  he  draws  to  pleafe,  muft  all  be  thine. 
|ie  thou  his  judge  :  in  every  candid  brcaft, 
7hy  filent  whifper  is  the  facred  teft. 


WORKS    OF   POPE. 


MACER: 

A     CHARACTER. 

WHEN  fimpje  Macer,  noto  of  high  renown, 
Firft  fought  a  poet's  fortune  in  the  town, 
'Twas  all  th*  ambition  his  high  foul  could  feel, 
To  wear  red  ftockings,  and  to  dine  with  Steel. 
Some  ends  of  verfe  his  betters  might  afford ; , ' 
And  gave  the  harmlefs  fellow  a  good  word  ; 
Set  up  with  thefcv  he  ventur'd  on  the  town, 
And  with  a  borrow'd  play  out-did  poor  Crown. 
There  he  ftopp'd  fhort,  nor  fince  has  writ  a  title, 
But  has  the  wit  to  make  the  moft  of  little  : 
Like  ftunted  hide-bound  trees,  that  juft  have  got 
Sufficient  fap  at  once  to  bear  and  rot. 
Now  he  begs  verfe,  and  what  he  gets  commends, 
Not  of  the  wits,  his  foes,  but  fools  his  friends. 

So  fome  coarfe  country  wench,  almoft  decay'd, 
Trudges  to  town,  and  firft  turns  chambermaid  ; 
Aukward  and  fuppje,  each  devoir  to  pay, 
She  flatters  her  good  lady  twice  a-day ; 
Thought  wondrous  honeft,  though  of  mean  degree, 
And  ftrangely  lik'd  for  her  fimplicity  : 
In  a  tranflated  fuit,  then  tries  the  town, 
With  borrow'd  pins,  and  patches  not  her  own  : 
But  juft  endur'd  the  winter  fhe  began, 
And  in  four  months  a  batter'd  harridan. 
Now  nothing  left,  but  wither'd,  pale,  and  ftirunk, 
To  bawd  for  others,  and  go  fhare?  with  punk. 


TO  MR.  JOHN  MOORE, 

AUTHOR  OF    THE  CELEBRATED  WORM-POWDER. 

How  much,  egregious  Moore,  are  we 

Deceiv'd  by  ftiows  and  forms  ! 
Whate'er  we  think,  whate'cr  we  fee, 

All  humankind  are  worms. 


Man  is  a  very  worm  by  birth, 

Vile,  reptile,  weak,  and  vain  ! 
A  while  he  crawls  upon  the  earth, 

Then  {brinks  to  earth  again. 

That  woman  is  a  worm,  we  find 

E'er  fince  our  grandame's  evil ; 
She  firft  convened  with  her  own  kind, 

That  ancient  worm  the  devil. 

The  learn-' d  themfclves  we  book-worms  name, 

The  blockhead  is  a  flow-worm  ; 
The  nymph  whofe  tail  is  ail  on  flame, 

Is  aptly  term'd  a  glow-worm  : 

The  fops  are  painted  butterflies, 

That  flutter  for  a  day  ; 
Firft  from  a  worm  they  take  their  rife, 

And  in  a  worm  decay. 

The  flatterer  an  earwig  grows ; 

Thus  worms  fuit  all  conditions. 
Mifers  are  muck-worms,  filk-worms  beaux, 

And  death  watches  phylicians. 

That  flatefmen  have  the  worm,  is  feen 

By  all  their  winding  play; 
Their  confcience  is  a  worm  within, 

That  gnaws  them  night  and  day. 

Ah  Moore !  thy  fkill  were  well  employ 'd, 

And  greater  gain  would  rife, 
If  thou  could  ft  make  the  courtier  void 

The  worm  that  never  dies ! 

O  learned  friend  of  Abchurch-lane, 

Who  fett'ft  our  entrails  free  ; 
Vain  is  thy  art,  thy  powder  vain, 

Since  worms  (hall  eat  ev'n  thee. 

Our  fate  thou  only  canft  adjourn 

Some  few  ftiort  years,  no  more  ! 
Ev'n  Burton's  wits  to  worms  fhall  turn, 

Who  maggots  were  before. 


§ONG,  BY  A  PERSON  OF  QUALITY. 

WRITTEN  IN   THE   TEAR  1733. 
I. 

FLUTTERING  fpread  thy  purple  pinions, 

Oentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart ; 
I  a  flave  in  thy  dominions ; 

Nature  muft  give  way  to  art. 

ii. 
Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming, 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocki, 
See  my  weary  days  confuming, 

All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

in. 
Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping, 

Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  youth; 
Him  the  boar,  in  filence  creeping, 

Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. ' 


MISCELLANIES. 


Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers ; 

Fair  difcretion,  ftring  the  lyre  ; 
Sooth  my  ever-waking  flumbers  : 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

v. 
Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 

Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains, 
Lead  me  to  the  cryftal  mirrors, 

Watering  foft  Elyfian  plains. 

VI. 

Mournful  cyprefs,  verdant  willow, 
Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 

Morpheus  hovering  o'er  my  pillow, 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 

VII. 

Melancholy  fmooth  Meander, 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round, 

On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 

With  thy  flowery  chaplets  crown'd. 

VIII. 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping, 
Softly  feeks  her  filent  mate, 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  {looping ; 
Melody  refigns  to  fate. 


ON  A  CERTAIN  LADY  AT  COURT. 

I  KNOW  the  thing  that's  moft  uncommon  ; 

(Envy  be  filent,  and  attend  ! ) 
I  know  a  reasonable  woman, 

Handfome  and  witty,  yet  a  friend. 

Not  warp'd  by  paffion,  aw'd  by  rumour ; 

Not  grave  through  pride,  nor  gay  through  folly 
An  equal  mixture  of  good-humour, 

And  fenfible  foft  melancholy. 

"  Has  (he  no  faults  then,  (Envy  fays)  Sir  ?" 

Yes,  (he  has  one,  I  muft  aver  : 
When  all  the  world  confpires  to  praife  her, 

The  woman's  deaf,  and  does  not  hear. 


ON  HIS  GROTTO  AT  TWICKENHAM, 

Compofidef  Marble,  Spars,  Gems,  Ores,  and  Minerals. 

THOU  who  fhalt  ftop,  where  Thames*  tranflucent 

wave 

Shines  a  broad  mirror  through  the  fhadowy  cave ; 
Where  lingering  drops  from  mineral  roofs  diftil, 
And  pointed  cryftals  break  the  fparkling  rill, 
Unpolifh'd  gems  no  ray  on  pride  beftow, 
And  latent  metals  innocently  glow  ; 
Approach.  Great  Nature  ftudioufly  behold  ! 
And  eye  the  mine  without  a  wifh  for  gold. 
Approach :  but  awful !  lo  !  th'  jEgerian  grot, 
Where,  nobly  penfive,  St.  John  fat  and  thought ; 
Where  BritJ{h  fighs  from  dying  Wyndham  ftole, 
And  the  bright  flame  was  fhot  through  March- 

mont's  foul. 

Let  fuch,  fuch  only,  tread  this  facred  floor, 
Who  dare  to  love  their  country,  and  be  poor, 
VOL,  VIII, 


TO  MRS.  M.  B.  ON  HER  BIP.TH-DAY. 

OH,  be  thou  bleft  with  all  that  heaven  can  fend, 
Long  health,t  long  youth,  long  pleafure,  and  a 

friend  1 

Not  with  thofe  toys  the  female  world  admire, 
Riches  that  vex,  and  vanities  that  tire. 
With  added  years,  if  life  bring  nothing  new, 
But  like  a  fieve  let  every  bit-fling  through, 
Some  joy  flill  loft,  as  each  vain  year  runs  o'er, 
And  all  we  gain,  fome  fad  reflection  more  j 
Is  that  a  birth-day  ?  'tis  alas !  too  clear, 
*Tis  but  the  funeral  of  the  former  year.  IQ 

Let  joy  or  eafe,  let  affluence  or  content, 
And  the  gay  confcience  of  a  life  well  fpent, 
Calm  every  thought,  infpirit  every  grace, 
Glow  in  thy  heart,  and  fmile  upon  thy  face. 
Let  day  improve  on  day,  and  year  on  year. 
Without  a  pain,  a  trouble,  or  a  fear  ; 
Till  death  unfelt  that  tender  frame  deftroy, 
In  fome  foft  dream,  or  ecftafy  of  joy, 
Peaceful  flcep  out  the  Sabbath  of  the  tomb, 
And  wake  to  raptures  in  a  life  to  come. 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  15.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
And  oh,  fince  death  muft  that  fair  frame  deftroy, 
D.ie,  by  fome  fudden  ecftafy  of  joy  ; 
In  fome  foft  dream  may  thy  mild  foul  remove, 
And  be  thy  lateft  gafp  a  figh  of  love. 


TO  MR  THOMAS  SOUTHERN, 

ON  HIS  BIRTHDAr,  1743. 

RESIGN'D  to  live,  prepar'd  to  die, 

With  not  one  fin,  but  poetry, 

This  day  Tom's  fair  account  has  run 

(Without  a  blot)  to  eighty-one. 

Kind  Boyle,  before  his  poet,  lays 

A  table,  with  a  cloth  of  bays ; 

And  Ireland,  mother  of  fweet  fingers, 

Prefents  her  harp  ftill  to  his  fingers. 

The  feaft,  his  towering  genius  marki 

In  yonder  wild-goofe  and  the  larks ! 

The  mufhrooms  fhow  his  wit  was  fudden  ! 

And   fpr  his  judgment,  lo,  a  pudden  ! 

Roaft  beef,  though  old,  proclaims  him  flout, 

And  grace,  although  a  bard,  devout. 

May  Tom,  whom  heaven  fent  down  to  raife 

The  price  of  prologues  and  of  plays, 

Be  every  birth-day  more  a  winner, 

Digeft  his  thirty-thoufandth  dinner; 

Walk  to  his  grave  without  reproach, 

And  fcorn  a  rafcal  and  a  coach. 


TO  LADY  MARY  WORTLEY  MONTAGUE, 


IN  beauty,  or  wit 
No  mortal  as  vet 
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To  queftion  your  empire  has  dar'd  ; 

But  men  of  difcerning 

Have  thought  that  in  learning, 
To  yield  to  a  lady  was  hard, 
n. 

Impertinent  fchools, 

With  mufty  dull  rules, 
Have  reading  to  females  deny'd  : 

So  Papifts  refufe 

The  Bible  to  ufe, 

Left  flocks  fhouldbe  wife  as  their  guide. 
in. 

'Tvyas  a  woman  at  firft, 

(Indeed  fhe  was  curft) 
In  knowledge  that  tafted  delight, 

And  fages  agree 

The  laws  fliould  decree 
To  the  firft  of  poffeflbrs  the  right. 

IV. 

Then  bravely,  fair  dame, 
Refume  the  old  claim,     ' 

Which  te  your  whole  fex  does  belong ; 
And  let  men  receive, 
From  a  fecond  bright  Eve, 

-The  knowledge  oi  right,  and  of.  wrong. 

v. 

But  if  the  nrfl  Eve 
Hard  doom  did  receive, 

When  only  one  apple  had  fhe, 
What  a  punifhment  new 
Shall  be  found  cut  for  you, 

Who  tailing,  have  robb'd  the  whole  tree  ? 


THE  FOURTH  EPISTLE 

OF  TflE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  HORACE, 

A  Modern  Imitation. 
SAY,  *  St.  John,  who  alone  perufe 
With  candid  eye,  the  mimic  mufe, 
What  fchemes  of  politics,  or  laws, 
In  Gallic  lands  the  patriot  draws  ! 
ts  then  a  greater  work  in  hand,' 
Than  all  the  tomes  o(  Harness  band  I 
"  Or  fhoots  he  folly  as  it  flies  ?  ' 
"Or  catches  manners  as  they  rife  ?" 
Or,  urg'd  by  unquench'd  native  heat, 
Does  St.  John  Greenwich  fports  repeat  £ 
Where  (emulous  of  Chartres'  fame) 
Ev'n  Chartres1  felf  is  fcarce  a  name. 

+  To  you  (th'  all-envy'd  gift  of  heaven) 
Th'  indulgent  gods,  unaflc'd,  have  given    ' 
A  form  complete  in  every  part, 
And,  to  enjoy  that  gift,  the  art. 

|  What  could  a  tender  mother's  care 
\Vifh  better,  to  her  favourite  heir, 

Ad  Albium  Tibullum. 
Alii,  nojli-orum  fermonum  candide  jiidev, 
Q'td  nunc  te  dicamjacere  in  revione  Pedana  ? 
Scribcre,  quod  CaJJl  farmers  opt!fcula  -vine at  ? 

t  • '  Di  tlbi  formam 

Vi  till  dlvitias  dedtrant,  ariemqitefriiendi. 

\    <$>uid  voveat  dulcl  nutncula  majus  a!umnot 
^crnja^re,  ef  fan  fifct  ^fj&ntiat,  d  cut  " 


Than  wit,  and  fame,  and  lucky  ho  , 
A  ftock  of  health,  and  golden  mowers, 
And  graceful  fluency  of  fyecch, 
Precepts  before  unknown  to  teach  ? 

*  Amidft  thy  various  ebbs  of  fear, 
And  gleaming  hope,  and  black  defpair; 
Yet  let  thy  friend  this  truth  impart; 
A  truth  I  tell  with  bleeding  heart, 
(In  juftice  for  your  labours  paft) 
f  That  every  day  fhali  be  your  laft ; 
That  every  hour  you  life  renew 
Is  to  your  injurM  country  due. 

In  fpight  of  fears,  of  mercy  fpight, 
My  genius  ftill  muft  rail,  and  write. 
Hafte  to  thy  Twickenham's  fafe  retreat, 
And  mingle  with  the  grumbling  great : 
There,  half  devour'd  by  fpleen,  you'll  find 
The  rhyming  bubbler  of  mankind; 
There  (objects  of  our  mutual  hate) 
We'll  ridicule  both  church  and  ftatc. 


JEPIGRAM  ON  MRS.  TOFTS, 

A  bandfome  ivatnan  -with  a  fine  •uoicet  but  verj 
tout  and  fraud  |J. 

So  bright  is  thy  beauty,  fo  charming  thy  fong, 
As  had  drawn  both  the  beads  and  their  Orpht 

along ; 

But  fwch  is,  thy  avarice  ;  and  fi  ch  is  thy  pride,     ' 
That  the  bcafts  mult  have  ftarv'd,   and  the  poq 

have  died. 


EPIGRAM 

ON  ONE  WHO   MADE   LONG   EPITAPHS 

FRIEND,  for  your  epitaphs  I'm  griev'd, 

Where  ftill  fo  much  is  laid ; 
One  half  will  never  be  believ'd, 

The  other  never  read. 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

On  bis  fainting  ftr  me  tie  Statues  of  Apollo,  Fcnus^ 
and  Her  cults. 

WHAT  god,  what  genius  did  the  pencil  move 
When  Kneller  painted  thefe  ? 

Gratia,fama,  valdudo  conlingat  alum!-, 

— non  deficientc  crumena  ? 

Inter  f  pern,  curanique,tir?iores  inter  et  Iras. 
f    Omnem  crede  diem  t'ibl  d'tluxijfefuptemum. 
Mepinguem,  (t  nitidum  bcne  curata  cute  vi/rj, 
Cum  rider e  voles  Epicuri  de  grege  pot  cum, 

||    *Tbh    epigram   jt  infcrU,cd  to  pofe  fy  Sir  Jcbn 
Hawkins  in  his  Hijlory  of  Mvftc. 
|   Br.JlokrS  Friend,  Htad  Majler  of 


MISCELLANIES. 


-. 


Twas    Friendfhip — warm  as    Phoebus,    kiad    as 

Love, 
And  ftrong  as  Hercules. 


A  FAREWELL  TO  LONDON 


IN  THE  YEAR 

!DEAR,  damn'd,  diftractingtown,  farewell! 

Thy  fools  no  more  I'll  teaze  : 
This  year  in  peace,  ye  critics,  dwell, 

Ye  harlots,  fleep  at  eafe  1 

Soft  B  -  and  rough  C  -  ,  adieu  ! 

Earl  Warwick  make  your  moan, 
The  lively  H  -  k  and  you 

May  knock  up  whores  alone. 

To  drink  and  droll  be  Rowe  allow'd 
Till  the  third  watchman  toll  j 

JLet  Jervais  gratis  paint,  and  Frowde 
Sarve  threepence  and  his  foul. 

Farewell  Arbuthnot's  raillery 

On  every  learned  lot  ; 
And  Garth,  the  belt  good  Chriflian  he, 

Although'  he  knows  it  Hot. 

Lintot,  farewell  !  thy  bard  muft  go  ; 

Farewell,  unhappy  Tonfon  ! 
Heaven  gives  thce,  for  thy  lofs  of  Rowe, 

Lean  Philips,  and  fat  Johnfon. 

Why  fhould  I  ftay  ?  Both  parties  rage  ; 

My  vixen  miftrefsiq  nails  ; 
The  wits  in  envious  feud?  engage; 

And  Homer  (damn  him:)  calls. 

The  love  of  arts  lies  cold  and  dead 

In  Halifax's  urn  ; 
And  not  one  mule  of  all  he  fed, 

Has  yet  the  grace  to  mourn.         , 

My  friends,  by  turns,  my  friends  confound, 

Betray,  and  are  betiay'd  : 
Poor  Y  —  r's  fold  for  fifty  pound, 

And  B  -  11  is  a  jade. 

Why  make  I  friendihips  with  the  great, 

•When  I  no  favour  leek? 
Or  follow  girls  feven  hours  in  eight  ?—  - 
I  need  but  once  a  week. 

Still  idle,  with  a  bufy  air, 

Deep  whimfies  to  contrive; 
The.  gayeft  valetudinaire, 

Moll  thinking  ruke  alive. 

Solicitous  for  others  ends, 

Though  fond  of  dear  rcpofe  ; 
Cujekis  "or  drowfy  with  n;y  friends, 

A#d  frolic  with  u'iv  iocs, 


Luxurious  lobfter-nights,  farewell, 

For  fober,  ftudious  days ! 
And  Burlington's  delicious  meal, 

For  fallads,  tarts,  and  peafe  1 

Adieu  to  all  but  Gay  alone, 
Whofe  foul,  fincere  and  free, 

Loves  all  mankind,  but  flatters  none, 
And  fo  may  ftarve  with  me. 


A   DIALOGUE. 


Pope.     SINCE  my  old  friend  is  grown  fo  grt. 
As  to  be  Minilier  of  State, 
I'm  tojld  (but  'tis  not  true  I  hope) 
That  Craggs  will  be  aiham'd  of  Pope, 


Alas  !  if  1  am  fuch  a  creature, 
To  grow  the  worfe  for  growing  greater 
Why  faith,  in  fpite  of  all  my  brags, 
T,is  Pope  muft  be  aiham'd  of  Crag-js." 


EPIGRAM. 

Engraved  en  the  Collar  of  a  Dog,   "which  I  gain  U  &£; 
Royal 


I  AM  his  Hig'hncfs'  dog  at  Kew; 
Pray  tell  me,  £>ir,  whole  dog  are  you  ? 


EPIGRAM. 

Occajioned  Ly  an  Invitation  to  Com . , 

IN  the  lines  that  you  fent,  are  the  Mufes  and  G. 

ces ;  [your  faces. 

You've  the  Nine  in  your  wit,  and  the  Three  ia 


ON  AN  OLD  GATE 

-  ERECTED  IN  CHISWJCK  GARDENS. 

O  Gate,  how  cam'ft  thou  here  ? 
Gate..  \  was  brought  from  Chelfea  laft  year, 
Batter'd  with  wind  and  weather. 
Inigo  Jones  put  me  together. 
Sir  Hans  Sloane 
Let  me  alone : 
Burlington  brought  me  hither. 


A    FRAGMENT. 

WHAT  are  the  falling  rills,  the  pendant 
The  mcrnjiig  bowers,  the  evening  colonnade^ 
i.  ij 
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But  foft  recefles  for  th'  uneafy  mind 
To  figh  unheard  in,  to  the  paffihg  wind  ! 
So  the  (truck  deer,  in  fome  fequefter'd  part, 
Lies  down  to  die  (the  arrow  in  his  heart) ; 
There  hid  in  {hades,  and  wafting  day  by  day, 
Jnly  he  bleeds,  and  pants  his  foul  atoay. 


VERSES  LEFT  BY  MR.  POPE, 

0/»  his  lyini  in  tie  fame  Bed  which  Wilmot  the  cele- 

•'.   brated  Earl  of  Rocbejler  Jlept  in,  <at  Adderbury%  then 

belonging  to  the  Dvke^of  Argyll^  July  $th.  1739. 

WITH  no  poetic  ardour  fir'd 

I  prefsthe  bed  where  Wiimot  lay; 
That  here  he  lov'd,  or  here  expir'd, 

Begets  no  numbers  grave,  or  gay. 

But  in  thy  roof,  Argyll,  are  bred 

Such  thoughts  as  prompt  the  brave  to  lie. 

Stretch'd  out  in  honour's  nobler  bed,  •     < 
Beneath  a  nobler  roof — the  flcy. 

Such  flames  as  high  in  patriots  burn, 
Yet  ftoop  to  blefc  a  child  or  wife ; 


And  fuch  as  wicked  kings  may  meumf 
When  freedom  is  more  dtai*  than  life. 


VERSES  TO   MR.  C. 

\      '.     •  ;  ;    ' 

ST.  JAMES'S  PLACE, 
LonJuti,  Qftober  aa. 

Few  words  are  beft ;  I  wifh  you  well ; 
Bethel,  I'm  told,  will  foon  be  here  t 
Some  morning  walks  along  the  Mall, 
••   And  evening  friends,  will  end  the  year. 

. 

If  in  this  interval,  between 

The  falling  leaf  and  coming  froft, 

You  pleafe  to  fee,  on  Twit'nam  green, 
Your  friend,  your  poet,  and  your  hoft ; 

For  three  whole  days  you  here  may  reft, 
From  office,  bufiriefs,  news,  and  flrjfe  ; 

And  (what  moft  folks  would  think  a  jeft) 
Want  nothing  elfe,  except  your  wife, 


EPITAPHS. 


*.'.  His  faltetn  accumulem  donis,  et  fungar  inani 
«  Munerc!"  VIRG, 


ON  CHARLES  EARL  OF  DORSET. 
In  the  Clurcb  of  Witkyam  in  Su/ex. 

,  the  grace  of  courts,  the  mufes'  pride, 
Patron  of  art*,  and  judge  of  nature,  dy'd.  ,- 
The  fcourge  of  pride,  though  fandtified  or  great, 
©f  fop?  in  learning,  and  of  knaves  in  ftate  : 
Yet  foft  his  nature,  though  fevere  his  lay, 
His  anger  moral,  and  his  wifdom  gay. 
Bleft  fatirift  !  who.touch'd  the  .mean  fo  true, 
Asfhqw'd,  vice  had  his;hate  and  pity  too. 
Bleft  courtier  1  .who  could  king  and  country  pleafe, 
Yet  facred  keep  his  friendships,  and  his  cafe,, 
Bleft  peer  !  his  great  forefathers  every  grace 
Reflecting,  and  reflected  in  his  r^ce  ;    .  '•'•,    . 
Where  other  Buckhurfts,  other  DorfeU  flune, 
And  patrons  ftill,  or  poets,  deck  the  line. 


II. 
ON  SIR  WILLIAM  TRUMBALL, 

%ne  of  the  principal  Secretaries  of  Statt  to  King  Wil- 
liam III.  wiljOi  slaving  refigncd.  bis  place,  died  in  bis 
Retirement  at  Eaftbatxjied,  in  Berkfiirc,  1716. 

A  PLEASING  form,;  a  firm,  yet  cautipus  mindj 
Sincere,  though  prudent ;  conftant,  yet  refign'd; 
Honour  unchang'd,,a  principle  profeft, 
Fix'd  to  one  fide,  but  .moderate  to  the  reft ; 
An  honeft  courtier,  yet  a  patrpit  too  ; 
Juft  to  his  prince,  and  to  his  country  true  :  . 
Fill'd  with  the  fenfe  of  age,  thf  fire  of  youth, 
A  fcorn  of  wrangling,  yet  a  zeul  for  truth ; 
A  generous  faith,  from  fuperftition  free  : 
A  love  to  peace,  and  hate  of  tyranny  ;         [mov'd, 
Such  this  man  was :    who  now,  from  earth  re 
At  length  enjoys  that  liberty  he 


III. 


ON  THE  HON.  SIMON  HARCOURT, 


Only  Son  of  the  Lord  Chancellor   HARCOURT, 

Church  of  Stanton-Hart  ourtt  in  Oxford/hire,  I  J  2O. 

To  this  fad  fhrine,  whoe'er  thou  art  !  draw  near, 
Here  lies  the  friend  mqft  lov'd,  the  fon  moft  dear; 
Who  .ne'er  knew,  joy,  but  friendlhip  might  divide, 
Or  gave  his  father  grief,  but  when  he  dy'd. 

How  vain  is  reafon,  eloquence  how  weak  ! 
If  Pope  muft  tell  what  Harcourt  cannot  fpeak, 
Oh  let  thy  o-nce-lov'd  friend  infcribe  thy  ftone, 
And,  with  a  father's  forrows,  mix  his  own  ! 


IV. 

ON  JAMES  CRAGGS,  ESQ., 
In  Wrjlmtnfer- Abbey. 


]          .       JACOBUS  CRAGGS. 

Regi  Magnse  Britannia  a  Secretis 
;  et  Confiliisfandioribus, 

Principis  pariter  ac  populi  amor  et 
vixit  titulis  et  inviSia  major 
annos,  heu  paucos,  xxxv. 
Ob.  Feb.  xvi.  M.DCC.XX. 

Statefman,  yet  frjend  to  truth  !  ;of  foul  fincere, 
In  atftion  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear  ! 
Who  broke  no  promife,  ferv'd  no  private  end, 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  loft  no  friend, 
Ennobled  by  himfelf,  by  all  approv'd, 

,  wept,  and  honour'd,  by  the  mufe  he  lov' 
L  iij 
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V. 


INTENDED  FOR  MR.  ROWE, 

In  WtJlwinJier-Abbey. 

THY  relicks,  Rowe,  to  this  fair  urn  we  truft, 
And  facred,  place  by  Drydcn's  awful  duft  : 
Evneruh  a  rude  and  namelefs  ftone  he  lies, 
To  which  thy  tomb  (hall  guide  inquiring  eyes, 
Peace  to  thy  gentle  fhade,  and  endlefs  reft  1 
Bieft  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  bleft  ! 
One  grateful  woman  to  thy  fame  fupphes 
What  a  whole  thanklefs  land  to  his  denies. 


VARIATION. 

It  is  as  follows  on  the  monument  in  the  Abb'.y 

erected  to  Rowe  and  his  daughter. 
Thy  relicks,  Rawc  !  to  this  fad  {brine  we  truft, 
And  near  thy  Shakfpeare  place  thy  honour'd  buft, 
Oh,  next  him,  fcill'd  to  draw  the  tender  tear, 
For  never  heart  felt  paffion  more  fmcere ; 
To  nobler  fentiment  to  fire  the  br ^ve, 
For  never  B'iton  more  difdain'd  a  flave. 
Peace  to  thy  gentle  fhade,  and  endlefs  reft; 
Bleft  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  bleft  1 
And, bleft,  that,  timely  from  ourfcene  remov'd, 
Thy  foul  enjoys  the  liberty  it  lov'd. 
To  thefe  fo  mourn "d  in  death,  fo  lov'd  in  life  ; 
The  childlefs  parent  and  the  widow'd  wife, 
With  tears  infcribes  this  monumental  ftone, 
That  holds  their  aflies  and  expedts  her  own. 


VI. 
ON  MRS.  CORBET, 

*  Wlo  died  of  a  Cancer  in  her  Breajf. 

HERE  refts  a  woman,  good  without  pretence, 
Bleft  with  plain  reafon,  and  with  fober  fenfe  : 
No  conquefts  (he,. but  o'er  herfelf,  defir'd, 
No  arts  effay'd,  but  not  Jto  be  admir'd. 
Paffion  and  pride  were  to  her  foul  unknown, 
Convinc'd  that  virtue  only  is  our  own. 
So  unaffe&ed,  fo  compos'd  a  mind; 
So  firm,  yet  foft ;  fo  ftrong,  yet  fo  refin'd  ; 
Heaven,  as  its  pureft  gold,  by  tortures  try'd; 
The  faint  fuftain'd  it,  but  the  woman  dy'd. 


.    VII. 

On  tie  Monument  of  tie  Honourable  ROBERT  DIGBY 
and  of  his  Sifter  MARY,  e re  fled  by  their  Father  the 
I.ORD  DIGBY',  in  the  Church  ef  Sher borne,  in  Dor 
fefiire,  1727. 

Go !  fair  example  of  untainted  youth, 
Of  modeft  wifdom,  and  pacific  truth  ; 
Compos'd  in  fufferings,  and  in  joy  fedate, 
<^ooa  without  noife,  without  pretenfion  great. 
]  nft  of  thy  word,  in  every  thought  fmcere, 
\Vho  knew  no  wilh  but  what  the  world  migh 
bear  : 


>f  foftcft  manners,  tfr.affe&ed  mind1, 

.over  of  pea'  ^  °f  human  kind: 

"Jo,  live  :   for  He«v< .a's  eternal  year  is  thine, 

Go'  and  exa'r  thy  moral  to  divine. 

And  thou.  bl.-lr  inaid  .  attendant  on  his  doom, 

Jenfivc  haft  fo'low'd  -o  the  filent  tomb, 
teer'd  the  fame  courfe  to  'he  lame  quiet  fhorc, 

Not  parted  long,  and  now  to  part  no  more  . 

Go  then,  where  only  blifs  fmcere  is  known  ! 

Go,  where  to  love  and  to  enjoy  are  or-.-  1 
Yet  take  thefe  tears,   mortality's  relief, 

And  till  we  (hare  your  joys,  forgive  our  grief: 

Thefe  little  rites,  a  ftone,  a  verfe  receive ; 
Tis  all  a  father,  all  a  friend  can  give  [ 


,, 


VIII. 
ON  SIR  GODFREY  KNELL 

In  WcJtminJlcr-Abbty,  1723- 

KNELLER,  by  Heaven,  and  not  a  mafter  taught, 
Whofe  art  wa*  nature,  and  whofe  pictures  though:; 

Sfow  for  two  ages  having  fnatch'd  from  fate 
Whate'er  was  beauteous,  or  whatever  was  great, 
Lies  crown'd  with  princes  honours,  poets  lays, 

Due  to  his  merit,  and  brave  thirft  of  praife. 

Living,  great  nature  fear'd  he  might  outvie 
Her  works ;  and,  dying,  fears  herfelf  may  die. 


IX. 
ON  GENERAL  HENRY  WITHERS, 

In   Wcjlminfler- Abbey ,  1729. 

HERE,  Withers,  reft  :  thoubraveft.  genfleft  mindl 

Thy  country's  friend,  but  more  of  human  kind. 

Oh  born  to  arms  1  O  worth  in  y<;Uth  approv'd  ! 

O  foft  humanity,  in  age  belov'd : 

For  thee,  the  hardy  veteran  drops  a  tear, 

And  the  gay  courtier  feels  the  figh  fmcere. 

Withers,  Adieu !  yet  not  with  thee  remove 
Thy  martial  fpirit,  or  thy  focial  love  1 
Amidft  corruption,  luxury,  and  rage, 
Still  leave  fome  ancient  jrirtues  to  our  age ; 
Nor  let  us  fay  (thole  Englifh  glories  gone) 
The  laft  true  Briton  lies  beneath  this  ftone. 


X. 
ON  MR.  ELIJAH  FENTON,     ^ 

<dt  Eaflhamjifd,  in  Berks ,  1730. 

This  modeft  ftone,  what  few  vain  marbles  can, 
May  truly  fay,  Here  lies  an  honeft  man  : 
A  poet,  bleft  beyond  the  poets  fate,  [?reat » 

Whom  Heaven  kept  facred  from  the  proud  and 
Foe  to  loud  praife,  and  friend  to.  learned  eafe, 
Content  with  ftience  in  the  vale  of  peace, 
Calmly  he  look'd  on  either  life,  and  here 
Saw  nothing  to  regret,  or  there  to  fear  ; 
From  nature's  temperate  feaft  rofe  fatisfyM  , 
Thank'd  Heaven  that  he  had  liv'd,  and  that  he 
dy'd. 


EPITAPHS. 


XI. 
ON  MR.  GAY. 


,  173* 


0£  manners  frentle,  of  affections  mild; 
In  wit,  a  man  ;  iimplicity,  a  child  : 
With  native  humour  tempering  virtuous  rage, 
Fbrm'd  to  delight  at  once  andjaili  the  age  : 
Above  temptation  in  a  low  eftati, 
And  wncorrupted,  ev'n  among  the  great  : 
.A  fafe  companion,  and  aia  eafy  friend, 
Unblam'd  through  lite,  lamented  in  thy  end. 
7'hele  are  thy  honours  !  not  that  here  thy  bud 
Is  mix'd  with  heroes,  or  with  kings  thy  dull  ; 
But  that  the  woithy  and  the  good  ihall  fuy, 
Striking  their  penfive  bofoms—  Here  lies  Gay. 

,     ANOTHER* 

WELL  then  !  poor  Gay  lies  under  ground, 
So  there's  an  end  of  honeft  Jack  : 

So  little  jurtice  here  he  found, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  he'll  ne'er  come  back. 


XII. 
'  INTENDED  FOR  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON", 

/«    Wejlminjler- Abbey. 
ISAACUS    NEWTONUS  t 

Quern  Immortalem 
Teftantur  Tempns,  Natura,  Ccelum  : 

Mortalem 

Hoc  marmor  fatetur. 

Nature,  and  nature's  laws  lay  hid  in  night : 
God  faid,  let  Newton  be  !  and  all  was  light. 


XI H. 
ON  DR.  FRANC  fS  ATTEREURY, 

BISHOP  OF  ROCHESTER, 

-,     Who  died  in  Exile  at  Paris,  I  73 a. 

|His  only  Daughter  having  expired  in  his  arms, 
immediately  after  fhe  arrived  in  France  to  lee 
him.] 

DIALOGUE. 

SHE. 

YES,  we  have  liv'd — one  pang,  and  then  we  part ! 
tyiay  Fleaven,  dear  father!  how  have  all  thy  heart, 
Yet  ah  !  how  once  we  iov'd,  remember  ftijl, 
Till  you  are  ciuft  like  me. 
HE. 

Dear  fhade !  I  will : 

Then  mix  this  dii'ft  with  thine — O  fpotlefs  ghoft  ! 
O  more  than  fortune,  friends,  or  country  loft  ! 
Is  there  on  earth,  one  care,  one  wifli  befide  f 
Ye$ — Save  rny  country ,  ffeavfti, 

—He  faid,  and  dy'd. 


XIV. 


ON  EDMONDDUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM, 


Who  died  in   the  Nineteenth  Tear  of  bis  Aget 


IF  modeft  youth,  with  cool  reflection  crown'd, 
And  every  opening  virtue  blooming  round, 
Could  lave  a  parent's  jufteft  pride  from,  fate, 
Or  add  one  patriot  to  a  finking  ftate  ; 
This  weeping  marble  had  not  aflc'd  thy  teafj 
Or  fadly  told,  how  many  hopes  lie  here  ! 
The  living  virtue  now  had  {hone  approv'd, 
The  i'enate  heard  him,  and  his  country  Iov'd, 
Yet  fofter  honours,  and  lefs  noiiy  fame 
Attend  the  {hade  of  gentle  Buckingham  : 
In  whom  a  race,  for  courage  fam'd  and  art, 
Ends  in  the  milder  merit  of  the  heart  ; 
And,  chiefs  or  fages  long  to  Britain  given, 
Pays  the  lafi.  tribute  of  a  faint  to  Heaven, 


XV. 

FOR  ONE  WHO  WOULD  NOT  BE    BURIED  IN  WEST- 
MINSTER-ABBEY. 

HEROES  and  kings  I  your  diftance  keep  1 
In  peace  let  one  poor  poet  fleep, 
Who  never  flatter'd  folks  like  you  : 
Let  Horace  blufh,  and  Virgil  too. 

.ANOTHER^  ON  THE   SAME. 

UNDER  this  marble,  or  under  this  fill,     - . 
Or  under  this  turf,  or  e'en  what  they  wilfj 
Whatever  an  heir,  or  a  friend  in  his  ftead, 
Or  any  good  creature  (hall  lay  o'er  my  heatf, 
Lies  one  who  ne'er  car'd,  and  ftill  cares  not  a  pin. 
What  they  faid,  or  may  fay  of  the  mortal  within: 
But  who,  living  and  dying,  ferene  ftill  and  free, 
Trufts  in  God,  that  as  well  as  he  was,  he  ihall  bs* 


XVI. 
LORD  CONINGSBY'S  EPITAPH  #, 

HERE  lies  Lord  Coningfby — be  civil; 
The  reft  God  knows — ib  does  the  Devtf. 


XVII,  v     - 

ON  BUTLER'S  MONUMENT. 
Perhaps  by  Mr,  Pope. 

RESPECT  to  Dryden,  Sheffield  juftly  pay'd, 
And  noble  Viilers  honour'd  Cowley's  (hade  : 
But  whence  this  barber  ? — that  a  name  fo  meaA 
Should,  join'd  with  Butler's,  on  a  tomb  be  fsen  I 
This  pyramid  would  better  far  proclaim, 
To  future  ages,  humbler  Settle's  name : 
Poet  and  patron  then  had  been  well  pair'd, 
The  city  printer,  and  the  city  bard. 

*  This  Epitapb)  originally  'written  on  Plcut  JV/ 
randula,  is  applied'  to  Fr  Chartrett  aiid printed  at&w 
tit  iverks  of  # -mift . 
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LETTER  TO  THE  PUBLISHER, 


6CCASIONED  BY  THE 

FIRST  CORRECT  EDITION  OF  THE  DUNCIAD. 


IT  is  with  pleafore  I  hear,  that  you  have  procured  i 
a  correcl:  copy  of  the  Dunciad,  which  the  many 
furreptitious  ones  have  rendered  fo  neceffary;  and 
it  is  yet  wrh  more,  that  I  am  informed  it  will  be 
attended  with  a  Commentary  :  a  work  fo  requi- 
fite,  that  I  cannot  think  the  author  himfelf  would 
have  omitted  it,  had  he  approved  of  the  firft  ap- 
pearance of  this  poem. 

Such  notes  as  ha\e  occurred  to  me,  I  herewith 
fend  you  :  you  will  oblige  me  by  infeiting  them 
amongft  thofe  which  arc,  or  will  be,  tranfmitttd 
to  you  by  others;  fince  not  only  the  atithoi's 
friends,  but  even  Grangers,  appear  engaged  by 
humanity,  to  take  fome  care  of  an  orphan  of  fo 
much  genius  and  fpirit,  which  its  parent  fecms  to 
have  abandoned  frem  the  very  beginning,  and  fuf- 
fered  to  ftep  into  the  world  naked,  urguarded,and 
unattended. 

It  was  upon  rear! ing  fome  of  the  abufive  papers 
lately  j  ublifhed,  that  my  great  regard  to  a  perfon, 
whofe  friendfhip  I  efteem  as  one  of  the  chief  ho- 
nours of  my  life,  and  a  much  greater  refpe<5t  to 
truth,  than  to  him  or  any  man  living,  engaged 
me  in  inquiries,  of  which  the  enclofed  notes  are 
the  fruit. 

I  perceived,  that  mcft  of  thefe  authors  had  been 
(doubtlefs  very  wifely)  the  firft  aggrefibrs.  They 
had  tried,  till  they  were  weary,  what  was  to  be 
got  by  railing  at  tath  other  :  nobody  was  either 
concerned  or  furprifed,  if  this  or  that  fcribbler  was 
proved  a  dunce.  But  every  one  was  curious  to 
read  what  could  be  faid  to  prove  Mr.  Pope  one, 
and  was  ready  to  pay  fomething  for  fuch  a  diico- 
very  :  a  (tratagem  which  would  they  fairly  own, 
it  might  not  only  reconcile  them  to  me,  but  fcreen 
them  from  the  refehtment  of  their  lawful  fi;peri- 
rr?,  whom  they  daily  abufe,  only  (as  1  charitably 
hope)  to  get  that  by  them,  which  they  cannot  get 
from  tkem. 


I  found  this  was  not  all  t  ill  fuccefs  in  that  had 
tranfported  them  to  perfonal  abufe,  either  of  him- 
felf, or  (what  I  think  he  could  lels  forgive)  of  his 
friends.  They  had  called  men  of  virtue  and  ho- 
nour bad  men,  long  before  he  had  either  leifure  cr 
inclination  to  call  them  bad  writefs  :  and  fome  had 
been  fuch  old  offenders,  that  he  had  quite  forgot- 
ten their  perfons  as  well  as  their  flanders,  till  they 
were  pleafed  to  revive  them. 

Now  what  had  Mr.  Pope  done  before,  to  ir- 
cenle  them  ?  He  had  publifhed  thofe  works  which 
are  in  the  hards  of  every  body,  in  which  not  the 
leaft  mention  is  made  6»  any  of  them.  And  what 
has  he  done  fince  ?  He  has  laughed,  and  written 
the  Dunciad.  What  has  that  faid  of  them  ?  A  very 
ferious  truth,  which  the  public  had  faid  before, 
that  they  were  dull :  and  what  it  had  no  froner 
faid,  but  they  themfelves  were  at  great  pains  to 
procure,  or  even  purchafe,  room  in  the  prints,  to 
teftify  under  their  hands  to  the  truth  of  it. 

I  ihould  ftill  have  been  filent,  if  either  I  had 
feen  any  inclination  in  my  friend  to  be  ferious  with 
fuch  accufers,  cr  if  they  had  only  meddled  with 
his  writings;  fince  whoever  puhlifhes,  puts  himftlf 
on  his  trial  by  his  country.  But  when  his  moral 
character  was  attacked,  and  in  a  manner  from 
which  neither  truth  r,or  virtue  can  fccnrethc  moft 
innocent;  in  a  manner,  which,  though  it  annihi- 
lates the  credit  of  the  accufation  with  the  juft  and 
impartial,  yet  aggravates  very  much  the  guilt  of 
the  accufers  ;  I  mean  by  authors  without  names ; 
then  I  thought,  fince  the  danger  was  common  to 
all,  the  concern  ought  to  be  fo ;  and  that  it  was 
an  a<5l  of  juftice  to  deteift  the  authors,  not  only  on 
this  account,  but  as  many  of  them  are  the  fame 
who  for  feveral  years  paft  have  made  free  with  the 
greateft  names  in  church  and  ftate,  eipofed  to  the 
world  the  private  misfortunes  of  families,  abufcd 
all,  even,  to  women,  and  whofc  profthuted 
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(for  one  or  other  party,  in  the  unhappy  divisions 
of  their  country)  have  infulted  the  fallen,  the 
friendlefs,  the  exiled,  and  the  dead. 

Befidcs  this,  which  I  take  to  be  a  public  con- 
cern, I  have  already  confeffed  I  had  a  private  one. 
1  am  one  of  that  number  who  have  long  loved  and 
eftcemed  Mr.  Pope  ;  and  had  often  declared  it 
was  not  his  capacity  or  writings  (which  we  ever 
thought  the  leaft  valuable  part  of  his  character), 
but  the  honeft,  open,  and  beneficent  man,  that  we 
moft  efteemed,  and  loved  in  him.  Now,  if  what 
thefe  people  fay  were  believed,  I  muft  appear  to 
all  my  friends  either  a  fool,  or  a  knave ;  either  im- 
pofed  on  myfelf,  or  impofing  on  them;  fo  that  I  am 
as  much  interefted  in  the  confutation  of  thefe  ca- 
lumnies, as  he  is  himfelf. 

I  am  no  author,  and  confequently  not  to  be  fuf- 
pected  either  of  jealoufy  or  refentment  againft  any 
of  the  men,  of  whom  fcarce  one  is  known  to  me 
by  fight ;  and  as  for  their  writings,  I  have  fought 
them  (on  this  one  occafion)  in  vain,  in  the  clofets 
and  libraries  of  all  my  acquaintance.  I  had  ftill 
been  in  the  dark,  if  a  gentleman  had  not  procured 
me  (I  fuppofc  from  fome  of  themfelves,  for  they 
are  generally  much  more  dangerous  friends  than 
enemies)  the  paffages  I  fend  you.  I  folemnly  pro- 
teft  I  have  added  nothing  to  the  malice  or  abfar- 
dity  of  them ;  which  it  behoves  me  to  declare,  fince 
the  vouchers  themfelves  will  be  fo  foon  and  fo  ir- 
recoverably loft.  You  may  in  fome  meafure  pre- 
vent it,  by  prefcrving  at  leaft  their  titles  (0),  and 
difcovering  (as  far  asyou  can  depend  on  the  truth 
of  your  information)  the  names  of  the  concealed 
authors. 

The  firft  objection  I  have  heard  made  to  the 
poem,  is,  that  the  perfons  are  too  obfcurc  for  fa- 
tire.  The  perfons  themfelves,  rather  than  allow 
the  objection,  would  forgive  the  fatire  ;  and  if 
one  could  be  tempted  to  afford  it  a  ferious  anfwer, 
were  not  all  affaffinates,  popular  infurrections,  the 
infolence  of  the  rabble  without  doors,  and  of  do- 
meftics  within,  moft  wrongfully  chaftifed,  if  the 
meannefs  of  offenders  indemnified  them  from  pu- 
nifliment  ?  On  the  contrary,  obfcurity renders  them 
more  dangerous,  as  lefs  thought  of :  law  can  pro- 
nounce judgment  only  on  open  facts  :  morality 
alone  can  pafs  cenfure  on  intentions  of  mifchief; 
fo  that  for  fecret  calumny,  or  the  arrow  flying  in 
the  dark,  there  is  no  public  puniihment  left,  but 
what  a  «ood  writer  inflicts. 

The  next  objection  is,  that  thefe  fort  of  authors 
are  poor.  That  might  be  pleaded  as  an  excufe  at 
the  Old  Bailey,  for  leflfer  crimes  than  defamation 
(for  it  is  the  cafe  of  almoft  all  who  are  tried 
there),  but  fure  it  can  be  none  here  :  for  who  will 
pretend  that  the  robbing  another  of  his  reputation 
(applies  the  want  of  it  in  himfelf  ?  I  queftion  not 
but  fuch  authors  are  poor,  and  heartily  wifh  the 
objection  were  removed  by  any  honeft  livelihood. 
But  poverty  is  here  the  accident,  not  the  fubject : 
he  who  defcribes  malice  and  villany  to  be  pale 
and  meagre,  expreffes  not  the  leaft  anger  againil 

Which  U'e  have  done  in  a  lift  printed  ifi  tt>t  dp- 


. 

palenefs  or  leannefs,  but  againft  malice  and  villa- 
ny. The  apothecary  in  Romeo  and  Juliet  is  poor;, 
but  is  he  therefore  juftified  in  vending  poifon  ? 
Not  but  poverty  itfelf  becomes  a  juft  fubject  of  fa- 
tire,  when  it  is  the  confequence  of  vice,  prodiga- 
lity, or  neglect  of  one's  lawful  calling;  for  then 
it  increafes  the  public  burden,  fills  the  ftreets  and 
highways  with  robbers,  and  the  garrets  with  clip- 
pers, coiners,  aed  weekly  journalifts. 

But  omitting  that  two  or  three  of  thefe  offend 
lefs  in  their  morals  than  in  their  writings ;  muft 
poverty  make  nonfenfe  facred  ?  If  fo,  the  fame  of 
bad  authors  would  be  much  better  confulted  than 
that  of  all  the  good  ones  in  the  world  ;  and  not  one 
of  an  hundred  had  ever  been  called  by  his  righc 
name. 

They  miftake  the  whole  matter:  it  is  not  cha- 
rity to  encourage  them  in  the  way  they  follow, 
but  to  get  them  out  of  it ;  for  men  are  not  bung- 
lers becaufe  they  are  poor,  but  they  are  poor  be- 
caufe  they  are  bunglers. 

Is  it  not  pleafant  enough,  to  hear  our  authors 
crying  out  on  the  one  hand,  as  if  their  perfon* 
and  characters  were  too  facred  for  fatire  ;  and  the 
public  objecting  on  the  other,  that  they  are  too 
mean  even  for  ridicule  ?  But  whether  bread  or 
fame  be  their  end,  it  muft  be  allowed,  our  author, 
by  and  in  this  poem,  has  mercifully  given  them  a 
little  of  both. 

There  are  two  or  three,  who  by  their  rank  and 
fortune  have  no  benefit  from  the  former  objec- 
tions, fuppofing  them  good;  and  thefe  I  was  forry 
to  fee  in  fuch  company.  But  if,  wiihoat  any  pro- 
vocation, two  or  three  gentfcmen  will  fall  upon 
one,  in  an  affair  wherein  his  intereft  and  reputa- 
tion are  equally  embarked  ;  they  cannot  certainly, 
after  they  have  been  content  to  print  themfeives 
his  enemies,  complain  of  being  put  into  the  num- 
ber of  them. 

Others,  I  am  told,  pretend  to  have  been  once 
his  friends.  Surely  they  are  their  enemies  who 
fay  fo  ;  fince  nothing  can  be  more  odious  than  to' 
treat  a  friend  as  they  have  done.  But  of  this  I 
cannot  perfuade  myfelf,  when  I  confider  the  con- 
ftant  and  eternal  averfion  of  all  bad  writers  to  a~ 
good  one. 

Such  as  claim  a  merit  from  being  his  admirers, 
I  would  gladly  afk.  if  it  lays  him  under  a  perfonal 
obligation  ?  At  that  rate,  he  would  be  the  mod 
obliged  humble  fervant  in  the  world.  I  dare  fwear 
for  thefe  in  particular,  he  never  defined  them  to  be 
his  admirers,  nor  promifed  in  return  to  be  theirs  : 
that  had  truly  been  a  fign  he  was  of  their  ac- 
quaintance ;  but  would  not  the  malicious  world' 
have  fufpected  fuch  an  approbation  of  fome  motive 
vvorfe  than  ignorance,  in  the  author  of  the  Effay 
on  Criticifm  't  Be  it  as  it  will,  the  reafons  of  their 
admiration,  and  of  his  contenipt,  are  equally  fuh- 
filling,  for  his  works  and  theirs  are  the  very  fame 
that  they  were. 

One,  therefore,  of  their  affertions  I  believe  may 
be  true,  "  That  he  has  a  contempt  for  their  vvrit- 
"  ings."  And  there  is  another  which' would  pro-" 
bably  be  foqner  allowed  by  himfelf  than  by  any- 
good  judge  bcfide,  "  That  hi*  own  have  found  to» 
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"  much  fuccefa  with  the  public."  But  as  it  cannot 
confift  with  his  modefty  to  claim  this  as  a  juftice 
it  lies  not  on  him,  but  entirely  on  the  public,  to 
defend  its  own  judgment. 

There  remains  what  in  my  opinion  might  feem 
a.  better  plea  for  thefe  people,  than  any  they  have 
made  ufe  of.  If  obfcurity  or'poverty  were  to  ex- 
empt a  man  from  fatire,  much  mpre  ihould  fully 
or  dulncfs,  which  are  ftill  more  involuntary  ;  nay 
as  much  fo  a«  perfonal  deformity.  But  even  thii 
will  not  help  them  :  deformity  becomes  an  object 
of  ridicule  when  a  nlan  fets  up  for  being  handiome ; 
and  ib  muit  dulnefa  when  he  fets  up  for  a  wit. 
They  are  not  ridiculed  becaufe  ridicule  in  itfclf  is, 
•r  ought  to  be,  a  pleafure  ;  but  becaufe  it  is  juft  to 
undeceive  and  vindicate  the  honeil  and  unpretend 
ing~  part  of  mankind  from  impofition,  becaufe  par- 
ticular intereft  ought  to  yield  to  general,  and  a 
great  number  who  are  not  naturally  fools,  ought 
never  to  be  made  fo,  in  complaifance  to  a  few  who 
are.  Accordingly  we  find  that  in  all  ages,  all  vain 
pretenders,  were  they  ever  fo  poor  or  ever  fo  dull, 
have  been  conftantly  the  topics  of  the  moft  candid 
fatirifts,  from  the  Codrus  of  Juvenal  to  the  Damon 
•f  Boileau. 

Having  mentioned  Boileau,  the  greateft  poet 
and  moft  judicious  critic  of  his  age  and  country,  ad- 
mirable for  his  talents,  and  yet  perhaps  more  ad- 
mirable for  his  judgment  in  the  proper  application 
of  them;  I  cannot  help  remarking  the  refemblance 
betwixt  him  and  our  author,  in  qualities,  fame, 
and  fortune ;  in  the  diftindlions  ihown  them  by 
their  fuperiors,  in  the  general  efteem  of  their 
equals,  and  in  their  extended  reputation  amongft 
foreigners;  in  the  latter  of  which  ours  has  met 
•with  the  better  fate,  as  he  has  had  for  his  tranfla- 
tors  perfons  of  the  moft  eminent  rank  and  abilities 
in  their  refpective  nations(^).  But  the  refemblance 
holds  in  nothing  more  than  in  their  being  equally 
abuied  by  the  ignorant  pretenders  to  poetry  of 
their  times ;  of  which  not  the  leaft  memory  will 
remain  but  in  their  own  writings,  and  in  the  notes 
made  upon  them.  What  Boileau  has  done  in  al- 
moft  all  his  poems,  our  author  has  only  in  this  :  I 
dare  anfwer  for  him,  he  will  do  it  in  no  more;  and 
on  this  principle,  of  attacking  few  but  who  had 
flandered  him,  he  could  not  have  done  it  at  all, 
had  he  been  confined  from  cenfuring  obfcure  and' 
•worthlefs  perfons,  for  fcarce  any  other  were  his 
enemies.  However,  as  the  parity  is  fo  remarkable, 
I  hopejt  wiil  continue  to  the  laft  ;  and  if  ever  he 


Ha 


F-/*y  on  Criticifm  in  French  verfe,  by  General 
ilton;  the  fame,  in  verfe  alfo,  by  Monftcur  Robo- 
ton,  Counfillvr  and  Privy  Secretary  to  King  George  1. 
mfterby  the  Abbe  Rcynd,  in  verfe,  with  notes.  Rate  of 
the  Lock,  in  French,  by  the  Princefs  of  Conti,  Paris 
1728  ;  and  in  Italian  verfe,  by  the  Abb!  Conti,  a  nMc 
Venetian.  ;  and  the  Marquis  Rangeni,  Envoy  Extraor- 
dinary from  Modena  to  King  George  11.  Others  of 
bis  works  by  Salviniofllorene,  &e.  His  E/ays  and 
Dijferiatuau4  on  Homer,  ftver  al  times  tra»llat<d  into 
French.  £/ay  on  Man,  by  the  Abbe  Reynel,  in  verfi  • 
fy  Monfteur  Silhout,  i»  profiy  infl  andfna  by  other: 
W  Fr£r.d  Italian 


fliould  give  us  au,  editiun  of  this  poem  }., 
may  fe*  fome  of  them  treated  as  gently,  a 
repentance  or  better  meric,  as  Pcrrauit  and  Qui- 
nault  were  a:  laft  by  Boilc  uu. 

In  one  point  I  muft  be  allowed  to  think  the  cha- 
racter of  our  Engiifli  poet  the  more  amiable.      He 
has  not  been  a  follower  of  fortune  or  fucctfs  ;  he 
has  lived  with  the  great  without  flattery  ;  Ixcn  a. 
friend  to  men  in  power,  without  penfions,  from 
whom,  as  he  aflced,  fo  he  received  no  favour,  but 
whac  was  done  him  in  his  friends.    As  his  Satires 
were  the  more  juft  for  being  delayed,  fo  were  hi* 
Panegyrics ;  bcitowed  only  on  fuch  perfons  as  he 
had  familiarly  known,  only  for  fuch  virtues  as  he 
had  long  obferved  in  them,  and  only  at  fuch  time* 
as  others  ceafe  to  praife,  if  not  begin  to  calumniate 
them,  I  mean  when  out  of  power  or  out  of  fa- 
fhion(c).  A  fatire,  therefore,  on  writers  fo  noto- 
rious ior  the  contrary  practice,  became  no  man  fo 
well  as  himfelf ;  as  none,  it  is  plain,  was  fo  little 
in  their  friendfhips,  or  fo  much  in  that  of  thofe 
whom  they  had  moft  abufed,  namely  the  greatell 
and  beft  of  all  parties.     Lc:  me  add  a  further  rca- 
fon,  that,  though  engaged  in  their  friend/hips,  he 
never  efpoufed  their  animolities ;  and  can  almutt 
Singly  challenge  this  honour,  not  to  have  written 
a  line  of  any  man,  which,  through  guilt,  through 
fhame,or  through  fear,  through  variety  of  fortune, 
orchangeof  iriterefts,hewaseverunwilling  to  own. 
I  (hall  conclude  with  remarking,  what  a  piralurc 
it  muft  be  to  every  reader  of  humanity,  to  ice  all 
along,  that  our  author,  in  his  very  laughter,  is 
not  indulging  his  own  ill-nature,  but  only  punifli- 
ing  that  of  ochers.    As  to  his  Poem,  thofe  alone 
ore  capable  of  doing  it  juftice,  who,  to  ufe  the 
woids  of  a  great  writer,  know  how  hard  it  is 
(with  regard  both  to  his  fubjcci  and  his  manner) 
"'  Vetuftis  dare  novitatem,  obfolctis  nitorcm,  ob- 
4  icurislucemjaftiditisgratiam. 

I  am  your  moft  humble  fervanc, 

WILLIAM  CLELAND(</), 


0)  As  Mr.  IVychetly,  at  the  time  tie  town  de- 
claimed aga-nft  his  i>wk  of  Poem  t  ;  Mr  Walfi,  after 
his  death  ;  bir  William  TruiMl,  when  he  had  re- 
tied  tie  ffieof  Secretary  of  State;  Lord  Bol'mg- 
broke,  at  his  leaving  E,,Kltll!d,  afttr  the  queens  deat'j  \ 
Lord  Oxford^  in  his  lajl  declin*  of  life  ;  Mr.  Secretary 
Craggs,  at  the  end  of  the  South- tea  year,  and  after  bis 
death  :  others  only  in  epitaphs. 

(d)  This  gentleman  was  of  Scotland,  and  bred  at  tie 
iniverjity  of  Utrecht,  with  the  Earl  cf  Mar.  Hefir-ved 
Spat*  under  Earl  Riv-rs.  After  the  peace,  he  was 
Made  one  of  tie  Comati/iohers  of  the  Cn/loms  in  Scot- 
land,  and  then  of  td-.c,  in  England:  in  which,  havin* 
Jkown  limfelf  fa  twenty  years  diligent,  punliua!,  and 
incorr  uptime  (though  wi'th'vd  ant  other  ajMaxce  of  fur - 
t*»e),  he  was  flidd'en  y  d^  '^ntfer,  fr  tj,e 

Jixty-tightb  year  of  his  age;  and  dud  two  nli.r.i 
tn  I74I-      He  was  a  f  erf  on  of  unii<erfal  learning   and 
an  cnarged  con-verfation ;   no  nan  had  a  wanner  learf 
for  hlsf«end,  or  a/twer 
y  ots  country. 


DENNIS*  REMARKS 

ON  PRINCE  ARTHUR. 


I  CANNOT  but  think  it  the  moft  reafonable  thing  in 
the  world,  to  diftinguifh  good  writers,  by  difcou- 
raging  the  had.  Nor  is  it  an  ill-natured  thing,  in 
relation  even  to  the  very  perfons  upon  whom  the 
reflections  are  made.  It  is  true,  it  may  deprive 
them,  a  little  the  fooner,  of  a  fhort  profit  and  a 
tr.anfitory  reputation  ;  but  then  it  may  have  a  good 
effedl,  and  oblige  them  (before  it  be  too  late)  to 
decline  that  for  which  they  are  fo  very  unfit,  and 
to  have  recourfe  to  fomething  in  which  they  may 
be  more  fuccefsful. 

CHARACTER  OF  MR.  P.  1716. 

The  perfons  whom  Boileau  has  attacked  in  his 
writings,  have  been  for  the  moft  part  authors,  and 
moft  of  thofe  authors,  poets :  and  the  cenfures  he 
hath  pafled  upon  them  have  been  confirmed  by  all 
Europe. 

GILDON,  Pref.  to  his  NEW  REHEARSAL. 

It  is  the  comnjgn  cry  qf  the  poetafters  of  the 


town,  and  their  fautors,  that  it  is  an  ill-natured 
thing  to  expofe  the  pretenders  to  wit  and  poetry. 
The  judges  and  magiftrates  may  with  full  as  good 
reafon  be  reproached  with  ill-nature  for  putting 
the  laws  in  execution  againft  a  thief  or  impoftor. — 
The  fame  will  hold  in  the  republic  of  letters,  if  the 
critics  and  judges  will  let  every  ignorant  pretend- 
er to  fcribbling  pals  on  the  world. 

THEOBALD,  Letter  to  Mift,  June  aa,  1728. 

Attacks  may  be  levelled,  either  againft  failures 
in  genius,  -or  againft  the  pretenfions  of  writing 
without  one. 

CONCANEN,  Ded.  to  the  Author  of  the  DUNCIAD. 

A  Satire  upon  dulnefs  is  a  thing  that  has  beea 
ufed  and  allowed  in  all  ages. 

Out  of  thine  own  mouth  will  I  judge  thee$ 
wicked  fcribbler ! 


TESTIMONIES  OF  AUTHORS 

CONCERNING  OUR  POET  AND  HIS  WORKS. 


M.  SCRTBLERUS  LECTORI  S. 

BEFORE  we  prefcnt  thee  with  our  exercitations 
on  this  mpft  dele&able  poem  (drawn  from  the 
many  volumes  of  our  adverfaria  on  modern  au- 
thors) we  fhall  here,  according  to  the  laudable 
tifage  of  editors,  collect  the  various  judgments  of 
the  learned  concerning  our  poet :  various  indeed, 
rot  only  of  different  authors,  but  of  the  fame  au- 
thor at. different  fealons.  Nor  fhall  we  gather  on- 
ly the  teftimonies  of  fuch  eminent  wits,,  as  , would 
of  courfe  defccnd  to  pofterity,  and  confequently 
be  read  without  our  collection ;  but  we  (hall  like- 
wife  with  incredible  labour  feek  out  for  divers 
others,  which,  but  for  this  our  diligence,,  coulo1 
never,  at  the  diftance  of  a  few  months,  appear  to 
the  eye  of  the  moft  curious  Hereby  thou  mayeit 
not  only  receive  the  delectation  of  variety,  but  al- 
fo  arrive  at  a  more  certain  judgment,  by  a  grave 
and  circumfpecl:  companion  of  the  witntffes  with 
each  other,  or  of  each  with  himfelf.  Hence  alfo 
thou  wilt  be  enabled  to  draw  reflections,  not  only 
of  a  critical,  but  a  moral  nature,  by  being  let  :-,to 
jnany  particulars  of  the  perfori  as  well  as  genius, 
and  of  the  fortune  as  well  as  merit,  of  our  author ; 
in  which,  if  I  relate  fome  things  of  little  concerri 
peradventure  to  thee,  and  fome  of  as  little  even  to 
him-,  I  entreat  thee  to  confider  how  minutely  ail 
true  critics  and  commentators  are  wont  to  infift 
upon  fuch,  and  how  material  they  feem  to  them- 
felves,if  to  none  other.  Forgive  me,  gentle  reader, 
if  (following  learned  example)  I  ever  and  anon 
become  tedious  :  allow  me  to  take  the  fame  pains 
to  find  whether  my  author  were  good  or  bad,  well 
or  ill-natured,  modeft  or  arrogant ;  as  another, 
•whether  his  author  was  fair  or  brown,  fhoit  or 
tall,  or  whether  he  wore  a  coat  or  a  caffock. 

We  propofed  to  begin  with  his  life,  parentage, 
and  education  :  but  as  to  thefc,  even  his  contem- 
poraries do  exceedingly  differ.  One  faith,  (a)  he 
was  educated  at  home ;  another  \J>}  t>at  he  was 

(<i)  Giles  Jacob's  Lives  of  tie  Potts,  vol.  5i.  in  his 
Life.  (£)  DenniSs  Reflections  on  tht  Ejja}  on  Grit. 


bred  at  St.  Omer's,  by  Jefuits ;  a  third  (*)  not  at 
St.  Omer's,  but  at  Oxford !  a  fourth  (</}  that  he 
had  no  univerfity  education  at  all.  Thofe  who 
allow  him  to  be  bred  at  home,  differ  as  much  con. 
cerning  his  tutor :  one  faith  (e]  he,  was  kept  by; 
his  father  on  purpofe ;  a  fecond(/ ),  that  he  was  an 
itinerant  prieft  ;  a  third  (jr),  that  he  was  a  parfon; 
one  (A)  calleth  him  a  fecular  clergyman  of  the 
church  of  Rome  ;  another  (/),  a  monk.  As.  little, 
do  they  agree  about  his  father,  whom  one  (*)  fup- 
pofeth,  like  the  father  of  Hefiod,  a  tradesman  or 
mcrchaptj  another (/^a^ufbandman;  another  («?,)[ 
a  hatter,  &c,  Nor  has  an  author  been  wanting  to 
give  our  poet  fuch  a  father , as  Apuleius  hath  to 
Plato,  Jarnblichus  to  Pythagoras,  and  divers  to  Ho- 
mer, namely  a  dzemon  :  for  thus  Mr.  Gildon  («)  : 
"  Certain  if  is,  that  his-original  is  not  from  Adam, 
"  but  the  devil ;  and  that  he  wanteth  nothing  but 
"  horns  and  tail  to  be. the  exacl  refemblance  o(  his 
"  infernal  father."  Firdin^,  therefore,  fuch  con- 
trariety of  opinions,  and  (whatever  be  ours  of  this, 
fort  of  generation)  not  jbeing  fond  to  enter  into 
controverfy,  we  fhall  defer  writing  the  life  of  our 
poet,  till  authors  can,  determine  among  themfclves 
what  parents  or  education  he  had,  or  whether  he 
had  any  education  or  parents  at  all. 
.  Proceed  we,  to  what  .is  more  certain,  his  works, 
though  not-ltfs  uncertain  the  judgments  conQern- 
iug  the.m ;  beginning  with  his  Eflay  on  Criticifm, 
of  which  hear  firfl  the  moft  ancient  of  critic's, 

(c}  Dunciad  differed,  /».  4.   (d)  Guardian^  No.  49. 
(e}    Jacob's  Lives,  l&c.  vol.  ii. 

(/)  Dunitad  di/ttfed,p.  4,  (g}  Farmer  P.  andbisfon. 
(A)  Dunciad  d'iffeaed.  (/)  Char  afar  s  of  the  Times,  p.  45. 
(k}  Female  Dunciad, p.  ult.  (/)  Dunciad 'di/ecled. 

(OT)  IRoome,  Parafhrafe  on  the  \vi&  of  Gcntfis  printed 
1729.  (n)  Cbaratier  of  Mr.  P.  and  bis  Writings,  in 
a  letter  to  a  friend,  printed  for  S.  Popping,  I  Jib, p.  IO. 
CurJl,  in  his  Key  to  the  Dvnciad  (Jirjl  edit,  faia  t»  be 
printed  for  A.  Dodd}  in  the  lOtbpagt,  declared  Gildon  /» 
be  the  author  of  that  libel;  though,  in  the  fubfequent  editions 
of  his  key,  he  left  out  this  ajfcrtion,  and  affirmed  (in  t.'~e 
Cur  It  ad, p.  4.  and  8 ).  that  it  was  written  by  Dennis  only. 


TESTIMONIES   OF   AUTHORS. 


173 


MR.  JOHN  DENNIS. 

*<  His  precepts  are  falfe  or  trivial,  or  both  ;  his 
*'  'thoughts  are  crude  and  abortive,  his  expreflions 
"  abfurd,  his  numbers  harfh  and  unmufical,  his 
««  rhymes  trivial  and  common — inftead  of  majefty, 
«*  we  have  fomething  that  is  very  mean ;  inftead  of 
<*  gravity,  fomething  that  is  very  boyifh;  and  in- 
'«  ftead  of  perfpicuity  and  lucid  order,  we  have  but 
<«  too  often  obfcurity  and  confufion."  And  in  an- 
bther  place :  "  What  rare  numbers  are  here ! 
•'  Would  not  one  fwear  that  this  youngiter  had 
**  efpoufed  fome  antiquated  mufe,  who  had  fued 
"  out  a  divorce  from  fome  fuperannuated  finner, 
*'  upon  account  of  impotence ;  and  who,  being 
*«  poxed  by  the  former  fpoufe,  has  got  the  gout  in 
"  her  decrepid  age,  which  makes  her  hobble  fc 
"  damnably  0)." 

No  lefs  peremptory  is  the  cenfure  of  our  hyper- 
critical hiftorian, 

MR.  OLDMIXON. 

"  I  dare  not  fay  any  thing  of  the  Eflay  on  Criti- 
«*  cifm  in  verfe ;  but  if  any  more  curious  reader 
*'  has  difcovered  in  it  fomething  new,  which  is  not 
"  in  Dryden's  prefaces,  dedications,  and  his  Effay 
"  on  Dramatic  Poetry,not  to  mention  the  French 
"  critics,  I  fhould  be  very  glad  to  have  the  bene- 
"  fit  of  the  difcovery  (/>)." 

He  is  followed  (as  in  fame,  fo  in  udgment)  by 
the  modeft  and  fimple-minded 

MR.  LEONARD  WELSTED. 
Who,  out  of  great  refpedl  to  our  poet,  not  naming 
him,  doth  yet  glance  at  his  eflay,  together  with 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham's,  and  the  criticifnis  oi 
Dryden,  and  of  Horace,  which  he  more  openly 
taxeth  :  (y)  "  As  to  the  numerous  treatifts,  eflay s 
"  arts,  &c.  both  in  verfe  and  profe,  that  have  been 
"  written  by  the  moderns  on  this  ground- work 
they  do  but  hackney  the  fame  thoughts  over 
again,  making  them  ftiil  more  trite.  Moft  o. 
their  pieces  are  nothing  but  a  pert,  infipid  heap 
of  common-place.  Horace  has,  even  in  hi 
Art  of  Poetry,  thrown  out  feveral  things  which 
plainly  ihew,  he  thought  an  Art  of  Poetry  wa 
of  no  ufe,  even  while  he  was  writing  one." 
To  all  which  great  authorities,  we  can  only  op 
pofe  that  of 

MR.  ADDISON, 

"  (r)  The  Art  of  Criticifm  (faith  he)  which 
was  publifhed  fome  months  fince,  is  a  mafter- 
piece  in  its  kind.  The  obfervations  follow  one 
another  like  thofe  in  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry, 
without  that  methodical  regularity  which  would 
have  been  requifite  in  a  profe  writer.  They 
are  fome  of  them  uncommon,  but  fuch  as  the 
reader  muft  aflent  to^  when  he  fees  them  ex- 
"  plained  with  that  cafe  and  perfpicuity  in  which 
**  they  are  delivered.  As  for  thofe  which  arc  the 

(o)  Rtfteclions  critical  and  fatirical  tn  a  Rkapfody, 
called,  An  Ejfay  on  Criticifm.  Printed  for  Bernard 
JLintot,  ofiavo. 

O)  £/ay  on  Criticifm  in  profe,  oSlavo,  17*8,  by 
tie  author  of  the  Critical  Hi/lory  of  England. 

(9)  Preface  to  bit  Poems.  0.  ig.  53, 

CO  ^ 


{  mod  known  and  the  moft  received,  they  arc 
'  placed  in  fo  beautiful  a  light,  and  illuftrated 
'  with  fuch  apt  illufions,  that  they  have  in  them 
all  the  graces  of  novelty;  and  make  the  reader, 
who   was  before  acquainted    with  them,  ftill 
more   convinced   of  their   truth    aad  iolidity. 
And  here  give  me  leave  to  mention  •'.viiat  Mon- 
fieur  Boileau  has  fo  well  enlarged  upon  in  the 
preface  to  his  works  :  that  wit  and  line  writing 
doth  not  confift  fo  much  in  advancing  thing?  that 
are  new,  as  in  giving  things  that  are  known  an  a* 
agreeable  turn.  It  is  imp ofllbe  for  us,  who  live  in 
the  latter  ages  of  the  world,  to  make  obfervations 
in  criticifm,  morality,   or  any  art  or  fcience, 
which  have  not  been  touched  upon  by  others  ; 
we  have  litttle  elie  left  us,  but  to  reprefent  the 
"  common    fenfe  of    mankind  in   more    flrong, 
"  more  beautiful,  or  more  uncommon   lights.  If  a 
"  reader  examines  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry,  he  will 
find  but  few  precepts  in  it  which  he  may  not 
meet  with  in  Ariftotle,   and  which  were  not 
commonly  known  by  all  the  poets  of  the  Auguf- 
"  tan  age.     His  way  of  exprelfing,  and  applying 
"  them,  not  his  invention  of  them,  is  what  we 
"  are  chiefly  to  admire. 

"  Longinus,  in  his  Reflections,  has  given  us 
"  the  fame  kind  «f  fublime,  which  he  obferves  in 
"  the  feveral  paflages  that  occafioned  them:  I 
"  cannot  but  take  notice  that  our  Englilh  author 
"  has,  after  the  fame  manner,  exemplified  feveral 
"  jof  the  precepts  in  the  very  precepts  themfelves." 
H£  then  produces  fome  inftances  of  a  particular 
beauty  in  the  numbers,  and  concludes  with  faying-, 
that  "  there  are  three  poems  in  our  tongue  of  the 
"  fame  nature,  and  each  a  niafter-piece  in  its 
"  kind!  The  Eflay  on  Tranflatod  Verfe;  the 
"  Eflay  on  the  Art  of  Poetry ;  and  the  Eflay  on 
«*  Criticifm." 

Of  Windfor  Foreft,  pofitive  is  the  judgment 
of  the  affirmative 

MR.  JOHN  DENNIS, 

"  (j)  That  it  is  a  wretched  rhapfody,  impudent- 
"  Jy  writ  in  emulation  of  the  Cooper's  Hill  of  Sir 
"  John  Denham  :  the  author  of  it  is  obfcure,  it 
"  ambiguous,  is  afieded,  is  temerarious,  is  barba. 
"  rous." 

But  the  author  of  the  Difpenfary  (/), 

DR.  GARTH, 

in  the  preface  to  his  poem  of  Claremont,  differs 

from  this  opinion  :  "  Thofe  who  have  feen  thefe 

I  "  two   excellent  poems  of    Cooper's  Hill,    and 

I  '*  Windfor  Foreft,  the  one  written  by  Sir  John 

I  "  Denham,  the  other  by  Mr.  Pope,  will  fhew  a 

"  great  deal  of  candor  if  they  approve  of  this." 

Of  the  epiftle  to  liloifa,  we  are  told  by  the  ob- 
fcure writer  of  a  poem  called  Sawney,  "  That 
becaufe  Prior's  Henry  and  Emma  charmed  the 
fineft  taftes,  our  author  writ  his  Eloifa  in  op- 
pofition  to  it :  but  forgot  innocence  and  virtue  : 
if  you  take  away  her  tender  thoughts,  and  her 
fierce  defires,  all  the  reft  is  of  no  value."  I-a 


(s )  Letter  to  B.  B.  at  the  end  of  tie  Remarks  on 
Popes  Homer,  IJIJ- 

(/)  Printed  llrt, £.  13. 
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which,  methinks,  his  judgment  refembleth  that  o 
a  French  taylor  on  a  villa  and  gardens  by  th< 
the  Thames  :  "  All  this  is  very  fine;  but  take 
"  away  the  river,  and  it  is  good  for  nothing." 
But  very  contrary  hereunto  was  the  opinion  oj 

MR.  PRIOR 
himfelf,  faying  in  his  Alma  (u\ 

O  Abelard  ?  ill-fated  youth, 
Thy  tale  will  juftify  this  truth  : 
But  well  I  weet,  thy  cruel  wrong 
Adorns  a  nobler  poet's  fong  : 
Dan  Pope,  for  thy  misfortune  griev'd, 
With  kind  concern  and  Ikill  has  weav'd 
A  filken  web ;  and  ne'er  fhall  fade 
Its  colours :  gently  has  he  laid 
The  mantle  o'er  thy  fad  diftrefs, 
And  Venus  fhall  the  texture  blcfs,  &c. 
Come  we  now  to  his  tranflation  of  the  Iliad, 
celebrated  by  numerous  pens,  yet  fhall  it  fuffice  to 
mention  the  indefatigable 

SIR  RICHARD  BLACKMORE,  Knight, 
Who  (though  otherwife  a  fevere  cenfurer  of  our 
author)    yet   {lyleth    this  a  "  laudable    tranfla- 
tion (i*)'" 
That  ready  writer 

MR.  OLDMIXON, 

in  his  forementioned  efiay,  frequently  commends 
the  fame.     And  the  painful 

MR.  LEWIS  THEOBALD 
thus  extolls  it  (x),  "  The  fpirit  of  Homer  breathes 
w  all  through  this  tranflation. — I  am  in  doubt, 
•*  whether  I  fhould  not  admire  the  juftnefs  to  the 
«'  original,  or  the  force  and  beauty  of  the  language, 
"  or  the  founding  variety  of  the  numbers  :  but 
«*  when  I  find  all  thefe  meet,  it  puts  me  in  mind 
"  of  what  the  poet  fays  of  one  of  his  heroes, 
**  That  he  alone  raifed  and  flung  with  cafe  a 
"  weighty  ftone,  that  two  common  men  could 
**  to  lift  from  the  ground  ;  juft  fo,  one  fingle  per- 
"  fon  has  performed  in  this  tranflation,  what  I 
"  once  defpaired  to  have  feen  done  by  the  force 
*'  of  feveral  mafterly  hands."  Indeed  the  fame 
gentleman  appears  to  have  changed  Jiis  fcntiments 
in  his  Effay  on  the  Art  of  Sinking  in  Reputation 
(priated  in  Mift's  Journal,  March  30,  1728), 
vhere  he  fays  thus  :  "  In  order  to  fink  in  repu- 
"  tation,  let  him  take  it  into  his  head  to  defcend 
"  into  Homer  {let  the  world  wonder,  as  it  will, 
*'  how  the  devil  he  got  there),  and  pretend  to  do 
"  him  into  Englifh,  fo  his  verfion  denote  his  ne- 
"  gleet  of  the  manner  how."  Strange  variation  ! 
We  are  told  in 

MIST'S  JOURNAL,  Jane  8. 
K  That  this  tranflation  of  the  Iliad  was  not  in  all 
"  refpects  conformable  to  the  fine  tafte  of  his  friend 
"  Mr.  Addifon  ;  infomuch  that  he  employed  a 
"  younger  mufe  in  an  undertaking  of  this  kind, 
"  which  he  fupervifed  'himfelf,"  Whether  Mr. 
Addifon  did  find  it  conformabk  to  hi*  tafte,  or 
not,  bed  appears  from  his  own  teftimony  the  year 
following  its  publication,  in  thefe  words : 


(#)   Alma,  Cant.  1. 

M  In  his  £/<tyst  -vol.  I.  frtntadfar  £.  Curl!. 
•'lx)  Cef!f°r,  vol.  ii.  H.  35. 
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MR  ADDISON'S  FREEHOLDER,  N*  44. 
"  When  J  confider  myfrlf  as  aBritiih  freeholder, 
CT  T  am  in  a  particular  manner  pleafed  with  the  la- 
"  hours  of  thofe  who  have  improved  our  language 
"  with  the  tranflations  of  old  Greek  and  Latin 
"  authors. — We  have  already  moft  of  their  hifto- 
"  rians  in  our  own  tongue,  and,  wiat  is  more  for 
"  the  honour  of  our  language,  it  has  been  taught 
"  to  exprefs  with  elegance  the  greateft  of  their 
"  poets  in  each  nation.  The  illiterate  among  our 
"  own  countrymen  may  learn  to  judge  from  Dry- 
"  den's  Virgtl  of  the  moft  perfect  epicpcrformance. 
"  And  thofe  parts  of  Homer  which  have  been  pub- 
"  lifhed  already  by  Mr  Pope,  give  us  reafon  to 
"  think  that  the  Iliad  will  appear  in  Englifh  with 
"  as  little  difadvantage  to  that  immortal  poem." 

As  to  the  reft  there  is  a  flight  miftake^  for  this 
younger  mufe  was  an  elder:  nor  was  the  gentle- 
man (who  is  a  friend  of  our  author)  employed 
by  Mr.  Addifon  to  tranflate  it  after  him,  fmce  he 
faith  himfelf  that  he  did  it  before  (y).  Contrati- 
wife,  that  Mr.  AdHifon  engaged  our  author  in 
this  work  apptareth  by  declaration  thereof  in  the 
preface  to  the  Iliad,  printed  fome  time  before  his 
death,  and  by  his  own  letters  of  October  26,  and 
November  a,  1713,  where  he  declares  it  is  his  opi- 
nion fhat  no  other  perfon  was  equal  to  it. 

Next  comes  his  Shakfpeare  on  the  ftage  :  "  Let 
"  him"  (quoth  one,  whom  I  take  to  be 
MR.  THEOBALD,  MiJTsJouna:,  7^8, 1718). 
"  pubhfh  fuch  an  author  as  he  has  leaft  ftudied, 
"  and  forget  to  difcharge  even  the  dull  duty  of  an 
editor.  In  this  project  let  him  lend  the  booklet* 
"  ler  his  name  (for  a  competent  fum  of  money)  to 
"  promote  the  credi-of  an  exorbitant fublcription." 
Gentle  reader,  be  pleafed  to  caft  thine  eye  on  the 
propofal  below  quoted,  and  on  what  follows  (  fome 
months  after  the  former  affcrtion)  in  the  fame 
Journalift  of  June  8,  "  The  book  feller  propofed 
"  the  book  by  fubfcription,  and  railed  fomethou- 
"  fand  of  pounds  for  the  fame  :  I  believe  the  gen- 
"  tleman  did  not  fhare  in  the  profits  of  this  extra- 
"  vagant  fubfcription." 

"  After  the  Iliad,  he  undertook"  (faith 

MIST'S  JOURNAL,  June  8,  1728.) 
'  the  fequel  of  that  work,  the  Odyffey ;  and  having 
1  fecured  the  fuccefs  by  a  numerous  fubfcription, 
•'  he  employed  fome  underlings  to  perform  whHt, 
'  according  to  his  propofals,  fhouli  come  from  his 
•*  own  hands."     To  wjiich  heavy  charge  we  can 
in  truth  oppofe  nothing  but  the  words  of 
MR.  POPE'SPROPOSALFORTHE  ODYSSEY 

(printed  by  J.  Watts,  Jan.  10,  1724.), 
{  I  take  this  occafion  to  declare  that  the  fubfcrip- 
'  tion  for  Shakfpeare  belongs  wholly  to  Air.  Ton- 
"  fon  :  and  that  the  benefit  of  this  propoful  is  not 
'  folely  for  my  own  ufe,  but  for  tli.it  of  two  of  my 
'  friends,  who  have  afiifted  me  in  this  work."  But 
hefe  very  gentlemen  are  extolled  above  our<jpoet 
umfelf  in  another  of  Milt's  journals,  March  30, 
1728,  faying,  "  That  he  would  not  advife  Mr. 
Pope  to  try  the  experiment  again  of  getting  a 


(jO  V'rd.  fr-gf.  to  Mr.    Tickets  tr*rjtitiofl 
t  b-,ik  nftbe  jliad)  4/9.  -. 
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ff  great  part  of  a  book  done  by  affiftants,  left  thofe 
."  extraneous  parts  fhould  unhappily  afcend  to  the 
fr  fublime,  and  retard  the  declenfion  of  the  whole." 
Behold  !  thefc  underlings  are  become  good  writers  1 

If  any  fay,  that  before  the  faid  propofa's  were 
printed,  the  fubfcription  was  begun  without  de- 
claration of  fiich  affiftance  ;  verily  thofe  who  fet  it 
on  foot,  or  (as  the  term  is)  fecured  it,  to  wit,  the 
right  honourable  the  Lord  Vifcount  Harcourt, 
were  he  living,  would  teftify  ;  and  the  right  ho- 
nourable the  Lord  Bathurft,  now  living,  doth 
teftify,  the  fame  is  a  falfehood. 

Sorry  I  am,  tbat  perfonsprofeffingtobc  learned, 
or  of  whatever  rank  of  authors,  fhould  either  falfeJy 
tax,  or  be  falfely  taxed.    Yet  let  us,  who  are  only- 
reporters,  be  impartial  in  our  citations,  and  proceed. 
MISTS  JOURNAL,  ^W  8,  1728. 

"  Mr.  Addifon  raifed  this  author  from  obfcu- 
*'  rity,  obtained  him  the  acquaintance  and  friend- 
**  fhip  of  the  whole  body  of  our  nobility,  and  trans- 
"  ferred  his  powerful  interefts  with  thofe  great 
ft  men  to  this  rifing  bard,  who  frequently  levied 
"  by  that  means  unulual  contributions  OH  the 
"  public."  Which  farely  cannot  be,  if,  as  the 
author  of  the  Dunciad  Diffedled  reporteth,  Mr. 
Wycherly  had  before  "  introduced  him  into  a 
*{  familiar  acquaintance  with  the  greuteil  peers 'and 
"  brighteft  wits  then  living." 

"  No  fooner  (faith  the  fame  journalift)  was  his 
"  body  lifelefs,  but  this  author,  reviving  his  refent- 
"  rncnt,  libelled  the  memory  of  his  departed  friend; 
"  and  what  was  ftill  more  heinous,  made  the  fcan- 
"  dal  public."  Grievous  the  accufation  '.  unknown 
the  accafer  !  the  perfon  accufed,  no  witnefs  in  his 
mvn  caufe  ;  the  perfon,  in  whofe  regard  accufed, 
"dead !  But  if  there  be  living  any  one  nobleman 
•  \vhofe  friendfhip,  yea  any  one  gentleman  whofe 
fubfcription  Mr.  Addifon  procured  to  our  author, 
let  him  ftand  forth,  that  truth  may  appear  !  Ami- 
cm  Plato,  am'icus  Socrates^  fed  inagis  arnica  veritas. 
In  verity,  the  whole  {lory  of  the  libel  is  a  lie  ;  wit- 
nefs thofe  perfons  of  integrity,  -who,  feveral  years 
before  Mr.  Addifon's  deceafe,  did  fee  and  approve 
of  the  faid  verfes,  in  no  wife  a  libel,  but  a  friendly 
rebuke  fent  privately  in  our  author's  own  hand 
to  Mr.  Addifon  himfelf,  and  never  made  public, 
till  after  their  own  journals,  and  Curll  had  printed 
the  fame.  One  name  alone,  which  I  am  here  au- 
thorifed  to  declare,  will  fufliciently  erince  this 
truth,  that  of  the  right  honourable  the  Earl  of 
Burlington. 

Next  is  he  taxed  with  a  crime  (in  the  opinion  of 
fome  authors,  I  doubt,  more  heinous  than  any  in 
morality),  to  wit.  Plagiarifm,  from  the  inventive 
and  quaint-conceited 

JAMES-MOORE  SMITH,  Gent. 

"  (s)  Upon  reading  the  third  volume  of  Pope's 
"  mifcellanies,  I  found  five  lines  which  I  thought 
"  excellent ;  and  h?ppening  to  praile  them,  a  gen- 
?i  tleman  produced  a  modern  comedy  (the  Rival 
tf  Modes)  publifhedlaft  year,  where  were  the  fame 
*'  verfes  to  a  titt'e. 

"  Thefc  gentlemen  are  undoubtedly  ths  firft 


'*  plagiaries,  that  pretend  to  make  a  reputation  by 
"  dealing  from  a  man's  works!  in  his  own  life-time 
"  and  out  of  a  public  print."  Let  us  join  to  thi'g 
what  is  written  by  the  author  of  the  Rival  Modes, 
the  faid  Mr.  James-Moore  Smith,  in  a  letter  to  our 
author  himfelf,  who  had  informed  him  a  month 
before  that  play  was  acted,  Jan.  zy,  1726-7,  that 
'  Thefe  verfes,  which  he  had  before  given  him 
'  leave  to  infert  in  it,  would  be  known  for  his, 
'  fome  copies  being  got  abroad.  He  defines,  ne- 
'  vcrthelefs,  that  fmce  the  lines  had  been  read  in 
'  his  comedy  to  feveralj  Mr.  P.  would  not  deprive 
"  it  of  them,"  &c.  Surely,  if  we  add  the  tefli- 
monies  of  the  Lord  Bolingbroke,  of  the  Lady  to 
whom  the  laid  verfes  were  originally  addreffed,  of 
Hugh  Bethel,  Efq;  and  others,  who  knew  them  as 
our  author's,  long  before  the  faid  gentleman  com- 
pofed  his  play;  it  is  hoped,  the  ingenious,  that 
affe&  not  error,  will  rectify  their  opinion  by  the 
fuffrage  of  fo  honourable  perfonages. 

Andyetfolloweth  another  charge,  infinuatingno 
lefs  than  hisjenmity  both  to  church  and  ftate,  which 
could  come  from  no  other  informer  than  the  faicj 
MR.  JAMES-MOORE  SHITH. 

"  (a)  The  Memoirs  of  a  Parifh  Clerk  was  a  very 
"  dull  and  unjull  abufe  of  a  perfon  who  wrote  ia 
"  defence  of  our  religion  and  conftitution,  and 
"  who  has  been  dead  many  years."  This  feemeth 
alfo  mofl  untrue  ;  it  being  known  to  divers  that 
thefe  memoirs  were  written  at  the  feat  of  the  Lord 
Harcourt  in  Oxfordshire,  before  that  excellent  per- 
fon (Bifhop  Burnet's)  death,  and  many  years  before 
the  appearance  of  that  hiftory,  of  which  they  are 
pretended  to  be  an  abufe.  Moft  true  it  is,  that 
Mr.  Moore  had  fuch  a  defign,  and  was  himfelf  the 
man  who  preft  Dr.  Arbuthnot  arid  Mr.  Pope  to 
affift  him  therein  ;  and  that  he  borrowed  thofe 
memoirs  of  oulr  author,  when  that  hiftory  came 
forth,  with  intent  to  turn  them  to  fuch  abufe, 
But  being  able  to  obtain  from  our  author  but 
one  finglc  hint,  and  either  changing  his  mind,  or 
having  rnory  mind  than  ability,  he  contented  him- 
felf to  keep  the  faid  memoirs,  and  read  them  as  his 
own  to  all  his  acquaintance.  A  noble  perfon  there 
is,  into  whofe  company  Mr.  Pope  once  chanced  to 
introduce  him,  who  well  remembereth  the  con- 
\'e,rfation  of  Mr.  Moore  to  have  turned-  upon  the 
"  contempt  he  had  for  the  work  of  that  reverend 
"  prelate,  and  how  full  he  was  of  a  defign  he  de- 
"  clared  himfelf  to  have  of  expofmg  it."  Thia 
noble  perfon  is  the  Earl  of  Peterborough. 

Here  in  truth  fhould  we  crave  pardon  of  all  the 
forefaid  right  honourable  and  worthy  perfonages, 
for  having  mentioned  them  in  the  fame  page  with 
fuch  weekly  riff-raff  railers  and  rhymers  ;  but  tlut 
we  had  their  ever-honoured  commands  for  the 
fame  ;  and  that  they  are  introduced  not  as  witneffes 
in  the  controvcriy,  but  as  witneffes  that  cannot  be 
controverted  :  not  to  difpute,  but  to  decide. 

Certain  it  is,  that  dividing  our  writers  into  two 
claffes,  of  Inch  who  were  acquaintance,  and  of  fuch 
who  were  ftrangerS  to  our  author  ;  the  former  are 
thofe  who  fpeak  well,  and  the  other  thojjs  wh'^ 
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fpeak  evil  of  him.  Of  thefirft  clafs,  the  moft  noble 

JOHN  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM 
fums  up  his  character  in  thefe  lines' :' 

"  (t)  And  yet  fo  wondrous,  fo  fublimc  a  thing, 
•*  As  the  great  Iliad,  fcarce  could  make  me  fing, 
"  Unlefs  I  juftly  could  at  once  commend 
"  A  good  companion,  and  as  firm  a  friend ; 
"  One  moral,  or  a  mere  well-natur'd  deed, 
"  Can  all  defert  in  fciences  exceed." 
S©  alfo  is  he  decypher'd  by  the  honourable 

SIMON  HARCOURT. 
*l  (*)  Say,  wondrous  youth,  what  column  wilt 

"  thou  choofe, 

'*  What  laurel'd  arch,  for  thy  triumphant  mufe  ? 
'*  Though  each  great  ancient  court  tbee  to  his 
"  (hrine,  [thine, 

"  Though  every  laurel  through  the  dome  be 
"  Go  to  the  good  and  juft,  and  awful  train  ! 

"  Thy  foul's  delight, " 

Recorded  in  like  manner  for  his  virtuous  difpofi- 
tion,  and  gentle  bearing,  by  the  ingenious 

MR.  WALTER  HART, 
in  this  apoftrophe  : 

"  (</)   Oh !    ever  worthy,  ever  crown'd  with 

"  praife  ! 

•*  Bleft  in  thy  life,  and  blsft  in  all  thy  lay?, 
"  Add,  that  the  Sifters  every  thought  refine, 
"  And  ev'n  thy  life  be  faultlefs  as  thy  line, 
u  Yet  envy  ftill  with  fiercer  rage  purJues, 
"  Obfcures  the  virtue,  and  defames  the  mufe, 
"  A  foul  like  thine,  in  pain,  in  grief,  refign'd, 
"  Views  with  juft  fcorn  the  malice  of  mankind." 
The  witty  and  moral  fatirift 

DR.  EDWARD  YOUNG, 
\viftiing  forhe  check  to  the  corruption  and  evil 
manners  of  the  times,  calleth  out  upon  our  Poet 
to  undertake  a  talk  fo  worthy  of  his  virtue  : 
:    "  (*)  Why  (lumbers  Pope,  who  leads  the  mufes 
"  train,  [plain  ?" 

"  Nor  hears  that  virtue,  which  he  loves,  com- 

MR.  MALLET, 
in  his  Epiftle  on  Verbal  Criticifm  : 

"  Whofe  life,  feverely  fcann'd,  tranfcends*  his 

"  lays ; 
«'  For  wit  fupreme,  is  but  his  fecond  praife;" 

MR.  HAMMOND, 

That  delicate  and  correct  imitator  of  Tibullus,  in 
his  Love  Elegies,  Elegy  xiv. 

"  Now,  fir'd  by  Pope  and  virtue,  leave  the  age, 

"  In  low  purfuit  of  felf-undoing  wrong, 
"  And  trace  the  author  through  his  moral  page, 
"  Whofe  blamelefs  life  ftill  anfwcrs  to  his 
"  fong." 

MR.  THOMSON, 

in  his  elegant  and  philofophical  Poem  of  the  Sea- 
fons: 

«'  Although  not  fweeter  his  own  Homer  Tings, 
"  Yet  is  his  life  the  more  endearing  fong."  ° 
To  the  fame  tune  alfo  fuigeth  that  learned  clerk 
of  Suffolk, 

(£)  rerfu  to  Mr.  Pofe  on  bit  tranjlation  of  Homer, 
(c)  Poem  prefixed  to  bis  works* 
(df)  In  bis  foems,  printed  for  £. 
(e)  Utuverfai  Pa/ion^  Sat,  \. 


MR.  WILLIAM  BROOME, 

"  (/)  Thus,  nobly  rifiug  in  fair  virtue's  caufe, 

"  From  thy  own  life  tranfcribe  th'  unnerring 

"  laws." 

And,  to  clofe  ail,  hear  the  reverend  Dean  of  St. 
Patrick's: 
1    "  A  foul  with  every  virtue  fraught, 

"  By  patriots,  priefts,  and  poets  taught. 

"  Whofe  filial  piety  excels 

"  Whatever  Grecian  ftory  tells. 

"  A  genius  for  each  bufmels  fit, 

"  Whofe  meaneft  talent  is  his  wit,"  &c. 

Let  us  now  recreate  thee  by  turning  to  the  other 
fide,  and  (bowing  his  character  drawn  by  thofe 
with  whom  he  nevdr  converfed,  and  whofe  coun- 
tenances he  could  not  know,  though  turned  againft 
him:  firft  again  commencing  with  the  high  voiced 
and  never  enough  ouoted 

MR.  JOHN  DENNIS, 

Who,  in  his  Reflections  on  the  Efiay  on  Criticifm, 
thus  defcribeth  him  :  "  A  little  affe&ed  hypocrite, 
"  who  has  nothing  in  his  mouth  but  candour,  truth, 
"  friendlhip,  good-nature,  humanity,  and  magna- 
**  nimity.  He  is  fo  great  a  lover  of  falfehood, 
"  that,  whenever  he  has  a  mind  to  calumniate  his 
"  contemporaries,  he  brands  them  with  fome  defect 
"  which  was  juft  contrary  to  fome  good  quality, 
u  for  which  all  their  friends  and  acquaintance 
*'  commend  them.  He  feems  to  have  a  particular 
"  pique  to  people  of  quality,  and  authors  of  that 
"  rank. — He  muft  derive  his  religion  from  St. 
"  Omer's  " — But  in  the  character  of  Mr.  P.  and 
his  writings,  (printed  by  S.  Popping,  1716,  he 
faith,  "  Though  he  is  a  profeflbr  of  the  worft  re- 
"  ligion,  yet  he  laughs  at  it;"  but  that,  "  never- 
*'  thelefs,  he  is  a  virulent  papifl ;  and  yet  a  pillar 
"  for  the  church, of  England.'1 

Of  both  which  opinions 

MR.  LEWIS  THEOBALD 
feems  alfo  to  be;  declaring  in  Mift's  Journal,  of 
June  a*,  1718,  "  That,  if  he  is  not  fhrewdly 
"  abufed,  he  made  it  his  practice  to  cackle  to  both 
"  parties  in  their  own  fentiments  "  But,  as  to  his 
pique  againil  people  of  quality,  the  fame  journalift 
doth  not  agree,  but  faith  (May  8,  1728),"  He  had, 
"  by  fome  means  or  other,  the  acquaintance  and 
"  friendfliip  of  the  whole  body  of  our  nobility." 

However  contradictory  this  may  appear,  Mr. 
Dennis  and  Gildon,  in  the  character  laft  cited, 
make  it  all  plain,  by  alluring  us,"  That  he  is  a  crea- 
"  ture  that  reconciles  all  contradictions :  he  is  a 
"  beaft,  and  a  man  ;  a  Whig,  and  a  Tory ;  a  writer 
"  (at  one  and  the  lame  time)  of  (g)  Guardians 
"  and  Examiners  ;  an  affrfibr  of  liberty,  and  of 
"  the  difpenfing  power  of  kings ;  a  Jefuitical  pro- 
"  feffor  of  truth;  a  bafe  and  a  foul  pretender  to 
"  candour."  So  that,  upon  the  whole  account, 
we  muft  conclude  him  either  to  have  been  a  great 
hypocrite,  or  a  very  honeft  man  ;  a  terrible  im- 
poier  upon  both  parties,  or  very  moderate  to  ei- 
ther. 

Be  it  as  to  the  judicious  reader  (hall  feem  good. 

(/)  In  his  Potms,  and  at  the  end  of  the 
(  £)  fbe  namts  of  tivo 


[TESTIMONIES  OF  AUTHORS. 


fare  it  is,  he  Is  little  favoured  of  certain  authors, 
whofe  wrath  is  perilous  ;  for  one  declares  he  ought 
to  have  a  price  fet  on  his  head,  and  to  be  hunted 
down  as  a  wild  beaft  (/&).  Another  protefts  that 
he  does  not  know  what  may  happen  ;  advifes  him 
to  enfure  his  perfon  ;  fays,  he  has  bitteiffenemies, 
and  exprcfsly  declares  it  will  be  well  if  he  efcapes 
with  his  life  (;').  One  defires  he  v/ould  cut  his  own 
throat,  or  hang  himfelf  (/!).  But  Pafquiti  feemed 
rather  inclined  it  fliould  be  done  by  the  govern- 
ment, representing  hint  engaged  in  grievous  de- 
ilgns  with  a  lord  of  parliament  then  under  profe- 
cution  (/).  Mr.  Dennis  himfelf  hath  written  to  a 
minifter,  that  he  is  one  of  the  moft  dangerous  per- 
fons  in  this  kingdom  (»»)  ;  and  allure  th  the  public, 
that  he  is  an  open  and  mortal  enemy  to  his  coun- 
try ;  a  monfter,  that  will,  one  day,  mow  as  daring 
a  foul  as  a  mad  Indian,  who  runs  a  muck  to  kill  the 
firft  Chriflian  he  meets  («).  Another  gives  in- 
formation of  treafon  difcovered  in  his  poem  (o); 
Mr.  Curll  boldly  fupplies  an  imperfect  verfe  with 
kings  and  princefles  (/>).  And  one  Matthew  Con- 
canen,  yet  more  impudent,  publifb.es  at  length  the 
two  mbft  facred  names  in  this  nation,  as  members 
of  the  Dunciad  (y)  1 

This  is  prodigious  \  yet  it  is  almofl  as  ftrange, 
that  in  the  midfl  of  thefe  invectives  his  greateft 
enemies  have  (I  know  not  how)  borne  teitimony 
to  fome  merit  in  him. 

MR..  THEOBALD, 

Jn  cenfitring  his  Shakfpeare,  declares,  "  He  has  fo 

great  an  efteem  for  Mr.  Pope,  and  fo  high  an 

opinion  of  his  genius  and  excellencies  ;  that,  not- 

withftanding  he  profeffes  a  veneration  almoft 

rifmg  to  idolatry  for  the  writings  of  this  inimi- 

table poet,  he  would  be  very  loth  even  to  do 

**  him  juftice,  at  tfie  expence  of  that  other  gefltle- 

"  man's  character  (r  )." 

MR.  CHARLES  GILDON, 
after  having  violently  attacked  him  in  many  pieces, 
at  laft  came  to  wifh  from  his  heart,  "  That  Mr. 
"  Pope  would  be  prevailed  upon  to  give  Us  Ovid's 
".Epiftles  by  his  hand,  for  it  is  certain  we  fee  the 
ct  original  of  Sappho  to  Phaon  with  much  more  life 
*'  and  likenefs  in  his  vcrfion,  than  in  that  of  Sir 
**  Car  Scrope.  And  this  (he  add?)  is  the  more  to 
"  be  wiflied,  becaufe  in  the  Englifh  tongue  we  have 
**  fcarcely  any  thing  truly  and  naturally  written 

T'beabalJ,  Letter  in  Mijl's  Journal,  June  Z2, 


(i)  Smedley,  Pref.  to  Gull'weriana,  p.  14.  l6<; 

(k}  Gulliver  lana,  p.  333,          (/)  Anno  1723. 

(ta)  Anno  IJ23-  .    ' 

(n)  Preface  to  Rem.  on  the  Rape  of  tie  Lockup.  fZ. 
and  in  the  loft  page  of  that  trtatife. 

(•)  Page  6,  7.  of  the  Preface,  by  Concanen,  to  a  bosk 
intituled,  A  Collision  of  ail  the  Letters  ,  E/ays,  Vctfcf, 
and  rdvertifements,  occasioned  by  Pipe  and  Swift's 
Afiifctllanies.  Printed  for  A.  Moore,  8w,  1712. 

(  p}  Key  to  the  Dunciad,  $dedit.  p.  1  8. 

(<}}  A  Lift  of  Perfons,  \3c.  at  tbeendoftltforemen- 
tloned  Colleflion  of  all  the  Letters,  E/ays,  &6. 

(r)  Imtndutfiw  ty  bst  ^bakfpeare  Rejlored)  in  quarto, 


"  upon  love  (j)."  He  alfo,  in  taking  Sir  Richard 
Blackmore  for  his  heterodox  opinions  of  Homer, 
challengeth  him  to  anfwer  what  Mr.  Pope  hath 
faid  in  hiis  Preface  to  that  poet. 

MR.  OLDMIXON 

calls  him  a  great  mafter  of  our  tongue ;  declares 
«*  the  purity  and  perfection  of  the  Englifh  language 
"  to  be  found  in  his  Homer;  and  faying  there  arc 
"  more  good  verfes  in  Dryden's  Virgil  than  in  any 
"  other  work,  except  this  of  our  author  only(/). 

The  Author  of  a  Letter  to  MR.  CIBBER 
fays,  "  (w)  Pope  was  fo  good  a  verfifier  (once) 
"  that  his  predeceflbr  Mr.  Dryden,  and  his  contem- 
"  po'rary  Mr.  Prior,  excepted,  the  harmony  of  his 
**  numbers  is  equal  to  any  body's.  And  that  he 
"  had  all  the  merit  that  a  man  can  have  that 
way."  And 

MR.  THOMAS  COOKE, 

after  mtich  blemifhing  our  author's  Homer,  crieth 
out, 

"  But  in  his  other  works  what  beauties  (hine, 

"  While  fweeteft  mufic  dwells  in  every  line  ! 

^  Thefe  he  admir'd,  on  thefe  he  ftamp'd  his 
"  praife, 

*'  Arid   bade   them    lire    to  brighten    future 

"  days  O)." 
So  alfo  one  who  takes  the  name  of 

H.  STANHOPE, 

the  maker  of  certain  verfes  to  Duncan  Camp- 
bell (x),  in  that  poem,  which  is  wholly  a  fatire 
upon  Mr.  Pope,  ccnfeffeth, 

"  'Tis  true,  if  fined  notes  alone  could  (how 
tc  (Tun'd  juftly  high,  or  regularly  low) 
"That  we  mould  fame  to  thefe  mere  vocals 

"  give ; 

"  Pope  more  than  we  can  offer  fliouid  receive  ; 
'«  For  when  fome  gliding  fiVer  is  his  theme, 
"  His  lines  runs  fmoother  than  the  frnootheft 

"  ftfeam,"  &c. 

MINT'S  JOURNAL,  June  8. 1728. 

Although  he  fays,  "  The  fmooth  numbers  of  the 
"  Dunciad  are  all  that  recommend  it,  nor  has  it 
"  any  other  merit ;"  yet  that  fame  papf  r  hath  tliefe 
words  :  "  The  author  is  allowed  to  be  a  perfect 
"  mafter  of  an  eafy  and  elegant  verfification.  la 
"  all  his  works  we  find  the  mod  happy  turns,  and 
'*  natural  fimilies,  wonderfully  fhbrt,  and  thick 
"  fown." 

The  Eflay  on  the  Dunciad  alfo  owns,  p.  25.  it  is 
very  full  of  beautiful  images.  But  the  panegyrica 
which  crowns  all  that  can  be  faid  on  this  poem,  is 
bellowed  by  our  laure^r, 

MR.  COLLET  CIBBER, 

who  "  grants  it  to  be  a  better  p'oem  of  its  kind  than 
"  ever  was  writ :"  but  adds,  "  it  was  a  victory 
"  over  a  parcel  of  poor  wretches,  whom  it  was  al- 


(j)  Commentary  on  the  Duke  of  'Buckingham  Y 
8t>o,  I72I,/>.  97,  98.^ 

(/)  7«  AZJ  prtfe  EJf°ay  on  Crltlcifm. 

(«)  Printed  by  J.  Roberts,  1 742,  />.  II. 

(w)  .Sa/i'/ff  o///j<r  Poets,  folio,  p.  lj. 

(x)  Printed  under  the  title  of  the  Progreff   of  But* 
neft)  12CT0J  1728. 

M  ' 
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'*  mofl  cowardice  to  conquer. — A  man  might  as 
u  well  triumph  for  having  killed  fo  many  filly  flies 
««  that  offended  him.  Could  he  have  let  them 
"  alone,  by  this  time,  poor  fouls !  they  had  all  been 
"  buried  in  oblivion  (jy)."  Here  we  fee  our  excel- 
lent laureat  allows  the  juftice  of  the  fatire  (  n  eve- 
ry man  in  it  but  himfelf ;  as  the  great  Mr.  Den- 
HIS  did  before  him. 

The  faid  MR.  DENNIS  and  MR.  GILDON, 
in  the  mofl  furious  of  all  their  works  (the  forecit- 
ed   chara&er,   p.  5.)  do  in  concert  (z)  confefs, 
That  feme  men  of  good  underflanding  value 
him  for  his  rhymes."  And  (p.  17.)  "that  he  has 
got,  like  Mr  Bays  in  the  Rehearfal  (that  is  like 
Mr.  Dryden),  a  notable  knack  at  rhyming,  and 
writing  fmooth  verfe." 

Of  his  Eflay  on  Man,  numerous  were  the  praifes 
"beftowed  by  his  avowed  enemies,  in  the  imagina- 
tion that  the  fame  was  not  written  by  him,  as  it 
was  printed  anonymoufly. 
Thus  fang  of  it  even 

BE  Z  ALE  EL  MORRIS. 
Aufpicious  barcl !  while  all  admire  thy  ftra'in, 
All  but  the  fclfilh,  ignorant,  and  vain  ; 
I,  whom  no  bribe  to  fervile  flattery  drew, 
Mutt  pay  the  tribute  to  thy  merit  due  : 
Thy  mufe  fublime,  fignificant,  and  clear, 
"  Alike  informs  the  foul,  and  charms  the  ear." 

&e. 
And 

MR.  LEONARD  WELTSTED 
thus  wrote  (a}  to  the  unknown  author,  on  the  firft 
publication  of  the  faid  eflay ;  "  I  muft  own,  after 
*'  the  reception  which  the  vileft  and  moft  immor- 
"  al  ribaldry  hath  lately  met  with,  I  was  furprif- 
V  ed  to  fee  what  I  had  long  defpaired,  a  perfor- 
"  mance  deferving  the  name  of  a  poet.  Such,  Sir, 
**  is  your  work.  It  is  indeed  above  all  commen- 

(j)  Cillers  Letter  to  Mr.  Pope,  p.  9  —12. 

(z)  fn  concert.]  Hear  loiu  Mr.  Dennis  lath  prov- 
ed our  miJlaKc  in  this  place  :  "  At  to  my  writing  in  con- 
"  cert  •with  Mr.  Gildon,  I  declare  upon  the  honour  and 
"  ii-ord  of  a  gentleman,  flat  I  never  ivrote  fo  much  as 
"  one  line  in  concert  ivith  any  one  man  ii'hatfoever.  And 
M  tbefet-wo  letters  from  Gildon  ivill  plainly  fto-w,  that 
"  -we  are  not  writers  in  concert  ivitb  eacl  other. 
<  Sir, 

'  — The  height  of  my  amlithn  is  to  pleafe  men  of  tie 
'  Ifft  judgment ;  and  finding  that  1  bceve  entertained  my 

*  majler  agreeably,  I  have  the  extent  of  the  reward  of 

*  my  labour, 

«  Sir, 

I  bad  not  ffo  opportunity  of  tearing  of  your  ex  eel - 
1  lent  pamphlet  till  this  day.  1  air.  infinitely  fatisfed  and 
'  P.'eafeJ'  with  it,  and  Lope  you  ivill  meet  -with  that  en- 
t  your  admirable  perform  :nce  deferves,'  \&c. 

'  CH.  GILDON: 

,  it  it  net  plain,  that  a-n-j  ore  >who  fends  fuel 
"  compliments  to  another,  Las  not  keen  ufed  to  -write  in 
"  partmrjLip  ivith  him  to  whom  he  fends  them?"  Den- 
>iis,irema>ts  on  tie  Dunciady  p.  50.  Mr.  Dennis  is  there- 
jort  -welcome  to  tah  this  piece  to  limfilf. 

(<?)  In  a  letter  under  t>is  iivn  i'*.id}   dated  JVfarcl 
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"  dation,  and  ought  to  have  been  publifhed  In  an 
"  age  and  country  more  worthy  of  it.  If  my  tcf- 
"  timony  be  of  any  weight,  you  arc  fure  to  hav» 
"  it  in  the  ampleft  manner,"  &c  &c.  &c. 

Thus  we  fee  every  one  of  his  works  huth  been 
extolled^Sy  one  or  other  of  his  moft  inveterate 
enemies ;  and  to  the  fuccefs  of  them  all  they  do 
unanimoufly  give  teftimony.  But  it  is  fufficient,  in. 
fiar  omnium,  to  behold  the  great  critic,  Mr.  Dennis, 
forely  lamenting  it,  even  from  the  Eflay  on  Cri. 
ticifm  to  this  day  of  the  Dunciad  !  "  A  moll  no- 
"  torious  inftancc  (quoth  he)  of  the  depravity  of 
*'  genius  and  tafte,  the  approbation  this  eflay  meets 
"  with  (£). — I  can  fafely  affirm,  that  I  never  at- 
"  tacked  any  of  thefe  writings,  unlefs  they  had 
"  fuccefs  infinitely  beyond  their  merit.  This, 
"  though  an  empty,  has  been  a  popular  fcribbler. 
'*  The  epidemic  madnefs  of  the  times  has  given 
"  him  reputation  (*). — If  after  the  cruel  treatment 
"  fo  many  extraordinary  men  (Spenfer,  Lord  Ba- 
11  con,  Ben.  Jonfon,  Milton,  Butler,  Otway,  and 
"  others)  have  received  from  this  country,  for 
"  thefe  laft  hundred  years,  I  ihoald  fhift  the  fcene, 
"  and  (how  all  that  penury  changed  at  once  to  riot 
"  and  profufenefs ;  and  more  fquandered  away 
"  upon  one  fubjecl:,  than  would  have  fatisfied  the 
"  greater  part  of  thofe  extraordinary  men ;  the 
"  reader  to  whom  this  one  creature  (hould  be  un- 
"  known,  would  fancy  him  a  prodigy  of  art  and 
"  nature  ;  would  believe  that  al]  the  great  quali- 
"  ties  of  thefe  perfons  were  centered  in  him  alone. 
"  But  if  I  fhould  venture  to  aflure  him  that  the 
"  People  of  England  had  made  fuch  a  choice,  the 
"  reader  would  believe  me  a  malicious  enemy,  and 
"  flanderer  ;  or  that  the  reign  of  the  laft  (Queen 
"  Anne's)  mintftry  was  defigned  by  fate  to  en- 
"  courage  fools  (rf)." 

But  it  happens,  that  this  our  poet  never  had  any 
place,  penfion,  or  gratuity,  in  any  fhape,  from  the 
faid  glorious  queen,  or  any  of  her  minifters.  All  he 
owed,  in  the  whole  courfe  of  his  life,  to  any  court, 
was  a  fubfcription  for  his  Homer,  of  200  1.  from 
King  George  I.  and  100  1.  from  the  prince  and 
princefs. 

However,  left  we  imagine  our  author's  fuccefs 
was  conftant  and  univerfal,  they  acquaint  us  «f 
certain  works  in  a  lefs  degree  of  repute,  whereof, 
although  owned  by  others,  yet  do  they  aflure  us 
he  is  the  writer.  Of  this  fort,  Mr.  Dennis  (c) 
afcribes  to  him  two  farces,  whofe  names  he  does 
not  tell ;  but  aflures  us  that  there  is  not  «nc  jefl  in 
them  :  and  an  imitation  of  Horace,  whofc  title  he 
does  not  mention  ;  but  aflures  us  it  is  much  more 
execrable  than  all  his  works  (/>  Ths  Daily  Jour- 
nal, May  u.  1728,  aflures  us,  "  He  is  below  Tom 
"  Durfey  in  the  drama;  becaufe,  as  that  writer 
"  thinks,  the  Marriage-hater  matched,  and  the 
"  Boarding-fchool,  are  better  than  the  What  d'ye 
"  call  it;"  which  is  not  Mr.  P.'s,  but  Mr.  Gay's. 

0)  Dennis,  frtf.  tt  bis  R<Jle£l.  on  the  tie  E/ay  tn 
Gritkifm. 

(0  Preface  to  Us  remarks  on  Homer. 

(O  Rem.  on  Homer,  p.  8,  9.  (,)  ft.  6.  g. 

(/)  Cbaraffcr  of  Mr.  fofe,p.  7. 
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Mr.  Gildon  afluresus,  in  hi8NewRehcarfal,(p.  48.) 
"  That  he  was  writing  a  play  of  the  Lady  Jane 
*l  Grey ;"  but  it  afterwards  proved  to  be  Mr. 
Rowe's.  We  arc  affured  by  another,  "  He  wrote 
"  a  pamphlet  called  Dr.  Andrew  Tripe  (_§•) ;" 
which  proved  to  be  one  Dr.  WagftajfF's.  Mr. 
Theobald  affuffs  us,  in  Mift  of  the  a;th  of  April, 
**  That  the  treatife  of  the  Profound  is  very  dull ; 
**  and  that  Mr.  Pope  is  the  author  of  it  "  The 
•writer  of  Gulliveriaaa  is  of  another  opinion  ;  and 
fays,  "  The  whole,  or  greateft  part  of  the  merit  of 
'*  this  treat;fe  muft,  and  can  only  be  afcribed  to 
*'  Gulliver  (£)."  [Here,  gentle  reader !  cannot  I 
but  fmile  at  the  ftrange  blindnefs  and  pofitivenefs 
of  men;  knowing  the  faid  treatife  to  appertain  to 
none  other  but  to  me,  Martinus  Scriblerus  ] 

We  are  affured,  in  Mift  of  June  8.  "  That  his 
"  own  plays  and  farces  would  better  have  adorned 
"  the  Dunciad,  than  thofe  of  Mr.  Theobald  ;  for  he 
'«  had  neither  genius  for  tragedy  nor  comedy." 
Which,  whether  true  or  not,  it  is  not  eafy  to  judge ; 
in  as  much  as  he  had  attempted  neither.  Unlcfs 
we  will  take  it  for  granted,  with  Mr.  Gibber,  that 
his  being  once  very  angry  at  hearing  a  friend's 
play  ibufed,  was  an  infallible  proof  the  play  was 
his  own  ;  the  faid  Mr.  Gibber  thinking  it  impof- 
fible  for  a  man  to  be  much  concerned  for  any  but 
himfelf :  «'  Now  let  any  man  judge  (faith  he)  by 
"  his  concern,  who  was  the  true  mother  of  the 
"  child  (/)?" 

But  from  all  that  hath  ft^en  faid,  the  difcerning 
reader  will  collect,  that  it  little  availed  our  author 
to  have  any  candour,  fince,  when  he  declared  he 
did  not  write  for  others,  it  was  not  credited  ;  as 
little  to  have  any  modefty,  fince,  when  he  declined 
writing  in  any  way  himfelf,  the  prefumption  of 
•thers  was  imputed  to  him.  If  he  firtgly  enterprif- 

(g}  Charafler  of  Mr.  Pope,  p.  6. 
(l>)  GuMv.  f,.  336. 
<    Gibber  t  Letter  to  Mr.  P.    .I. 


ed  one  great  work,  he  was  taxed  of  boldnefs  and 
madnefs  to  a  prodigy  (£)  :  If  he  took  affiftant  in 
another,  it  was  complained  of,  and  reprefented  a»" 
a  great  injury  t«  the  public  (/)>  The  loftieft  hero- 
ics ;  the  lowed  ballads ;  trcatifes  againft  the  ftatc 
or  church ;  fatircs  on  lords  and  ladies ;  raillery 
on  wits  and  'authors';  fqu'abbles  with  bookfellets  ; 
or  even  full  and  true  accounts  of  monfters,  poifons^ 
and  rrturders ;  of  any  hereof  was  there  nothing  fo 
good,  nothing  fo  bad,  which  hath  not  at  one  or 
other  feafon  been  to  him  afcribed.  If  it  bore  no 
author's  name,  then  lay  he  concealed  ;  if  it  did, 
he  fathered  it  upon  that  author,  to  be  yet  better 
concealed  :  If  it  refembled  any  of  his  ftyles,  then 
was  it  evident ;  if  it  did  n  >t,  theft  difguifed  he  it 
on  fet  purpofe.  Yea,  even  diredl  oppofitions  in  re- 
ligion, principles,  and  politics,  have  equally  been' 
fuppofcd  in  him  inherent.  Surely  a  moft  rare  and 
fingular  character  ;  of  which  let  the  reader  make 
what  he  can. 

Doubtlefi  mort  commentators  would  hence  take 
occafion  to  turn  all  to  their  author's  advantage, 
and  from  the  teftimony  of  his  very  enemies  would 
affirm,  that  his  capacity  was  boundlefs,  as  well  as 
his  imaginatidn  ;  that  he  was  a  perfect  mafter  of 
all  ftyles,  and  all  arguments;  and  that  there  was 
in  thofe  times  no  other  writer,in  any  kind,  of  any 
degree  of  excellence,  fave  he  himfelf.  But  as  thiH 
is  not  our  own  fentiment,  we  (hall  determine  on 
nothing  ;  but  leave  thee,  gentle  reader,  to  fleer 
thy  judgment  equally  between  various  opinions 
and  to  choofe  whether  thou  wilt  incline  to  the 
teftimonies  of  authors  avowed,  or  of  authors  con- 
cealed ;  of  thofe  who  knew  him,  or  of  thofe  whdr 
knew  him  not. 

P. 

(£)  Burnet's  Homcrides,  p.  I.  of  his  tranjlatlon  of 
the  Iliad. 

(/)  The  Ton  Jon  and  Mi/ft  Journal^  in  Ills  ttndit'-i 
taking  tbt  Odv/fiv. 

iff  if 


M4RTINUS  SCRIBLERU& 

OF    THE    POEM. 


THIS  poem,  as  it  cclebrateth  the  moft  grave  and 
ancient  things,  Chaos,  Night,  and  Dulnefs ;  fo  is 
it  of  the  moft  grave  and  ancient  kind.  Homer 
(faith  Ariftotle)  was  the  firft  who  gave  the  form, 
and  (faith  Horace^  isjko  adapted  the  meafure  to 
h«roic  poefy.  But  even  before  this, maybe  ration- 
ally prefumed  from- what  the  ancients  have  left 
written,  was  a  piece  by  Homer  compofed,  of  like 
nature  and  matter  with  this  of  o^r  poet.  For  of 
epic  fort  it  appeareth  to  have  been,  yet  of  matter 
furely  not  unpleafant ;  witnefs  what  is  reported 
of  it  by  the  learned  Archbifhop  Euftathius,  in 
OdylT  x.  And  accordingly  Ariftotle,  in  his  Poe- 
tics, chap.  iv.  doth  further  fet  forth,  that  as  the  Ili- 
ad and  Odyffey  gave  example  to  tragedy,  fo  did 
this  poem  to  comedy  its  firft  idea. 

From  thefe  author*  alfo  it  fiiould  feem,  that  the 
hero,  or  chief  perfonage  of  it  was  no  lefs  obfcure, 
and  his  underftauding  and  fentiments  no  lefs  quaint 
and  ftrange  (if  indeed  not  more  fo)  than  any  of 
the  actors  of  our  poem.  Margiteswas  the  name  of 
this  perfonage,  whom  antiquity  recorded!  to  have 
been  Dunce  the  firft^  and  furely,  from  what  we 
hear  him,  not  unworthy  to  be  the  root  of  fo  fpread- 
ing  a  tree,  and  fo  numerous  a  pofterity.  The  poem, 
therefore,  celebrating  him,  was  properly  and  ab- 
folutely  a  Dunciad ;  which  though  now  unhappily 
loft,  yet  is  its  nature  fufficiently  known  by  the  in- 
fallible tokens  aforefaid.  And  thus  it  doth  appear, 
that  the  firft  Dunciad  was  the  firft  epic  poem  writ- 
ten by  Homer  himfelf,  and  anterior  even  to  the 
Iliad  or  Odyffey. 

Now,  'forafmuch  as  oar » poet  hath  tranflated 
thofe  two  famous  works  of  Homer,  which  are  yet 
kft,  he  did  conceive  it  in  feme  fort  his  duty  to 
imitate  that  alfo  which  was  loft  ;  and  was  there- 
fore induced  to  beftow  on  it  the  fame  form  which 
Homer's  is  reported  to  have  had,  namely  that  of 
epic  poem ;  with  a  title  alfo  framed  after  the  aa^ 
cient  Greek  manner,  to  wit,  that  of  Dunciad. 

Wonderful  it  is,  that  fo  few  of  the  moderns  have 
been  ftimulated  to  attempt  fome  Dunciad  !  fince, 
5n  the  opinion  of  the  multitude,  it  might  coft  lefs 
jtain  and  toil  than  an  imitation  of  the  greater  epic. 
.But  pofllble  it  is  alfo,  that  on  due  reflection  the 
maker  might  find  it  eafier  to  paint  a  Charlemagne, 
a  Brute,  or  a  Godfrey,  with  juft  pomp,  and  dignity 
heroic,  than  a  Margites,  a  Cvdrus,  or  a  Fleckno. 


We  fhall  next  declare  the  occafion  and  the  caufe 
which  moved  our  poet  to  this  particular  work. 
He  lived  in  thofe  days,  when  (after  Providence 
had  permitted  the  invention  of  printing  as  a 
fcourge  for  the  fins  of  the  learned)  paper  alfo  be- 
came fo  cheap,  and  printers  fo  numerous,  that  a  de- 
luge of  authors  covered  the  land  :  whereby  not 
only  the  peace  of  the  honeft  unwriting  fubject  was 
daily  molefted,  but  unmerciful  demands  were  made 
of  his  applaufe,  yea  of  his  money,  by  fuch  as  would 
neither  earn  the  one,  nor  deferve  the  other.  At 
the  fame  time,  the  licence  of  the  prefs  was  fuch, 
that  it  grew  dangerous  to  refufe  them  either:  for 
they  would  forthwith  publifti  flanders  unpunimed, 
the  authors  being  anonymous,  and  fkulking  under 
the  wings  of  publifhers ;  a  fet  of  men  who  neither 
fcrupled  to  vend  either  calumny  or  blafphemy,  as 
long  as  the  town  would  call  for  it. 

(a)  Now  our  author,  living  in  thofe  times,  did 
conceive  it  an  endeavour  well  worthy  an  honeft 
fatirift,  to  diffuade  the  dull,  and  puni/n  the  wick- 
ed, the  only  way  chat  was  left.  In  that  public- 
fpirited  view  he  laid  the  plan  of  this  poem,  as  the 
greateft  fervice  he  was  capable  (without  much 
hurt,  or  being  flain)  to  render  his  dear  country. 
Firft,  taking  things  from  their  original,  he  con- 
fidereth  the  caufes  creative  of  fuch  authors,  name- 
ly Dulnefs  and  Poverty  ;  the  one  born  with  them, 
the  other  contracted  by  neglect  of  their  proper  ta- 
lents, through  felf- conceit  of  greater  abilities.  This 
truth  he  wrappeth  in  an  allegory  (4)  f^as  the  eon- 
ftru&ion  of  epic  poefy  requireth),  and  feigns  that 
one  of  thefe  goddeffes  had  taken  up  her  abode  with 
the  other>  and  that  they  jointly  infpircd  all  fuch 
writers,  and  fuch  works,  (c)  He  proceedeth  to 
fhow  the  qualities  they  beftow  on  thefe  authors, 
and  the  effects  they  produce  (d)  :  then  the  mate- 
rials, or  ftock,  with  which  they  furnifh  them  (<•), 
and,  above  all,  that  felf-opinion  (/)  which  caufeth 
it  to  feem  to  themfelves  vaftly  greater  than  it  is, 
and  is  the  prime  motive  of  their  fetting  up  in  thi*- 

(a}  Vide  Bo/*,  Du  Poem  Epique.  cbafi.  vi& 
(*)  Bo/u,  chap.  vii. 
(<r)  Book  i.  ver.  3%.  fcfo 
(</)  Ver.  45.  to  54. 
(0  fer.  57.  to  77. 
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'tfad  and  forry  merchandife.  The  great  power  of 
thefe  goddefles  acting  in  alliance  (whereof  as  the 
one  is  the  mother  of  induftry,  fo  is  the  other  of 
:plodding)  was  to  be  exemplified  in  fome  one  great 
and  remarkable  action  :  (^)  and  none  could  be 
more  fo  than  that  which  our  poet  hath  chofen,  •viz. 
;the  reftoration  of  the  reign  of  Chaos  and  Night, 
by  the  miniilry  of  Dulnefs  their  daughter,  in  the 
removal  of  her  imperial  feat  from  the  city  to  the 
polite  world ;  as  the  action  of  the  ^Encid  is  the 
.reftoration  of  the  empire  of  Troy,  by  the  removal 
of  the  race  from  thence  to  Latium.  But  as  Homer 
Tingeth  only  the  wrath  of  Achilles,  yet  includes  in 
his  poem  the  whole  hiftory  of  the  Trojan  war;  in 
like  manner,  our  author  hath  drawn  into  this  fin- 
[gle  action  the  whole  hiftory  of  Dulnefs,  and  her 
.children. 

A  perfon  .muft  next  be  fixed  upon  to  fupport 
this  action.  This  phantom  in  the  poet's  mind  mull 

have  a  name  (£) :  he  finds  it  to  be :  and 

he  becomes  of  courfe  the  hero  of  the  poem. 

The  fable  being  thus,  according  to  the  beft  ex- 
ample, one  and  entire,  as  contained  in  the  propo- 
Tition  ;  the  machinery  is  "a  continued  chain  of  al- 
legories, fetting  forth  the  whole  power,  miniftry, 
and  empira  of  Dulnefs,  extended  through  her  fub- 
ordinate  inftruments,  in  all  her  various  operations. 

This  is  branched  into  epifodes  ;  each  of  which 
hath  its  moral  ap^rt,  though  all  conducive  to  the 
main  end.  The  crowd  affembled  in  the  fecond 
book,  demonftrates  the  defign  to  be  more  exterifive 
.than  to  bad  poets  only ;  and  that  we  may  expect 
other  epifodes  of  the  patrons,  encouragers,  or  pay- 
mafters  of  fuch  authors,  as  occafion  fball  bring  them 
forth.  And  the  third  book,  rf  well  confidered, 
feemeth  to  embrace  the  whole  world.  Each  of 
the  games  relateth  to  fame  or  other  vile  clafs  of 
writers :  the  firft  concerneth  the  plagiary,  to  whom 
he  giveth  the  name  of  Moore ;  the  fecond,  the  li- 
bellous novelift,  whom  he  ftyleth  Eliza;  the  third, 
the  flattering  dedicator ;  the  fourth,  the  bawling 
critic,  or  noify  poet ;  the  fifth,  the  dark  and  dirty 
party-writer;  and  fo  of  the  reft  :  affigning  to  each 
ibrne  proper  name  or  other,  fuch  as  he  could  find. 

As  for  the  characters,  the  public  hath  already 
acknowledged  how  juftly  they  are  irawn :  the 
manners  are  fo  depicted,  and  the  fentiment  fo  pe- 
culiar to  thofe  to  whom  applied,  that  furely  to 
•transfer  them  to  any  other  or  wifer  perfonage, 
would  be  exceeding  difficult :  and  certain  it  is, 
that  every  perfon  concerned,  being  confulted  apart, 
hath  readily  owned  the  refcmblance  of  every  por- 
£rait,  bis  own  excepted.  So  Mf.  Cibber  calls 

(g)  Ibid.  cbaf>  vii.  viii. 

y>)  £o/«t  cbaf.  viii.  Vide  drift.  Pof^  caf,  ix, 


them,  "  a  parcel  of  poor  wretches,  fo  many  filly 
"  flies  (/') : "  but  adds,  our  author's  wit  is  remark*, 
ably  "  more  bare  and  barren,  whenever  it  would 
"  fall  foul  on  Cibber,  than  upon  any  other  perfon 
"  whatever." 

The  defcriptions  are  fingular;  the  comparifona 
very  quaint ;  the  narration  various,  yet  of  one 
colour  :  the  purity  and  chaftity  of  diction  is  fo 
preferred,  that  in  the  places  moft  fufpicious,  not 
the  words,  but  only  the  images  have  been  cenfur- 
ed ;  and  yet  are  thofe  images  no  other  than  have 
been  fanctified  by  ancient  and  claflical  authority 
(though,  as  was  the  manner  of  thofe  good  times, 
not  fo  curioufly  wrapped  up),  yea,  and  comment- 
ed upon  by  the  mofl  grave  doctors,  and  approv- 
ed critics. 

As  it  beareth  the  name  of  epic,  it  is  thereby 
fubject  to  fuch  fevere  indifpenfible  rules  as  ares 
laid  on  all  neoterics,  a  ftrict  imitation  of  the  an  •» 
cients ;  infomuch  that  any  deviation,  accompanied 
with  whatever  poetic  beauties,  hath  always  been, 
certfured  by  the  found  critic.  How  exact  that  li^ 
mitation  hath  been  in  this  piece,  appeareth  not  on-* 
ly  by  its  general  ftructure,'btit  by  particular  illi  -* 
fions  infinite,  many  whereof  have  efcaped  both  tl© 
commentator  and  poet  himfelf ;  yea  divers,  by  hi* 
exceeding  diligence,  are  fo  altered  and  interwov-* 
en  with  the  reft,  that  feveral  have  already  beena 
and  more  will  be,  by  the  ignorant,  abufcd  as  al- 
together and  originally  his  own. 

In  a  word,  the  whole  poem  proveth  itfelf  to  be 
the  work  of  our  author,  when  his  faculties  werei 
in  full  vigour  and  perfection;  at  that -exact  time 
when  years  have  ripened  the  judgment,  without 
diminifhing  the  imagination  :  which,  by  goodL 
critics,  is  held  to  be  punctually  at  forty.  For  at 
that  feafon  it  was  that  Virgil  finiftied  his  Gcor- 
gics;  and  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  at  the  like  ages 
compofing  his  Arthurs ;  declared  the  fame  to  bs 
the  very  acme  and  pitch  of  life  for  epic  poefy  z. 
though  fince  he  hath  altered  it  t-o  fixty,  the  year. 
in  which  he  publifhed  his  Alfred  (<&).  True  it  is, 
that  the  talents  for  criticifm,  namely  fmartnefs, ' 
quick  cenfure,  vivacity  of  remark,  certainty  of  af— 
feveration,  indeed  all  but  acerbity,  feem  rather  the: 
gifts  of  youth,  than  of  riper  age :  but  it  is  far 
otherwife  in  poetty;  witnefs  the  works  of  Mr. 
Rymer  and  Mr.  Penuis;  who  beginning  with  cri- 
ticifm, became  afterwards  fuch  poets  as  no  age? 
hath  paralleled.  With  good  reafon,  therefore,  dicl 
our  author  choofe  to  write  his  eflay  on  that  fub- 
ject  at  twenty,  arid  rcferve  for  his  maturer  years 
this  great  and  wonderful  work  of  the  Dunciad. 

(i)  Gibber's  letter  to  Mr.  P.p.  9,  I3,vf  J.  . 
(*}  See  bis  E/ays* 
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Or  the  nature  of  Dunciad  in  general,  whence  de- 
rived, and  on  what  authority  founded,  as  well  as 
of  the  art  and  conduit  of  this  our  Poem  in  parti- 
cular, the  learned  and  laborious  Scriblerus  hath, 
according  to  .his  manner,  and  with  tolerable  fhare 
t>f  judgment,  differtated.     But  when  he  cometh  to 
fpeak  of  the  perfon  of  the  hero  fitted  for  fuch 
poem  in  truth  he  miferably  halts  and  hallucinates: 
tor,  mifled  by  one  Monfieur  Boffu,  a  Gallic  critic, 
he  prateth  of  I  cannot  tell  what  phantom  of'a  he- 
ro, only  raifed  up  to  fupport  the  fable.     A  putrid 
conceit!   As  if  Homer  and  Virgil,  like  modern 
undertakers,  who'firft  build  their  houfe  and  then 
feek  out  for  a  tenant,  had  contrived  the  ftory  of  a 
war  and  a  wandering,  before  they  once  thought 
either  of  Achilles  or  Mneas.     We  fhall  therefore 
fet  our  good  brother  and  the  world  alfo  right  in 
this  particular,  "by   alluring   them,   that,  in  the 
greater  epic,  the  prime  intention  of  the  mufe  is 
to  exalt  heroic  virtue,  in  order  to  propagate  the 
love  of  it  among  the  children  of  men  ;   and  con- 
fequently  that  the  poet's  firft  thought  muft  needs 
be  turned  upon  a  real  fubject  meet  for  laud  and 
celebration  ;  not  one  whom  he  is  to  make,  but  one 
whom  he  may  find,  truly  illuftrious.     This  is  the 
jaritnum  mobile  of  his  poetic  world,  whence  every 
thing  is  to  receive  life  and  motion.    For,  this  fub- 
je&  being  found,  he  is  immediately  ordained,  or 
rather  acknowledged,  an  hero,  and  put  upon  fuch 
a$ion  as  betitteth  the  dignity  of  his  character. 

But  the  mufe  ceafcth  not  here  hereagle-fl  ight.  For 
fometimesjfatiated  with  the  contemplation  of  thefe 
Ions  of  glory,  Ihe  turneth  downward  on  her  wing, 
and  darts  with  Jove's  lightning  on  the  goofe  and 
ferpent  kind.  For  we  may  apply  to  the  mufe  in 
her  varkfu.3  moods,  what  an  an'cient  matter  of  wif- 
dom  affirmeth  of  the  Gods  in  general :  "  S j  Dii 
*'  non  irafcuntur  impiis  e£  ipjyftis,  nee  pios  utique 
«*  juftofque  diiigunt.  In  reb'us  enim  diverfis,  aut  in 
e<  in  utramque  partem  moveri  neceffe  eft,  aut  in 
*'  neutram.  Itaque  qui  bon'os  diligit,  et  malos  oclit 
11  et  qui  malos  non  odit,  hec  bohos  diligit.  Quia 
*'  et  diligere  bonos  ex  odio  malorum  yen;t ;  et  ma- 
"  los  odiffe  ex  bonorum  carifate  defcendit."  Which 
in  our  vernacular  idiom  may  be  thus  interpreted 
"  If  the  Gods  be  not  provoked  at  evil  men,  nei- 
r  thur  are  they  delighted  with  the  good  and  juft 


For  contrary  objects  muft  either  excite  contrary 
afff  ctions,  or  no  affections  at  all.  So  that  he  wh« 
loveth  good  men,  muft  at  the  fame  time  hate  the 
1  bad;  and  he  who  hateth  not  bad  men,  cannot  love 
the  good;  becaufe  to  love  good  men  proceedeth 
from  an  averfion  to  evil,  and  to  hat'e  evil  men 
;  from  a  tendernef*  to  the  good."     From  this  de- 
icacy  of  the  mufe  arofe  the  little  epic  (more  lively 
and  choleric  than  her  eider  fifttr,  whofe  bulk  and 
complexion  incline  her  to  the  phlegmatic)  :  and 
for  this,  fome  notorious  vehicle  of  vice  and  folly 
was  fought  out,  to  make  thereof  an  example.    An 
early  inftance  of  which  (nor  could  it  efcape  the  ac- 
curate Scriblerus)  the  father  of  epic  poem  himftlf 
affordeth  us.    From  him  the  practice  defcended  to 
the  Greek  dramatic  poets,  his  offspring  ;  who,  in 
the  competition  of  their  Tetralogy,  or  fet  of  four 
pieces,  were  wont  to  make  the  laft  a  fatiric  tragedy. 
Happily,  one  of  thefe  ancient  Dunciads)  as  we  may 
well  term  it)  is  come  down  unto  us,  ammgft  the 
tragedies  of  the  poet  hurtpides.     And  what  doth 
the  reader  fuppofe  may  be  the  fubject  thereof? 
Why  in  truth,  and  it  is  worthy  obfervation,  the 
unequal  contcft  of  an  old,  dull,  debauched  buffoon 
Cyclops,  with  the   heaven-directed    favourite  of 
Minerva  ;  who,  after  having  quietly  borne  all  the 
monfter's  obiccne  and  impious  ribaldry,  endeth  the 
farce  in  punifhing  him  with  the  mark  of  an  inde- 
lible brand  in  his  forehead.     May  we  not  then  be 
excufed,  if,  for  the  future,  we  confider  the  epics  of 
Homer,  Virgil,  and  Milton,  together  with  this  our 
pocrn,  as  a  complete  Tetralogy  ;  in  which  the  laft 
worthily  holdeth  the  place  or  ftation  of  the  fatiric 
piece  ? 

Proceed  we  therefore  in  our  fubjeft.  It  hath 
been  long,  and  alas  for  pity!  ftill  remaineth  a 
queftibn,1  whether  the  hero  of  the  greater  «Jpic 
fhould  be  an  honeft  man ;  or  as  the  French  critics 
exprefs  it,  im  honnete  homme  (a)  :  but  it  never 
admitted  of  a  doubt,  but  that  the  hero  of  the  little 
epic  fhould  be  juft  the  contrary.  Hence,  to  the 
advantage  of  our  Dunciad,  we  may  obferve,  how- 
much  jufter  the  moral  of  that  poem  muft  needs  be, 

(a]  Si  vn  Heros  Petti que  doit  "trt  un  lonmtebommt. 
Ecjfci  du  foims  Efi^u:)  ii 7.  v.  ch.  j. 
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where  fo  important  a  quefllon  is  previoufly  decid- 
ed. 

But  then  it  is  not  every  knave,  nor  (let  me  add) 
every  fool,  that  is  a  fit  fubject  for  a  Dunciad. 
There  mull  1H11  exift  fome  analogy,  if  not  refem- 
blance  of  qualities  between  the  heroes  of  the  two 
poems;  and  this,  to  admit  of  what  neoteric  critics 
call  the  parody,  one  of  the  liveliefl  graces  of  the 
little  epic.  Thus  it  being  agreed  that  the  cpnfti- 
tuent  qualities  of  the  greater  epic  hero,  are  wif- 
dom, bravery,  and  love,  from  whence  fpringeth 
heroic  virtue  ;  it  followeth,  that  thofe  of  the  leffer 
epic  hero  fhould  be  vanity,  affurance,  and  de- 
bauchery, from  which  affemblage  refulteth  heroic 
dulnefs,  the  never-dying  fubject  of  this  our  poem. 

This  being  fettled,  come  we  now  to  particulars. 
ft  is  the  character  of  true  wifdum,  to  feek  its  chief 
fupport  and  confidence  within  itfelf ;  and  to  place 
that  fupport  in  the  refources  which  proceed  from 
a  confcious  rectitude  of  will. — And  are  the  ad- 
vantages of  vanity,  when  arifing  to  the  heroic 
ftandard,at  all  fhort  of  thisfelf-complacence  ?  Nay, 
arc  they  not,  in  the  opinion  of  the  enamoured 
owner,  far  beyond  it  ?  "  Let  the  world  (will  fuch 
"  an  one  fay)  impute  to  me  what  folly  or  weaknefs 
"  they  pleafe  ;  but  till  wifdom  can  give  me  fome- 
"  thing  that  will  make  me  more  heartily  happy, 
"  I  am  content  to  be  GAZED  AT  (£)."  This,  we  fee, 
is  vanity  according  to  the  heroic  gage  or  meafure ; 
not  that  low  and  ignoble  fpecies  which  pretendeth 
to  virtues  we  have  not ;  but  the  laudable  ambition 
of  being  gazed  at  for  glorying  in  thofe  vices,  which 
every  body  knows  we  have.  "  The  world  may  aflc 
"  (fays  he)  why  I  make  my  follies  public  ?  Why 
"  not  ?  I  have  paffed  my  life  very  pleafantly  with 
"  them"  In  fhort,  there  is  no  fort  of  .vanity  fuch 
a  hero  would  fcruple,  but  that  which  might  go 
near  to  degrade  him  from  his  high  ftation  in  this 
our  Dunciad ;  namely,  "  whether  it  would  not  be 
"*  vanity  in  him,  to  take  fhame  to  himfelf  for  not  • 
'"  being  a  wife  man  ?" 

Bravery,  the  fecond  attribute  of  the  true  hero',, 
is  courage  manifefting  itfelf  in  every  limb  ;  while 
its  correfpondent  virtue  in  the  mock  hero,  is,  that 
fame  courage  all  collected  into  the  face.  And  as 
power,  when  drawn  together,  muft  needs  have 
more  force  and  fpirit  than  when  difperfed,  we  ge- 
nerally find  this  kind  of  courage  in  fo  high  and 
heroic  a  degree,  that  it  infuks  not  only  men,  but 
Gods.  Mezentius  is,  without  doubt,  the  braveft 
character  in  all  the  JBneis :  but  how  ?  His  bravery, 
we  know,  was  an  high  courage  of  blafphemy. 
And  can  we  fay  lefs  of  this  brave  man's,  who 
having  told  us  that  he  placed  his  "  fummum 
"  bonum  in  thofe  follies,  which  he  was  not  con- 
"  tent  barely  to  poffefs,  but  would  likewife  glory 
"  in,"  adds,  "  If.  I  am  mifguided,  'TK  NATURE'S 
"  FAULT,  and  I  follow  HER  (c)."  Nor  can  we  be 
miftaken  in  making  this  happy  quality  a  fpecies  of 
courage,  when  we  confider  thofe  illuftrious  marks 
of  it,  which  made  his  FACE  «  more  known  (as  he 
"juftly  boafteth)  than  moft  in  the  kingdom;" 

(*)  Ded.to  tie  Life  ofC.C. 

(?)  L&  of  C.  C,  £.  23.  ofc  edit.     . 


and  his  language  to  confift  of  what  we  muft  al- 
low to  be  the  moft  daring  figure  of  fpeech,  that 
which  is  taken  from  the  name  of  God 

Gentle  love,  the  next  ingredient  in  the  true 
hero's  composition,  is  a  mere  bird  of  paffage,  or 
(as  Shakfpeare  calls  it)  fummer-teeming  luft, 
and  evaporates  in  the  heat  of  youth  ;  doubtlefs  by 
that  refinement  it  fuffers  in  pafling  through  thofe 
certain  ftrainers  which  our  poet  fomewhcre  fpeak- 
eth  of.  But  when  it  is  let  alone  to  work  upon  the 
lees,  it  acquireth  ftrength  by  old  age ;  and  becometh 
a  lafting  ornament  to  the  little  epie.  It  is  true, 
indeed,  there  is  one  objection  to  its  fitnefs  for  fuch 
an  ufe  :  for  not  only  the  ignorant  may  think  in 
common,  but  it  is  admitted  to  be  fo,  even  by  him 
who  beft  knoweth  its  value.  "  Done  you  think 
"  (argueth  he),  to  fay  *  only  a  man  has  his 
"  whore  (d  ),'  "  ought  to  go  for  little  or  nothing  ? 
"  Becaufe  defenllt  numcrus ;  take  the  firft  ten  thoii  - 
"  fand  men  you' meet,  and,  I  believe,  you  would 
"  be  no  lofer  if  you  betted  ten  to  one,  that  every 
"  fingle  finncr  of  them,  one  with  another,  ha$ 
"  been  guilty  of  the  fame  frailty  (*)."  But  here 
he  feemeth  not  to  have  done  juftice  to  himfelf: 
the  man  is  fure  enough  a  heroj  who  hath  his  lady 
at  fourfcore.  How  doth  his  modefty  herein  leffe.n 
the  merit  of  a  whole  well-fpent  life  :  not  taking 
to  himfelf  the  commendation  (which  Horace  ac- 
counted the  greateft  in  a  theatrical  character)  of 
continuing  to  the  very  dregs  the  fame  be  was 
from  the  beginning, 

" Servctur  ad  IMUM 

"  Q.uaUs  ab  incepto  procefferat *-'* 

But  here,  in  juftice  both  to  the  poet  and  the 
hero,  let  us  farther  remark,  that  the  calling  her  his 
whore,  implied  fhe  was  his  own,  and  not  his 
neighbour's.  Truly  a  commendable  continence  ! 
and  fuch  as  Scipio  himfelf  muft  have  applauded. 
For  how  much  felf-denial  was  neceffary  not  to 
covet  his  neighbour's  whore  ?  and  what  diforders 
muft  the  coveting  her  have  occafioned  in  that  fo- 
ciety,  where  (according  to  this  political  calculator) 
nine  in  ten  of  all  ages  have  their  concubines  ! 
•  We  have  now,  as  briefly  as  we  could  advife, 
gone  through  the  three  conftituent  qualities  of  ei- 
ther hero.  But  it  is  not  in  any,  or  in  all  of  thefe 
that  hcroifm  properly  or  effentially  refideth.  It  is 
a  lucky  refult  rather  from  the  collilion  of  thefe 
lively  qualities  againft  one  another.  Thus,  as 
from  wifdom,  bravery,  and  love,  arifeth  magna- 
nimity, the  obje&  of  admiration,  which  is  the  aim 
of  the  greater  epic ;  fo  from  vanity,  affurance,  and 
debauchery,  fpringeth  buffoonry,  the  fource  of  ri- 
dicule, that  "  laughing  ornament,"  as  he  well 
termeth  it  (/),  of  the  little  epic. 

(</)  AlludinT  to  tbefe  lines   in  tie  EpiJI.  to  Dr.  Ar- 

butbnot  : 

<;  And  has  net,  Colly  Jlill  bis  lord  and  wlorf, 
"  His  butchers  Henley,  bis  frce-mafont 

(i)   Letter  to  Mr.  P.  p.  46. 
(/)  Letter  to  Mr.  ?.  p.  31. 

Milij 


RICARDUS    ARISTARCHUS. 


He  is  not  aftiamed  (God  forbid  he  ever  fhould 
be  afliarm-d!)  of  this  character  ;  who  deem eth,  that 
not  reafon  but  rifibility  diftinguifiieth  the  human 
ipecies  from  the  brutal.  "  As  nature  (faith  this 
"  profound  philcfopher)  diftinguifteth  our  fpecies 
*'  irom  the  mute  creation  by  our  rifibility,  her 
k<  defign  MUST  have  been  by  that  faculty  as  evi- 
"  dently  to  raife  our  HAPPINESS,  as  by  our  Os 
tl  fubUme  (OUR  ERECTED  FACES)  to  lift  the  dignity 
•*•  of  OUR  FORM  above  them  (/)."  A1J  this  confi- 
dered,  how  complete  a  hero  muft  he  be,  as  well  as 
how  happy  a  man,  whofe  rifibility  lieth,  not 
barely  in  his  mufcles,  as  in  the  common  fort,  but 
(as  jiimfelf  informtth  us)  in  his  very  fpirits  ?  and 
whole  Ss  foblime  is  not  fimply  an  erect  face,  but  a 
brazen  head  ;  as  fhould  feem  by  his  preferring  it 
to  one  of  iron,  faid  to  belong  to  the  late  king  of 
Sweden  ? 

But  whatever  perfonal  qualities  a  hero  may  have, 
the  examples  of  Achilles  and  ./Eneas  fhow  us,  that 
all  thofe  are  of  fmall  avail,  without  the  conftant 
affiftance  of  the  GODS  :  for  the  fubverfion  and 
erection  of  empires  have  never  been  adjudged  the 
work  of  man.  How  greatly  foever  then  we  may 
efteem  of  his  high  talents,  we  can  hardly  conceive 
iiis  perfonal  }  rowefs  alone  fufficient  to  reftore  the 
decayed  empire  of  Dulnefs.  So  weighty  jan  at- 
chievement  muft  require  the  particular  favour  and 
protection  of  the  GREAT  ;  who  being  the  natural 
patrons  and  fupporters  of  letters,  as  the  ancient 
Gods  were  of  Troy,  muft  firft  be  drawn  off  and 
engaged  in  another  intereft,  before  the  total  fub- 
verfion of  them  can  be  accomplished.  To  fur- 
rnount,  therefore,  this  laft  and  greateft  difficulty, 
we  have,  in  this  excellent  man,  a  profeffed  favour- 
ite and  intimado  of  the  great.  And  look,  of  what 
force  ancient  piety  was  to  draw  the  gods  into  the 
party  of  JEneas,  that,  and  much  ftronger  is  mo- 
dern incenfe,  to  engage  the  great  in  the  party  of 
dulnefs. 

Thus  have  we  effayed  to  pourtray  or  fhadow 
our,  this  noble  imp  of  fame.  But  now  the  impa- 
tient reader  wjll  be  apt  to  fay,  If  fo  many  and  va- 
rious graces  go  to  the  making  up  a  hero,  what 
mortal  fhall  fufEce  to  bear  his  character  ?  Ill  hath 
lie  read,  who  feeth  not,  in  every  trace  of  this  pic- 
ture, that  individual,  ALL-ACCOMPLISHED  PERSON, 
in  whom  thefe  rare  virtues  and  lucky  circumftan- 
ces  have  agreed  to  meet  and  concentre  with  the 
flrongeft  luftre  and  fulleft  harmony. 

The  good  Scriblerus  indeed,  hay  the  world  it- 
felf,  might  be  impofed  on,  in  the  laie  fpurious  edi- 
tions, by  I  can't  tell  what  fham  hero  or  phantom: 
but  it  was  not  fo  eafy  to  impofe  on  HIM  whom 
this  egregious  error  moft  of  all  concerned.  For  no 
fooner  had  the  fourth  book  laid  open  the  high  and 
(welling  fcene,  but  he  recognized  his  own  heroic 
acts  :  and  when  he  came  to  the  words, 

"  Soft  on  her  lap  her  laureat  fon  reclines," 
(though  laureat  imply  no  more  than  oue  crowned 
with  laurel,  as  befnteth  any  affociate  or  confort  in 
empire),  he  loudly  refenteth  this  dignity  to  vio- 
Jated  majefty.     Indeed,  not  without  caufe,  he  be- 


ing there  reprefented  as  faft  afleep  ;  fo  miibefeerjft- 
ing  the  eye  of  empire,  which,  like  that  of  Provi- 
dence, fhould  never  doze  nor  {lumber.  "  Hah  ! 
"  (faith  he),  faft  afleep,  it  feems  \  that's  a  little 
'*  too  flrong.  Pert  and  dull  at  leaft  you  might 
"  have  allowed  me,  but  as  feldom  afleep  as  any 
"  fool  (/)."  However,  the  injured  hero  may 
comfort  himfelf  with  this  reflection,  that  though 
it  be  a  fleep,  yet  it  is  not  the  fleep  of  death,  but 
of  immortality-  Here  he  will  (m)  live  at  kaft,. 
though  not  awake ;  and  in  no  worfe  condition 
than  many  an  enchanted  warrior  before  him. 
The  famous  Durandante,  for  inftance,  was,  like 
him,  caft  into  a  long  {lumber  by  Merlin  the  Britifh 
bard  and  necromancer  ;  and  his  example  for  fub- 
miiting  to  it  with  a  good  grace,  might  be  of  ufe 
to  our  hero.  For  that  difaftrous  knight  being  forely 
preffed  or  driven  to  make  his  anfwcr  by  feveral 
perfons  of  quality,  only  replied  with  a  figh,  Pati- 
ence, and  fhuffle  the  cards  (//). 

But  now,  as  nothing  in  this  world,  no  not  the 
moft  facred  and  perfect  things,  either  of  religion 
or  government,  can  efcape  the  fting  of  envy,  me- 
thinks  I  already  hear  thefe  carpers  objecting  to  the 
clearness  of  our  hero's  title. 

It  would  never  (fay  they)  have  been  efleemed 
fufficient  to  make  an  hero  for  the  Iliad  or  ./Eneis, 
that  Achilles  was  brave  enough  to  overturn  one 
empire,  or  JEneas  pious  enough  to  raife  another, 
had  they  not  been  goddefs-born,  and  princes  bred. 
What  then  did  this  author  mean,  by  erecting  a 
player  inftead  of  one  of  his  patrons  (a  perfon, 
"  never  a  hero  even  on  the  ftage,"  to  this  dig- 
nity of  colleague  in  the  empire  of  dulnefs,  and  at- 
chiever  of  a  work  that  neither  old  Omar,  Attila, 
nor  John  of  Leyden,  could  entirely  bring  to  pafs. 
To  all  this  we  have,  as  we  conceivr,  a  fufficient 
anfwer  from  the  Roman  hiftorian,  "  Fabrum  efle 
"  fuas  quemque  fortunae :"  that  every  man  is  the 
fmith  of  his  own  fortune.  The  politic  Florentine, 
Nicholas  Machiavel,goeth  ftill  further,  and  affirm- 
ed! that  a  man  needeth  but  to  believe  himfelf  a 
hero  to  be  one  of  the  worthieft.  "  Let  him  (faith 
"  he)  but  fancy  himfelf  capable  of  the  higheft 
"  things,  and  he  will  of  courfc  be  able  to  atchieve 
"  them."  From  this  principle  it  follows,  that  no- 
thing can  exceed  our  hero's  prowefs ;  as  nothing 
ever  equalled  the  greatnefs  of  his  conceptions. 
Hear  how  he  conftantly  paragons  himfelf ;  at  one 
time  to  Alexander  the  Great,  and  Charles  the  XII. 
of  Sweden  for  the  excefs  and  delicacy  of  his  am- 
bition ;  to  Henry  the  IV.  of  France,  for  honeft 
policy  ;  to  the  firft  Brutus,  for  love  of  liberty ; 
and  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  for  good  government 
while  in  power  :  at  another  time,  to  the  god- 
like Socrates  for  his  diverfions  and  amufements  : 
to  Horace,  Montaigne,  and  Sir  William  Temple, 
for  an  elegant  vanity  that  maketh  them  for 'ever 
read  and  admired  ;  to  two  Lord  Chancellors, 
for  law,  from  whom,  when  confederate  againft 
him  at  the  bar,  he  carried  away  the  prize  of  elo- 

(/)  Letter,  p.  53. 

(w)  Letter, p.  I. 

(*]  Don  jguixotte,  fart  ii,  btok  ii.  cb.  ZZ, 
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and,  to  fay  all  in  a  word,  to  the  right 
reverend  the  Lord  Bifiiop  of  London  himfelf,  in 
the  art  of  writing  paftoral  letters. 

Nor  did  his  actions  fall  fliort  of  the  fublimity  of 
his  conceit.  In  his  early  youth  he  met  the  revo- 
lution face  to  face  in  Nottingham;  at  a  time 
when  his  betters  contented  themfelves  with  fol- 
lowing her.  It  was  here  he  got  acquainted  with 
old  battle-array,  of  whom  he  hath  made  fo  ho- 
nourable mention  in  one  of  his  immortal  odes. 
But  he  flione  in  courts  as  well  as  in  camps :  he  was 
called  up  when  the  nation  fell  in  labour  of  this 
revolution  ;  and  was  a  goffip  at  her  chriftening 
with  the  bifhop  and  the  ladies. 

As  to  his  birth,  it  is  true  he  pretendeth  no  re- 
.lation  either  to  Heathen  god  or  goddefs ;  but,  what 
is  as  good,  he  was  defcended  from  a  maker  of 
both  (/).  And  that  he  did  not  pafs  himfelf  on  the 
world  for  a  hero,  as  well  by  birth  as  education, 
was  his  own  fault :  for  his  lineage  he  bringeth 
into  his  life  as  an  anecdote,  and  is  fenfible  he  had 
it  in  his  power  to  be  thought  nobody's  fon  at  all ; 
and  what  is  that  but  coming  into  the  world  a 
hero? 

But  be  it,  (the  punctilious  laws  of  epic  poefy 
fo  requiring)  that  a  hero  of  more  than  mortal 
birth  muft  needs  be  had  :  even  for  this  we  have  a 
remedy.  We  can  cafily  derive  our  hero's  pedi- 
gree from  a  goddefs  of  no  fmall  power  and  autho- 
ority  amongft  men;  and  legitimate  and  inflal  him 
after  the  right  claffical  and  authentic  fafhion: 
for,  like  as  the  ancient  fages  found  a  fon  of 
Mars  in  a  mighty  warrior;  a  fon  of  Neptune 
in  a  ikilful  feamen ;  a  fon  of  Phoebus  in  a  har- 
monious poet ;  fo  have  we  here,  if  need  be,  a  fon 
of  Fortune  in  an  artful  gamefter.  And  who  fitter 
than  the  offspring  of  Chance,  to  affift  in  reftoring 
the  empire  of  Night  and  Chaos  ? 

There  is  in  truth  another  objection  of  greater 
weight,  namely,  "  That  this  hero  ftill  exifteth, 
«'  and  hath  not  yet  finiflied  his  earthly  courfe. — 
'«  For  if  Solon  faid  well, 

— ^-ultima  femper 

Expectanda  dies  homini :  dicique  beatus 
Ante  obitum  nemo  fupremaque  funera  debet ! 
s*  if  no  man  can  be  called  happy  till  his  death, 

(/)  A  Statuary. 


*•  furely  much  lels  can  any  one,  till  then,  be  pro- 
"  nouriced  a  hero  :  this  fpecies  of  men  being  far 
"  more  fubject  than  others  to  the  caprices  of  for- 
"  tune  and  humour."  But  to  this  alfo  we  have 
an  anfwer,  that  will  (we  hope^  be  deemed  deci- 
five.  It  cometh  from  himfelf  ;  who,  to  cut  this 
matter  fhort,  hath  folemnly  protefted  that  he  will 
never  change  or  amend. 

With  regard  to  his  vanity,  he  dcclareth  that 
nothing  fliall  ever  part  them.  "  Nature  (faith 
he)  "  hath  amply  fupplied  me  in  vanity  ;  a  plea- 
"  fure  which  neither  the  pertnefs  of  wit,  nor  the 
"  gravity  of  wifdom,  will  ever  perfuade  me  to 
"  part  with."  :Our  poet  had  charitably  endea- 
voured to  adminifter  a  cure  to  it  :  but  he  telleth 
us  plainly,  "  My  fuperiors  perhaps  may  be  mend- 
"  ed  by  him  ;  but  for  my  part  I  own  myfelf  in- 
"  corrigible.  I  look  upon  my  follies  as  the  belt 
"  part  of  my  fortune."  And  with  good  reafon; 
we  fee  to  what  they  have  brought  him  ! 

Secondly,  as  to  buffoonry,  "  Is  it  (faith  he)  a 
"  time  of  day  for  me  to  leave  off  thefe  foolerie^ 
"  and  fet  up  a  new  chara&er  ?  I  can  no  more 
"  put  off  my  follies  than  my  flcin  ;  I  have  often 
"  tried,  but  they  (lick  too  clofe  to  me  :  nor 
"  am  I  fure  my  friends  are  difpleafed  with  them, 
"  for  in  this  light  1  afford  them  frequent  matter 
"  of  mirth,  &c."  Having  then  fo  publicly  de- 
clared himfelf  incorrigible,  he  is  become  dead  in 
law  (I  mean  the  law  Epopoeian)  and  devolved 
upon  the  poet  as  his  property  ;  who  may  take  him. 
and  deal  with  him  as  if  he  had  been  dead  as  long 
as  an  old  Egyptian  hero  ;  that  is  to  fay,  embowel 
and  embalm  him  for  pofterity. 

Nothing  therefore  (we  conceive)  remaineth  to 
hinder  his  own  prophecy  of  himfelf  from  taking; 
immediate  effect.  A  rare  felicity  1  and  what  few 
prophets  have  had  the  fatisfaction  to  fee,  alive  !—  « 
Nor  can  we  conclude  better  than  with  that  extra- 
ordinary one  of  his,  which  is  conceived  in  thefe 
oraculous  words,  My  dulnefs  -will  ftnd  femebody  to  69 
it  right. 

"  Tandem  Phcebus  adeft,  morfufque  inferre  pa- 

"  rantem 
"  Congelar,  et  patulos,  ut  erunt,  induat  hia- 

"  tus."    a 


(«)  QvM,  oft&eftrfent  biting  et  Orfbeut't 


THE    DUNCIAD. 


BY    AUTHORITY. 


By  virtue  of  the  Authority  in  Us  vejted  by  tie  Ad  for  fubjeding  Poets  to  the  power  of  a  Licenfcr, 
tvt  late  rtvlfed  tils  Piece  ;  'where  fading  tie  jlyle  and  appellation  of  KING  to  lave  been  given  to  a  certain 
Pretender,  Pfeudo-Poet,  or  Phantom,  of  the  name  of  TIBBALD  ;  and  apprehending  the  fame  may  be  deem- 
ed in  fomc  fort  a  Rejleftlon  on  Majefty,  or  at  lea/I  an  Infult  »n  that  Legal  Authority  ivhicb  hat  bcfioined  on 
another  perfon  the  Crown  of  Poefy  :  We  have  ordered  tbefaid  Pretender,  Pfeudo-Poet,  or  Phantom,  ut- 
terly to  vanifh  and  evaporate  out  of  tils  tvork  :  And  do  declare  the  J "aid  Throne  of  Poefy  from  henceforth  t» 
It  abdicated  and  vacant,  unlefs  duly  and  lawfully  fuelled  by  the  Laureate  blmfelf.  And  it  is  btreby  enatted, 
tkat  *•  ttbir  perfon  do  prefume  to  Jill  tie  fame. 

OC.  Ch. 
TO  DR.  JONATHAN  SWlfT. 


BOOK  I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

THE  propofition,  the  invocation,  and  the  infcrip- 
tion.  Then  the  original  of  the  great  empire 
of  dulnefs,  and  caufe  of  the  continuance  there- 
»f.  The  college  of  the  goddefs  in  the  city, 
with  her  private  academy  for  poets  in  particu- 
lar ;  the  governors  of  it,  and  the  four  cardinal 
virtues.  Then  the  poem  haftes  into  the  midft 
of  things,  prcfenting  her,  on  the  evening  of  a 
J>ord  Mayor's  day,  revolving  the  long  fuccef- 
JQon  of  her  fons,  and  the  glories  paft  and  to  come. 
She  fixes  her  eyes  on  Bays  *  to  be  the  inftru- 
ment  of  that  great  event  which  is  the  fubjed 
of  the  poem.  He  is  defcribed  penfive  among 
liis  books,  giving  up  the  caufe,  and  apprehend- 
ing the  period  of  her  empire  :  After  debating 


VARIATION. 

*  In  the  firft  editions  Tibbald  was  the  hero  of 
She  poem,  which  will  account  for  moft  of  the  fub- 

fc^ucnt  variation!. 


whether  to  betake  himfelf  to  the  church,  or  to 
gaming,  or  to  party  writing,  he  railes  an  altar 
of  proper  books,  and  (making  firft  his  folemn 
prayer  and  declaration)  purpofes  thereon  to  fa- 
crifice  all  his  unfuccefsful  writings.  As  the  pile 
is  kindled,  the  goddefs  beholding  the  flame  from 
her  feat,  flies  and  puts  it  out  by  cafting  upon  it 
the  poem  of  Thulc.  She  forthwith  reveals 
herfelf  to  him,  tranfports  him  to  her  temple, 
unfolds  her  arts,  and  initiates  him  into  her  myf- 
teries ;  then  announcing  the  death  of  Eufden 
the  poet  laureat,  anoints  him,  carries  him  to 
court,  and  proclaims  him  fucccffor. 

THE  mighty  mother,  and  her  fon,  who  brings 
The  Smithfield  mufes  t.o  the  ear  of  kings, 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  j.  The  mighty  mother,  &c.]     In  the  firft 
edition  it  wa§  thus, 

Books  and  the  man  I  fmg,  the  firft  who  brings 
The  Smithfield  mufes  to  the  ear  of  kings, 
Say,  great  patricians !  fince  yourfelves  infpire 
Thefg  wondrous  works  (fo  Jove  and  Fate  require) 


THE   DUNCIAD. 


I  fing.    Say  you,  her  inflruments  the  great ! 
Call'd  to  this  work  by  Dulnefe,  Jove,  and  Fate ; 


VARIATION. 

Say,  for  what  caufe,  in  vain  decry'd  and  curft, 

|   Still 

REMARKS. 

The  Dunciad,  fie  MS.     It  may  well  he  difputed 
I    whether  this  be  a  right  reading  :  Ought  it  not  ra- 
ther to  be  fpelled  Dunceiad,  as  the  etymology  evi- 
i    dently  demands?     Dunce  with    an  e,  therefore 
!    Dunceiad  with  an  e.     That  accurate  and  pundual 
I    man  of  letters, the  reftorer  of  Shakefpeare,conftant- 
•i    ly  obferves  the   prefervation  of  this  very  letter  e, 
in  fpelling  the  name  of  his  beloved  author,   and 
rot  like  his  common  carelefs  editors,  with  the  o- 
mifiion    of  one,   nay  fometimes  of   two  ee's  (as 
gkakfpear),  which  is  utterly  unpardonable.  "  Nor 
«  is  the  neglecl  of  a  /ingle  letter  fo  trivial  as  to 
u  fome  it  may  appear ;  the  alteration  whereof  in 
"  a  learned   language   is  an  atchievement  that 
"  brings  honour  to  the   critic  who  advances  it ; 
.**  and  Dr.  Bentley  will  be  remembered  to  pofte- 
"  rity  for  his  performances  of  this  fort,  as  long  as 
«  the  world  {hall  have  any  efteem  for  the  remains 
,M  of  M^nandcr  and  Philemon." 

THEOBALD. 

This  is  furely  a  flip  in  the  learned  author  of  the 
foregoing  note  ;  there  having  been  fmce  produced 
by  an  accurate  antiquary,  and  autograph  of  Shake- 
fpeare,  whereby  it  appears  that  he  fpelled  his  own 
name  without  the  firft  e.  And  upon  this  autho- 
rity it  was,  that  thofe  inoft  critical  curators  of  his 
xnonument  in  Weftminfter  Abbey  erafed  the  for- 
mer wrong  reading,  and  reftored  the  new  fpelling 
en  a  new  piece  of  old  Egyptian  granite.  Not  for 
this  only  do  they  deferve  our  thanks,  but  for  ex 
hibiting  on  the  fame  monument  the  firft  fpecimen 
of  an  edition  of  an  author  in  marble ;  where  (as 
may  be  feen  on  temparingthe  tomb  with  the  book) 
in  the  fpace  of  five  line?,  two  words  and  a  whole 
verfe  are  changed,  and  it  is  to  he  hoped  will  there 
ftand,  and  outlaft  whatever  hath  been  hitherto 
done  in  paper ;  as  for  the  future,  our  learned  lif- 
ter univerfity  (the  other  eye  of  England)  is  taking 
care  to  perpetuate  a  total  new  Shakefpeare  at  the 
Clarendon  prefs.  BEN  Ti- 

lt is  to  be  noted,  that  this  great  critic  alfo  has 
jomitted  one  circumftance ;  which  is,  that  the  in- 
fcription  with  the  name  of  Shakefpeare  was  in- 
tended to  be  placed  on  the  marble  fcrolj  to  which 
Jie  points  with  his  hand  ;  inftead  of  which  it  i 
flow  placed  behipd  his  back,  and  that  fpecimen  o 
an  edition  is  put  on  the  fcroll,  which  indeed  Shake- 
fpeare hath  great  reafon  to  point  at.  ANON 
Though  I  have  as  juft  a  value  for  the  letter  E. 
as  any  grammarian  living,  and  the  fame  affection 
for  the  name  of  this  poem  as  any  critic  for  that  o 
Ihis  author ;  yet  cannot  it  induce  me  to  agree  witl 
thofe  who  would  add  yet  another  e  to  it,  and  cal 
jt  the  Dunceiade ;  which  being  a  French  and  fo 
reign  termination,  is  np  way  proper  to  a  word  en 
pirely  Englifh,  and  Wnjacular.  Once  therefor 


You  by  whofe  care,  in  vain  decry'd  and  curft, 
kill  Dunce  the  fecond  reigns  like  Dunce  the  firft ; 


REMARKS. 

n  this  cafe  is  right,  and  two  ee's  wrong.  Yet  up* 
on  the  whole  I  {hall  follow  the  manufcript,  and 
srint  it  without  any  e  at  all ;  moved  thereto  by 
authority  (at  all  times,  with  critics,  equal,  if  not 
iiperior  to  reafon).  In  which  method  of  pro- 
ceeding, I  can  never  enough  praife  my  good  friend, 
the  exacl  of  Mr.  Thomas  Hearne ;  who,  if  any 
word  occur,  which  to  him  and  all  mankind  is  evi- 
dently wrong,  yet  keeps  he  it  in  the  text  with 
due  reverence,  and  only  remarks  in  the  margin, 
fie  MS.  In  like  manner  we  {hall  not  amend  this 
error  in  the  title  itfelf,  but  only  note  it  obiter,  to 
evince  to  the  learned  that  it  was  not  our  fault, 
nor  any  effedtof  our  ignorance  or  inattention. 

SCRIBL. 

This  poem  was  written  in  the  year  1726.  In 
the  next  year  an  imperfect  edition  was  publiflied 
at  Dublin,  and  reprinted  at  London  in  twelves ; 
another  at  Dublin,  and  another  at  London  in  oda- 
vo  :  and  three  others  in  twelves  the  fame  year. 
But  there  was  no  perfect  edition  before  that  of 
London  in  quarto ;  which  was  attended  with 
notes.  We  are  willing  to  acquaint  pofterity, 
that  this  poem  was  prcfented  to  King  George  II. 
and  his  Queen  by  the  hands  of  Sir  Robert  Wai- 
pole,  on  the  izth  of  March,  1728-9. 

SCHOL.  VET. 

It  was  exprefsly  confefied  in  the  preface  to  the 
firft  edition,  that  this  poem  was  not  publiflied  by 
the  author  himfelf.  It  wa*  printed  originally  i* 
a  foreign  country.  And  what  foreign  country  * 
Why,  one  notorious  for  blunders ;  where  finding 
blanks  only  inftead  of  proper  names,  thefe  blunder- 
ers filled  them  up  at  their  pleafure. 

The  very  hero  of  the  poem  hath  been  miftaken 
to  this  hour ;  fo  that  we  are  obliged  to  open  our 
notes  with  a  difcovery  who  he  really  was.  We 
learn  from  the  former  editor,  that  this  piece  wa* 
prefented  by  the  hands  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole  to 
King  George  II.  Now  the  author  dire&ly  tells 
us,  his  hero  is  the  man 

"        .  who  brings 
"  The  Smithfield  mufcs  to  the  ear  of  kings." 

And  it  is  notorious  who  was  the  perfori  on  whom 
this  prince  conferred  the  honour  of  the  laurel. 

It  appears  as  plainly  from  the  apoftrophe  to  the 
great  in  the  third  verfe,  that  Tibbald  could  not  be 
the  perfon,  who  was  never  an  author  in  fafliion, 
or  careffed  by  the  great ;  whereas  this  Cngle  cha- 
ra<5leriftic  is  fufficient  to  point  out  the  true  hero  : 
who,  above  all  other  poets  of  his  time,  was  the 
peculiar  delight  and  chofen  companion  of  the  no- 
bility of  England  ;  and  wrote,  as  he  himfelf  tells 
us,  certain  of  his  works  at  the  earneft  defire  o/ 
perfons  of  quality. 

Laftly,  the  fixth  verfe  affords  full  proof:  $his 
poet  being  the  only  one  who  was  univerfally 
known  to  Have  had  a  fog  fo  exa&ly  like  him,  ia 


THE   WORKS   OF   POPE. 


Still  her  old  empire  to  reftore  flic  rrfe«, 
For,  born  a  goddefs,  Dulnefs  never  dies. 

Oh  thou  :   whatever^itle  pleafe  thine  ear, 
Dean,  Drapier,  Bickerftaff,  or  Gulli-wtr  ! 
Whether  thou  choofe  Cervantes'  feriousair, 
Or  laugh  and  (hake  in  Rabelais'  eafy  chair, 
Or  praife  the  court,  or  magnify  mankind. 
Or  thy  griev'd  country's  copper  chains  unbind; 
From  thy  Boeotia  though  her  power  retires, 
Mourn  not,  my  Swift,  at  aught  our  realm  acquire*, 
Here  pleas'd  behold  her  mighty  wings  out-fpread 
To  hatch  a  new  Saturnian  age  of  Lead. 

Clofe  to  thofe  walls  where  Folly  holds  her  throne, 
And  laughs    to  think  Monroe  would  take  her 
down,  n 

Where  o'er  the  gates,  by  his  fam'd  father's 
Great  Cibber's  brazen,  brainlefs  brothers  ftand 


%£ 


SayVhow  the  goddefs  bade- Britannia  fleep, 
And  pour'd  her  fpirit  o'er  the  land  and  deep. 

In  eldeft  time,  ere  mortals  writ  or  read, 
-Ere  Pallas  iffu'd  from  the  Thunderer's  head, 
Dulnefs  o'er  all  poffefs'd  her  ancient  right, 
'Daughter  of  Chaos  and  eternal  jNight : 
Fate  in  their  dotage  this  fair  idiot  gave, 
Grofs  as  her  fire,  and  as  her  mother  grave, 
^Laborious,  heavy,  bufy,  bold,  and  blind, 
She  rul'd,  in  native  anarchy,  the  mind. 

REMARKS. 

-Ills  poetical,  theatrical,  political,  and  moral  capaci- 
ties, that  it  could  juftly  be  faid  of  him, 
, "  Still  Dunre  the  fecond  reigns  like  Dunce  the 
"  firft."  BENTL. 

Ver.  I.  Themightytmotherandherfon^&c.]  The 
reader  ought  here  to  be  cautioned,  that  the  mo- 
ther, and  not  the  fon,  is  the  principal  agent  of  this 
f)oem;  the  latter  of  them  is  only  chofen  as  her  col- 
league (as  was  anciently  the  cuftom  in  Rome  be- 
fore fomc  great  expedition),  the  main  action  of 
the  poem  being  by  no  means  the  coronation  of 
the  laureate,  which  is  performed  in  the  very  firft 
'took,  but  the  reftoration  of  the  empire  of  Dulnefs 
in  Britain,  which  is  not  accompliflied  till  the  laft. 
Ver.  2.  The  Smithfield  mufes.]  Smithfield  is 
the  place  where  Bartholomew  fair  was  kept, 
whofe  fhows,  machines,  and  dramatical  entertain- 
ttients,  formerly  agreeable  only  to  the  tafle  of  the 
rabble,  -were  by  the  hero  of  this  poem,  and  others 
cf  equal  genius,  brought  to  the  theatres  of  Covent 

Garden,  Lincoln's-inn -fields, and  the  Hay-market, 

to  be  the  reigning  pleasures  of  the  court  and  town. 

This  happened  <in  the  reigns  of  King  George  I. 

and  II.     See  Book  iii. 

Ver.  4.   By  Dulnefs  Jove,  and  Fate  :]  i.  e.  by 

their  judgments,  their  interefts,  and  their  inclina- 
tions. 

Ver.  15.  Laborious,  heavy,  bufy,  bold,  &c.]     I 

wonder  the  learned  Scriblerus  has  omitted  to  ad- 

vertife  the  reader,  at  the  opening  of  this  poem, 

that  Dulnefs  here  is  not  to  be  taken  contradedly 

for  mere.ftupidity,  but  in  the  enlarged  ferrfc  of  the 

word,  for  all  flownefs  of  appreheufion,  .ftortnefs 

»f  fight,  or  imperfect  fenfe  of  things.  It  includes  (as 

we  fee  by  the  poet's  own  words)  labour,  induftry,  ,  ,  -  , 

and  fome  degrees  of  activity  and  boldnefs-  a  ruling   '  age  :  Rabela's'  eafy  chair   marks  his   character  ; 

•v«!M^:*.in *.    •_.!..•  <*    I   anH  fop  fHl/*r1  i«/l  w^iT^/tfL,!   r*.  „_  *i __•    L*  L    •     ^ 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  29—39.  ,Clofe  to  thofe  walls,  &c.]   In  the 
former  edition  thus  : 

Where  wave  the  tatter'd  cnfigns  of  Rag-fair, 
A  yawning  ruin  hangs  and  nods  in  air  ; 
Keen  hollow  winds  howl  through  the  bleak  rccefs. 
Emblem  of  mufic  caus'd  by  emptinei*  : 
Here  in  one  bed  two  fhivering  fillers  lie, 
The  cave  of  poverty  and  poetry. 
This,  the  great  mother  dearer  held  than  all 
The  chibsof  Quidnuncs,  or  her  own  Guildhall; 
Htre  ftood  her  opium,  here  (he  nurs'd  her  owls, 
And  deftin'd  here  th'  imperial  feat  of  fools. 
Hence  fpring  each  weekly  mufe  die  living  boaft, 
.&c. 

Var,  Where  wave  the  tatte-'d  enfigns  of  Rag-fair. 
Rag-fair  is  a  place  near  the  Tower  of  London, 
where  old-cloth.es  and  frippery  are  fold. 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  17.  Still  her  old  empire  to  reftore] 


Thfs 


reiteration  makes  the  completion  of  the  poem.— 
Vide  Book  iv. 

Ver.  21.--laugh  and  lhake  in  Rabelais'  eafy 
chair.]  The  imagery  is  exquifite  ;  and  the  equi- 
voque in  the  laft  words,  gives  a  peculiar  elegance 
to  the  jwhols  exprcffion  The  eafy  chair  fuits  his 


principle  not  inert,  but  turning  topfyturvy  the 
underftanding,  and  inducing  an  anarchy  or  confu- 
fed  ft  ate  of  mind.  This  remark  ought  to  be  car- 
lied  along  with  the  reader  throughout  the  work  ^ 
and  without  this  caution  he  will  be  apt  to  miftake 
the  importance  of  many  of  the  characters,  as  well 
as  of  the  defign  of  the  poet.  Hence  it  is,  that 
lome  have  complained  he  choofes  too  mean  a  fub- 
je<ft,  and  imagined  he  employs  himfelf  like  Domi- 
tian,  in  killing  flies;  whereas  thofe  who  have  the 
true  key  will  find  he  fports  with  a  nobler  quarry 
and  embraces  a  larger  compafs ;  or  (as  one  faith, 
en  a  like  occafion) 

"  Will  fee  his  work,  like  Jacob's  ladder  rife. 
£  Its  foot  in  dirt,  ita  head  a»ydil  the  fcies." 

BE  NIL. 


and  he  filled  and  poffelfed  it  as  the  right  heir  and 
fucceiTor  of  that  original  genius. 

Ver.  23.  Or  praile  the  court,  or  magnify  man- 
kind.] Ironice,  alluding  to  Gulliver's  reprefenta- 
tions  of  both.  The  next  line  relates  to  the  papers 
of  the  Drapier  againft  the  currency  of  Wood's 
.Copper  coin  in  Ireland,  which,  upon  the  great  dif- 
content  of  the  people,  his  Maiefty  was  gracioufly 
pleafed  to  recaj. 

Ver.  26.  Mourn  not,  my  Swift !  at  aught  our 
realm  acquires  ]  Ironice  iterum.  The  politics  of 
England  and  Ireland  were  at  this  time  by  fomc 
thought  oppofite,  or  interfering  with  each  other. 
Dr.  Swift  of  courfe  was  in  the  intereft  of  the  lat- 
ter, our  author  of  the  former. 

Ver.  3 1.  By  his  fam'd  father's  hand.]  Mr.  Caius- 
fttjje.r  pf  ^e  jf  cct-law^at?.  The 
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£the  cell  there  is,  concealed  from  vulgar  eye, 
The  cave  of  Poverty  and  Poetry. 
Keen,  hollow  winds  howl  through  the  bleak  recefs, 
Emblem  of  Mufic  caus'd  by  Emptinefs. 
Hence  bards,  like  Proteus  long  in  vain  ty'd  down, 
Efcape  in  monfters,  and  amaze  the  town. 
Hence  mifcellanies  fpring,  the  weekly  boaft 
!  Of  CurlFs  chafte  prefs,  and  Lintot's  rubric  poll : 
!   Hence  hymning  Tyburn's  elegiac  lines,  41 

Hence  Journals,  Medleys,  Mercuries,  Magazines : 
Sepulchral  lies,  our  holy  walls  to  grace, 
And  New-year  ©des,  and  all  the  Grub-ftreet  race, 

In  clouded  majefty  here  Dulnefs  fhone, 
l*our  guardian  virtues,  round,  fupport  her  throne : 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  41.  in  the  former  edit. 
Hence  hymning  Tyburn's  elegiac  lay, 
Hence  the  foft  ling-fong  on  Cecilia's  day. 

Ver.  43.  Alludes  to  the  annual  fongs  compofed  to 
nuific  on  St.  Cecilia's  feaft. 

REMARKS. 

two  ftatues-  of  the  lunatics  over  the  gates  of  Bed- 
lam-hofpital  were  done  by  him,  and  as  the  fon 
juftly  fays  of  them)  are  no  ill  monuments  of  his 
feme  as  an  artift. 

Ver.  34,  Poverty  and  Poetry.]  I  cannot  here  o- 
mit  a  remark  that  will  greatly  endear  our  author 
to  every  one,  who  fhali  attentively  obferve  that 
Humanity  and  candour,  which  every  where  ap- 
pears in  him  towards  thofe  unhappy  objects  of  the 
ridicule  of  all  mankind,  the  bad  poets.  He  here 
imputes  all  fcandalous  rhymes,  fcurrilous  weekly 
papers,  bife  flatteries,  wretched  elegies,  fongs, 
and  verfes  (even  from  thofe  fung  at  court,  to  bal- 
lads in  the  ftreets),  not  fo  much  to  malice  or  fer- 
vility  as  dulnefs ;  and  not  fo  much  to  dulnefs  as  to 
neceffity.  And  thus,  at  the  very  commencement 
of  his  fatire,  makes  an  apology  for  all  that  are  to 
be  faterized. 

Ver.  40.  Curll's  chafte  prefs,  and  Linton's  ru- 
bric poft:]  Two  bwkfellers,  of  whom  fee  Book 
ii.  The  former  was  fined  by  the  Court  of  King's 
Bench  for  publiihing  obfcene  books ;  the  latter 
ufually  adorned  his  (hop  with  titles  m-red  letters. 

Ver.  41.  Hence  hymning  Tyburn's  elegiac  lines.] 
It  isanancient  Englifh  cuftom  for  the  malefactors  to 
fing  a  Pfalm  at  their  execution  at  Tyburn  ;  and  no 
lefs  cuftomary  to  print  elegies  on  their  deaths,  at 
fiie  fame  time,  or  before. 

Ver.  43.  Sepulchral  lies]  is  a  juft  fatire  on  the 
flatteries  and  falfehoods  admitted  to  be  infcribed 
on  the  walls  of  churches,  in  epitaphs ;  which  ec- 
cafioncd  the  following  epigram  : 

"  Friend  !  in  your  epitaphs,  I'm  griev'd, 

"  So  very  much  is  faid  ; 
'  One  half  will  never  be  believ'd, 
"  The  other  never  read." 

Ver.  44.  New-year  odes.]    Made  by  the  poet 
mrp*'~  fit  the  time  being,  to  be  fuugat  court  on 


Fi«roe  champion  Fortitude,  that  knows  no  fears 
Of  hiffes,  blows,  or  want,  or  lofs  of  ears  : 
Calm  Temperance,  whofe  bleffings  thofe  partake 
Who  hunger  and  who  third  for  fcribbling  fake:  50 
Prudence,  whofe  glafs  prefents  th'  approaching 

jail; 

Poetic  Juftice,  with  her  lifted  fcale, 
Where,  in  nice  balance.Truth  with  gold  flie  weighs^ 
And  folid  pudding  again  tl  empty  praife. 

Here  fhe  beholds  the  Chaos  dark  and  deep, 
Where  namelefs  Somethings  in  their  caufes  ileep, 
Till  genial  Jacob,  or  a  warm  third  day, 
Call  forth  each  mafs,  a  poem,  or  a  play; 
How  hints,  likefpawn,  fcarce  quick  in  embryo  lte» 
How  new-born  Nonfenfe  firft  is  taught  to  cry,  6* 
Maggots,  half-form'd,  in  rhyme  exactly  meet, 
And  learn  to  crawl  upon  poetic  feet. 
Here  one  poor  word  an  hundred  clenches  make*) 
And  dudtile  Dulnefs  new  meanders  takes; 
There  motly  images  her  fancy  ftrike, 
Figures  ill-pair'd,  and  fimiles  unlike. 
She  fees  a  mob  of  metaphors  advance, 
Pleas'd  with  the  madnefs  of  the  mazy  dance ; 
How  Tragedy-  and  Comedy  embrace ; 
How  Farce  and  Epic  get  a  jumbled  race  ;          f & 
How  Time  himfelf  (lands  ftill  at  her  command, 
Realms  fhift  their  place,  and  ocean  turm  to  land  z 
Here  gay  Description  Egypt  glads  with  (howersj 
Or  gives  to  Zembla  fruits,  to  Barca  flowers ; 
Glittering  with  ice  here  hoary  hills  are  feen, 
There  painted  valleys  of  eternal  green, 
In  cold  December  fragrant  chaplets  blow, 
And  heavy  harvefts  nod  beneath  the  fnow. 

All  thefe,  and  more,  the  cloud-compelling  queenp 
Beholds  through  fogs,  that  magnify  the  fcene.  80 
She,  tinfell'd  o'er  in  robes  of  varying  hues, 
Withfelf-applaufe  her  wild  creation  views; 
Sees  momentary  monfters  rife  and  fall, 
And  with  her  own  fools  colours  gilds  them  all. 

'Twas  on  the  other  day  when  *  *  rich  and 

grave, 
Like  Cimon  triumph' d  both  on  land  and  wave : 


REMARKS. 

every  new-year's  day,  the  wor.ds  of  which  are  hap- 
pily drowned  in  the  voices  and  inftruments.  The 
new-year  odes  of  the  hero  of  this  work  were  of  a 
caftdiftinguiihed  from  all  that  preceded  him,  and 
made  a  confpicuous  part  of  his  chai  after  as  a  writer, 
which  doubtlefs  induced  our  author  to  mention 
them  here  fo  particularly, 

Ver.  45.  In  clouded  majefty  here  Dulnefs  fhone.} 
See  this  cloud  removed,  or  rolled  nack,  or  gather- 
ed up  to  her  head,  book  iv  ver  1.7, 18.  It  is  worth 
while  to  compare  this  delcription  of  the  majefty  o£ 
Dulnefs  in  a  ftate  of  peace  an<J  tranquillity,  With 
that  more  bufy  fcene  where  me  mounts  the  throne 
in  triumph,  and  is  not  fo  much  fuppnried  by  her 
own  virtues,  as  by  the  princely  confcioufnefs  o£ 
having  deftroyed  all  other. 

Ver.  57.  genial  Jacob]  Tonfon.  The  famous 
race  of  bookfellers  of  that  name. 

Ver.  85,  86.  '  Twas  on  the  day  when  *  *• 
rich  and  grave — Like  Cimoa  triiunph'd]  Viz.  a, 


190 

(Pomps  without  guilt,of  bloodied fwords and  maces, 
Glad  chains,  warm  furs,  broad  banners,  and  broad 

faces) 

Now  night  defcending,  the  proud  fccne  was  o'er, 
But  liv'd  in  Settle's  numbers  one  day  more.       90 
Now  mayors  and  flirieves  all  hulh'd  and  fatiate  lay, 
Yet  eat,  in  dreams,  the  cuftard  of  the  day ; 
While  penfive  poets  painful  vigils  keep, 
Sleeplefs  themielvcs,  to  give  their  readers  fleep. 
Much  to  the  mindful  queen  the  feaft  recalls 
What  city  fwansonce  fung  within  the  walls; 
Much  {he  revolves  their  arts,  their  ancient  praife, 
And  fure  fucceflion  down  from  Heywood's  days. 
She  faw,  with  joy,  the  line  immortal  run, 
Each  fire  impreft  and  glaring  in  his  fon  :          100 
So  watchful  Bruin  forms,  with  plaftic  care, 
Each  growing  lump,  and  brings  it  to  a  bear. 
She  faw  old  Pryn  in  reftlefs  Daniel  fhine, 
jtnd  Eufden  eke  out  Blackmore's  endlefs  line ; 
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She  faw  flaw  Philips  creep  like  Tate's  poor  page 
And  all  the  mighty  mad  in  Dennis'  rage. 

In  each  (he  marks  her  image  full  expreft, 
But  chief  in  Bays's  monfter-breeding  brcaft  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  85.  in  the  former  editions. 
'Twas  on  the  day  when  Thorald  rich  and  grave.] 
Sir  George  Thorald,  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  in 
the  year  1720. 

REMARKS. 

Lord  Mayor's  c'ay ;  his  name  the  author  had  left 
in-blanks,  but  moft  certainly  ceuld  never  be  that 
which  the  editor  foifted  in  formerly,  and  which  no 
way  agrees  with  the  chronology  of  the  poem.  BE  N  TL. 

The  proceffion  of  a  Lord  Mayor  is  made  partly 
by  land,  and  partly  by  water — Cimon,the  famous 
Athenian  general,  obtained  a  victory  by  fea,  and 
Another  by  land,  on  the  i'ame  day,  over  the  Per- 
fians  and  Barbarians. 

Ver.  99.  But  liv'd,  in  Settle's  numbers,  one  day 
more.]  A.  beautiful  manner  of  fpeaking,  ufual  with 
poets  in  praife  of  poetry. 

Ibid.  But  liv'd,  in  Settle's  numbers,  one  day 
thore.]  Settle  was  poet  to  the  city  of  London.  His 
cffice  was  to  cempofe  yearly  panegyrics  upon  the 
Lord  Mayors,  and  verfes  to  be  fyoken  in  the  pa- 
geants :  But  that  part  of  the  {hows  being  at  length 
frugally  aboliflied,  the  employment  of  city  poet 
ceafed  ;  fo  that  upon  Settle's  demife,  there  was  no 
fucceflbr  to  that  place. 

Ver.  98.  John  Hey  wood,  whofe  interludes  were 
printed  in  the  time  of  Henry  VIII. 

.Ver.  103.  Old  Pryn  in  reftlefs  Daniel]  The  firfl 
edition  had  it. 

She  faw  in  Norton  all  his  father  Ihine  : 

a  great  miibdce  !  for  Daniel  de  Foe  had  parts,- but 
.Norton  de  Foe  was  a  wretched  writer,  and  never 
attempted  poetry.  Much  more  juftly  is  Daniel 
himfelf  made  fuccefTor  to  W.  Pryn,  bofh  of  whom 
wrote  verfes  as  well  as  politics ;  as  appears  by  the 
poem  de  Jure  Divino,  &c.  of  De  Foe,  and  by  fome 
lines  in  Cowley's  Mifcellanies  on  the  other.  And 
both  thefe  authors  had  a  refemblance  in  their  fates 
as  well  as  their  writings,  having  been  alike  fen- 
tenced  to  the  pillory. 

Ver.  104.  And  Eufden  eke  out,  &c.]  Laurence 
Eufden,  poet  laureate,  Mr.  Jacob  gives  a  cata- 


VARIATJONS. 

Ver.  1 08.  But  chief  in  Bays's,  &c.]  In  the  former 
edition,  thus, 

But  chief  in  TibbaldVwibnfter-breeding  bre-.ft ; 
Sees  gods  with  dzmons  in  ftrange  league  engage, 
And  earth,  and  heaven,  and  hell  her  battles  wage. 

She  ey'd  the  bard,  where  fupperlefs  he  fate; 
And  pin'd,  unconfcious  of  his  riling  fate ; 
Studious  he  fate,  with  all  his  books  around, 
Sinking  from  thought  to  thought,  &c. 

Var.  Tibbald.]  Author  of  a  pamphlet  intituled 
Shakfpeare  reftored.  During  two  whole  years, 
while  Mr.  Pope  was  preparing  his  edition  of  Shak- 
fpeare, he  publiflicd  advcrtifements,  requeuing  af- 
fiftance,  and  promifing  fatisfa&ion  to  any  who 
could  contribute  to  its  greater  perfection.  But  this 
reftorer,  who  was  at  that  time  foliciting  favours 
of  him  by  letters,  did  wholly  conceal  his  deftgn,  till 
after  its  publication  (which  he  wasfmcenot  alham- 
ed  to  own,  in  a  Daily  Journal  of  Nov.  26.  1728): 
And  then  an  outcry  was  made  in  rhe  prints,  that 
our  author  had  joined  with  the  book  feller  to  raifc 
an  extravagant  fubfcription  ;  in  which  he  had  no 
ftiare,  of  which  he  had  no  knowledge,  and  againft 
which  he  had  publicly  advertifed  his  own  propo. 
fals  for  Homer.  Probably  that  proceeding  elevat- 
ed Tibbald  to  the  dignity  he  now  holds  in  this 
poem,  which  he  feems  to  dcferve  no  other  way 
better  than  his  brethren  ;  unlefs  we  impute  it  to 
the  fhare  he  had  in  the  Journals,  cited  among  the 
Tcftimonies  of  Authors  prefixed  to  this  work. 

REMARKS. 

logue  of  fome  few  only  of  his  works,  which  were 
very  numerous.  Mr.  Cook,  in  his  Battle  of  Poets, 
faith  of  him, 

"  Eufden,  a  laurell'd  bard,  by  fortune  rais'd, 
"  By  very  few  was  read,  by  fewer  prais'd." 

Mr.  Oldmixon,  in  his  Arts  of  Logic  and  Rhetoric, 
p.  413,  414.  affirms,  "  That  of  all  the  Galamatia's 
"  he  ever  met  with,  none  comes  up  to  fome  verfcs 
"  of  this  poet,  which  have  as  much  of  the  ridi- 
"  culum  and  the  fuftain  in  them  as  can  well  be 
11  jurnblcd  together,  and  are  of  that  fort  of  non- 
*  fenfe,  which  fo  pcifeAly  confounds  ail  ideas, 
"  that  there  is  no  diftinc'l  one  left  in  the  mind." 
Further  he  fays  of  him,  "  That  he  hath  prophe- 
"  fied  his  own  poetry  {hall  be  fweeter  than  Catiri- 
"  las,  Ovid,  and  Tibullus;  but  we  have  little 
"  hopes  of  the  accomplifhment  of  it  from  what 
"  he  hath  htely  publifhed."  Upon  which  Mr, 
Oldmixon  has  not  fparcd  a  -efle&ion,  "  Thar  the 
11  putting  the  laurel  on  the  head  of  one  who  writ  fuch 
"  verfes,  will  give  futurity  a  very  lively  idea  of  tlie 
"  judgment  and  juftice  of  thofe  who  beftowcd 
"  it."  Ibid.  p.  417.  But  the  well  known  learning  of 
that  noble  perfon,  who  was  then  Lord'Cha«iberlain, 
might  have  fcreeued  him  from  this  unmannerly 
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Bays,  form'dby  Nature,  ftagt,  and  town  to  blefs, 
And  ad,  and  be,  a  coxcomb  with  fuccfes.        no 


REMARKS. 

reflexion.  Nor  ought  Mr.  Oldmixon  to  com- 
plain, fo  long  after,  that  the  laurel  would  have 
become  his  own  brows,  or  any  other's  :  It  were 
more  decent  to  aqquiefce  in  the  opinion  ofx  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham  upon  this  matter  : 

«  — in  rufh'd  Eufden,  and  cry'd,  Who  (hall  have 

it, 

"  But  I,  thetrue  laureate,  to  whom  theking  gave  it, 
•'  Apollo  begg'd  pardon,  and  granted  his  claim, 
"  But  vow'd  that  till  then  he  nevr  heard  of  his 

name."  SeJ/lon  of  Poets. 

The  fame  plea  might  alfo  ferve  for  his  fucccffor, 
Mr.  Cibber ;  and  is  further  ftrengihened  in  the 
fqllowing  epigram  made  on  that  occifion  : 

In  merry  old  England  it  once  was  a  rule, 

The  king  had  his  poet,  and  alfo  his  fool ; 

But  now  we're  fo  frugal,  I'd  have  you  to  know  itj 

That  Cibber  can  ferve  both  for  fool  and  for  poet. 

Of  Blackmorc,  fee  Book  ii.  Of  Philips,  Book  i. 
ver.  a6i.  and  Book  iii.  prope  fin. 

Nahum  Tate  was  poet  laureate,  a  cold  writer, 
of  no  invention ;  but  fometimes  tranflated  tole- 
rably when  befriended  by  Mr.  Dryden.  In  his 
fecond  part  of  Abfalom  and  Achitophel  are  above 
two  hundred  admirable  lines  together  of  that  great 
hand,  which  flrongly  mine  through  the  inlipidity 
of  the  reft.  Something  parallel  may  be  obferved 
of  another  author  here  mentioned.  > 

Ver.  1 06.  And  all  the  mighty  mad  in  Dennis' 
rage.]  Mr.  Theobald,  in  the  Cenfor,  vol.  ii.  N 
33.  calls  Mr. Dennis  by  the  name  of  Furius.  '*  The 
*'  modern  Furius  is  to  be  looked  upon  more  as  an 
44  object  of  pity,  than  of  that  which  he  daily  pro- 
"  vokes,  laughter  and  contempt.  Did  we  really 
"  know  how  much  this  poor  man"  [I  wifh  that 
reflection  on  poverty  had  been  fpared]  "  fuffers 
"  by  being  contradicted,  or,  which  is  the  fame 
"  thing  in  effect,  by  hearing  another  praifed ;  we 
"  fhould,  in  compalTion,  fometimes  attend  to  him 
"  with  a  filent  nod,  and  let  him  go  away  with 
*'  the  triumphs  of  his  ill-nature. — Poor  Furiu 
"  (again)  when  any  of  his  contemporaries  are 
"  well  fpoken  of,  quitting  the  ground  of  the  pre- 
"  fent  difpute,  fteps  back  a  thoufand  years  to  cal 
"  in  the  fuccour  of  the  ancients.  His  very  pane- 
"  gyric  is  fpiteful,  and  he  ufes  it  for  the  farm 
*'  reafon  as  fome  ladies  do  their  commendations  o 
"  a  dead  beauty,  who  would  never  have  had  their 
"  good  word,  but  that  a  living  one  happened  to  b< 
*'  in  their  company.  His  applaufe  is  not  the  tri 
"  buteof  his  heart, but  the  facrifice  of  his  revenge,' 
&c.  Indeed  his  pieces  againft  our  poet  are  fome 
what  of  an  angry  character,  and  as  they  are  now 
fcarce  extant,  a  tafte  of  his  ftyle  may  be  fatisfac 
tory  to  the  curious.  "  A  young,  fquab,  fhort  gen 
*'  tleman,  whofe  outward  form,  though  it  fhoul< 
"  be  that  of  downright  monkey,  would  not  difFe 
Cl  fo  much  from  human  fhape  as  his  unthinking 


Dulnefs  with  tranfport  eyes  the  lively  Dunce, 
Remembering  fhe  herjfelf  was  Pertnefs  once. 
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c  immaterial  part  does  from  human  underftand- 
'  ing. — He  is  as  ftupid  and  as  venomous  as  a 
'  hunch-backed  toad.  A  book,  through  which 
1  folly  and  ignorance,  thofe  brethren  fo  lame  and 

*  impotent,  do  ridiculoufly   look  big   and  very 
'  dull,  and  ftrut  and  hobble,  cheek  by  jowl,  with 
c  their  arms  on  kimbo,  being  led  and  fupported, 

*  and  bully-backed  by  that  blind  Hector,  Impu- 

*  dence."     Reflect,  on  the  EfTay  on  Criticifm,  p. 
^b.  29,  30. 

It  would  be  unjuft  not  to  add  his  reafons  for  this 
Fury,  they  are  fo  ilrong  and  coercive.  "  I  regard 
him  (faith  he)  as  an  enemy,  not  fo  much  tb 
me,  as  to  my  king,  to  my  country,  to  my  re- 
"  ligion,  and  to  that  liberty  which  has  been  the 
"  fole  felicity  of  my  life.  A  vagary  of  fortune, 
"  who  is  fometimes  pleafed  to  be  frolicfome,  and 
"  the  epidemic  madnefs  of  the  times,  have  given 
"  him  reputation,  and  reputation  (as  Hobbes  fays) 
"  is  power,  and  that  has  made  him  dangerous. 
"  Therefore  I  look  on  it  as  my  duty  to  King 
George,  whofe  faithful  fubject  I  am ;  to  mjr 
"  country,  of  which  I  have  appeared  a  conftant 
lover;  to  the  laws,  under  whofe  protection  I 
"  have  fo  long  lived ;  and  to  the  liberty  of  my 
"  country,  more  dear  to  me  than  life,  of  which  I 
"  have  now  for  forty  years  been  a  conftant  af- 
"  fertor,  &c.  I  look  upon  it  as  my  duty,  I  fay, 
"  to  do — you  mall  fee  what — to  pull  the  lion's 
"  flcin  from  this  little  afs,  which  popular  error  has 
"  thrown  round  him;  and  to  (how  that  this  au- 
"  thor,  who  has  been  lately  fo  much  in  vogue, 
"  has  neither  fenfe  in  his  thoughts,  nor  Englifli  in 
"  his  expreflions."  DENNIS'  Rem.  on  Horn.  Pref. 
p.  a.  91,  &c. 

Befides  thefe  public  fpirited  reafons,  Mr.  D.  had1 
a  private  one  ;  which,  by  his  manner  of  exprcfling 
it  in  p.  92,  appears  to  have  been  equally  ftrong.  .* 
He  was  even  in  bodily  fear  of  his  life  from  the 
machinations  of  the  faid  Mr.  P.  "  The  ftory 
"  (fays  he)  is  too  long  to  be  told,  but  who  would 
"  be  acquainted  with  it,  may  hear*  it  from  Mr. 
•*  Curll,  my  bookfeller. — However,  what  my  re£, 
"  fon  has  fuggefted  to  me,  that  I  have,  with  a 
**  juft  confidence  faid,  in  defiance  of  his  two  clart- 
"  deftine  weapons,  his  flander  and  his  poifon.*' 
Which  laft  words  of  his  book  plainly  difco ver  Mir. 
D.'s  fufpicion  was  that  of  being  poifoned,  in  lik:e 
manner  as  Mr.  Curll  had  been  before  him :  of 
which  fact,  fee  a  full  and  true  account  of  the  hor- 
rid and  barbarous  revenge,  by  poifon,  on  the  bocfy 
of  Edmund  Curll,  printed  in  1716,  the  year  an- 
tecedent to  that  wherein  thefe  Remarks  of  Mr. 
Dennis  were  publifhed.  But  what  puts  it  beyond 
all  queftion,  is  a  paffage  in  a  very  warm  treadle, 
in  which  Mr.  D.  was  alfo  concerned,  price  two- 
pence, called  a  True  character  of  Mr.  Pope  and 
his  Writings,  printed  for  S.  Popping,  1716;  in  trie 
tenth  page  whereof  he  is  faid  **  to  have  infulted 
"  people  »n  thofc  calamities  and  difcafes  which  JM» 
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(fhame  to  Fortune  !)  an  ill  run  at  play 
Elank'd  his  bold  vifage,  and  a  thin  third  day : 


REMARKS. 

lc  himfelf  gave  them,  by  adminifteririg  poifon  to 
••  them  :"  and  is  called  (p.  4-)  a  lurking  way-. 
"  laying  coward,  and  a  ftabber  in  the  dark." 
Which  (with  many  other  things  moft  lively  fet 
forth  in  that  piece)  muft  have  rendered  him  a  ter- 
ror, not  to  Mr.  Dennis  only,  but  to  all  Chriftian 
people.  This  charitable  warning  only  provoked 
our  incorrigible  poet  to  write  the  following  epi- 
gram : 

Should  Dennis  publiflr  you  had  ftabb'd  your  bro- 
ther, [ther  : 
Lampoon'd  your  monarch,  or  debauch'd  your  mo- 
Say,  what  revenge  on  Dennis  can  be  had  ? 
Too  dull  for  laughter,  for  reply  too  mad  : 
On  one  fo  poor  you  cannot  take  the  law  ; 
On  one  fo  old  your  fword  you  fcorn  to  draw  r 
Uncag'd  then  let  the  harmlefs  monfter  rage, 
Secure  in  dulnefs,  madnefs,  want,  and  age. 

For  the  reft  ;  Mr.  John  Dennis  was  the  fon  of  a 
faddler  in  London,  born  in  1657.  He  paid  court 
to  Mr.  Dryden ;  and  having  obtained  fome  cor- 
refpondence  with  Mr.  Wycherley  and  Mr.  Con- 
greve,  he  immediately  obliged  the  public  with  their 
letters.  He  made  himfelf  known  to  the  Govern- 
ment by  many  admirable  fchcmes  and  projects ; 
•which  the  Miniftry,  for  reafons  beft  known  fo 
themfelves,  constantly  kept  private.  For  his  cha- 
ta<fter,  as  a  writer,  it  is  given  us  as  follows  :  "  Mr. 
cc  Dennis  is  excellent  at  Pindaric  writings,  per- 
* '  feebly  regular  in  all  his  performances,  and  a  per- 
*'  fon  of  found  learning.  That  he  is  mafter  of  a 
"  great  deal  of  penetration  and  judgment,  his  cri- 
§t  ticifms  (particularly  on  Prince  Arthur)  do  fuf- 
"  ficiently  demonftra^te,"  From  the  fame  account 
it  alfo  appears  that  he  writ  plays  "  more  to  get 
reputation  than  money."  Dennis  of  himfelf.  See 
Giles  Jacob's  Lives  of  Dramatic  Poets,  p.  68,  69, 
compared  with  p.  a86. 

Ver.  109.  Bays,  form'd  by  Nature,  &p.]  It  is 
hoped  the  poet  here  hath  done  full  juftice  to  his 
hero's  character,  which  it  were  a  great  miftake  to 
imagine  was  wholly  funk  in  ftupidity  :  he  is  al- 
lowed to  have  fupported  it  with  a  wonderful 
mixture  of  vivacity.  This  character  is  heightened 
according  to  his  own  defire,  in  a  letter  he  wrote 
to  our  author.  "  Pert  and  dull  at  leaft  you  might 
"  have  allowed  me.  What !  am  I  only  to  be  dull, 
x*f  and  dull  ftill,  and  again,  and  for  ever  ?"  He 
then  folemnly  appealed  to  his  own  confcicnce,  that 
*'  he  could  not  think  himfelf  fo,  nor  believe  that 
"  our  poet  did ;  but  that  he  fpake  worfc  of  him 
"  than  he  could  poffibly  think ;  and  concluded  it 
"  muft  be  merely  to  fhow  his  wit,  or  for  fome 
"  profit  or  lucre  to  himfelf."  Life  of  C.  C.  chap. 
i*  vii.  and  letter  to  Mr.  P.  page  15,  40,  53.  And 
to  fhow  his  claim  to  what  the  poet  was  lb  unwil- 
ling to  allow  him,  of  being  pert  as  well  as  dull, 
he  declares  he  will  have  the  laft  word  ;  which  oc- 
cakoned  the  following  epigrajgt ; 


Swearing  «nd  fupperlefs  the  hero  fate, 
Blafphem'd  his  gods,  the  dice,  and  damn'd'his  tare,,' 
Then  gnaw'd  his  pen,  then  dafh'd  it  to  the  ground; 
Sinking  from  thought  to  thought,  a  vaft  profound". 
Plung'd  for  his  fenfe,  but  found  no  bottom  there, 
Yet  wrote  and  flounder'd  on  in  meredefpair.  izo 
Round  him  much  embryo,  much  Abortion  lay, 
Much  future  Ode,' and  abdicated  Play  ; 
Nonfenfe  precipitate,  like  running  lead, 
That  flip'd  through  crags  and  zig-zags  of  the' 

dead  : 

All  that  on  Folly  Frenzy  could  beget, 
Fruits  of  dull  heat,  and  f^oterkins  of  wit. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  jar.  Round  him  much  embryo,  &c'.]  In  the 
former  editions,  thus, 

He  roll'd  his  eyes  that  witnefs'd  huge  difmay, 
Where  yet  unpawn'd  much  learned  lumber  lay ; 
Volumes,  whofe  fize  the  fpace  exa«5tly  fill'd, 
Or  which  fond  authors  were  fo  good  to  gild. 
Or  where,  by  fculpture  made  forever  known, 
The  page  admires  new  beauties  not  its  own. 
Here  fwells  the  fhelf,  &c. 

REMARKS. 

Quoth  Gibber  to  Pope,  •«  Though  in  Verfe  you, 

foreclofe,  [profe."" 

"  I'll  have  the  laft  word:  for,  by  G — ,  I'll  write 

Poor  Colly,  thy  reafoning  is  none  of  the  ftrongeft, 

For  know,  the  laft  word  is  the  word  that  lafts: 

longeft. 

Ver.  115.  fupperlefs  the  hero  fate.]  It  is  amaz- 
ing how  the  fenfc  of  this  hath  beeri  miftaken  by 
all  theforme»  commentators,' who  moft  idly  fup- 
pofe  it  to  imply  that  the  hero  of  the  poem  wanted 
a  fupper.  In  truth  a  great  abfurdity  !  Not  that 
we  are  ignorant  that  the  hero  of  Homer's  Odyf- 
fey  is  frequently  in  that  circumflance,  and  there- 
fore it  can  no  way  derogate  from  the  grandeur  of 
epic  poem  to  reprefent  fuch  hero  under  a  calamity, 
to  which  the  greateft.not  only  of  critics  and  poets, 
but  of  kings  and  warriors,- have  been  fubjedl.  But 
much  more  refined,  I  will  venture  to  fay,  is  the 
meaning  of  our  author  :  It  was  to  give  us  oblique- 
ly a  curious  precept,  or  what  Boffu  calls  a  difguifed 
fentence,  that  "  Temperance  is  the  life  of  Study." 
The  language  of  poefy  brings  all  into  a&ion ;  and 
to  reprefent  a  critic  encompaffed  with  books  but 
without  a  fupper,  is  a  picture  which  lively  expref- 
feth  how  much  the  true  critic  prefers  the  diet  o£ 
the  mind  to  that  of  the  body,  one  of  which  he  al- 
ways caftigates,  and  often  totally  neglc&s,  for  thg 
greater  improvement  of  the  other.  SCRIBL. 

But  fince  the  dilcovery  of  the  true  hero  of  the 
poem,  may  we  not  add,  that  nothing  was  fo  natu- 
ral, after  fo  great  a  lofs  of  money  at  dice,  or  of  re- 
putation by  his  play,  as  that  the  poet  fhould  have 
no  great  ftomach  to  eat  a  fupper  ?  Befides,  how 
well  has  the  poet  confulted  his  heroic  character,  in 
adding  that  he  fwore  all  the  time?  BENTL. 

Ver.  131.  poor  Fletcher's  half- eat  fcenes.]  A 
great  number  of  thea^  tak&  out  to  patch  up  hip 
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Next  o'er  his  books  his  eyes  began  to  roll, 
In  pleafing  memory  of  all  he  ftole, 
How  here  he  fip'd,  how  there  he  plunder'd  fnug, 
And  fuck'd  all  o'er,  like  an  induftnous  bug.     130 
Here  lay  poor  Fletcher's  half-eat  fcenes,  and  here 
The  frippery  of  crucify  d  Moliere  •. 
There  haplef's  Shakfpeare,  yet  of  Tibbald  fore, 
Wifh'd  he  had  blotted  for  himfelf  before. 
The  reft  on  cutfide  merit  but  prefume, 
Or  ferve  (like  other  fools)  to  fill  a  room  ; 
Sach  with  their  (helves  as  due  proportion  hold, 
Or  their  fond  parents  dreft  in  red  and  gold ; 
Or  where  the  pictures  for  the  page  atone, 
And  Quarles  is  fav'd  for  beauties  not  his  own.  140 
Here  i*el!s  the  flu  If  with  Ogilby  the  great ; 
There,  ftamp'd  with  arms,  Newcaftle  ihines  com- 
plete : 


REMARKS. 

Ver,  13*.  The  frippery]  "  When  I  fitted  up  an 
V  old  play,  it  was  as  good  a  houfewife  will  mend 
"  old  linen,  when  (he  has  net  better  employment." 
Life,  p.  417,  odavo. 

Ver.  133.  haplefs  Shakfpeare,  &c.]  It  is  not 
to  be  doubted  but  Bays  was  a  fubfcriber  to  Tib- 
bald's  Shakfpeare.  He  was  frequently  liberal  in 
this  way  ;  and,  as  he  tells  us,  "  lubfcribed  to  Mr. 
**  Pope's  Homer,  out  of  pure  generofity  and  civi- 
"  lity ;  but  when  Mr.  Pope  did  fo  to  his  Nonju- 
"  -ror,he  concluded  it  could  be  nothing  but  a  joke." 
Letter  to  Mr.  P.  p.  34. 

This  Tibbald,  or  Theobald,  publifhed  an  edition 
of  Shakfpeare,  of  which  he  was  fo  proud  himfelf 
as  to  fay,  in  one  of  Mift's  Journals,  June  8, 
"  That  to  expofe  any  errors  in  it  was  impradica- 
"  ble."  And  in  another,  April  47,  "  That  what- 
"  ever  care  might  for  the  future  be  taken  by  any 
*'  other  editor,  he  would  ftill  give  abov«vfive  hun- 
"  dred  emendations,  that  (liall  efcape  them  all." 

Ver.  134.  Wifli'd  he  had  blotted]  It  was  a  ridi- 
culous praife  which  the  players  gave  to  Shakfpeare, 
"  that  he  never  blotted  a  line."  Ben  Jonfon  ho- 
neftly*  wifhed  he  had  blotted  a  thouiaud ;  and 
Shakfpeare  would  certainly  have  wilhed  the  fame, 
if  he  had  lived  to  fee  thofe  alterations  in  his  works, 
•which,  not  the  a&ors  only  (and  efpecially  the  da- 
ring hero  of  this  poem)  have  made  on  the  ftage, 
but  the  prefumptuous  critics  of  our  days  in  their 
editions. 

Ver.  135.  The  reft  on  outfide  merit,  &c.}  This 
library  is  divided  into  three  parts :  The  firft  con- 
iills  of  thofe  authors  from  whom  he  ftole,  and 
•whofe  works  he  mangled ;  the  fecond  of  luch  as 
fitted  the  (helves,  or  were  gilded  for  (how,  or 
adorned  with  pi&ures:  the  third  clafs  our  author 
calls  folid  learning,  old  bodies  of  divinity,  old 
commentaries, old  Englifh  printers,  or  old  Englifh 
tranflations  :  all  very  voluminous,  and  fit  to  ere& 
altars  to  Dulnefs. 

.  Ver.  141.  Ogilby  the  great.]  "  John  Ogilby  was 
"  one,  who,  from  a  late  initiation  into  literature, 
"  made  fuch  a  progrefs  as  might  well  ftyle  him  the 
11  prodigy  of  his  time,  fending  into  the  world  fo 
"  many  large  volumes  .  His  tranflations  of  Homer 

V»L.  via, 


Here  all  his  fuffering  brotherhood  retire, 

And  'fcapc  the  martyrdom  of  jakes  and  fire  : 

A  Gothic  library  !  of  Greece  and  Rome 

Well  purg'd,  and  worthy  Settle,  Banks.andBroome. 

But  high  above,  more  folid  learning  fhone, 
The  claffics  of  an  £ge  that  heard  of  none; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  145   in  the  firft  edit,  it  was 
A  Gothic  Vatican  !  of  Greece  and  Rome 
Well  purg'd,  and  worthy  W— y,  W— s,  and  BI— . 

And  in  the  following  altered  to  Withers,  Quarles, 
and  Blome,  on  which  was  the  following  note. 

It  was  printed  in  the  furreptitious  editions, 
W — ly,  W — s,  who  were  perfons  eminent  for  good 
life  }  the  one  wnr  the  Life  of  Chrift  in  verfe,  the 
other  fome  valuable  pieces  in  the  lyric  kind,  on 
pious  fubje&s.  The  line  is  here  reftored  according 
to  its  orriginal. 

"  George  Withers  was  a  great  pretender  to  poe- 
"  tical  zeal  agauift  the  vices  of  the  times,  and 
"  abufed  the  greatell  perfonages  in  power,  which 
"  brought  upon  him  frequent  correction.  The 
"  Marihalfea  and  Newgate  were  no  ftrangers  to 
"  him."  WiNSTANL\'.-t-Quarles  was  as  dull  a 
writer,  but  an  honeft  dall  man.  Blome's  books 
are  remarkable  for  their  cuts. 


REMARKS. 

"  and  Virgil  done  to  the  life,  and  with  fuch  excel- 
"  lent  fculptures :  And  (what  added  great  grace 
"  to  his  works)  he  printed  them  all  on  fpecial  good 
"  pa^er,  and  in  a  very  good  letter." 

WiNSTANLV,  Lives  of  Pacts . 

Ver.  142.  There,  ftamp'd  with  arms,  Newcaftle 
(bines  complete.]  "  The  Duchefs  of  Newcaftle 
"  was  one  who  bulled  herfelf  in  the  ravifhing  de- 
"  lights  of  poetry  ;  leaving  t6  pofterity,  in  print, 
"  three  ample  volumes  6f  her  ftudious  eridea- 
"  vours."  WINSTANLY,  ibid. — Langbai'ne  reckons 
up  eight  folios  of  her  Grace's ;  which  were  ufually 
adorned  with  gilded  covers,  and  had  her  coat  of 
arms  upon  them. 

Ver.  146'.  Worthy  Settle,  Banks,  and  Broome.J 
The  poet  has  mentioned  thefe  three  authors  in  par- 
ticular, as  they  are  parallel  to  oar  hero  in  his  three 
capacities;  I.  Settle  was  his  brother  laureat ;  only, 
indeed,  upon  half  pay,  for  the  city  inftead  of  the 
court  ;  but  equally  famous  for  unintelligible  flights 
in  his  poems  on  public  occafions,  luch  as  fhows, 
birth-days,  &c.  z.  Banks  was  his  rival  in  tragedy 
(though  more  fuccefsful)  in  one  of  his  tragedies, 
the  Earl  of  Effex,  which  is  yet  alive  :  Anna  Bo- 
leyn,  the  Queen  of  Scots,  and  Cyrus  the  Great,  arc 
dead  and  gone.  Thcfe  he  dreft  in  a  fort  of  beg- 
gar's velvet,  or  a  happy  mixture  of  the  thick  fuftian 
and  thin  profaic  ;  exactly  imitated  irf  Perolla  and 
Ifidora,  Caefar  in  Egypt,  and  the  Heroic  Daughter. 
5.  Broome  was  a  ierving-man  of  Ben.  Johnfon, 
who  once  picked  up  a  comedy  from  his  betters, 
or  from  fome  caft  icenes  of  his  mafter,  not  entirely 
contemptible. 

Ver.  147.  More  folid  learning.]  Some  h^ve  ob- 
j  that  book's  of  tHs  fort,  luit  not  iv  well  the 
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There  Caxton  flept,  with Wynkyn  at  his  fide,  149 

One  clafp'd  in  wood,  and  one  in  ftrong  cow-hide  ; 

There,  fav'd  by  fpice,  like  mummies,  many  a  year, 

pry  bodies  of  divinity  appear  : 

De  Lyra  there  a  dreadful  front  extends, 

And  here  the  groaning  fhelves  Philemon  bends. 

Of  thefe  twelve  volumes,  twelve  of  ampleft  fize, 
Redeem'd  from  tapers  and  defrauded  pies, 
Infpir'd  he  feizes :    1'hefe  an  altar  raife  : 
An  hecatomb  of  pure  unfully'd  lays 
That  alrar  crowns  :  A  folio  common-place      159. 
Founds  the  whole  pile,  of  all  his  works  the  bafe  : 
Quarros,  aclavos,  fhape  the  leffening  pyre  ; 
A  twilled  birth-day  ode  completes  the  fpire. 

Then  he  :  Great  Tamer  of  all  human  art ! 
Firft  in  my  care,  and  ever  at  my  heart ; 
Dulnefs!  whofe  good  old  canfe  I  yet  defend, 
With  whom  my  mufe  began,  with  whom  fhall  end, 
E'er  fince  Sir  Fopling's  periwig  was  praife, 
To  the  laft  honours  of  the  Butt  and  Bays :' 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  15  a  Old  bodies  of  philofophy  appear. 

Ver   161.  A  twifted,  &c  ]  In  the  former  edit. 
And  laft,  a  little  Ajax  tips  the  1'pire. 

Var.  A  little  Ajax.]  In  lamo,  tranflated  from 
Sophocles,  by  Tibbald. 

Ver.  167,  168.  Not  in  the  firft  editions. 

REMARKS. 

library  of  our  Bays,  which  they  imagined  confifted 
cf  novels,  plays,  and  obfcene  books  ;  but  they  are 
to  confider,  that  he  furniihed  his  {helves  only  for 
ornament,  and  read  thefe  books  no  more  than  the 
dry  bodies  of  divinity,  which,  no  doubt,  were  pur- 
chafed  by  his  father  when  he  defigned  him  for  the 
gown.  See  the  note  on  ver.  »to 

Ver.  149.  Caxton.]  A  printer  in  the  time  of 
Edw.  IV.  Rich.  III.  and  Hen.  VII. ;  Wynkyn  de 
Word,  his  fucceflbr,  in  that  of  Hen.  VII.  and  VIII. 
The  former  tranflated  into  prole  Virgil's  ./Ends,  as 
a  hiftory  ;  of  which  he  fpeaks,  in  his  proeme,  in  a 
very  fingular  manner,  as  of  a  book  hardly  known. 
Tibbald  quotes  a  rare  paffage  from  him  in  Mift's 
Journal  of  March  16. 1728;  concerning  a  ftraunge 
and  marvaylloufe  beafte,  called  Sagittayre,  which 
he  would  have  Shakfyeare  to  mean  rather  than 
Teucer,  the  archer  celebrated  by  Homer. 

Ver.  153  Nich  de  Lyra,  or  HarpsSeld,  a  very 
voluminous  commenra,tor ;  whofe  works,  in  five 
vaft  folio*,  were  printed  in  147 a. 

Ver.  154.  Philemon  Holland,  dodtor  in  phyfic  ] 
"  He  tranflated  fo  many  books,  that  a  man  would 
«*  think  he  had  done  nothing  elfe  ;  infomuch  that 
"  he  might  be  called  tranflator-general  of  his  age. 
"  The  books  alone  of  his  turning  into  Englifh,  are 
'•  fufficient  to  make  a  country  gentleman  a  com- 
M  pit te  library."  WINSTANJ.Y. 

Vtr.  167.  E'er  fince  Sir  Fopling's  periwig.]  The 
firft  viflble  caul'e  of  the  paflion  of  the  town  for  ®ur 
hero,  was  a  fair  flaxen  full-bottomed  periwig, 
which  he  tells  us  he  wore  in  his  firft  play  of  the 
Fool  in  Fafhion.  It  attracted,  in  a  particular  man- 
aer,  the  friendihip  of  Col.  Brett,  who  wanted  to 
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O  thou  !  of  buiinefs  the  directing  foul  ! 
To  this  our  head  like  bias  to  the  bowl, 
Which,  as  more  ponderous,  made  its  aim  more 

true, 

Obliquely  waddling  to  the  mark  in  view  : 
O  .  c-vvr  gracious  to  perplex'd  mankind, 
Still  ipi ead  a  healing  mift  before  the  mind; 
And  left  \ve  err  by  wit's  wild  dancing  light, 
Secure  us  kindly  in  our  native  night- 
Or  if  to  wit  a  coxcomb  make  pretence, 
Guard  the  lure  barrier  between  that  and  fenfe; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  170.  To  human  heads,  &c. 

Ver.  171.   Makes  their  aim. 

Ver    177.  Or  if  to  wit,&c.]  In  the  former  edit. 
Ah  !  ftili  o'er  Britain  ftrttch  that  peaceful  warxi, 
Which  lulls  th'  Helvetian  and  Batavian  land  • 
Where  rebel  to  thy  throne  if  Science  rile, 
She  does  but  fhow  her  coward  face,  and  dies  : 
There  thy  good  frholiafts  with  unwearied  pains 
Make  Horace  flat,  and  humble  Maro's  flrains  : 
Here  ftudious  I  unlucky  moderns  i'uve, 
Nor  fleeps  one  error  in  its  lather's  grave, 
Old  puns  reftore,  loft  blunders  nicely  feek, 
And  crucify  poor  bhakfpeare  once  a  week. 
For  thee  I  dim  thefe  eyes,  and  fluff  this  head, 
With  all  fuch  reading  as  \vi<  never  read  ; 
For  thee  fupplying,  in  the  worlt  of  days, 
Notes  to  dull  books,  and  prologues  to  dull  plays ; 
For  the*  explain  a  thi.vg  till  all  men  doubt  it, 
And  write  about  it,  godtleis,  aii-j  about  it, 
So  Ipins  the  lilk-worm  fmall  its  (lender  ftore, 
And  labours,  till  it  clouds  itfclf  all  o'er. 
Not  that  my  quill  to  critics  was  confin'd, 
My  vcrfe  gave  ampler  k-ffons  to  mankind  ; 
So  graveft  precepts  may  fuccelsful  prove, 
But  fad  examples  never  fail  to  rr.ove. 
As  forc'd  from  wind-guns,  5cc. 

Var.  Now  fleeps  one  error—Old  puns  reftore 
loft  blunders,  &r.l  As  where  he  (  fibbatd)  labour- 
ed to  prove  Shakfpeare  guilty  of  terrible  anachro- 
mfms,  05  low  conundrums,  which  time  had  cover- 
ed ;  and  converfant  in  fuch  authors  as  Caxton  and 
Wynkyn,  rather  than  in  Homer  or  Chaucer.  Nay, 
fo  far  had  he  loft  his  reverence  to  this  incompara- 
ble author,  as  to  fay  in  print,  he  deferved  to  be 
whipt.  An  infolence  which  nothing  fure  can  pa- 
rallel :  but  that  of  Dennis,  who  can  be  proved  to 
have  declared  before  company,  that  Shakfpeare 
was  a  rafcal.  0  tempera  !  0  mores  ! 

Var.  And  crucify  pnor  Shakfpeare  one  a  week.] 
For  fome  time,  once  a  v/eck  or  fortnight,  he  print- 
ed I  in  Mift's  Journal,  a  fingle  remark,  or  poor  con- 
jedsure,-  on  fome  word  or  pointing  of  Shakfpeare 
either  in  his  own  name,  or  in  letters  to  himiclf,  as 
trom  others,  without  name.  Upon  thefe,  fornebo- 
dy  made  this  epigram  : 

"  'Tis  generous,  Tibbald  !  in  thee  and  thy  bro- 

"  thers, 
"  Jo  help  us  thus  to  read  the  works  of  others  :' 

Never  for  thus  can  juft  returns  be  fliown  ; 

For  who  will  help  u*  e'er  to  read  thy  own  >» 
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Or  quite  unravel  ail  tile  reasoning  thread, 

And  hang  ibme  curious  cobweb  in  its  (lead  1    1 80 

As  forc'd  from  wind-guns,  lead  itfelf  can  fly, 

And  ponderous  flugs  cut  fwii'dy  through  the  fky ; 

As  clocks  to  weight  their  nimble  motion  owe, 

The  wheels  above  urg'd  by  the  load  below  : 

Me  Emptinefs  and  Dulnefs  could  infpire, 

And  were  my  elafticity  and  fire. 

Some  da-men  ftole  my  pen  (forgive  th'  offence) 

And  once  betray'ct  me  into  common  fenfe  : 

Rife  all  my  profe  and  verfc  were  much  the  fame  ; 

This,  profe  on  ftilts;  that,  poetry  iall'n  lame.  190 

Did  on  the  ftage  my  fops  appear  confm'd  ? 

My  life  gave  ampler  LdTons  to  mankind. 

Did  the  dead  letter  uniuccefsful  prove  ? 

The  brific  example  never  fail'd  to  move. 

Yet  fare  had  Heaven  decreed  to  fave  the  ftate, 

Heaven  had  decreed  thefe  works  a  longer  date. 


VARIATIONS. 

Var.  Notes  to  dull  books,  and  prologues  to  dull 
plays.]  As  to  Cook's  Heiiod,  where  fometimes  a, 
note,  and  fometimes  even  half  a  note,  are  careful- 
ly owned  by  him  :  And  to  Moore'*  comedy  of  the 
Rival  Modes,  and  other  authors  of  the  fame  rank : 
Thefe  were  people  who  writ  about  the  jear  1716, 

Ver.  195.  Yet  fure,  had  Heaven,  &c.]    In  the 

former  edit. 

Had  Heaven  decreed  fuch  works  a  longer  date, 
Heaven  had  decreed  to  fpare  the  Grub-ltreet  ftate. 
But  fee  great  Settle  to  the  dull  dcfcend, 
And  all  thy  caufe  and  empire  at  an  end  !    • 
Could  Troy  be  fav'd,  &.c. 

REMARKS. 

purchafe  it.  "  Whatever  contempt  (fays  he)  philo- 
"  fophers  may  have  for  a  fine  periwig,  my  friend, 
&  who  was  not  to  defpife  the  world,  but  live  in  ir, 
"  knew  very  well  that  fo  material  an  article  of 
*'idrefs  upon  the  head  of  a  man  of  fenfe,  it  it  be- 
*'  came  him,  could  never  fail  ol  drawing  to  him  a 
"  more  partial  regard  and  benevolence,  than  could 
"  poflibly  be  hope-<5  for  in  an  ill-made  one.  This, 
**  perhaps,  may  ioften  the  grave  cenfure,  which  fo 
"  youthful  a  purchafe  might  otherwife  have  laid 
*«  upon  him.  In  a  word,  he  made  his  attack  upon 
"  this  periwig,  as  your  young  fellows  generally  do 
"  upon  a  lady  of  pleafure  ;  fit  ft  by  a  few  familiar 
"  praifes  of  her  perfon,  and  then  a  civil  inquiry  in- 
"  to  the  price  of  it  ;  and  we  fmifhed  our  bargain 
**  that  night  over  a  bottle."  This  remarkable  pe- 
riwig ufually  made  its  entrance  upon  the  ftage  in 
a  fedan,  brought  in  by  two  chairmen,  with  infi- 
nite approbation  of  the  audience. 

Ver.  178,  179.  Guard  the  fure  barrier — Or 
quite  unravel,  &c.]  For  Wit  or  Reafoning  are  ne- 
ver greatly  hurtful  to  Dulnefs,  but  when  the  firft 
is  founded  in  truth,  and  the  other  in  ufefulnefs. 

Ver.  181.  As  forc'd  from  wind-guns,  &c.]  The 
thought  of  thefe  four  verfes  is  founded  in  a  poem 
of  our  author's,  of  a  very  early  date  (namely  writ- 
ten at  fourteen  years  old,  and  foon  after  printed) 
to  the  author  of  a  poem  caikd  Succdlw; 


Could  Troy  be  fav'd  by  any  fingle  hand, 

This  gray-goofe  weapon  mufl  have  made  herftand. 

What  can  I  now  ?  my  Fletcher  caft  afide, 

Take  up  the  Bible,  once  my  better  guide  ?       300 

Or  tread  the  path  by  venturous  heroes  trod, 

This  box  my  thunder,  this  right  hand  my  God,? 

Or  chair'd  at  White's  amidft  the  doctors  fit, 

Teach  oaths  to  gamefters,  and  to  nobles  wit  ? 

Or  hidft  thou  rather  party  to  embrace  ? 

(A  friend  to  party  thou,  and  all  her  race; 

'  fis  the  fame  rope  at  different  ends  they  twift  ; 

To  Duinefs  Ridpath  is  as  dear  as  Mift. 

Shall  I,  like  Curtius,  defperate  in  my  zeal,       209. 

O'er  head  and  ears  plmijje  for  the  commonweal  i 


VARIATIONS. 

Inftead  of  ver.  700 — 246.  in  the  former  edits. 
Take  up  th'  attorney's  (once  rny  better)  guide  I 
Or  rob  the  Roman  geefe  of  all  their  glories, 
And  fave  the  ft.ate  by  cackling  to  the  Tories. 
Yes,  to  my  country  I  my  pen  confign, 
Yes,  from  this  moment,  mighty  Mift  {  am  thine. 
And  rival,  Curtius !  of  thy  fame  and  zeal, 
O'er  head  and  ears  plunge  for  the  public  weal. 
Adieu,  my  children  1  better  thus  expire 
Unftall'd,  unfold;  thus  glorious  mount  in  fire, 
Fair  without  fpot ;  than  greas'd  by  grocers  hands, 
Or  fiiip'd  with  Ward  to  Ape-and-monkey  lands, 
Or  wafting  ginger,  round  the  ftreets  to  run, 
And  vifit  ale-houfe,  where  ye  firft  begun. 
With  that  he  lifted  thrice  the  fparkling  brand, 
And  thrice  he  dropp'd  it,  &c. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  198. — gray  goofe  weapon.]  Alluding  to 
the  old  hngliih  weapon,  the  arrow  of  the  long 
bow,  which  was  fletched  with  the  feathers  of  the 
gray-goofe. 

Ver.  199.  My  Fletcher.]  A  familiar  manner  cf 
fpeaking,  ufed  by  modern  critics,  of  a  favourite 
author.  Bays  might  as  juftly  fpeak  this  of  Fletcher, 
as  a  French  wit  did  of  Tully,  feeing  his  works  in 
a  library  ;  "  Ah  1  mon  cher  Ciceron  !  je  le  connoist 
"  bien;  c'eft  le  meme  que  Mare  Tulle  "  But  he 
had  a  better  title  to  call  Fletcher  his  own,  having 
made  fo  free  with  him. 

Ver.  200.  Take  up  the  Bible,  once  my  better 
guide  ?]  When,  according  to  his-father's  intention, 
he  had  been  a  clergyman,  or  (as  he  thinks  him- 
felf)  a  bifhop  of  the  Church  of  England.  Hear 
his  own  words :  "  At  the  time  that  the  fate  of 
**  K.  James,  the  Prince  of  Orange,  and  myfclf, 
"  were  on  the  anvil,  Providence  thought  fit  to 

IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  197, 198.  Could  Troy  be  fav'd — This  gray- 
goofe  weapon.] 

" Si  Pergama  dextra 

"  Defendi  poiTent,  etiam  hac  defenfa  fuiflent." 

VIRG.  ib. 

Ver.  so z.  This  box  my  thunder,  this  right  hand 
my  God.] 

**  Dextra  mihi  Deus,  et  telum  quod  miflile  li- 
bro."- — -Virgil,  of  (he  Gedf 
JMij 
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Or  rob  Rome's  ancient  geefe  of  all  their  glories, 
And  cackling  fave  the  monarchy  of  Tories  ? 


REMARKS. 

"  poftpone  mine,  till  theirs  were  determined  :  But 
"  had  my  father  carried  me  a  month  (boner  to  the 
"  Univertity,  who  knows  but  that  purer  fountain 
"  might  have  wafhed  my  imperfections  into  a  ca- 
"  pacity  of  writing,  inflead  of  plays  and  annual 
"  odes,  fermoiis,  arid  paftoral  letters  ?" 

Apology  for  bis  Life,  clap  iii. 
Ver.  203.  At  White's,  amidft  the  doctors.] 
Thefe  doclors  had  a  modeft  and  upright  appear- 
ance, no  air  of  overbearing;  but,  like  true  Mat- 
ters of  Arts,  were  only  habited  in  black  and  white : 
They  were  jaftly  ftyled  fubtiles  and  graves,  but 
not"  always  irrefragabiles,  being  fometimes  examin- 
ed, and,  by  a  nice  diflindion,  divided  and  laid 


open. 


SCRIBL. 


This  learned  critic  is  to  be  underftood  allegori- 
cally  :  The  doctors  in  this  place  mean  no  more 
than  falfe  dice  ;  a  cant  phrafe  ufed  among  game- 
ilcrs.  So  the  meaning  of  thefe  four  fonorous  lines 
i»  only  this,  "  Shall  I  play  fair  or  foul  ?" 

Ver.  208.  Ridpath — Mift.]  George  Ridpath, 
author  of  a  Whig  paper,  called  the  Flying  Pbft  ; 
Kathaniel  Mift,  of  a  famous  Tory  Journal. 

Ver.  an.  Or  rob  Rome's  ancient  geefe  of  all 
their  glories.]  Relates  to  the  well-known  ftory  of 
the  geefe  that  faved  the  capitol;  of  whkh  Virgil, 
./En.  viii. 

"  Atque  hie  auratie  volitans  argenteus  anfer 
44  Porticibus,  Gullos  in  limine  uddeffc  canebat." 

A  paflage  I  have  always  fufpected.  Who  fees  not 
the  antithefis  of  auratis  and  argenteus  to  be  unwor- 
thy the  Virgilian  Majefty  ?  And  what  abi'urdity 
to  fay  a  goole  fings  ?  canebat.  Virgil  gives  a  con- 
trary chara&er  o£  the  voice  of  this  filly  bird,  in 
Eel.  is. 

" argutos  inter  ftrepere  anfer  olores." 

Read  it,  therefore,  addefle  ftrepebat.  And  why 
auratis  porticibus  ?  does  not  the  very  verfe  preced- 
ing this  inform  us, 

'*•  Romuleoque  recens  horrebat  regia  culmo." 

Is  this  thatch  in  one  line,  and  gold  in  another,  con- 
fident ?  I  fcruple  not  (rcpugnantibus  omnibus  ma- 
nufcriptis)  to  correct  it  auritis.  Horace  tiles  the 
lame  epithet  in  the  fame  fenfe, 

"  -        Auritas  fidibus  canons 
"  Ducere  quercus." 

And  to  fay  that  walls  have  ears  is  common  even 
to  a  proverb.  SCRIE.L. 

Ver.  212.  And  cacklfng  fave  the  monarchy  of 
Tories']  Not  out  of  any  preference  or  allcdion 
to  the  Tories.  For  what  Hobbes  fb  ingenioufly 
coafcfles  of-  hnnfelf^  is  true  of  all  miciftenal  wri- 


Hold  — —  to  the  minifter  f  more 

To  ierve  hiscauie,  O  queen  '.  is  feiving  thine. 

And  fee  !  thy  very  gazetteers  give  o'er, 

Ey'n  Ralph  repents,  and  Henley  writes  no  more. 

What  then  remain*  ?  Ourfelf.  Siiil,  ftill  remain 

Cibberian  forehead,  and  Cibberian  brain. 

This  brazen  brightnefs,  to  the  'fquire  io  dear; 

This  polifli'd  hardnefs,  that  reflects  the  peer  :  aao 

This  arch  abfurd,  that  wit  and  fool  delights; 

This  mefs,  tols'd  up  of  Hockl«fy-hole  ai  d  White's  ; 

Where  dukes  and   butchers  join  to  wreathe  my 

crown ; 
At  once  the  bear  and  fiddle  of  the  town. 

O  born  in  fin,  and  forth  in  folly  brought ! 
Works  damn'd,  or  to  be  damn'd  !   (your  father's 

fault) 

Go,  purify'd  by  flames,  afcend  the  fky, 
My  better  and  more  Chriilian  progeny  I 
Unflain'd,  untouch'd,  and  yet  in  maiden  fheets  ; 
While  all  your  iinuuy  Lfteia  walk  the  ftreets.  2J« 


REMARKS. 

ters  whatfoever :  "  That  he  defends  the  fupreme 
'  powers,  as  the  geefe  by  their  cackling  defended 
'  the  Romans,  who  held  the  Capitol ;  for  they  fa- 
'  vouied  them  no  more  than  the  Gauls,  their  ene- 
4  mies,  but  were  as  ready  to-  have  defended  the 
'  Gauls,  if  they  had  been  poflefled  of  the  Capi- 
'  tol." Epifl.  Dtdic.  to  the  Lrvijtban. 

Ver.  215.  Gazetteers.]  A  band  of  min-ifterial 
writers,  hired  at  the  price  mentioned  in  the  note 
on  book  ii.  ver.  316,  wha,  ou  the  very  day  their 
patron  quitted  his  poit,  laid  down  their  paper, 
and  declared  they  would  never  n.ore  meddle  in 
politics. 

Ver.  ii8.  Cibberian  forehead.]  So  indeed  all  the 
MSS.  read,  but  I  make  no  fcruple  to  pronounce 
them  all  wrong,  the  laureat  being  elfewhere  cele- 
brated by  our  poet  for  his  great  modefty — modeft 
Gibber — read,  therefore,  at  my  peril,  Cerberian 
forehead.  This  13  perfectly  claflical,  and  what  is 
more,  Homerical ;  the  dog  was  the  ancient,  as  the 
bitch  is  the  modern  i'ymbol  of  impudence  :  K«/vo; 
Ip-pa.*  'l%uv,  fays  Achilles  to  Agamemnon)  which, 
when  iu  a  fuperlative  degree,  may  well  be  deno- 
minated from  Cerberus,  the  dog  wkh  three  heads. 
But  as  to  the  latter  part  of  this  verfe,  Cibbeiian 
brain,  that  is  certainly  the  genuine  reading. 

BENTL. 

Ver.  235.  O  born  in  fin,  &c.]  This  is  a  tender 
and  paflionate  apoftrophe  to  his  own  works,  which 
he  is  going  to  iacrifice,  agreeable  to  the  nature  of 
man  m  great  affliction  ;  and  reflecting,  like  a  pa- 
rent, on  the  many  miferable  fates  to  which  they 
would  otherwifc  be  fubjed. 

Ver.  za8.  My  better  and  more  Chriftian  pro- 
geny !]  "  It  may  be  obfervable,  that  my  nmfc  and 
"  my  fpoufe  were  equally  prolific  ;  that  the  one 
"  was  feldom  the  mother  of  a  child,  but  in  the 
"  fajne  year  the  other  made  me  the  father  of  a. 
"  play.  I  think  we  had  a  dozen  of  each  fort  be- 
"  tween  us ;  of  both  which  kinds  fome  died  in 
"  their  infancy,"  &c.  Life  of  C.  C.  p.  117.  8v* 
edit. 
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Ye  (hall  not  beg,  like  gratis-given  Bland, 

Sent  with  a  pafs,  and  vagrant  through  the  land  ; 

Nor  fail  with  Ward,  to  ape-and-monkey  climes, 

Where  vile  Mundungus  trucks  for  viler  rhymes  : 

Not,  fulphur-tipt,  emblaze  an  ale-houfe  fire  ; 

Nor  wrap  up  oranges  to  pelt  your  fire  f 

O  !  pafs  more  innocent,  in  infant  ftate, 

To  the  raild  limbo  of  our  father  Tate  : 

Or  peaceably  forgot,  at  once  be  bleft 

In  Shadwell's  bofom  with  eternal  reft  !  240 

Soon  to  the  mafs  of  Nonfenfe  to  return,        [born. 

Where  things  deftroy'd  are  fwept  to  things  un- 

With  that,  a  tear  (portentous  fign  of  grace !) 
Stole  from  the  mafter  of  the  feven-fold  face  : 
And  thrice  he  lifted  high  the  birth-day  brand, 
And  thrice  he  dropt  it  from  his  quivering  hand ; 
Then  lights  the  ftru&ure,  with  averted  eyes  : 
The  rolling  fmokes  involve  the  facrifice. 
The  opening  clouds  difclofe  each  work  by  turns, 
Now  flames  the  Cid,  and  now  Perolla  burns ;  250 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  259.  Now  flames  the  Cid,  &c.]  In  the  for- 
mer edit. 

Now  flames  old  Memnon,  now  Rodrigo  burns, 
In  one  quick  flafil  fee  Proferpine  expire, 
And  laft,  his  own  cold  yEfchylus  took  fire. 
Then  gufh'd  the  tears,  as  from  the  Trojan's  eyes, 
When  the  laft  blaze,  &c. 

Var.  Now  flames  old  Memnon,  »ow  Rodrigo 
burns, 

In  one  quick  flafh  fee  Proferpine  expire.] 
JVIemnon,  a  hero  in  the  Pcrfian  Princcfs,  very  apt 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  231.  gratis-given  Bland, — Sent  with  a 
pafs,]  It  was  a  practice  fo  to  give  the  Daily  Ga- 
zetteer and  minifterial  pamphlets  (in  which  this 
E.  was  a  writer)  a^d  to  fend  them  poft-free  to  all 
the  towns  in  the  kingdom. 

Ver.  233 — with  Ward,  to  Ape-and-monkey 
climes,]  "  Edward  Ward,  a  very  voluminous  poet 
**  in  Hudibraftic  verfe,  but  beft  known  by  the 
*'  London  Spy,  in  profe.  He  has  of  late  years 
"  kept  a  public  houfe  in  the  city  (but  in  a  genteel 
"  way),  and  with  his  wit,  humour,  and  good  li- 
<(  quor  (ale),  afforded  his  guefts  a  pleafurable  en- 
"  tertainment,  efpecially  thofe  of  the  hi^h-church 
"  party."  JACOB,  Lives  of  Poets,  vol.  ii.  p.  225. 
•Great  number  of  his  works  were  yearly  fold  into 
the  plantations. — Ward,  in  a  book  called  Apollo's 
Maggot,  declared  this  account  to  be  a  great  falfity, 
protcfting  that  his  public  houfe  was  not  in  the 
city,  but  in  Moorfields. 

Ver.  218,  240.  Tate — Shadwell]  Two  of  his 
predecefiors  in  the  laurel. 

Ver.  250.  Now  flames  the  Cid,  &c.]  In  the  firft 
notes  on  the  Dunciad  it  was  laid,  that  this  author 
was  particularly  excellent  at  tragedy.  "  This 
*'  (fays  he)  is  as  unjuft  as  to  fay  I  could  not  dance 
-"  on  a  rope."  But  certain  it  is  that  he  had  at- 
tempted to  dance  on  this  rope,  and  fell  moft 
ihamtiully,  having  produced  no  lefs  than  four 
tragedies  (the  names  of  which  the  poet  preferves 


Great  Csefar  roars,  and  hilTes  In  the  fires; 
King  John  in  filence  modeftly  expires  : 
No  merit  now  the  dear  Nonjuror  claims, 
Moliere's  old  ftubble  in  a  moment  flames. 
Tears  gufii'd  again,  as  from  pale  Priam's  eye?, 
When  the  laft  blaze  fent  Ilion  to  the  ikies. 

Rous'd  by  the  light,  old  Dulnefa  heav'd  thi 

head, 
Then  fnatch'd  a  flieet  of  Thule  from  her  bed ; 
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to  take  fire,  as  appears  by  thefe  lines,  with  which 
he  begins  the  play, 

"  By  heaven  !  it  fires  my  frozen  blood  with  rage, 
"  And  makes  it  fcald  my  aged  trunk."  - 


,  the  chief  perfonage  of  the  Perfidious 
Brother  (a  play  written  between  Theobald  and  a 
watch-maker).  The  Rape  of  Proferpine,  one  of 
the  farces  of  this  author,  in  which  Ceres,  fetting 
fire  to  a  corn-field,  endangered  the  burning  of  the 
play-houfe. 

Var.  And  laft,  his  own  cold  jftfchylus  took  fire.] 
He  had  been  (to  ufe  an  expreflion  of  our  poet; 
about  jEfchylus  for  ten  years,  and  had  receive.! 
fubfcriptions  for  the  fame  ;  but  then  went  abour. 
other  books.  The  character  of  this  tragic  poet,  is 
fire  and  boldnefs  in  a  high  degree  ;  but  our  author 
fuppofes  it  very  much  cooled  by  the  tranflation  : 
upon  fight  of  a  fpecimen  of  which,  was  made  this 
epigram, 

"  Ali«,  poor  JEFchylus  !  imlncky  dog  ! 

"  Whom  once  a  lobfter  kill'd,  and  now  a  log  1" 

But  this  is  a  grievous  error  ;  for  jEfchylus  was  nor. 
flain  by  the  fall  of  a  lobfter  on  his  head,  but  of  a 
tortoife,  tejl«  Vol.  MJX.  I.  ix.  eaf.  12.  SCRIBL. 
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in  thefe  few  lines)  ;  the  three  firft  of  them  were 
fairly  printed,  a6ted,  and  damned;  the  fourth  fup- 
prefled  in  fear  of  the  like  treatment. 

Ver.  253.  the  dear  Nonjuror  —  Moliere's  oM 
ftubble]  A  Comedy  threfhed  out  of  Moliere's 
Tartuffe,  and  fo  much  the  tranflator's  favourite, 
that  he  allures  us  all  our  author's  diflike  to  it  coulci 
only  arife  from  difaffe<5Hon  to  the  government. 
He  affures  us,  that  "  when  he  had  the  honour  to 
"  kifs  his  Majefty's  hand  upon  prefenting  his 
"  dedication  of  it,  he  was  gracioufly  pleafed,  out 
'*  of  his  royal  bounty,  to  order  him  two  hundred 
"  pounds  for  it.  And  this  he  doubts  not  grieved 
"  Mr.  P." 

Ver.  258.  Thule]  An  unfinifhed  poem  of  that 
name,  of  which  one  fheet  was  printed  many  years 
ago,  by  Ambrofe  Philips,  a  northern  author.  It 
is  an  uftial  method  of  putting  out  a  fire,  to  caft 
wet  fheets  upon.  it.  Some  critics  have  been  of 
opinion  that  this  fheet  was  of  the  nature  of  the 
Afbeftos,  which  cannot  be  confumed  by  fire  :  but 
I  rather  think  it  an  allegorical  allufion  to  the  cohj-* 
nefs  and  heavinefs  of  the  writing. 


Sudden  flic  flies,  and  whelms  it  o'er  the  pyre  ; 
Down  fink  the  flames,  and  with  a  hifs  expire.  a6o 

Her  ample  prefence  fills  up  all  the  place  ; 
A  veil  of  fojjs  dilates  her  awful  face  :         [mayors 
Great  in  her  charms !  as  when   on  fhrieves  and 
She  looks,  and  breathes  herfelf  into  their  airs. 
She  bids  him  wait  her  to  her  facred  dome  : 
Well  pleas'd  he  enter'd,  and  confefs'd  his  home. 
So,  fpirits  ending  their  terreftrial  race, 
Afcend,  and  recognife  their  native  place. 
This  the  great  mother  dearer  held  than  all      269 
The  clubs  of  quidnuncs,  or  her  own  Guildhall : 
Here  flood  her  opium,  here  fhe  nurs'd  her  owls, 
And  here  fhe  plann'd  th'  Imperial  feat  of  fools. 

Here  to  her  chofen  all  her  works  fhe  {hows ; 
Profe  fwelPd  to  verfe,  verfe  loitering  into  profe  : 
How  random  thoughts  now  meaning  chance  to 
3Mow  leave  all  memory  of  fenfe  behind  :        [find, 
How  prologues  into  prefaces  decay, 
And  thefe  to  notes  are  fritter'd  quite  away  : 
How  index-learning  turns  no  ftudent  pale, 
Yet  holds  the  eel  of  fcicnce  by  the  tail :  280 

How,  with  lefs  reading  than  makes  felons  'fcape, 
Lefs  human  genius  than  God  gives  an  ape, 
Shall  thanks  to  France,  and  none  to  Rome   or 

Greece, 

A  paft,  vamp'd,  future,  old,  reviv'd,  new  piece, 
'Twixt  Plautus,  Fletcher,  Shakfpeare,  and   Cor- 
Can  make  a  Gibber,  Tibbald,  or  Ozell.      [neillc, 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  268.  in  the   former  Ed.   followed 

thefe  two  lines, 

Raptur'd,  he  gates  round  the  dear  retreat, 
And  in  fweet  numbers  celebrates  the  feat. 

Var.  And  in  fweet  numbers  celebrates  the  feat.] 
Tibbald  writ  a  poem  called  the  Cave  of  Poverty, 
\vliich  concludes  with  a  very  extraordinary  wifh, 
u  That  fome  great  genius,  or  man  of  diftinguifhed 
**  merit,  may  be  ftarved,  in  order  to  celebrate  her 
"  power,  and  defcribe  her  cave."  It  was  printed 
in  o&avo,  1715. 
Ver.  a86.  Can  make  a  Gibber,  Johnfon,  or  Ozell. 
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Ver.  269  Great  mother]  Magna  mater,  here 
applied  to  Dulneis.  The  Quidnuncs,  a  name  given 
to  the  ancient  members  of  certain  political  clubs, 
who  were  conftaatly  inquiring  Quid  nuiic?  What 
pews? 

Ver.  a86.  Tibbald,]  Lewis  Tibbald,  as  pro- 
nounced) or  Theobald  (as  written)  was  bred  an 
attorney,  and  fon  to  an  attorney  (fays  Mr.  Jacob) 
of  Sittenburn  in  Kent.  He  was  author  of  fome 
forgotten  plays,  tranflations,  and  other  pieces.  He 
was  concerned  in  a  paper  called  the  Cenfor,  and 
a  tranflation  of  Oyid.  "  There  is  a  notorious  idiot, 
"  one  bight  Wachuni,  y/ho,  from  an  under-fpur- 
"  leather  to  the  law,  is  become  an  under-flrapper 
"  to  the  play-houfe,  who  hath  lately  burlefqued 
"  the  Metamorphofesof  Ovid  by  a  vile  tranflation, 
*'  &c.  This  fellow  is  concerned  in  an  impertinent 
"  paper  called  the  Cenfor."  DENNIS,  Rcm,  on 
11  Pope's  Horn.  p.  j>, 10. 
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The  Goddcfc  then,  o'er  his  anointed  head, 
With  myftic  words,  the  facred  opium  flied. 
And  lo  :   her  bird  (a  monfter  of  a  fowl. 
Something  betwixt  a  heidegger  and  owl)          293 
perch'd  on  his  crown.  "  All  hail  !  and  hail  again, 
My  fon  !  the  promis'd  land  ezpedls  thy  reign. 
Know,  Eufden  thirfts  no  more  for  fuck  or  praife  ; 
He  fleeps  among  the  dull  of  ancient  days  ; 
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Ver.  £93.  Know,  Eufclen,  &c.]  In  fhe  former  Ed. 
Know,  Settle,  cloy'd  with  cuftard  and  with  praifc,, 
Is  gather'd  to  the  dull  of  ancient  days, 
Safe  where  no  critics  damn,  no  duns  moleft, 
Where  Gildon, Banks,  and  high-born  Howard,  reft, 
I  fee  a  king !  who  leads  my  chofen  funs 
To  lands  that  flow  with  clenches  and  with  puns ; 
Till  each  fam'd  theatre  my  empire  own  ; 
Till  Albion,  as  Hibernia,  bkfs  my  throne- ! 
I  fee  !  I  lee  ! — Then  rapt  fhe  fpoke  no  more, 
God  fave  king  Tibbald  !  Grubftrcet  alleys  roar. 
So  when  Jove's  block,  &e. 

REMARKS. 

Ibid.  Ozell.]  "  Mr.  John  Ozell  (if  we  credit 
"  Mr.  Jacob)  did  go  to  fchool  in  Leiceflerfliire, 
"  where  fomebody  left  him  fomethiog  .to  live  on, 
"  when  he  fhall  retire  from  bufinefs.  He  was  de- 
"  figned  to  be  fent  to  Cambridge,  in  order  for 
"  priefthood  ;  but  he  chofe  rather  to  be  placed  in 
"  an  office  of  accounts,  in  the  city,  being  qualified 
"  for  the  fame  by  his  {kill  in  arithmetic,  and  wri- 
"  ting  the  neceffary  hands.  He  has  obliged  the 
"  world  with  many  tranfhtions  of  French  plays." 
JACOB,  Lives  of  Dram.  Puets,  p  198. 

Mr  Jacob's  character  of  Mr.  Ozell  fecms  vaftly 
(hort  of  his  merits,  and  he  ought  to  have  further 
juftice  done  him.,  having  fince  fully  confuted  all 
farcafms  en  his  learning  and  genius,  by  an  advef- 
tifement  of  Sept  i«,  1729,  in  a  paper  called  the 
Weekly  Medley,  £c.  4l  As  to  my  learning,  this 
'*  envious  wretch  knew,  and  every  body  knows, 
"  that  the  whole  bench  of  biihops,  not  long  ago, 
"  were  pleafcd  to  give  me  a  purfe  of  guineas,  for 
"  difcovering  the  erroneous  tranflations  of  the 
"  Common-prayer  in  Pcrtuguefe,  Spanifh,  French, 
"  Italian,  &c.  As  for  my  genius,  let  Mr.  Cleland 
"  fhow  better  vtrfes  in  all  Pope's  works,  than 
"  Ozell's  verfion  of  Beileau's  Lutrin,  which  the 
"  late  Lord  Halifax  was  fo  pleafed  with,  that  he 
"  complimented  him  with  leave  to  dedicate  it  to 
"  him,  &c.  Let  him  fhow  better  and  truer  poetry 
"  in  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  than  in  Ozeli'*  Rape 
"  of  the  Bucket  (la  Secchia  rapita).  And  Mr. 
"  Toland  and  Mr.  Gildon  publicly  declared  Ozell's 
"  tranflation  of  Homer  to  be,  as  it  was  prior,  fo 
"  likewife  fuperior  to  Pope's. — Surely, furely, every 
"  man  is  free  to  deferve  well  of  his  country  !" 

JOHN  OZELL. 

We  cannot  hut  fubfcribe  to  fuch  reverend  tefti- 
monies,  as  thofe  of  the  bench  of  Bifliops,  Mr.  To- 
land, and  Mr.  Gildon. 

Ver.  190.  a  Heidegger]  A  ft  range  bird  from 
Switzerland,  and  not  (^as  iome  have  fuppofcd)  the 
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Safe,- where  no  cHtics  damn,  no  duns  moleft, 
Where   wretched    Withers,    Ward,    and   Giidon 

reft, 

And  high-born  Howard,  more  majeftic  fire, 
With  Fool  of  Quality  completes  the  quire. 
Thou,  Gibber!   thou,  his  laurel  {halt  fupport, 
Folly,  my  fon,  has  ftiil  a  friend  at  Court  300 

Lift  up  your  gates,  ye  princes,  fee  him  come  '. 
Sound,  found  ye  viol?,  be  the  cat-call  dumb  : 
Bnng,  bring  the  madding  bay,  the  drunken  vine  ; 
The  creeping,  dirty,  courtly  ivy  join. 
And  thou  !  his  aid-de-camp,  lead  on  my  fons, 
Light-arm'd  with  points,  antithefes,  and  puns. 
Let  Bawdry,  flillingfgate,  my  daughters  dear, 
Support  his  front,  and  oaths  bring  up  the  rear  : 
And  under  his,  and  under  Archer's  wing,         309 
Gaining  and  Grub-ftreet  fkulk  behind  the  king. 

O  !   when  (hall  rife  a  monarch  all  our  own, 
And  I,  a  nurfing  mother,  rock  the  throne  ; 
'Twixt  prince  and  people  clofe  the  curtain  draw, 
Shade  him  from  light,  and  cover  him  from  law; 
Fatten  the  courtier,  ftarve  the  learned  band, 
And  fackle  armies,  and  dry-nurfe  the  land  : 


REMARKS. 

name  of  an  eminent  perfon  who  was  a  man  of 
parts,  and,  as  was  laid  of  Petronius,  Arbiter  Ele- 
gantiarum. 

Ver.  z^6    Withers,]  See  on  ver.  146. 

Ver.  296.  Giidon]  Charles  Giidon,  a  writer  of 
criticifms  and  libels  in  the  lafl  age,  bred  at  St. 
Omer's  with  the  Jefuits  ;  but  renouncing  popery, 
he  publifhed  Blount'b  books  againft  the  Divinity 
of  Chrift,  the  Oracles  of  Reaibn,  &c.  He  figna- 
lized  himielf  as  a  critic,  having  written  fome  very 
bad  plays ;  abufed  Mr.  P.  very  fcandaloufly  in  an 
anonymous  pamphlet  of  the  Life  of  Mr.  Wycher- 
ley,  printed  by  Curll ;  in  another,  called  the  New 
Rehearfal,  printed  in  1714;  in  a  third,  intituled 
the  Complete  Art  of  Englilh  Poetry,  in  two  vo- 
lumes ;  and  other?. 

Ver.  197.  Howard,]  Hon.  Edward  Howard, 
author  of  the  Eritifh  Princes,  and  a  great  number 
of  wondeiful  pieces,  celebrated  by  the  late  Earls  of 
Dorfet  and  Rochefter,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  Mr. 
Waller,  &c. 

Ver  309, 310.  under  Archer's  wing, — Gaming, 
&c.}  When  the  ftatute  againft  gaming  was  drawn 
up,  it  was  reprefented,  that  the  king,  by  ancient 
cuftom,  plays  at  hazard  one  night  in  the  year  ;  and 
therefore  a  claufe  was  iuferted,  with  an  exemption 
as  to  that  particular.  Under  this  pretence,  the 
groom  porter  had  a  room  appropriated  to  gaming 
all  the  fummer  the  court  was  at  Ke«fington,  which 
his  majefty  accidentally  being  acquainted  with, 
with  a  juft  indignation,  prohibited.  Ic  is  reported 
the  fame  practice  is  yet  continued  wherever  the 
court  reficies,  and  the  hazard  table  there  open  to 
ail  the  profeffed  gamefters  in  town. 
*'  Greased  and  jufteft  SOVEREIGN  ;  know  you  this; 
"  Alas !  no  more,  than  Thames  calm  head  can 
"  know,  [o'erflow." 

*'  V/hofc  meads  his  arms  drown,  or  whofe  corn 

to  Queen  JiUz. 


Fill  fenares  nod  to  Lullabies  divine, 
And  all  be  deep,  as  at  an  ode  of  thine. 

She  ceas' J.   Then  fwells  the  chapel-royal  throat : 
God  fave  Jung  Cibber  !  mounts  in  every  note.  330 
Familiar  White's,  God  fave  king  Colley  '.  cries ; 
God  fave  king  Colley  !   Drury-lane  replies  : 
To  Needham's  quick  the  voice  triumphal  rode, 
But  pious  Needham  dropt  the  name  of  God ; 
Back  to  the  devil  the  laft  echoes  roll, 
And  Coll :  each  butcher  roars  at  Hockley-hclr. 

So  when  Jove's  block  defcended  from  on  high 
(As  (ings  thy  great  forefather  Ogilby) 
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Ver.  319.  Chapel  royal]  The  voices  and  inftru- 
ments  ufed  in  the  fervice  of  the  Chapel-royal 
being  alfo  employed  in  the  performance  of  the 
Birth-day,  and  New-year  odes. 

Ver.  324.  But  pious  Needham]  a  matron  of 
great  fame,  and  very  religious  in  her  way  ;  whofe 
conflant  prayer  it  was,  that  (he  might  "  get  enough 
"  by  her  profeflion  to  leave  it  off  in  time,  and 
"  make  her  peace  with  God."  But  her  fate  was 
"  not  fo  happy;  for  being  convi&ed,  and  fet  in 
the  pillory,  (he  was  '  to  the  latting  (name  of  all 
her  great  friends  and  votaries)  fo  ill  ufed  by  the 
populace,  that  it  put  an  end  to  her  days. 

Ver.  325  Back  to  the  Devil]  1'he  Devil  Tavern 
in  Fleet-ftreet,  where  thefe  oies  are  ufually  rc- 
hearfed  before  they  are  performed  at  Court.  Up- 
on which  a  wit  of  thofe  times  made  this  epigram: 
V  When  laureates  make  odes,  do  you  afk  of  what 
fort  ? 

"  Do  you  alk  if  they're  good,  or  are  evil  ? 
"  You  may  judge — From  the  Devil  they  come  to 

"  the  Court, 
"  And  go  from  the  Court  to  the  Devil." 

Ver.  328 — Ogilby) — God  fave  King  Log  !]  See 
Ogilby's  Mhp's  Fables,  where,  in  the  ftoryof  the 
frogs  and  their  king,  this  excellent  hemiftich  is  to 
be  found. 

Our  author  manifefts  here,  and  elfewhere,  a 
prodigious  tendernefs  for  the  bad  writers-  We 
fee  he  fele<5b  the  only  good  paffage,  perhaps,  in 
all  that  ever  Ogilby  writ !  which  (hows  how  can- 
did and  patient  a  reader  he  muft  have  been.  What 
can  be  more  kind  and  affectionate  than  the  wordt 
in  the  preface  to  his  poems,  where  he  labours  to 
call  up  a'l  our  humanity  and  forgivenefs  toward 
thefe  unlucky  men,  by  the  moft  moderate  repre- 
fentation  of  their  cafe,  that  has  ever  been  given 
by  any  author  ? 

But  how  much  all  indulgence  is  loft  upon  thefe 
people  may  appear  from  the  juft  reflection  made 
on  their  conftant  conducl  and  conftant  fate,  in  ^h£ 
following  epigram : 

"  Ye  little  wits,  that  gleamM  a-while, 

"  When  Pope  vouchfaf'd  a  ray, 
"  Alas  '   depriv'd  of  his  kind  frmlet 

"  How  foon  ye  fade  away ! 

"  To  compafs  Phoebus'  car  about, 
"Thus  empty  vapours  rife, 
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Loud  thunder-to  it.  bottom,  fcooV  the  bop,  Or  that  whereon  her  Curllsthe  public  pour,, 


And  the  hoarfe  nation  croak'd,  God  fave  king  Log! 
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"  Each  lends  his  cloud  to  put  him  out, 
"  That  rear'd  him  to  the  fkiea. 

"  Alas !  thofe  llties  are  not  your  fphere ; 

*'  There  he  fhall  ever  burn  : 
<•'  Weep,  we«"p,  and  fall !  for  earth  ye  were, 

"  And  niuft  to  earth  return." 


£00  K     H. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  king  be;pf  proclaimed,  the  folercnity  is  gra- 
ced .with  public  games  and  fports  of  various 
kinds;  not  infrituted  by  the  hero,  as  by  JEneas 
in  Virgil,  but  for  greater  honour  by  the  god- 
defs  in  perfon  (in  like  manner  as  the  games 
Pythia,  Uthmia,  &c.  were  anciently  faid  to  be 
ordained  by  the  Gods,  and  as  Thetis  herfelf  ap- 
pearing, according  to  Homer,  Odyff.  xxiv;pro- 
•pofed  the  pri?es  in  honour  of  her  fon  Achilles). 
Hither  flock  the  poets  and  critics,  attended,  as 
is  but  juft,  with  their  patrons  and  bookfellers. 
The  goddefs  is  firft  pleafed,  for  her  djfport,  to 
propofe  games  to  the  bookfellers,  and  fetteth 
up  the  phantom  of  a  poet,  which  they  contend 
to  overtake.  The  races  defcribed,  with  their 
divers  accidents.  Next,  the  game  for  a  poetefs. 
Thjsn  follow  the  exercifes  for  the  poets,  of  tick- 
}ing,  vociferating,  divipg  :  The  firfl  holds  forth 
the  arts  and  pra'dices  of  dedicators,  the  fecond 
r-f  diiputants  and  fuftian  poets,  the  third  of  prq- 
found,  dark,  and  dirty  party-writer*.  Laftly, 
lor  the  critics,  the  goddefs  propofes  (with  great 
•propriety)  an  exercjfe,  not  of  their  parts,  but 
their  patience,  in  hearing  the  works  of  two  vo- 
luminous authors,  one  in  yerfe,  and  the  other 
in  profe,  deliberately  read,  without  fleeping  : 
The  various  effc&s  of  which,  with  the  feveral 
degrees  and  manners  of  their  operation,  are 
liere  fet  forth  ;  till  the  whole  number,  not  of 
critics  only,  but  of  fpetflators,  actors,  and  all 
prefent,  fall  faft  afleep  ;  which  naturally  a«d 
tiecefTarily  ends  the  games. 

JIIGH  on  a  gorgeous  feait,  that  far  out-fhope 
JHicnley's  gilt  tub,  or  Fltckno's  Irifb  throne. 


REMARKS. 

Two  thing?  there  are,  u^on  the  fupppfition  of 
wluch  the  very  bafts  of  all  verbal  criticifm  is  found- 
ed and  fuppprted:  The  nril,  that  an  author  could 
never  fail  to  ufe  the  beft  word  qn  every  occafion  ; 
the  iecond,  that  a  critic  cannot  choofe  but  know 
\vhich  that  is.  This  being  granted,  whenever  any 
•word  doth  not  fully  content  us,  we  take  upon  us  to 
conclude,  firfl,  that  the  author  could'  never  have 
uffd  it ;  and,  fecondly,  that  he  muft  have  ufec|  that 
$n:r y  one,  which  we  conjedure,  in  its  ftead. 


\jr  mst  wiici  c  uii  !!*-•  ^.**» 

All  bounteous,  fragrant  grains  and  golden  (bowers, 
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We  cannot  therefore,  enough  admire  the  learn- 
ed Scriblerus  for  his  alteiation  of  the  text  in  the 
two  lail  verfes  of  the  preceding  book,  which  in  all 
the  former  editions  flood  thus  : 

Hoarfe  thunder  to  its  bottom  (hook  the  hop, 
And  the  loud  nation  croak'd,  God  fave  king  Log 

H?  has,  with  great  judgmrnt,  tranfpofed  thefe: 
two  epithets;  putting  hoarfc  to  the  nation,  and 
load  to  the  thunder  :  And  this  being  evidently  the 
true  reading,  he  vouchfafed  not  fo  much  as  to 
mention  the  former;  for  which  afTertion  of  the 
juft  right  of  a  critic  he  merits  the  acknowledge- 
ment of  all  found  commentators. 

Ver.  z.  Henley's  gilt  tub,]  The  pulpit  of  a  dif- 
fcnter  is  ufually  called  a  tub;  but  that  of  Mr.  Ora- 
tor Henley  was  covered  with  velvet,  and  adorned 
with  gold.  He  had  alfo  a  fair  altar,  and  over  it 
this  extraordinary  infcription,  '  The  Primitive 
Eucharifl.'  See  the  hiflory  of  this  perfon,  book 

Ver.  ^.  or  Fleckno'*  Trifh  throne,]  Richard 
Fleckno  was  an  Irifh  prieft,  but  had  laid  afide  (as 
himfelf  expreffed  it)  the  mechanic  part  of  prieft- 
hood.  He  printed  fome  plays,  poems,  letters,  and 
travels.  \  doubt  not,  our  author  took  occafion  to 
mention  him  in  rcfpedr.  to  the  poem  of  Mr  Dry- 
den,  to  which  this  bears  fome  rcfemblance,  though 
of  a  character  more  different  from  it  than  that  of 
the  JEneidfrom  the  Iliad,  or  the  Lutrin  of  Boileau 
from  the  Defait  de  Bout,s  rimees  of  Sarazin. 

It  may  be  joft  worth  mentioning,  that  the  emi- 
nence from  whence  the  ancient  fophifh  entertain- 
ed their  auditor?,  was  called  by  the  pompous 
name  of  a  throne.  Themjftius,  Orat.  i. 

Ver.  3.  Or  thar  where  on  her  Curlls  the  public 
pours,]  Edmund  Curll  flood  in  the  pillory  at  Cha- 
ring-crofs,  in  March  1727-8.  "  This  (faith  Ed- 
"  mund  Curll)  is  a  falie  affertion — I  had  indeed 
"  the  corporal  punifhrnent  of  what  the  gentle- 
"  men  of  the  long  robe  are  pleafed  jocofely  to  call 
"  mounting  the  roftrum  for  one  hour  :  but  that 
"  fcene  of  aftion  was  not  in  the  month  of  March, 
"  but  in  February."  [Curlliad,  iimo,  p.  19.] 
And  of  the  hiftory  of  his  being  toll  in  a  blanket, 
he  faith,  l<  Here,  Scriblerus :  thou  leefefl  in  what 
"  thou  afferteft  concerning  the  blapket :  it  was 
"  not  a  blanket,  but  a  rug,"  p.  25.  Much  in  the 
fame  manner  Mr.  Gibber  remonilrated,  that  his 
brother*,  at  bedlam,  mentioned  Book  i.  were  not 
brazen,  but  blocks;  yet  our  author  let  it  pafs  un- 
altered, as  a  trifle  that  no  way  altered  the  relation- 
fhip. 

We  fhnuld  think  (gentle  reader)  that  we  but  ill 
performed  our  part,  if  we  corre&ed  not  as  well 
our  own  errors  npw,  as  formerly  thofe  of  the  print- 
er. Since  what  moved  us  to  this  work,  was  folely 
the  love  of  truth  not  in  the  Icaft  any  vain-glory, 
or  defire  to  contend  with  great  authors.  And 
farther,  our  miitakes,  we  conceive,  ^vill  the  rath?;.- 


THE   DUNCIAD. 


2*1 


Great  Cibber  fate  :    The  proud  Parnaflian  fneer, 
The  confcious  fimper,  and  the  jealous  leer, 
Mix  on  his  look  :  All  eyes  dutcl  their  rays 
On  him,  and  crowds  turn  coxcombs  as  they  gaze. 
His  peers  fhine  round  him  with  reflected  grace, 
New  edge  their  dulnefs,  and  new   bronze  their 

face.  10 

So  from  the  fun's  broad  beam,  in  fliallow  urns, 
Heaven's  twinkling  fparks  draw  light,  and  point 

their  horns. 

Not  with  more  glee,  by  hands  Pontific  crown'd. 
With  fcarlet  hats  wide-waving  circled  round, 
Home  in  her  Capital  (aw  Querno  fit, 
Thron'd  on  feven  hills,  the  Antichrift  of  Wit. 

And  now  ,the  queen,  to  glad  her  fons,  proclaims 
By  herald  hawkers,  high  heroic  games. 
They  fummon  all  her  race  :  An  endlefs  band 
Pours  forth,  and  leaves  unpeopled  half  the  land.  2O 
A  niotley  mixture  !   in  long  wigs,  in  bags, 
In  filks,  in  crapes,  in  Garters,  and  in  rags, 
From  drawing-rooms,  from  colleges,  from  garrets, 
On  horfe,  on  foot,  in  hacks,  arid  gilded  chariots : 
All  who  true  Dunces  in  her  caufe  appear'd, 
And  all  who  knew  thofe  Dunces  to  reward. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  5.  Great  Tibbald  nods. 
Ver.  8.  In  the  former  edit. 
On  him,  and  crowds  grow  foolifh  as  they  gaze. 
The  four  next  lines  are  added. 
Ver.  17. 

To  grace  this  honour'd  day,  the  queen  proclaims* 
Ver.  19.  She  fummons  all  her  fons,  &c. 
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be  pardoned,  as  fcarce  poflible  to  be  avoided  in 
writing  of  fuch  perfons  and  works  as  do  ever  fhun 
the  light.  However,  that  we  may  net  any  way 
foften  or  extenuate  the  fame,  we  give  them  thee 
in  the  very  words  of  our  antagonifb  :  not  defend- 
ing, but  ratracling  them  from  our  heart,  and  crav- 
ing excufe  of  the  parties  offended  :  For  furely  in 
this  work,  it  hath  been  above  all  things  our  defire 
to  provoke  no  man.  SCRIBE. 

Ver.  15.  Rome  in  her  Capitol  faw  C^nerno  fit,] 
Camillo  Querno  was  of  Apulia,  who  hearing  the 
great  encouragement  which  Leo  X,  gave  to  poets, 
travelled  to  Rome  with  a  harp  in  his  hand,  and 
fung  to  it  twenty  thoufand  verfcs  of  a  poem  called 
Alexias.  He  was  introduced  as  a  buffoon  to  Leo, 
and  promoted  to  the  honour  of  the  laurel;  a  jeft 
which  the  Court  of  Rome  and  the  Pope  himfelf 
entered  into  fo  far,  as  to  caufe  him  to  ride  on  an 
elephant  to  the  Capitol,  and  to  hold  a  folemn  fefti- 
val  on  his  coronation  ;  at  which  it  is  recorded  the 
poet  himfelf  was  fo  tranfported  as  to  weep  for 
joy*.  He  was  ever  after  a  conftant  frequenter  of 
the  Pope's  table,  dranjk  abundantly,  and  poured 
forth  verfes  witheut  number.  Paulus  Jovius,  Eiog. 
Vir.  do&.  cap.  Ixxxiii.  Some  idea  of  his  poetry 
Is  given  by  Fam.  Strada,  in  his  Prolufions. 


Amid  that  area  wide  they  took  their  ftand, 
Where   the   tail   May-pole   once  o'erlook'd  the 

Strand, 

But  now  (fo  ANNE  and  Piety  ordain) 
A  church  collects  the  faints  of  Drury-lane.         3* 

With  authors,  flationers  obey'd  the  call 
(The  field  of  glory  is  a  field  for  all). 
Glory  and  gain,  th'  induftrious  tribe  provoke ; 
And  gentle  Dulnefs  ever  loves  a  joke. 
A  poet's  form  fhe  plac'd  before  their  eyes, 
And  bade  the  nimbleft.  racer  feize  the  prize ; 
No  meagre,  mufe-rid  mope,aduft  and  thin, 
In  a  dun  night-gown  of  his  own  loofe  fkin  ; 
But  fach  a.  bulk  as  no  twelve  bards  could  raife, 
Twelve  ftarveling  bards  of  thefe  degenerate  days. 
All  as  a  partridge  plump,  full-fed  and  fair,        41 
She  form'd  this  image  of  well-body'd  air ; 
With  pert  flat  eyes  Ihe  window 'd  well  its  head ; 
A  brain  of  feathers,  and  a  heart  of  lead  ; 
And  empty  words  fhe  gave,  and  founding  ftrain, 
But  fenfelefs,  lifelefs  !  idol  pert  and  vain  1 
Never  was  dafh'd  out  at  one  lucky  hit, 
A  fool,  fo  juft  a  copy  of  a  wit ; 
So  like,  that  critics  faid,  and  courtiers  fwore, 
A  wit  it  was,  and  calt'd  the  phantom  More.    50 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  34.  And  gentle  Dulnefs  ever  loves  ajoke.} 
This  fpecies  of  mirth  called  a  joke,  arifing  from  a 
Malentendu,  may  be  well  fuppofed  to  be  the  delight 


See  ttfe  of  C.  C,  chap.  vi.  f>. 


Ver.  4  7.  Never  was  dafh'd  out,  at  one  lucky  hit.} 
Our  author  here  feeim  willing  to  give  fome  account 
of  the  poflibility  of  Dulnefs  making  a  wit  (which 
could  be  done  no  other  way  than  by  chance). 
The  fiiStion  is  the  more  reconciled  to  probability 
by  the  known  ftory  of  Apelles,  who  being  at  a 
lofs  to  exprefethe  foam  of  Alexander's  horfe,  dafh-> 
ed  his  pencil  in  defpair  at  the  picture,  and  happen- 
ed to  do  it  by  that  fortunate  ftroke. 

Ver.  50.  andcall'd  the  phantom  More.]  CURLL, 
in  his  Key  to  the  Dunciad,  affirmed  this  to  be 
James-Moore  Smith,  Elq. ;  and  it  is  probable  (con- 
iidering  what  is  faid  of  him  in  the  Teftimonies} 
that  fome  might  fancy  our  author  obliged  to  re- 
prefent  this  gentleman  as  a  plagiary,  or  to  pafe 
for  one  himfelf.  His  cafe  indeed  was  like  that 
of  a  man  I  have  heard  of,  who,  as  he  was  fitting 
in  company,  perceived  his  next  neighbour  had 
flolen  his  handkerchief  :  "  Sir,"  (faid  the  thief, 
finding  himfeif  detected)  "  do  not  expofe  me,  I 
"  did  it  for  mere  want;  be  fo  good  as  take  it  pri- 
"  vately  out  of  my  pocket  again,  and  fay  nothing." 
The  houcfl  man  did  fo,  but  the  other  cried  out, 
"  See,  gentlemen,  what  a  thief  we  have  among 
"  us!  look,  he  is  ftealing  my  handkerchief !" 

Some  time  before,  he  had  borrowed  of  Dr.  Ar- 
buthnot  a  paper  called  an  Hiftorico-phyfical  ac- 
count of  the  South  Sea;  and  of  Mr.  Pope  the  Me- 
moirs of  a  Parifh  Clerk,  which  for  two  years  he 
kept,  and  read  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Young  ;  F.  Bil- 
lers,  Efq.  and  many  others,  as  his  own.  Bei "  j 
applied  to  for  them,  he  pretended  they  were  loft  ; 
hut  there  happening  to  be  another  copy  of  the 


ic/i 


THE    WOR.KS    OF    POPE. 


All  gaze  "with  ardour  :  r>me  a  poet's  name, 
Others  a  f word-knot  aod  lac'd  fuit  inflame. 
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letter,  it  came  out  in  Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcel- 
Janies.  Upon  thi=,  it  feems,  he  was  fo  far  mif- 
taken  as  to  confers  his  proceeding  by  an  endeavour 
tp  hide  it  :  unguardedly  printing  (in  the  Daily 
Journal  of  April  j,  1728.)  "  That  the  contempt 
**  which  he  and  others  had  for  thefe  pieces," 
(which  only  himfelf  had  ihown,  and  handed  a- 
bout  as  his  own)  "  occafioned  their  being  loft,  and 
•*  for  that  caufe  only  not  returned  "  A  fact,  of 
which  as  none  but  he  could  be  confcious,  none  but 
he  c •  uld  be  the  publifher  of  it.  The  plagiarifms 
of  this  perfon  gave  occafion  to  the  following  Epi- 
gram : 

".  Moore  always  fmiles  whenever  he  recites; 

"  He  fmiles  (you  think)  approving  what  he  writes. 

a  And  yet  in  this  no  vanity  is  fhown; 

*'  A  modefl  man  may  like  what's  not  his  own." 

This  young  gentleman's  whole  misfortune  was 
too  inordinate  a  paflion  to  be  thought  a  wit.  Here 
is  a  very  ftrong  inftance  attefttd  by  Mr.  Savage, 
Ion  of  the  late  Earl  Rivers;  who  having  fhown 
ibrae.  verfes  of  his  in  manufcript  to  Mr.  Moore 
wherein  Mr.  Pope  was  called  firft  of  the  tuneful  train, 
Mr.  Moore  the  next  morning  fent  to  Mr.  Savage, 
to  give  thofe  verfes  another  turn,  to  wit,  "  That 
"  Pope  might  now  be  the  firft,  becaufe  Moore, 
"  had  left  him  unrivalled,  in  turning  his  ftyle  to 
K  Comedy."  This  was  during  the  rehearfal  of 
the  Rival  Modes,  his  firft  and  only  work;  the 
town  condemned  it  in  the  action,  but  he  printed 
it  in  1726-7,  with  this  modefl  motto  : 

"  Hie  cceftus,  artemque  repono." 

The  fmaller  pieces  which  we  have  heard  attribut- 
ed to  this  author  are  An  Epigram  on  the  Bridge 
at  Blenheim,  by  Dr.  Evans :  Cofmelia,  by  Mr. 
Pit,  Mr.  Jones,  &c.  The  Mock  Marriage  of  a 
mad  Divine,  with  a  Cl.  for  a  Parfon,  by  Dr.  W. 
The  Saw  pit,  a  Simile,  by  a  Friend  Certain 
Phyfical  works  on  Sir  James  Baker  ;  and  fomc  un- 
owned Letters,  Advertifemerits.  and  Epigrams  a- 
gaiuft  our  author  in  the  Daily  Journal. 

Notwithstanding  what  is  here  collected  of  the 
perfon  imagined  by  Curll  to  be  meant  in  this  place, 
•we  cannot  be  of  that  opinion  ;  fince  our  poet  had 
certainly  no  need  of  vindicating  half  a  dozen  of 
verfes  to  himfelf,  which  every  reader  has  done 
£or  him;  fince  the  name  itfelf  is  not  fpelled  Moore, 
•tut  More ;  and,  laftly,  fince  tlie  learned  Scriblerus 
has  not  proved  the  contrary. 

Ver.  50.  the  phantom  More.]  It  appears  from 
hence,  that  this  is  not  the  name  of  a  real  perfon, 
but  fictitious.  More  from  pu^as,  ftultus,  pupiic, 
ftultitia,  to  reprefent  thefoliy  of  a  plagiary.  Thus 
Erafmus,  "  Admoruiit  me  Mori  cognomen  tibi, 
i*  quod  tam  ad  Moriae  vocabulum  accedit  quam  es 
i>  ijpfe  a  re  alienus'"  Dedication  of  tyloris  Euco- 


But  lofty  Linrot  in  the  circle  rofe : 
"  This  prize  is  mine  ;  who  tempt  it  are  my  foes; 
"  With  me  began  this  genius,  and  ihall  end." 
He  fpoke  :  and  »vho  with  Lintot  (hall  contend  ? 

Fear  held  them  mute.     Alone,  untaught  t   fear, 
Stood  dauntlefs  Curll ;  "  Behold  that  rival  here  ; 
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mium  on  Sir  Tho.  More ;  the  farewell  of  which 
may  be  our  author's  to  his  plagiary,  Vale  !  More  '. 
et  moriam  tuam  graviter  defende  Adieu  !  More  ! 
and  be  fure  ftrongly  to  defend  thy  own  folly. 

SCRIBL. 

Ver.  53.  But  lofty  Lintot]  We  enter  here  up- 
on the  epifode  of  the  bookfeilers ;  perform, 
whofe  names  being  more  known  and  famous  :in 
the  learned  world  than  thofe  of  the  authors  in  this 
poem,  do  therefore  need  lefs  explanation.  The 
action  of  Mr.  Lintot  here  imitates  that  of  Daras 
in  Virgil,  nfuig  juft  in  this  manner  to  lay  hold  oft 
a  bull.  This  eminent  bnokfeller  printed  the  Rival 
Modes  before  mentioned. 

Ver.  j8.  Stood  dauntlefs  Curll;]  We  come  now 
to  a  character  of  much  refpect,  that  of  Mr.  Ed- 
mund Curll.  As  a  plain  repetition  of  great  ac- 
tions is  the  beft  praife  of  them,  we  fhall  only  fay 
of  this  eminent  man,  that  he  carried  the  trade  ma- 
ny lengths  beyond  what  it  had  ever  before  arriv- 
ed at ;  and  th.at  he  wa<  the  envy  and  admiration 
of  all  his  profHfion.  He  poffefled  himfelf  a  com- 
mand over  all  authors  whatever  ;  he  caufed  them 
to  write  what  he  pleafed;  they  could  not  call 
their  very  names  their  own  He  was  not  only 
famous  among  thefe;  he  was  taken  notice  of  by 
the  ftate,  the  church,  and  the  law,  and  received] 
particular  marks  of  diftin<5tion  from  each. 

It  will  be  owned  that  he  is  here  introduced  with 
all  poflible  dignity  :  He  fpeaks  like  the  intrepid 
Diomede  ;  he  runs  like  the  fwifr-footed  Achilles  ; 
if  he  falls  'tis  like  rhe  beloved  Nifus ;  and  (what 
Homer  makes  to  be  the  chief  of  all  praifes)  he  is 
favoured  of  the  gods ;  he  fays  but  three  words, 
and  his  prayer  is  heard  ;  a  goddefs  conveys  it  to 
the  feat  of  Jupiter  :  Though  he  lofcs  the  prize,  he 
gains  the  victory  ;  the  great  mother  comforts  him, 
me  infpires  him  with  expedients,  (lie  honours  him 
with  an  immortal  prefent  (fuch  as  Achilles  re- 
ceives from  Thetis,  and  ^neas  from  Venus),  at 
once  inftructive  and  prophetical ;  after  this  he  is 
unrivalled  and  triumphant. 

The  tribute  our  author  here  pays  him  is  a  grate- 
ful return  for  feveral  unmerited  obligations:  Ma- 
ny weighty  animadverfions  on  the  public  affairs, 
and  many  excellent  and  diverting  pieces  on  pri- 
vate perfons,  has  he  given  to  his  name.  If  ever 
he  owed  two  verfes  to  any  other,  he  owed  Mr. 
Curll.  fome  thoufands.  He  was  every  day  ex- 
tending his  fame,  and  enlarging  his  writings  : 
Witnefa  innumerable  inftance$ ;  but  it  fhall  fuf- 
fice  only  to  mention  the  Court  Poems,  which  he 
meant  to  pubhlh  as  the  work  of  the  true  writer,  a 
lady  of  quality ;  but  being  firft  threatened,  and 
afterwards  punifhed  for  it  by  Mr.  Pope,  he  gene- 
roufly  transferred  it  from  her  to  him,  and  ever 
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v  The  race  by  vigour,  not  by  vaunts,  is  won ; 
"  So  take  the  hindmoft,  hell,"  (he  faid)  and  run. 
Swift  as  a  bard  the  bailiff  leaves  behind,  6 1 

He  left  huge  Lintot,  and  outftript  the  wind. 
As  when  a  dab-chick  waddles  through  the  copfe 
On  feet  and  wings,  and  flies,  and  wades,  and  hops; 
So  labouring  on,  with  fhoulders,  hands,  and  head, 
Wide  as  a  windmill  all  his  figure  fpread, 
With  arms  expanded  Bernard  row*  his  ftate, 
And  left-legg'd  Jacob  feems  to  emulate. 
Full  in  the  middle  way  there  flood  a  lake, 
Which  Curll's  Corinna  chanc'd  that  morn  to  make: 
(Such  was  her  wont,  at  early  dawn  to  drop         /I 
Her  evening  cates  before  his  neighbour's  fhop) 
Here  fortun'd  Curll  to  flide  ;  loud  fhout  the  band, 
And   Bernard  :    Bernard !    rings  through  all  the 

Strand. 

Obfcene  with  filth  rhe  mifcreant  lies  bewray *d, 
Fall'n  in  the  plafh  his  wickedncfs  had  laid  : 
Then  firft  (if  poets  aught  of  truth  declare) 
The  caitiff  Vaticide  conceiv'd  a  prayer, 

Hear,  Jove  !  whofe  name  my  bards  and  I  adore, 
As  much  at  leaft  as  any  god's,  or  more ;  70 

And  him  and  his,  if  more  devotion  warms, 
.Down  with  the  Bible,  up  with  the  Pope's  arms. 
A  place  there  is,  betwixt  earth,  air,  and  teas, 
Where,  from  ambrofia,  Jove  retires  for  cafe. 
There  in  his  fate  two  fpacious  vents  appear, 
On  this  he  fits,  to  that  he  leans  his  ear, 
And  hears  the  various  vows  of  fond  mankind  ; 
Some  beg  an  eaftern,  fome  a  weftern  wind  ; 
All  vain  petitions,  mounting  to  the  fky, 
With  reams  abundant  this  abode  fupply  ;  90 


VARIATION. 
Ver.  67. 

Wirh  Itgs  expanded,  Bernard  urg'd  the  race, 
And  fcem'd  to  emulate  great  Jacob's  pace. 

REMARKS. 

fmce  printed  it  in  his  name.  The  flngle  time 
that  ever  he  fpoke  to  C.  was  on  that  affair,  and 
to  that  happy  incident  he  owed  all  the  favour  fince 
received  from  him  :  So  true  is  the  faying  of  Dr. 
Sydcnham,  "  that  any  one  fhall  be,  at  fome  time 
*'  or  other,  the  better  or  the  worfe,  for  having 
"  but  feen  or  fpoken  to  a  good  or  bad  man." 

Ver.  70.  Curll's  Corinna]  This  name,  it  feem 
was  taken  by  one  Mrs.  Thomas,  who  procured 
fome  private  letters  of  Mr.  Pope,  while  almoft  a 
boy,  to  Mr.  Cromwell,  and  fold  them  without 
the  confent  of  either  thofe  gentlemen  to  Curll,  wh 
printed  them  in  lamo,  1727.  He  difcovered  her 
to  be  the  publifher,  in  his  Key,  p.  12.  We  only 
take  this  opportunity  of  mentioning  the  manner 
in  which  thofe  letters  got  abroad,  which  the  au- 
thor was  afhamed  of  as  very  trivial  things,  full 
not  only  of  levities,  but  of  wrong  judgments  o 
men  and  books,  and  only  excufeable  from  the 
youth  and  inexperience  of  the  writer. 

Ver.  8 a.  Down  with  the  Bible,  up  with  th< 
Pope's  arms  ]  The  BibJe^Curll's  fign  :  the  Crofs 
fc.eys,  Lintot'a., 


Amus'd  he  reads,  and  then  returns  the  bills 
ign'd  with  that  Ichor  which  from  gods  diftils. 

in  office  here  fair  Cloacina  ftands, 
And  minifters  to  Jove  with  pureft  hands. 
Forth  from  the  heap  flie  pick'd  her  vot'ry's  prayer. 
And  plac*d  it  next  him  a  diftin<Stion  rare  ! 
3ft  had  the  goddefs  heard  her  fervant's  call, 
rrom  her  black  grottos  near  the  Temple-wall, 
.iftening  delighted  to  the  jell  unclean 
Of  link-boys  vile,  and  watermen  obfcene ;         I0<|! 
Where  as  h«  fifh'd  her  nether  realms  for  wit, 
She  oft  had  favour'd  him,  and  favours  yet. 
Renew'd  by  ordure's  fympathetic  force, 
As  oil'd  with  magic  juices  for  the  courfe, 
Vigorous  he  rifes;  from  the  effluvia  ftrong, 
Imbibes  ne%v  life,  and  fcours  and  ftinks  along  ; 
Repaffes  Lintot,  vindicates  the  race, 
Nor  heeds  the  brown  diflionou.rs  of  his  face. 

And  now  the  viftor  ftretch'd  his  eager  hand 
Where  the  tall  nothing  ftood,  or  feem'd  to  ftand; 
A  fhapelefs  fhade,  it  melted  from  his  fight,       1 1C 
Like  forms  in  clouds,  or  vifions  of  the  night. 
To  feize  hi*  papers,  Curll,  was  next  thy  care  ; 
His  papers,  light,  fly  diverfe,  toft  in  air'; 
Songs,  fonnets,  epigrams,  the  winds  uplift, 
And  whUk  them  back  to  Evans,  Young,  and  Swift, 
Th*  embroider'*!  fuit  at  leaft  he  deem'd  his  prey. 
That  fuit  an  unpay'd  taylor  fnatch'd  away. 
No  rag,  no  fcrap,  of  all  the  beau  or  wit, 
That  once  fo  fl&tterM,  and  that  once  fo  writ  I2O 

Heaven  rings  with  laughter  :  Of  the  laughter 

vain, 

Dulnefs,  good  queen,  repeats  the  jeft  again. 
Three  wicked  imps,  of  her  own  Grub-ftreet  choira 
She  deck'd  like  Congreve,  Addifon,  and  Prior : 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  <)9- — 104.  In  former  etlit.  th«s: 
(Oft  as  he  fifh'd  her  nether  realms  for  wif, 
The  goddefs  favour'd  him,  and  favours  yet) 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  roi.  Where,  as  he  finVd,  &c.]  See  the 
preface  to  Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcellanies. 

Ver.  1 1 6.  Evans,  Young,  and  Swift.]  Some  of 
thofe  perfons,  whofe  writings,  epigrams,  or  jefts 
he  had  owned,  See  note  on  ver.  50. 

Ver.  118.  an  unpay'd  taylor]  This  line  has  been 
loudly  complained  of  in  Mifl,  June  8,  Dedic.  to 
Sawney,  and  others,  as  a  moft  inhuman  fatire  03 
the  poverty  of  poets  :  But  it  is  thought  our  author 
will  be  acquitted  by  a  jury  of  Taylors.  To  me 
this  inftance  feems  unluckily  chcfea  ;  if  it  be  a  fa- 
tire  on  any  body,  it  muft  on  a  bad  payrnafter, 
fince  the  perfon  to  whom  they  have  here  applied 
it,  was  a  man  of  fortune.  Not  but  poets  may  well 
be  jealous  of  fo  great  a  prerogative  as  non-pay- 
ment ;  which  Mr.  Dennis  fo  far  afferts,  as  boldly 
to  pronounce,  that  "  if  Homer  himfelf  was  not; 
"  in  debt,  it  was  becaufe  nobody  would  truft 
"  him."  Prcf.  to  Rem.  on  the  Rape  of  the  Locks 
p-  IS- 

Ver.  124.  like  Congreve,  Addifon,  and  Prior;] 
Thefe  authors  being  fy ch  whcfe  names  will  reach 
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Meers,  Warner,  Wilklns,  run  :  deiufivc  thought ! 
Breval,  Bond,  Befaleel,  the  varlets  caught. 
Curll  ftretches  after  Gay,  but  Gay  is  gone, 
He  grafps  an  empty  Jofeph  for  a  John  : 
So  Proteus  hunted  in  a  nobler  fhape, 
Became,  when  feiz'd,  a  puppy,  or  an  ape.         130 
To  him  the  goddefs  :  fon  1  thy  grief  lay  down 
And  turn  this  whole  illufion  on  the  town  : 
As  the  fage  dame,  experienced  in  her  trade, 
J3y  names  of  toafts  retails  each  batter'd  jade  ; 
(Whence    haplefs  Monfieur  much  complains  at 

Paris 

Of  wrongs  from  Ducheffes  and  Lady  Maries ;) 
15e  thine,  my  Stationer !  this  magic  gift ; 
Cook  fhall  be  Prior ;  and  Concanen,  Swift : 


REMARKS- 

riofterity,  we  fhall  not  give  any  account  of  them, 
hut  proceed  to  thofe  of  whom  it  is  neceffary. — 
33efaleel  Morris  was  author  of  fome  fatires  ou 
the  tranflators  of  Homer,  with  many  other 
things  printed  in  news-papers. — "  Bond  writ  a  fa- 
"  tire  againft  Mr.  P. — .  Capt.  Breval  was  au- 
"  thor  of  The  Confederates,  an  ingenious  drama- 
**  tic  performance  to  cxpofe  Mr.  P.  Mr.  Gay,  Dr. 
u  Arb.  and  fome  ladies  of  quality,"  fays,  C»RLL, 
Key,  p.  it. 

Ver.  125.  Mears,  Warner,  Wilkins]  Bookfellers, 
and  printers  of  much  anonymous  fluff. 

Ver.  126.  Breval,  Bund,  Befaleel,]  I  forefee  it 
will  be  objected  from  this  line,  that  we  were  in 
an  error  in  our  affertion  on  ver.  50.  of  this  book, 
that  More  was  a  fictitious  name,  fince  thofe  per- 
fons  are  equally  reprefented  by  the  poet  as  phan- 
toms. So  at  firft  fight  it  may  be  feen ;  but  be 
not  deceived,  reader ;  thefe  alfo  are  not  real  per- 
fons.  'Tis  true,  Curll  declares  Breval,  a  captain, 
author  of  a  piece  called  the  Confederates  ;  but  the 
fame  Curll  firft  faid  it  was  written  by  Jofepli  Gay: 
Is  his  fecond  aflertion  to  be  credited  any  more 
than  his  firft  ?  He  like  wife  affirms  Bond  to  be 
one  who  writ  a  fatire  on  our  poet :  But  where  is 
f. uch  a  fatire  to  be  found  ?  where  was  fuch  a  wri- 
ter ever  heard  of?  As  for  Befaleel,  it  carries 
forgery  in  the  rery  name ;  nor  is  it  as  the  others 
are,  a  furaame.  Thou  may'ft  depend  upon  it,  no 
iuch  authors  ever  lived  ;  all  phantoms.  SCRIBL. 

Ver.  128.  Jofeph  Gay,  a  fictitious  name  put  by 
Curll  before  feveral  pamphlets,  which  made  them 
pafs  with  many  for  Mr.  Gay's. — The  ambiguity  of 
the  word  Jofeph,  which  likewife  fignifies  a  loofe 
upper-coat,  gives  much  pleafantry  to  the  idea. 

Ver.  132.  And  turn  this  whole  illufion  on  the 
town:]  It  was  a  -common  .practice  of  this  book- 
feller  to  publHh  vile  pieces  of  obfcure  hands  un- 
der the  names  of  eminent  authors. 

Ver.  138.  Cook  mail  be  Prior,]  The  man  here 
fpecified  writ  a  thing  called  The  Battle  of  the 
Poets,  in  which  Philips  and  Welfted  were  the  he- 
roes, and  Swift  and  Pope  utterly  routed.  He  al- 
fo publifhed  fome  malevolent  things  in  the  Britifh, 
London,  and  Daily  Journals:  and  at  the  fame 
.time  wrote  letters  to  Mr.  Pope,  protefting  his  in- 
r-ocence.  His  chief  work  was  a  tranflatigjj  of 


So  fhall  each  hoftile  name  become  our  own, 
And  we  too  boaft  our  Garth  and  Addifon.       1441 
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Hefiod,  to  which  Theobald  writ  notes  and  half 
notes,  which  he  carefully  owned. 

Ver.  138.  and  Concanen,  Swift :]  In  the  firfl; 
edition  of  this  poem  there  were  only  afteriflcs  in 
this  place,  but  the  names  were  fince  infuted,  mere- 
ly to  fill  the  verle,  and  give  eafe  to  the  reader. 

Ver  140.  And  we  too  boaft  our  Garth  and  Ad- 
dtfon.]  Nothing  is  more  remarkable  than  our  au- 
thor's love  of  praifing  good  writers.  He  has  in 
this  very  poem  celebrated  Mr.  Locke,  Sir  Ifaac 
Newton,  Dr.  Barrow,  Dr.  Atterbury,  Mr.  Dry. 
den,  Mr.  Congreve,  Dr.  Garth,  Mr.  Addifon  ;  in 
a  word,  almoft  every  man  of  his  time  that  de- 
ferved  it ;  even  Gibber  himfelf  (prefuming  him 
to  be  the  author  of  the  Carelefs  Hufband).  It. 
was  very  difficult  to  have  that  pleafure  in  a  poem 
on  this  lubjecl,  yet  he  has  found  means  to  infert 
their  panegyric,  and  has  made  even  Dulnels  out 
of  her  own  mouth  to  pronounce  it.  It  muft  have 
been  particularly  agreeable  to  him  to  celebrate  Dr. 
Garth;  both  as  hisconftant  friend,  and  as  he  was  his 
predeceffor  in  this  kind  of  fatire.  The  Difpenfary 
attacked  the  whole  body  of  Apothecaries,  a  much 
more  ufeful  one  undoubtedly  than  that  of  the  bad 
poets;  if  in  truth  this  can  be  a  body,  of  which  no  two 
members  ever  agreed.  It  alfo  did,  what  Mr. 
Theobald  fays  is  unpardonable,  draw  in  parts  of 
private  character,  and  introduced  perfons  inde- 
pendent of  his  fubjedl.  Much  more  would  Eoi- 
leau  have  incurred  his  cenfure,  who  left  all  fub- 
je&s  whatever,  on  all  occafions,  to  fall  upon  the 
bad  poets  (which,  it  i»  to  be  feared,  would  have 
been  more  immediately  his  concern.)  But  cer- 
tainly next  to  commending  good  writers,  the  great - 
«ft  fervice  to  learning  is  to  expofe  the  bad,  who 
can  only  that  way  be  made  of  any  ufe  to  it.  This 
truth  is  very  well  fet  forth  in  thefe  Urres  addrcfled 
to  our  author. 

"  The  craven  rook,  and  pert  jack-daw, 

-"  (Though  neither  birds  ot  ;ror;dkmd) 
"  Yet  fcrve,  if  hang'd,  and  it;  fif'd  wi'h  ftraw, 
"  To  fhow  us  which  way  blows  the  wind. 

'  Thus  dirty  knaves,  or  chattering  fools, 
"  Strung  up  by  dozens  in  thy  lay, 

"  Teach  more  by  half  than  Dennis*  rule*, 
"  And  point  inftrudion  ev^.ry  way. 

"  With  Egypt's  art  thy  pen  may  ftrive  : 
"  One  potent  drop  let  this  but  fhed, 

"  And  every  rogue  that  flunk  alive, 
"  Becomes  a  precious  mummy  dead." 

Ver   142.  rueful  length  of  face]  "  The  decre- 

"  pid  perfon  or  figure  of  a  man  are  no  reflections 

upon  his  genius:     An  honeft   mind  will  love 


"  and  eftcem  a  man  of  worth,  though  he  be 
"  deformed  or  poor.  Yet  the  author  of  the 
"  Dimciad  hath  libelled  a  perfon  for  his  rueful 
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'  With  .that  flie  gave  him  (piteous  of  his  cafe, 
Yet  fmiling  at  his  rueful  length  of  face) 
A  fhaggy  tapeftry,  worthy  to  be  fpread, 
On  Codrus'  old,  or  Dunton's  modern  bed  ; 
Inftruclive  work !   whofe  wry-mouth'd  portraiture 
Difplay'd  the  faces  her  confeffors  endure. 
Earlefs  on  high,  ftood  unabafh'd  De  Foe, 
And  Tutchin  flagrant  from  the  fcourge  below. 
There  Ridpath,  Roper,  cudgell'd  might  you  view, 
The  very  worfted  ftill  iook'd  black  and  blue.   IJO 
Himfelf  among  the  ftory'd  chiefs  he  fpies, 
As,  from  the  blanket  high  in  air  he  flies. 


REMARKS. 

"  length  of  face  '."  Mift's  Journal,  June  8.  The 
genius  and  man  of  worth,  whom  an  honeft  mind 
fliould  love,  is  Mr.  Curll.  True  it  is,  he  flood 
on  the  pillory,  an  incident  which  will  lengthen 
the  face  of  any  man,  though  it  were  ever  fo  come- 
ly, therefore  is  no  reflection  on  the  natural  beau- 
ty of  Mr.  Curll.  But  as  to  reflection  on  any 
man's  face  or  figure,  Mr.  Dennis  faith  excclkat- 
tly  ;  "  Natural  deformity  comes  not  by  our  fault ; 
"  it  is  often  occafioned  by  calamities  and  difeafes, 
€t  which  a  man  can  no  more  help  than  a  monfter 
"  can  his  deformity.  There  is  ne  one  misfortune, 
"  and  no  ojie  difeafe,  but  what  all  mankind  are 
u  fubjec'l  to. — But  the  deformity  of  this  author  is 
"  vifible,  prefent,  lading,  unalterable,  and  pecu- 
u  liar  to^him.felf.  'Tis  the  mark  of  God  and  Na- 
"  ture  upon  him,  to  give  us  warning  that  we 
"  fhould  hold  no  fociety  with  him,  as  a  creature 
"  not  of  our  original,  nor  of  our  fpecies  :  and 
"  they  who  have  rcfufed  to  take  this  warning, 
"  which  God  and  Nature  has  given  them,  and 
"  have,  in  fpite  of  it,  by  a  fenfeleis  prefumption. 
*•  ventured  to  be  familiar  with  him,  have  fevercly 
u  fuffered,  <Scc.  It  is  certain  his  original  is  not 
"  from  Adam,  but  from  the  devil."  &c. Den- 
nis, CbaraUer  of  Mr.  P.  8vo.  I  716. 

Admirably  it  is  obferved  by  Mr.  Dennis  againft 
Mr.  Law,  p.  33.  "  That  the  language  of  Billingf- 
"  gate  can  never  be  the  language  oi  charity,  nor 
*'  confequemly  of  Chriftianity."  I  fliould  elfe  be 
tempted  to  ufe  the  language  of  a  critic  ;  for  what 
is  more  provoking  to  a  commentator  than  to  be- 
hold his  author  thus  pourtray'd  ?  Yet  I  confider 
it  really  hurt*  not  him  !  whereas  to  call  fome 
others  dull,  might  do  them  prejudice  with  a  world 
too  apt  to  believe  it :  Therefore,  though  Mr.  D. 
may  call  another  a  little  afs  or  a  young  toad,  far 
be  it  from  us  to  call  him  a  toothlefs  lion  or  an  old 
ierpent.  Indeed,  had  I  written  thefe  notes  (as 
\vas  once  my  intent)  in  the  learned  language,  I 
might  have  given  him  the  appellations  of  balatro, 
calceatum  caput,  fcurra  in  triviis,  being  phrafes  in 
good  efteem  and  frequent  ufage  among  the  beft 
learned :  But  in  our  mother-tongue,  were  I  to 
tax  any  gentlemen  of  the  Dunciad,  i'urely  it  fliould 
be  in  words  not  to  the  vulgar  intelligible  ;  where- 
by Chriftian  charity,  decency,  and  good  accord 
among  authors,  might  be  prelerved.  SCRIBL. 

The  good  Scriblerus  here,  as  on  all  occafions, 
y  fliows  kis  humanity.  But  it  was  far 


And  oh !  (he  cry'd)  what  ftreet,  what  lane,  but 

knows 
Our  purgings,  pumpings,  blanketings,  and  blows  I 
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otherwife  with  the  gentleman  of  the  Dunciad, 
whofe  fcurrilities  were  always  perfonal,  and  of  that 
nature  which  provoked  every  honeft  man  but  Mr. 
Pope;  yet  never  to  be  lamented,  fince  they  occa- 
fioned the  following  amiable  verfes : 

"  While  malice,  Pope,  denies  thy  page 

"  Its  own  ceieftial  fire  ; 
"  While  critics,  and  while  bards  in  rage, 

"  Admiring,  won't  admire  : 

"  While  wayward  pens  thy  worth  af&il, 
"  And  envious  tongues  decry ; 

"  Thefe  times  though  many  a  friend  bewaiJ? 
"  Thefe  times  bewail  not  I. 

*'  But  when  the  world's  loud  praife  is  thine, 
**  And  fpleen  no  more  ftiall  blame, 

"  When  with  thy  Homer  thou  fhalt  ftvins 
«  In  one  eftabliftVd  fame  : 

"  When  none  fhall  rail,  and  every  lay 

4<  Devote  a  wreath  to  thee ; 
"  That  day  (for  come  it  will)  that  day 

•'  Shall  1  lament  to  fee." 

Ver.  143.  A  fliaggy  tapeftry,]  A  forry  kind  of 
tapeftry  frequent  in  old  inns,  made  of  worfted  or 
fome  coarfer  ftuff ;  like  that  which  is  fpoken  of  by 
Donne.  Faces  as  frightful  as  theirs  who  whipc 
Chrift  in  old  hangings.  This  imagery  woven  in? 
it  alludea  to  the  mantle  of  Cioanthus,  in  JEn.  v. 

Ver.  144.  John  Dunton  was  a  broken  bookfel- 
ler,  and  abufive  fcribbler ;  he  writ  Neck  or  No- 
thing, a  violent  fatire  on  fome  minrfters  of  ftate  ; 
a  libel  on  the  Duke  of  Devonfhire  and  the  Bifliop 
of  Peterborough.  &c. 

Ver.  148.  And  Tutchin  flagrant  from  the 
fcourge]  John  Tutchin,  author  of  fome  vile  ver- 
fes, and  of  a  weekly  paper  called  the  Obftrvator :' 
He  was  fentenced  to  be  whipped  through  feveral 
towns  in  the  weft  of  England,  upon  which  he  pe- 
titioned King  James  IL  to  be  hanged.  When  that 
prince  died  in  exile,  he  wrote  an  inve&ive  againft 
his  memory,  occafioned  by  fome  humane  elegies 
on  his  death.  He  lived  to  the  time  of  Queen  Anne. 

Ver.  149.  There  Ridpath,  Roper,}  Authors  of 
the  Flying-Poft  and  Poll-Boy,  two  fcandalous  pa- 
pers on  different  fides,  for  which  they  equally  and 
alternately  dcferved  to  be  cudgelled,  and  were  fo. 

Ver.  151.  Himfelf  among  the  ftory'd  chiefs  he 
fpies,]  The  hiftory  of  Curll's  being  toffed  in  a 
blanket,  aijd  whipped  by  the  Scholars  of  Weft- 
minfter,  is  well  known.  Of  his  purging  and  vo- 
miting, fee  A  full  and  true  account  of  a  horrid 
Revenge  on  the  body  of  Edmund  Curll,  &c.  in 
Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcellanies. 

Ver.  157.  See  in  the  circle  next  Eliza  plac'd,} 
la  this  game  is  expofed,  in  the  moft  contemptuous 
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In  every  loom  our  labours  (hall  be  i>en, 
And  the  frefh  vomit  run  f<-r  ever  green  ! 

See  in  the  circle  next,  Eliza  plat'd, 
Two  babes  of  love  clofe  clinging  to  her  waift ; 
Fair  as  before  her  works  fhe  ftands  confefs'd,  159 
In  flowers  and  pearls  by  bounteous  Kirkall  drefs'd. 
The  goddefs  then  :  «'  Who  bed  can  fend  on  high 
**  The  falient  fpout,  far  ftreaming  to  the  fky ; 
'•  His  be  yon  Juno  of  majeftic  fize, 
*•  With  cow-like  udders,  and  with  ox-like  eyes. 
*•  This  China  Jordan  let  the  chief  o'er  come 
«*  Replenifh,  not  inglorioufly,  at  home." 

Oiborne  and  Curll  accept  the  glorious  ftrife, 
(Though  this  his  foa  diffuades,  and  that  his  wife.) 


REMARKS. 

manner,  the  profligate  licentioufnefs  of  thofe 
ihamelefs  fcribblers  (for  the  rnoft  part  of  that  fex 
which  ought  leaft  to  be  capable  of  fuch  malice  or 
impudence)  who,  in  libellous  memoirs  and  novels, 
reveal  the  faults  or  misfortunes  of  both  fexes,  to 
the  ruin  of  public  fame,  or  disturbances  of  private 
happinefs.  Our  good  poet,  (by  the  whole  caft  of 
his  work  being  obliged  not  to  take  off  the  irony) 
where  he  could  not  fhow  his  indignation,  hath 
fhown  his  contempt,  as  much  as  pofilble;  having 
here  drawn  as  vile  a  picture  a«  could  be  reprefent- 
cd  in  the  colours  of  epic  poefy.  SCRIBL. 

Ibid.  Eliza  Hay  wood ;  this  woman  was  autho- 
rels  of  thofe  moft  fcandalous  books  called  the 
Court  of  Carimania,  and  the  New  Utopia.  For 
the  two  babes  of  love,  fee  Curll,  Key,  p.  22.  But 
whatever  reflection  he  is  pleafed  to  throw  upon 
this  lady,  furely  it  was  what  from  him  fhe  little 
deferved,  who  had  celebrated  Curll's  undertakings 
for  reformation  of  manners,  and  declared  h  erf  elf 
"  to  be  fo  perfectly  acquainted  with  the  fweetnefs 
45  of  his  difpofition,  and  that  tendernefs  with 
"  which  he  confidered  the  errors  of  his  fellow- 
"  creatures  ;  that,  though  fhe  fhould  find  the  little 
•*  inadvertencies  of  her  own  life  recorded  in  his 
"  papers,  fhe  was  certain  it  would  be  done  in  fuch 
"  a  manner  as  fhe  could  not  but  approve."  Mrs. 
Haywood,  Hift.  of  Clar.  printed  in  the  Female 
Dunciad,  p.  18. 

Ver.  160.  Kirkall,]  the  name  of  an  engraver. 
Some  of  this  lady's  works  were  printed  in  four 
volumes  in  lamo,  with  her  picture  thus  drefled 
up  before  them. 

Ver.  167.  Ofborne,  Thomas]  A  bookfeller  in 
Gray's  Inn,  very  well  qualified  by  his  impudence 
to  act  this  part ;  therefore  placed  here  inftead  of 
a  lefs  deferving  predeceflor.  [Chapman,  the  pub- 
lifher  cf  Mrs.  Hay  wood's  New  Utopia,  £c.]  This 
man  publiflied  advertifements  for  a  year  together, 
pretending  to  fell  Mr.  Pope's  Subfcription  books' 
of  Homer's  Iliad  at  half  the  price :  Of  which  book 
he  had  none,  but  cut  to  the  fize  of  them  (which 
was  quarto)  the  common  books  in  folio,  without 
copperplates,  on  a  worfe  paper,  and  never  above 
half  the  value. 

Upon  this  advertifemem  the  Gazetteer  ha- 
rangued thus,  July  6,  1739,  "  How  melancholy 

"  mutt  it  be  to  a  writer  to  be  fo  unhappy  as  tp  fvc 


One  on  his  manly  confidence  relit., 

One  on  his  vigour  and  fuperior  fize.  lyft 

Firfl  Ofborne  lean'd  againft  his  lettcr'c!  poft  : 

It  rofe,  and  labour'd  te  a  curve  at  moft. 

So  Jove's  bright  bow  displays  its  watery  round 

(Sure  fign  that  no  fpe&ator  fhall  be  drown'd). 

A  fecond  effort  brought  but  new  difgrace, 

The  wild  Meander  wafh'd  the  artifl's  face  : 

Thus  the  fmuil  jet,  which  hafty  hands  unlock, 

Spirts  in  the  gardener's  eyes  who  turns  the  cock. 

Nut  fo  from  fhamelefs  Curll ;  impetuous  fpread 

The  ftream,  and  Imokiog  flourifh'd  o'er  his  htaci. 

So  (fam'd  like  thee  for  turbulence  and  horns)  181 

Eridanus  his  humble  fountain  fcorn»  ; 

Through  half  the  heavens  he  pours  th'  exalted 

urn ; 
His  rapid  waters  in  their  paflage  burn. 
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"  his  works  hawked  for  fale  in  a  manner  fo  fntat 
"  to  his  fame  !  How,  with  honour  to  yourfrlf, 
"  and  juftice  to  your  iubfcribers,  can  this  be  done  ". 
"  What  an  ingratitude  to  be  charged  on  the  only 
"  honeft  poet  that  lived  in  1738!  and  than  whom 
"  virtue  has  not  had  a  fhriller  trumpeter  for  ma-- 
"  ny  ages!  That  you  were  once  generally  admired 
"  and  eftecmed,  can  be  denied  by  uone;  but  that- 
"  yon  and  your  works  are  now  defpifed,  is  veri- 
"  fied  by  this  fact  :'%  which  being  utterly  falfe, 
did  not  indeed  much  humble  the  r.'ithor,  but 
drew  this  jufl  chaftifement  on  the  bookfeller. 

Ver.  183.  Through  half  the  heavens  he  pours 
th'  exalted  urn;]  In  a  manufcript  Dunciad  (v\here 
are  fomc  marginal  corrections  of  fome  gentlemen 
fome  time  deceafed)  I  have  found  another  reading 
of  thefe  lines  :  thus, 

"  And  lifts  his  urn,  through  half  the  heavens  to 

«*  flow; 
"  His  rapid  waters  in  their  paffage  glow." 

This  I  cannot  but  think  the  right  :  For,  firfl-, 
though  the  difference  between  burn  and  glow 
may  feem  not  very  material  to  others,  to  me  I 
confofa  the  latter  has  an  elegance,  a  je  ne  fcay 
quoy,  \vhich  is  much  eaficr  to  be  conceived  than 
explained.  Secondly,  every  reader  of  our  poet 
muft  have  obferved  how  frequently  he  nfcs  this 
word  glow  in  other  parts  of  his  works  :  To  in- 
ftance  only  in  his  Homer  : 

(i.)  Iliad  ix.  ver.  726.  Withonerefentment  glows,. 
(2.)  Iliad  xi.  ver.  926.  There  the  battle  glows. 
(3  )  Ibid.  ver.  985.  The  clofing  flefh  that  iaitant 

ceas'd  to  glow. 

(4.)  Iliad  xii.  ver.  45.  Encompafs'd  Hector  glowi. 
(5.)  Ibid.  ver.  475.  His  beating  breaft  with  ge- 

nerous ardour  glows. 
(6  )  Iliad  xvii.  ver.  591.  Another  part  glow'd 

with  refulgent  arms. 
(7.)  Ibid.  ver.  654.  And  curl'd  on  filver  props  in 

order  glow. 


I  am  afraid  of  growing  too  luxuriant  i 


THE 

Swift  as  it  mounts,  all  follow  with  their  eyes : 
Still  happy  impudence  obtains  the  prize. 
Thou  triumph'ft,  victor  of  the  high-wrought  day, 
And  the  pleas'd  dame,  fofr  fmiiing,  lead'ft  away., 
Olborne,  through  perfect  modefty  o'ercome, 
Crown'd  with  the  Jordan,  walks  contented  home. 

But  now  for  authors  nobler  palms  remain;   ia.1 
Room  for  my  lord !  three  jockeys  in  his  train  ; 
Six  huntfmen  with  a  fhout  precede  his  chair  : 
He  grins,*and  looks  broad  nonfenfe  with  a  flare. 
His  honour's  meaning  Dulnefs  thus  expreft, 
*•*  He  wins  this  patron  who  can  tickle  beft." 

He  chinks  his  purfe,  and  takes  his  feat  of  ftate  : 
With  ready  quills  the  dedicators  wait ; 
Now  at  his  head  the  dextrous  tafk  commence, 
And,  inftant,  fancy  feels  th'  imputed  fenfe  ;      2OO 
Now  gentle  touches  wanton  o'er  his  face, 
He  ftruts  Adonis,  and  affects  grimace ; 
Rolli  the  feather  to  his  ear  conveys, 
Then  his  nice  tafte  directs  our  operas  : 
Bentley  his  mouth  with  claffic  flattery  opes, 
And  the  pufFd  orator  burfts  out  in  tropes. 
But  Welfted  moft  the  poet's  healing  balm 
Strives  to  extract  from  his  foft,  giving  palm ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  2*5.  In  former  edit.  Welfted. 
Ver.  207.  In  the  firft  edit. 

But  Oldmixon  the  poet's  healing  balm,  £c. 
And  again  in  ver.  209.     Unlucky  Oldmixon  ! 

REMARKS. 

pies,  or  I  could  flretch  this  catalogue  to  a  great 
extent ;  but  thefe  are  enough  to  prove  hisfondnel's 
for  this  beautiful  word,  which,  therefore  let  all 
future  editions  replace  here. 

I  am  aware,  after  all,  that  burn  is  the  proper 
•word  to  convey  an  idea  of  what  was  faid  to  be  Mr. 
Curll's  condition  at  this  time  :  But  from  that  very 
reafon  I  infer  the  dire&  contrary.  For  furely 
every  lover  of  our  author  will  conclude  he  had 
more  humanity  than  to  infult  a  man  on  inch  a- 
misfortune  or  calamity,  which  could  never  hefal 
him  purely  by  his  own  fault,  but  from  an  unhap- 
py communication  with  another.  This  note  is  half 
Mr.  Theobald,  half  SCRIBL. 

Ver.  203.  Paolo  Antonio  Rolli,]  an  Italian  po- 
et, and  writer  of  many  operas  in  that  language, 
which,  partly  by  the  help  of  his  genius,  prevailed 
in  England  near  twenty  years.  He  taught  Italian 
to  fome  fine  gentlemen,  who  affected  to  direct  the 
operas. 

Ver.  205.  Bentley  his  mouth,  &c.]  Not  fpoken 
of  the  famous  Dr.  Richard  Bentley,  but  of  one 
Thomas  Bentley,  a  fmall  critic,  who  aped  his  uncle 
in  a  little  Horace  The  great  one  was  intended 
to  be  dedicated  to  the  Lord  Halifax,  but  (on  a 
change  of  the  miniftryj  was  given  to  the  Earl  of 
Oxford;  for  which  reafm  the  little  one  was  dedi- 
cated to  his  ft.n  the  Lord  Harley. 

Ver.  207.  Welfled]  Leonard  Welfted,  author 
of  the  Triumvirate,  or  a  letter  in  verfv  from  Palse- 


D  U  N  C  I  A  1>".  407 

Unlucky  Welfted !  thy  unfeeling  mafter, 

The  more  thou  tickleft, gripes  his  fid  the  fafter  210 

While  thus  each  hand  promotes  the  pleafing  pahi, 
And  quick  fenfations  {kip  from  vein  to  vein  ; 
A  youth  unknown  to  Phoebus,  in  defpair, 
Puts  his  lafl  refuge  all  in  heaven  and  prayer. 
What  force  have  pious  vows!    The  queen  of  love 
Her  fifter  fends,  her  votarefs,  from  above, 
As,  taught  by  Venus,  Paris  learnt  the  art 
To  touch  Achilles'  only  tender  part ; 
Secure,  through  her,  the  noble  prize  to  carry, 
He  marches  off,  his  grace's  fecretary.  no' 

Now  turn  to  different  fports  (the  goddefs  cries) 
And  learn,  my  fons,  the  wondrous  power  of  noifc. 
To  move,  to  raife,  to  ravifh  every  heart, 
With  Shakfpeare's  nature,  or  with  Jonfon's  art, 
Let  others  aim  :  'Tis  yours  to  fhake  the  foul 
With  thunder  rumbling  from  the  mil  (lard-bowl, 
With  horns  and  trumpets  now  to  madnefs  fvvell, 
Now  fink  in  forrows  with  a  tolling  bell! 
Such  happy  arts  attention  can  command, 
When  fancy  flags,  and  fenfc  is  at  a  ftaad.          230 
Improve  we  thefe.     Three  cat-calls  be  the  bribe 
Of  him,  whofe   chattering   fhames  the   monkey 

tribe  : 

And  his  this  drum,  whofe  hoarfe  heroic  bafs. 
Drowns  the  loud  clarion  of  the  braying  afs. 

Now  thoufand  tongues  are  heard  in  one  loud 

din : 
The  monkey-mimics  rufh  difcordant  in; 
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mon  to  Celia  at  Bath,  which  was  meant  for  a  fa- 
tire  on  Mr.  P.  and  fome  of  his  friends  about  the 
year  1718.  [He  writ  other  things  which  we  can- 
not remember.  Smedley,  in  his  Metamorphofis  of 
Scriblerus,  mentions  one,  the  hymn  of  a  gentle- 
man to  his  Creator  :  And  there  was  another  in 
praife  either  of  a  cellar,  or  a  garret.  L.  W.  cha- 
racterifed  in  the  TLzpi  Bxfas,  or  the  Art  of  Sinking, 
as  a  didapper,  and  after  as  an  eel,  is  faid  to  be  this 
perfon,  by  Dennis,  Daily  Journal  of  May  II, 
1728.  He  was  alfo  charactenfed  under  another 
animal,  a  mole,  by  the  author  of  the  enfuing  fknile, 
which  was  handed  about  at  the  fame  time  : 

"  Dear  Welfted,  mark,  in  dirty  hole, 
**  That  painful  animal,  a  mole  : 
"  Above  ground  never  born  to  grow  ; 
"   What  mighty  ftir  it  keeps  below  i 
"  To  make  a  mole-hill  all  his  ftrife! 
"  It  digs,  pokes,  undermines  for  life. 
"   How  proud  a  little  dirt  to  fpread ; 
"  Confcious  of  nothing  o'er  its  head  ! 
"  Till,  kbouring  on  for  want  of  eyes, 
"  It  blunders  into  light  and  dies."] 

YQU  have  him  again  in  book  iii.  ver.  169. 

Ver.  226.  With  thunder  rumbling  "from  tl;e 
mufUrd-bowl,]  The  old  way  of  making  thunder 
and  muftard  were  che  fame  '.  but  fince,  it  is  more 
advantageoufly  performed  by  troughs  of  wood 
with  (tops  in  them  Whether  Mr.  Dennis  was 
the  inventor  of  that  improvement,  I  know  not ; 
but  it  is  certain,  that  being  once  at  a  tragedy  of  a, 
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* Twas  chattering,  grinning,  mouthing,  jabbering 

all, 

And  Noife  and  Norton,  Branglmg  and  Breval, 
Dennis  and  Diflonance,  and  captious  Art, 
And  Snip-fnap  fhort,  and  Interruption  fmart,  240 
And  Demonftration  thin,  and  Thefes  thick, 
And  Major,  Minor,  and  Conclufion  quick. 
Hold  (cry'd  the  queen)  ;  A  cat-call  each  fhall  win; 
Equal  your  merits  !  equal  is  your  din  1 
But  that  this  well-difputed  game  may  end, 
bound  forth,  my  brayers,  and  the  welkin  rend. 
As  when  the  long-ear'd  milky  mothers  wait 
At  fome  fick  mifer's  triple-bolted  gate, 
por  their  defrauded,  abfent  foals  they  make 
A  moan  fo  loud,  that  all  the  Guild  awake  !      250 
Sore  fighs  Sir  Gilbert,  ftarting  at  the  bray, 
From  dreams  of  millions,  and  three  groats  to  pay : 
So  fwells  each  wind  pipe  :  afs  intones  to  afs, 
Harmonic  twang  !  of  leather,  horn,  and  brafs ; 
Such  as  from  labouring  lungs  th'  enthufiaft  blows, 
High  founds,  attemper'd  to  the  vocal  nofe  ; 
Or  fuch  as  beilow  from  the  deep  divine ;      [thine. 
There,  Webfter  !  peal'd  thy  voice,  and  Whitfield: 
But  far  o'er  all  fonorous  Blackmore's  drain ; 
Walls,  fteeples  ikies,  bray  back  to  him  again.  26* 
In  Tottenham  fields,  the  brethren,  with  amaze, 
Prick  all  their  ears  up,  and  forget  to  graze ! 
iLong  Chancery-lane  retentive  rolls  the  found, 
And  courts  to  courts  return  it  round  and  round; 
Thames  wafts  it  thence  to  Rufus'  roaring  hall, 
And  Hungerford  re-echoes  bawl  for  bawi. 
All  hail  him  vi&or  in  both  gifts  of  fong, 
Who  tings  fo  loudly,  and  who  fings  fo  long. 


VARIATIONS. 

V«r.  241,  242.  added  fince  the  firft  edition. 
Ver.  257,  ajS.     This  couplet  is  an  addition. 

REMARKS. 

jiew  author,  he  fell  into  a  great  paffion  at  hearing 
fome,  and  cried,  "  'Sdeath !  that  is  my  thunder." 

Ver.  238.  Norton,]  See  ver.  417.  J.  Durant 
Breval,  author  of  a  very  extraordinary  book  of 
travels,  and  fome  poems.  Ste  before,  note  on 
Ver.  126. 

Ver.  258.  Webfter— and  Whitfield]  [The  one 
the  writer  of  a  newfpaper  called  the  Weekly  Mif- 
cellany,  the  other  a  field  preacher.  This  thought 
the  only  means  of  advancing  religion  was  by  the 
new-birth  of  fpiritual  madnefs :  That  by  the  old 
death  of  fire  and  faggot :  and  therefore  they  a- 
greed  in  this,  though  in  no  ether  earthly  thing,  to 
abufe  all  the  fober  clergy.  From  the  fmall  fucceis 
oi  thefe  two  extraordinary  perfons,  we  may  learn 
how  little  hurtful  bigotry  and  enthufiafm  are, 
•while  the  civil  magiitrate  prudently  forbears  to 
lend  his  power  to  the  one,  in  order  to  the  employ- 
ing it  againft  the  other.] 

Ver.  263.  Long  Chancery-hne]  The  place 
where  the  offices  of  Chancery  are  kept.  The 
long  detention  of  clients  in  that  court,  and  the  dif- 
ficulty of  getting  out,  is  humouroufiy  allegorized 
in  thefe  lines. 

Ver.  z.68.  Who  fings  fo  loudly,  and  who  wigs 


This  labour  paft,  by  Bridewell  all  defer r;d, 
(As  morning-prayers  and  flagellation  end)      a 70 


fo  long.]  A  juft  character  of  Sir  Richard  Black- 
more,  Knt.  who  (as  Mr.  Drydeu-exprcffeth  it) 

"  Writ  to  the  rumbling  of  his  coach's  wheels  j" 

and  whofe  indefatigable  mufe  produced  no  lefs 
than  lix  epic  poems :  Prince  and  King  Arthur, 
twenty  books  ;  Eliza,  ten;  Alfred,  twelve;  the  Re- 
deemer, fix;  befides  Job,  in  tolio  ;  the  whole  book 
of  Pfalms;  the  Creation,  ieven  books;  Nature  of 
Man,  three  books;  and  many  more.  It  is  in  this; 
fenfe  he  is  flyled  afterwards  the  everlafting  Black- 
more.  Notwithftanding  all  which,  Mr.  Gildou 
fecms  affured,  "  that  this  admirable  author  did 
"  not  think  himfclf  upon  the  fame  foot  with  Ho- 
"  mer."  Comp.  Art  of  Poetry,  vol.  i.  p.  108. 

But  how  different  is  the  judgment  of  the  author 
of  Characters  of  the  Times  ?  p.  25.  who  fays,, 
"  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  is  unfortunate  in  hap- 
"  pening  to  miftake  his  proper  talents ;  and  that. 
"  he  has  not  for  many  years  been  fo  much  as 
"  named,  or  even  thought  of  among  wiitcra." — 
Even  Mr.  Dennis  differs  greatly  from  his  friend 
Mr,  Gildon :  "  Blackmore's  a&'.on  (faith  he)  has 
"  neither  unity,  nor  integrity,  nor  morality,  nor 
"  univeriality ;  anil  confcquently  he  can  have  no 
"  fable,  and  no  heroic  poem  :  His  narration  is 
"  neither  probable,  delightful,  nor  wonderful  ; 
"  his  characters  have  none  of  the  necefiary  quali- 
"  iications;  the  things  contained  in  his  narration 
lk  are  neither  in  their  own  nature  delightful,  nor 
"  numerous  enough,  nor  rightly  diipofcd,  nor 
"  furprifing,  nor  pathetic."  Nay,  he  proceed*  fa 
far  as  to  fay  Sir  Richard  has  no  genius ;  firft  lay- 
ing down,  that  "  genius  is  caufed  by  a  furious  joy 
"  and  pride  of  foul,  on  the  conception  of  an  ex- 
"  traordinary  hint.  Many  men  (lays  he)  have 
"  their  hints,  without  thefe  motions  of  fury  and'" 
"  pride  of  foul,  brcaufc  they  want  fire  enough  to 
"  agitate  their  fpirits;  and  thefe  we  call  cold 
"  writer*.  Others  who  have  a  great  deal  of  fire, 
"  but  have  nut  excellent  organs,  feel  the  fore- 
"  mentioned  notions,  without  the  extraordinary 
"  hints;  and  thefe  we  call  fuftian  writers.  But 
"  he  declares  that  Sir  Richard  had  neither  the 
"  hints  nor  the  motion*."  Remarks  on  Prince 
Arthur,  odavo,  1696.  Preface. 

This  gentlcmun  in  his  firft  works  almfed  the 
character  of  Mr.  Dry  den  ;  und  in  his  laft,  of  Mr. 
Pope,  accuiing  him  in  very  high  trrms  of  profane* 
nel's  and  immorality  (Lffay  on  Polite  Writing, 
vol.  ii.  p.  170.)  on  a  mere  report  from  Edm. 
Curll,that  he  was  author  of  a  travellie  on  the  firft 
pfalm.  Mr.  Dennis  took  up  the  lame  report,  but 
with  the  addition  of  what  hir  Richard  had  ne~ 
gle&ed,  an  argument  to  prove  it ;  which  being 
very  curious,  we  fhall  here  transcribe.  "  It  was 
"  he  who  burle.tqued  the  Pfalms  of  David.  It  is 
"  apparent  to  me  that  pfalm  was  burlefqued  by  a 
"  Popifh  rhymefter.  l.tt  rhyming  perfons  who 
"  have  been  brought  up  Proteftants  be  othcrwile 
"  what  they  will,  let  there  be  rakes,  let  them  bu 
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To  where  Fleet-ditch  with  difemboguing  ftreams 
Rolls  the  large  tribute  of  dead  dogs  to  Thames, 
The  king  of  dikes  !   than  w.hom  no  fluice  of  mud 
With  deeper  fable  blots  the  filver  flood. 
"  Here  ftrip,  my  children  !  here  at  once  leap  in, 
"  Here  prove  who  beft  can  dafli  through  thi .-   and 

"  thin, 

4«  And  who  the  moft  in  love  of  dirt  excel, 
"  Or  dark  dexterity  of  groping  well. 
44  Who  flings  moft  filth,  and  wide  pollutes  around 
"The  ftream,  be  his  the  weekly  journals  bound  ; 
"  A  pig  of  lead  to  him  who  dives  the  beft  ;      281 
"  A  peck  of  coals  a-piece  (hall  glad  the  reft," 

In -naked  majefty  Oldmixon  ftands, 
And,  Milo-like,  furveys  his  arms  and  hands  ; 


VARIATION. 

Ter  283.  In  former  edit. 
•  •     great  Dennis  ftands. 

REMARKS. 

11  fcoundrels,  Jet  them  be  atheifts,  yet  education 
"  has  made  an  invincible  impreflion  on  them  in  be- 
"  half  of  the  i'acred  writings.  But  a  Popi'ih  rhyme- 
"  fter  has  been  brought  up  with  a  contempt  for 
"  thofc  facre^  writings ;  now  fhow  me  another  ?o- 
*'  pi(h  rhymefter  but  he."  This  manner  of  argu- 
mentation is  ufual  with  Mr.  Dennis  ;  he  has  em- 
ployed the  fame  againft  Sir  Richard  hirnfelf,  in  a 
like  cbarge  of  impiety  and  irreligion.  "  All  Air. 
*'  Blackmore's  celeftial  machines,  as  they  cannot 
"  be  defended  fo  much  as  by  common  received 
*'  opinion,  fo  are  they  directly  contrary  to  the 
"  Jocli  inc  of  the  Church  of  England  ;  for  the  vi- 
"  iible  defcent  of  an  angel  mult  be  a  miracle.  Now 
*'  it  is  the  doctrine  of  the  Church  of  England,  that 
"  miracles  had  ceafcd  a  long  time  before  Prince 
"  Arthur  came  into  the  world.  Now,  if  the  doc- 
*'  trine  of  the  Church  of  England  be  true,  as  we 
"  are  obliged  to  believe,  then  are  all  the  celeftial 
"  machines  in  Prince  Arthur  uniufFerable,  as  want- 
*'  ing  not  only  human,  but  divine  probability.  But 
"  if  the  machines  are  fufFerable,  that  is,  if  they 
"  have  fo  much  as  divine  probability,  then  it  fol- 
"  lows  of  neceffity,  that  the  doctrine  of  the  Church 
tl  is  falfe.  So  I  leave  it  to  every  impartial  clergy- 

"  man  to  conflder,"  &c. Preface  to  tlx  Remarks 

fit  Prince  Arthur. 

Ver.  270.  (As  morning  prayer  and  flagellation 
<nd)j  It  is  between  eleven  and  twelve  in  the  morn- 
ing, after  church  fervice,  that  the  criminals  are 
vvhipt  in  Bridewell. — This  is  to  mark  punctually 
the  time  of  the  day  :  Homer  does  it  by  the  cir- 
cumftance  of  the  judges  riling  from  court,  or  of 
the  labourers  dinner  :  oar  author  by  one  very  pro- 
per, both  to  the  perfons,  and  the  fcene  of  his  po- 
em, which  %ve  may  remember  commenced  in  the 
evening  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  day  :  The  firft  book 
palTed  in  that  night;  the  next  m«rning  the  games 
begin  in  the  Strand,  thence  along  Flcet-ftreet  (pla- 
ces inhabited  by  bookfellers),  then  they  proceed 
by  Bridewell,  toward  Fleet-ditch;  and  laflly, 
fcH'rough  Ludgate.  to  the  city  and  the  tcirple.  of 
the  goddefs. 
Vat,  VIII. 


Then  fighing  thus,  "  And  a,m    I  now  tlireefcom? 
"  All,  why,  ye  gods !  fhould  two  and  two  make 

"  four  ?" 

He  faid.  and  climb'd  a  ftranded  lighter's  height, 
i-hot  to  the  black  abyfs,  and  plung'd  downright. 
The  feriior's  judgment  all  the  crowd  admire, 
Who,  bur  to  link  the  deeper,  rofe  the  higher.  "290 
Next  Smedley  div'd;  flow  circles  dimpled  o'er 
The  quaking  mud,  that  clos'd  and  opM  no  more. 
All  look,  all  figh,  and  call  on  Smedley  loft  ; 
Smedley  in  vain  refounds  through  all  the  coaft. 

Then  *  *  eflay'd  ;  fcarce  vaniih'd  out  of  light, 
He  buoys  up  inftant,  and  returns  to  light : 

VARIATION. 

Ver.  295.  in  former  edit. 
Then  *  *  tty'd,  but  hardly  fnatch'd  from  fight. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  280,  The  weekly  journals.]  Papersof  news 
and  fcandal,  intermixed,  on  different  fides  and  par- 
ties, and  frequently  ^lifting  from  one  fide  to  the 
other,  called  the  London  Journal,  Britifh  Journal, 
Daily  Jonrnal,  &c.  the  concealed  writers  ol  which, 
for  fome  time,  were  Oldmixon,  Roome,  Arnall, 
Concanen,  and  others;  perfons  never  feen  by  our 
author. 

Ver.  283.    In  naked  majefty  Oldmixon  ftands.] 
Mr.  John  Oldmixon,  next  to  Mr.  Dennis,  the  moft: 
ancient  critic  of  our  nation  ;  an  unjuft  cenfurer  of 
Mr.  Addifon,  in  his  profe  Eflayon  Criticifm,  whom, 
alfo  in  his  imitation  of  Bouhour*  (called  the  Arts 
of  Logic  and  Rhetoric)  he  mifreprefents  in  plaint 
matter  of  fa£ ;  for  in  p.  45.  he  cites  the  Spectator 
as  abufing  Dr.  Swift  by  name,  where  there  is  noC 
the  leaft  hint  of  it ;  and  in  p.  304.  is  fo  injurious 
as  to  fuggeft  that  Mr.  Addifon  himfeif  writ  thac 
Tatler,  No.  43.  ;  which  fays  of  his  own  fimilc, 
that  "  Tis  as  great  as  ever  entered  into  the  mind 
1  of  man.4'    "  In  poetry  he  was  not  fo  happy  as 
*  laborious,  and  therefore  characterifed  by  the  Tat- 
ler, No.  62.  by  the  name  of  Omicron  the  unborn 
poet."  Curll,  Key,  p.  13     "  He  writ  dramatic 
works,  and  a  volume  of  poetry,  confifting  of  he- 
roic epiftles,  &c.  fome  whereof  were  very  well 
'  done,"  faid  that  great  judge,  Mr.  Jacob,  in  his 
'^ives  of  Poets,  vol.  ii.  p.  303. 

In  his  EfTay  on  Criticiiin,  and  the  Arts  of  Logic 
nd  Rhetoric,  he  frequently  reflects  on  our  author- 
3ut  the  top  of  his  character  was  a  perverter  of 
iftory,  in  that  fcandalous  one  of  the  Stuarts,  in. 
folio,  and  his  Critical  Hiftory  of  England,  two  vo- 
lumes, 8vo.  Being  employed  by  Bilhop  Kennet  in 
publifhing  the  hittonans  in  his  collection,  he  falfi- 
fied  Daniel's  Chronicle  in  numberlefs  places.  Yet 
this  very  man,  in  the  preface  to  the  firft  of  thefe 
books,  advanced  a  particular  fact,  to  charge  three 
eminent  perfons  of  falfifying  the  Lord  Cl.  rendon's 
Hiftory  •  which  fact  has  been  difproved  by  Dr.  At- 
terbury,  late  Bifhop  of  Rochefter,  then  the  only* 
furvivor  of  them ;  and  the  particular  part  he  pre- 
tended to  be  falfified,  produced  fmce,  after  almoifc 
ninety  years,  in  that  noble  author's  original  ma- 
nufcript.  He  was  all  his  life  a  virulent  party-wri- 
ter for  hire,  and  received  his  reward  i;.  r, 
flacCj  \vhi:ii  he  enjoyed  to  his  death. 
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He  bears  no  tokens  of  the  fabler  ftreams, 

And  mounts  far  off  among  the  fwans  of  Thames. 

True  to  the  bottom,  fee  Concanen  creep, 
A  cold,  long-winded,  native  of  the  deep  :         300 
Jf  perfeverance  gain  the  diver's  prize, 
Not  everlafling  Blackmore  this  denies  : 
No  noife,  no  ftir,  no  motion  canfl  thou  make, 
Th'  unconfcious  ftream  fleeps  o'er  thee  like  a  lake. 

Next  plung'd  a  feeble,  but  a  defperate  pack, 
With  each  a  fickly  brother  at  his  back  : 
Sons  of  a  day  !  juft  buoyant  on  the  flood, 
Then  number' d  with  the  puppies  in  the  uiud. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  298.  in  the  firftedit.  followed  thefe  : 

For  worfe  unhappy  D r  fucceeds, 

He  fearch'd  for  coral,  but  he  gather'd  weeds. 

Ver.  305. — 314.  Not  in  former  edit. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  291.  Next  Smedley  div'd.]  In  the  furrep- 
t'ltious  editions,  this  whole  epifode  was  applied  to 
an  initial  letter  E — ,  by  whom,  if  they  meant  the 
laurcat,  nothing  was  more  abfurd,  no  part  agree- 
ing with  his  character.  The  allegory  evidently 
demands  a  perfon  dipped  in  fcandal,  and  deeply 
immerfed  in  dirty  work ;  whereas  Mr.  Eufden's 
writings  rarely  offended  but  by  their  length  and 
multitude ;  and  accordingly  are  taxed  of  nothing 
elfe  in  book  i.  ver  ioa.  But  the  perfou  here  men- 
tioned, an  Irifliman,  was  author  and  publifher  of 
many  fcurrilous  pieces,  a  weekly  Whitehall  Jour- 
nal, in  the  year  lyza,  in  the  name  of  Sir  James 
Baker ;  and  particularly  whole  volumes  of  Billingf- 
gate  againft  Dr.  Swift  and  Mr.  Pope,  called  Gulli- 
veriana  and  Alexandriana,  printed  in  8vo,  1728. 

Ver.  295.  Then  *  *  effay'd.]  A  gentleman  of 
genius  and  fpirit,  who  was  fecretly  dipt  in  fome 
papers  of  this  kind,  on  whom  our  poet  beftows  a 
panegyric  inflead  of  a  fatire,  as  defending  to  be  bet- 
ter employed  than  in  party-quarrels,  and  perfonal 
invectives.  . 

Ver.  299  Concanen.]  Matthew  Concanen,  an 
Irifhman,  bred  to  the  law.  Smedley  (one  of  his 
brethren  in  enmity  to  Swift)  in  his  Metamorpho- 
(is  of  Scriblerusy  p.  7.  accufes  him  of  "  having 
"  boafted  of  what  he  had  not  written,  but  others 
"  had  reyifed  and  done  for  him."  He  was  author 
of  feveral  dull  and  dead  fcurrilitics  in  the  Britifh 
and  London  Journals,  and  in  a  paper  called  the 
Speculatift.  In  a  pamphlet,  called  a  Supplement  to 
the  Profound,  he  dealt  very  unfairly  with  pur 
poet,  not  only  frequently  imputing  to  him  Mr. 
Broome's  verfes  (for  which  he  might  indeed  feem 
in  fome  degree  accountable,  having  corrected  what 
that  gentleman  did)  but  thofe  of  the  Duke  of  Buck- 
ingham, and  others  :  To  this  rare  piece  fomebody 
humoroufly  caufed  him  to  take  for  his  motto, 
"  De  profundis  clamavi."  He  was  fince  a  hired 
fcribler  in  the  Daily  Courant,  where  he  poured 
forth  much  Biliingfgate  againft  the  Lord  Boling- 
broke,  and  others  ;  after  which  this  man  was  fur- 
prifingly  promoted  to  adminifter  juftice  and  law 
in  Jamaica, 


OF    POPE. 

Aik  ye  their  names !  I  could  as  foon  diiclofe 

The  names  of  thefe  blind  puppies  as  of  thofe   310 

Faft  by,  like  Niobe  (her  children  gone) 

Sits  Mother  Ofborne,  ftupify'd  to  llone  '. 

And  monumental  brafs  this  record  bears, 

«  Tht;fe  are — ah  no  \  thefe  were  the  gazetteers  I1* 

Not  fo,  bold  Arnall ;  with  a  weight  of  fkull, 
Furious  he  dives,  precipitately  dull. 
Whirlpools  and  ftorms  his  circling  arm  inveft, 
With  all  the  might  of  gravitation  bleft. 
No  crab  more  active  in  the  dirty  dance,  319 . 

Downward  to  climb,  and  backward  to  advance, 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  315.  In  firft  edit. 

Not  Welfted  fo  :  drawn  endlong  by  his  (kail, 
Furioufly  he  finks,  percipitately  dulL 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  306,  307,  With  each  a  fickly  brother  at 
his  back — Sons  of  a  day,  &c.]  Thefe  were  daily 
papers,  a  number  of  which,  to  leffen  the  expencc, 
were  printed  one  on  the  back  of  another. 

Ver.  312.  Ofborne]  A  name  aflumed  by  the 
eldeft  and  graveft  of  thefe  writers,  who  at  laft  be- 
ing .amamed  of  his  pupils,  gave  his  paper  over,  and 
in  h;3  age  remained  filent. 

Vev.  314.  Gazetteers.]  We  ought  not  to  fup- 
pofe  that  a  modern  critic  here  taxeth  the  poet 
with  an  anachronifm,  affirming  thefe  gazetteers 
not  to  have  lived  within :  the  time  of  his  poem, 
and  challenging  us  to  produce  any  fuch  paper  of 
that  date.  But  we  may  with  equal  affurance  afjfert 
thefe  gazetteers  not  to  have  lived  fince,  and  chal- 
lenge all  the  learned  world  to  produce  one  fuch 
paper  at  this  day.  Surely,  therefore,  where  the 
point  is  fo  obfcure,  our  author  ought  not  to  be 
cenfured  too  rafbly.  SCRIBL. 

Notwithftanding  this  affected  ignorance  of  the 
good  Scriblerus,  the  Duily  Gazetteer  was  a  title 
given  very  properly  to  certain  papers,  each  of 
which  laded  but  a  day.  Into  this,  as  a  common 
fink,  was  received  all  the  trafh,  which  had  been 
before  difperfed  in  feveral  journals,  and  circulated 
at  the  public  expence  of  the  nation.  The  authors 
were  the  fame  obfcure  men  :  though  fometimes 
relieved  by  occafional  effays  from  itatefmen,  cour- 
tiers, bifhops,  deans,  and  doctors.  The  meaner 
fort  were  rewarded  with  money;  others  with 
places  or  benefices,  from  an  hundred  to  a  thoufand 
a-year.  It  appears  from  the  report  of  the  fecret 
committee  for  inquiring  into  the  conduct  of  R. 
Earl  of  O.  "  That  no  lefs  than  fifty  thoufand 
"  feventy-feven  pounds  eighteen  (hillings,  were 
"  paid  to  authors  and  printers  of  newfpapers,fuch 
"  as  Free  Britons,  Daily  Courants,  Corn  Cutter's 
"  Journals,  Gazetteers,  and  other  political  paper", 
"  between  Feb.  10,  1731,  and  Feb.  10,  1741." 
Which  fhows  the  benevolence  of  one  minifUr,  to 
have  expended,  for  the  current  dulnefs  of  ten  years 
in  Britain,  double  the  fum  which  gained  Louis 
XIV.  fo  much  honour,  in  annual  penfiens  to  learn- 
ed men  all  over  Europe.  In  which,  and  in  a 
mvch  longer  time,  ntft  a  penfion  at  court,  nor  pre- 
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He  brills  up  half  the  bottom  on  his  head, 
And  loidly  claims  the  journals  and  the  lead. 

Thcplunging  prelate,  and  his  ponderous  grace 
Withftoly  envy  gave  one  layman  place. 
Whet  io!  a  burft  of  thunder  fhaok  the  flood, 
Slowrofe  a  form,  in  majefty  of  mud; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  323.— 326.  In  firft  edit,  thus : 
Sudden  a  burft  of  thunder  (hook  the  flood, 
JU),  Smedley  rofe  in  majefty  of  mud. 

REMARKS. 

ferment  in  the  church  or  univerfities,  of  any  con- 
fideration,  was  beftowed  on  any  man  diftinguifhed 
for  his  learning  feparately  from  party  merit,  or 
pamphlet- writing. 

It  is  worth  a  reflection,  that  of  all  the  panegy- 
rics beftowed  by  thefe  writers  on  this  great  minii- 
ter,  not  one  is  at  this  day  extant  or  remembered, 
not  even  fo  much  credit  done  to  his  pcrfonal  cha- 
racter by  all  they  have  written,  as  by  one  (hort  oc- 
caiional  compliment  of  our  author : 

"  Seen  him  I  have ;  but  in  his  happier  hour 
*'  Of  focial  pleafure,  ill  exchang'd  for  power  ! 
"  Seen  him,  uncumber'd  by  the  venal  tribe, 
"  Smile  without  art,  and  win  without  a  bribe." 

Ver.  315  Arnall}  WILLIAM  ARN ALL,  bred  an 
attorney,  was  a  perfeft  genius  in  this  fort  of  work. 
He  began  under  twenty  with  furious  party  papers; 
then  fucceeded  Concanen  in  the  Britilh  Journal. 
At  the  firft  publication  of  the  Dunciad,  he  pre- 
vailed on  the  author  not  to  give  him  his  due  place 
in  it,  by  a  letter  profefling  his  deteftation  of  fuch 
practices  «s  his  predeceifors.  But  fince,  by  the 
moft  unexampled  infolence,  and  perfonal  abufe  of 
feveral  great  men,  the  poet's  particular  friends,  he 
moft  amply  deferved  a  niche  in  the  Temple  of 
Infamy  :  witnefs  a  paper,  called  the  Free  Briton, 
3  dedication  intituled,  To  the  Genuine  Blunderer, 
1734,  and  many  others.  He  writ  for  hire,  and 
valued  himfelf  upon  it;  not  indeed  without caufe, 
"it  appearing  by  the  aforefaid  REPORT,  that  he 
received  "  for  Free  Britons,  and  other  writings,  in 
"  the  fpace  of  four  years,  no  lefs  than  ten  thoufand 
"  nine  hundred  and  ninety-feven  pounds  fix  fliil- 
"  lings  and  eight-pence,  out  of  the  Treafury." 
But  frequently,  through  his  fury  or  folly,  he  ex- 
ceeded all  the  bounds  of  his  commifHon,  and  obli- 
ged his  honourable  patrou  to  difavoAY  his  fcurrili- 
fies. 

Ver.  343.  The  plunging  prelate,  &c.]  It  having 
bgen  inVldioufly  infmuated  that  by  this  title  was 
meant  a  truly  great  prelate,  as  refpeclable  for  his 
defence  of  the  prefent  balance  of  power  in  the  civil 
conftitution,  as  for  his  oppoiition  to  the  fcheme  of 
no  power  at  all,  in  the  religious ;  I  owt  fo  much  to 
the  memory  of  my  deceafed  friend  as  to  declare, 
that  when,  a  little  before  his  death,  I  informed 
him  of  this  infmuation,  he  called  it  vile  and  mali- 
cious, as  any  candid  man^  he  faid,  might  under- 
ftand,  by  his  having  paid  a  milling  corrpliment  to 
this  very  prelate  in  another  part  of  the  poem. 


Shaking  the  horrors  of  his  fable  brows, 
And  each  ferocious  feature  grim  with  ooze, 
Greater  he  looks,  and  more  than  mortal  ftares; 
Then  thus  the  wonders  of  the  deep  declares  :  330 

Firft  he  relates,  how  finking  to  the  chin,      [in  : 
Smit  with  his  mien,  the  .mud-nymphs  fuck'd  him 
How  young  Lutetia,  fofter  than  the  down, 
Nigrina  black,  and  Merdamante  brown, 
Vy'd  for  his  love  in  jetty  bowers  below, 
As  Hylas  fair  was  ravifh'd  long  ago.  [maids, 

Then  fung,  how,  ihown  him  by  the  nut-brown 
A  branch  of  Styx  here  rifes  from  the  {hades ; 
That  tindlur'd  as  it  runs  with  Lethe's  ftreams, 
And  wafting  vapours  from  the  land  of  dreams  340 
(As  under  leas  Alpheus'  fecret  fluice 
Bears  Pifa's  offering  to  hij  Arethufe), 
Pours  into  Thames :  and  hence  the  mingled  wave 
Intoxicates  the  pert,  and  lulls  the  grave  : 
Here  brifker  vapours  o'er  the  temple  creep, 
There  all,  from  Paul's  to  Aldgate,  drink  and  fleep. 

Thence  to  the  banks  where  reverend  bards  re- 

pofe, 

They  led  him  foft ;  each  reverend  bard  arofe; 
And  Milbourne  chief,  deputed  by  the  reft, 
Gave  him  the  caflbck,  furcingle,  and  veft.        350 
"  Receive  (he  faid),  thefe  robes  which  once  were 

**  mine, 
"  Dulnefs  is  facred  in  a  found  divine." 

He  ceas'd,  andfpread  the  robe;  the  crowd  confefs 
The  reverend  flamen  in  his  lengthen'd  drefs. 
Around  him  wide  a  fable  army  ftand, 
A  low-born,  cell-bred,  fclfilh,  fervile  band, 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  343. — 351.  In  firft  edit,  thus  : 
Pours  into  Thames  :  each  city  bowl  is  full 
Of  the  mixt  wave,  and  all  who  drink  grow  dull.  . ; 
Here  to  the  banks,  where  bards  departed  dofe, 
They  led  him  foft ;  here  all  the  bards  ar>fe  ; 
Taylor,  fweet  bird  of  Thames,  majeftic  boivs, 
And  Shadwell  nods  the  poppy  on  his  brows ; 
While  Alilbourne  there,  deputed  by  the  reft, 
Gave  him  the  cafibck,  furcingle,  and  veft ; 
And  "  Take"  (he  faid),  &c. 

er.  3J5-— 362-    Not  in  the  firft  edit,  where, 
inftcad  of  ver.  365. — 367.  were  originally  thefe 


Slow  moves  the  goddefs  from  the  fable  flood, 
(Pier  prieft  preceding)  through  the  gates  of  LueL 
Her  critics  there  me  fummons,  and  proclaims 
A  gentler  exercife  to  clofe  the  games. 
Here  you,  in  whofe  grave  heads,  &c. 

REMARK*. 

Ver.  349.  And  Milbourne}  Luke  Milbourne,  a 
clergyman,  the  faireft  of  critics ;  who,  when  he 
wrote  againft  Mr.  Dryden's  Virgil,  did  him  juf- 
tice  in  printing  at  the  fame  time  his  own  tranfla- 
tions'of  him,  which  were  intolerable.  His  manner 
of  writing  has  a  great  refemblance  with  that  of 
the  gentlemen  of  the  Dunciad  againft  our  author, 
as  will  be  feen  in  the  parallel  of  Mr.  Dryden  and 
.  Append. 

Oij 


Prompt  or  t©  guard  or  (lab,  to  faint  or  damn, 
Heaven's  Swifs,  who  fight  for  any  God,  or  man. 

Through   Lud's  fam'd   gates,  along  the  well- 
known  Fleet,  359 
Hells  the  black  troop,  and  ovtfrfhade?  the  ftreet, 
Till  fhowers  of  f^rmons,  characters,  cflays, 
In  circling  flf  eces  whiten  all  the  ways  : 
So  clouds,  replenifh'd  from  fome  bog  below, 
Mount  in  dark  volumes,  and  defcend  in  Inow. 
Here  ftopt  the  goddefs ;  and  in  pomp  proclaims 
A  gentler  exercife  toclofe  the  games. 

"  Ye  critics '.  in  whofe  heads,  as  equal  fcales, 
"  I  weigh  what  author's  heaviuefs  prevails  : 
"  Which  mofl  conduce  to  footh  the  foul  inflambers, 
"  My  Henley's  periods,  or  my  Blackmore's  nurn- 
«  bers,  370 

"  Attend  the  trial  we  propofe  to  make  : 
'«  If  there  be  man,  who  o'er  fuch  works  can  wake, 
"  Sleep's  all-fubduing  charms  who  dares  defy, 
"  And  boafls  Ulyfles'  ear  with  Argus'  eye  ; 
**  To  him  we  grant  our  ampleft  powers,  to  fit 
"  Judge  of  all  prefent,  pad,  and  future  wit ; 
'*  To  cavil,  cenfure,  dictate,  right  or  wrong, 
"  Full  arid  eternal  privilege  of  tongue." 

Three   college  fophs  and  three  pert  templars 
came,  379 

The  fame  their  talents,  and  their  taftes  the  fame  ; 
Each  prompt  to  query,  anfwer,  and  debate, 
And  fmit  with  love  of  poefy  and  prate. 
The  ponderous  books  two  gentle  readers  bring  ! 
The  heroes  fit,  the  vulgar  form  a  ring. 
The  clamorous  crowd  is  hufh'd  with  mugs  of  mum, 
Till  all,  tun'd  equal,  fend  a  general  hum. 
Tften  mount  the  clerks,  and  in  one  lazy  tone 
Through  the  long,  heavy,  painful  page  drawl  on  ; 
Soft  creeping  words  on  words,  the  fenfe  compofe, 
At  every  line  they  ftretch,  they  yawn,  they  dole. 
As  to  foft  gales  top-heavy  pines  bow  low         391 
Their  heads,  and  lift  them  as  they  ceafe  to  blow  ; 
Thus  oft  they  rear,'  and  oft  the  head  decline, 
As  breathe,  or  paufe  by  fit?,  the  airs  divine. 

VARIATION. 

Ver.  379.'  Tn  fiffl  edit.     ' 
Tiiree  Cambridge  fophs. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  255.  Around  him  wide,  £c.]  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  the  fa  tire  in  thefe  lines  will  be  under- 
ftood  in  the  confined  fenfe  in  which  the  author 
meant  it,  of  fuch  only  of  »he  clergy,  who,  though 
fojemnly  engaged  in  the  fervice  of  religion,  dedi- 
cate thernielves  for  venal  and  corrupt  ends  to  that 
of  minifters  or  factions ;  and  though  educated 
under  ah  entire  ignorance  of  the  world,  afpire  to 
interfere  in  the  government  of  it,  and  confequently 
to  difturb  and  diforder  it  \  in  which  they  fall  fhort 
of  their  prrdecfffors  only  by  being  inveftdd  with 
ly-uchlefs  of  that  power  and  authority,  which  they 
employed  indifferently  (as  is  h'inte'id'at  in  the  li'nes 
above)  either  in  fupportiiig  arbitrary  power,  or  in 
excitingrebeilion  ;in canonizing  the vicesof  tyrants, 
ei  in  blackening  the  virtues  of  patriots;  in  corrupt- 
ing religion  by  iuperftitioh,  or  betraying  it  by 

k  "tinifm,  as  either  was  thought  fteft  to  fe'rve  the 
of  policy,  or  flatter  the  follies  of 'the  gireat.  *  [ 
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And  now  to  this  fide,  now  to  that  they  md, 
As  verfe,  or  profe,  infufe  the  drowfy  j;od. 
Thrice  Budgel  aiui'd  to  fpeak,  but  thrice 
By  potent  Arthur,  knock 'd  his  chin  and  bre.ft. 
Toland  and  Tindal,  prompt  at  priefts  to  jeer   399 
Yet  filent  bow'd  to  "  Chrift's  No  kingdom  heie." 
Who  fat  the  neareft,  by  the  words  o'arcome, 
Slept  firft,  the  diftant  nodded  to  the  hum.        [lies 
Then  down  are  roll'd  the  books;  fire tch'd  o'er  them 
Each  gentle  clerk,  and  muttering  feals  his  tyes, 
As  wha^a  Dutchman  plumps  into  the  lakes, 
One  circle  firft,  and  then  afecond  makes; 
What  Dulnefs  dropt  among  her  fons  impreft, 
Like  motion  from  one  circle  to  the  reft  : 
§o  from  the  midmoft  the  nutation  fpreads,       409 
Round  and  more  round,  o'er  ail  the  fea  ofkeads. 
At  iail  Centlivre  felt  her  voice  to  fail, 
Motteux  bimfelf  unfinifh'd  left  his  tale, 
£oyer  the  ftate,  and  Law  the  ftage  gave  o'er, 
Morgan  and  Maudevil  could  prate  no  more  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  399.  in  the  firft  edit,  it  wa?, 
Collins  and  Tindal,  prompt  at  pncfts  to  jeer. 

Ver.  412.  In  firft  edit. 
Old  James  himfelf. 

Ver.  413.  in  the  firft  edit,  it  was, 
T — s  and  T —  the  church  and  ftate  gave  o'er, 
Nor  *  *  *  talk'd,  nor  S—  whifper'd  more. 

In  the  fecond, 

Boyer  the  ftate,  and  Law  the  ftage  gave  o'er. 
Nor  Mbtteux  talk'd,  nor  Nalo  whifper'd  more. 

REMARKS. 

Ver  397.  Thrice  Budgcl  aim'd  to  fj^eak,]  Fa- 
mous for  his  fpeeches  on  many  occafions  about  the 
South  Sea  fcheme.  &c.  "  He  is  a  very  ingenious 
"  gentleroan,  and  hath  written  fome  excellent  epi- 
"  logues  to  play*,  and  one  fmall  piece  on  Love, 
"  which  is  very  pretty."  Jacob,  Lives  of  Poets, 
vol.  ii.  p.  281;.  But  this  gentleman  fince  made! 
himfelf  much  more  emipent,  and  pcrfonally  well 
known  to  the  greatcll  flattfmen  of  all  panics,  as 
well  as  to  all  the  courts  of  law  in  this  nation. 

Ver.  399.  Toland  and  Tindal,]  Two  perfons 
not  fo  happy  as  to  be  obfcure,  who  writ  again  ft 
the  religion  of  their  country!  Toland,  the  author 
of  the  Atheift'j  Liturgy,  called  Pan  theift  icon,  was 
a  fpy,  in  pay  to  Lord  Oxford.  Tindal  war-  author 
of  the  rights  of  the  Chrillian  Church,  and  Chrifti- 
anity  as  old  »s  the  Creation.  He  alfo  wrote  an 
abufive  pamphlet  againft  Earl  S —  which  was  fup- 
pr^ffed  while  yet  in  MS.  by  an  eminent  perfon, 
then  out  of  tie  miniftry,  to  whom  he  fhowed  it, 
expecting  his  approbation  :  This  Doctor  afterwards 
published  the  fame  piece,  mutatis  mutandis,  againft 
that  very  perfon. 

Ver  400.  Chrift's  no  kingdom,  &c.]  This  is 
faid  hy  Curl',  Key  to  Dune,  to  allude  to  a  fermou 
of  a  reverend  bifhop. 

Ver.  411  CenrtHvre]  Mrs.  Sufanna  Centlivre, 
\yife  to  Mr.  Centiivre^  yeoman  of  the  mouth  to 
his  Majefty.  She  writ  many  plays,  and  a  fong 
T.  Jacob,  vol.  i.  p.  33.)  before  ihe  was  fc- 
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Norton,  frcft  Daniel  and  Oftrcea  fprung, 
Blefs'd  wit  his  father's  front,  and  mother's  tongue, 
Hung  file*  down  his  never-blufhing  head  ; 
And  all  \fts  hufh'd,  as  Folly's  felf  lay  dead. 

Thus  tte  Co  ft  gifts  of  Sleep  conclude  the  day, 
And  ftrech'd  on  bulks,  as  ufual,  poets  lay.       4x0 
Why  fhuld  I  fing,  what  bards  the  nightly  mule 
Did  fluttering  vifit,  and  convey  to  ftews ; 
Who  ppu.der  march'd  with  magiftrates  in  (late, 
To  Ton:  faai'd  round-houfe,  ever- open  gate  1 
How  lenley  lay  infpir'd  befide  a  fink, 
Ami  t<  mere  mortals  fcem'd  a  prieft  in  driuk  : 
Whiicothers,  timely,  to  the  neighbouring  Fleet 
(Hauit  of  the  mufes)  made  their  fafe  retreat. 


VARIATION. 

Ve.  4*5.  In  firft  edit. 
HowLaurus  lay,  &c. 

REMARKS. 

ven  jears  old.  She  alfo  writ  a  ballad  againft  Mr. 
Popes  Homer,  before  he  began  it. 

Vtr.  413-  Buyer  t'ae  ftate,  and  Law  the  ftage 
gave  o'er,]  A.  Boyer.  a  voluminous  compiler  of 
amiafe,  political  collections,  &c. — William  JLaw, 
A.  W..  wrote  with  great  zeal  againft  the  ftage  ; 
Mr.  Dennis  anfwered  wr-.h  as  great :  Their  books 
xvtre  printed  in  177,6.  The  fame  Mr.  Law  is  au- 
thor of  a  book,  intituled,  *  An  Appeal  to  all  that 
doubt  of,  or  difbelieve  the  truth  of  the  Gofpel ;" 
in  which  he  has  detailed  afyftem  of  the  ranked 
fpiuozii'm,  for  the  moft  exited  theology ;  and 
aiviongft  other  things  as  rare,  has  informed  us  of 
this,  that  Sir  Ifaac  Newton  tole  the  principles  of 
his  philofophy  from  one  JacobBchmen,  a  German 
cobler. 

Ver.  414.  Morgan]  A  wrier  againft  religion, 
diilinguifhed  no  otherwile  froa  the  rabble  of  his 
tribe,  than  by  the  pompoufnei  of  his  title  ;  for 
having  ftolen  his  morality  fron  Tirtdal,  and  his 
philofophy  from  Spinofa,  he  als  himfelf,  by  the 
courtefy  of  England,  a  moral  phlofophcr. 

Ibid.  Maitdevil]  This  writer, who  prided  him- 
felf in  the  reputation  of  an  immral  philofopher, 
was  author  of  a  famous  book,  ciled  the  Fable  of 
the  Bees ;  written  to  prove  tha  moral  virtue  is 
the  invention  of  knaves,  arid  Chiftian  virtue  the 
impofition  of  fobls ;  and  that  vices  rjeceffary,  and 
alone  fufficient  to  fender  focietyflourifhiug  and 
happy. 

Ver.  415.  Norton,]  Norton  depoe,  offspring 
of  the  famous  Daniel,  Tories  treantuifort'dus.  One 
<>f  the  authors  of  the  Flying  Foil,  \  which  well- 
bred  work  Mr.  P.  had  fome  time  tr;  honour  to  be 
abufcd  with  his  betters  ;  and  of  may  hired  fcur- 
filities  and  daily  papery  to  which  h  never  fet  his 
name. 

Ver.  427.  Fleet.]  A  prifon  for  hblvent  debt- 
ors, on  the  bank  of  the  Ditch. 


BOOK     1U. 

ARGUMENT. 

After  the  other  perfons  are  diVpofedi  their  pro- 
J>ef  pfoc&s  of  reft,  the  goddtfs  tuifports  the 


king  to  her  temple,  and  there  lays  him  to  {lum- 
ber with  his   head  on  her   lap  ;  a   pofition   of 
marvellous  virtue,  which  caufeth  all  the  vilions 
of  wild  enthufiafts,  projectors,  politicians,  ina*- 
moratos,  caftle  builders,   chemifts,  and    poets. 
He  is  immediately  carried  ori   the   wings   of 
fancy,  and  led  by  a  mad  poetical  Sibyl,  to  the 
Elyfian  fhade  ;  where  ;""t>n  the  banks  of  Lethe, 
the  foul*  of  the  dull  are  dipped  by  Bavius,  be- 
fore their  entrance  into  this  world.     There  he 
is  met  by  the  ghotl  of  Settle,  and  by  him  made 
acquainted  with  the  wonders  of  the  place,  and 
with  thofe  which  he  himfelf  is  defiined  to  per- 
form. He  takes  him  to  a  mount  of  vifion,  from, 
whence  he  fhows  him  the  p'aft  triumphs  of  the 
empire  of  Dulnefs,  then  the  prefent,  and  laftly 
the  future  ;  how  fmall  a  part  of  the  world  was 
ever  conquered  by  fciencie,  HovV  foon  tliofe  coh- 
quefts  w.ere  (topped,  and   thofe  very   nationi 
again  reduced  to  her  dominion.     Then  dilHn- 
guifhing  the  iflafi'd  of  Gredt  Britain,  fliosvs  by 
what  aids,  hy  what  perfons,  and  by  what  de- 
grees, it  ihnll  be  brought  to  her  empire.     Some 
of  the  perfons  he  caufes  topafs  in  review  before 
his  eyes;  describing  each  by  his  proper  figiSre, 
character,  and  qualifications.     Oa  a  fudden  the 
fcene  fhifts,  and  i  vaft  number  of  miracles  and 
prodigies  appear,   utterly   furprifing   and   un- 
known  to  the  king  himfelf,  till  they  are  ex- 
plained to  be  the  wonders  of  his  own  reign 
now  commencing.  On  this  iubjed  Settle  breaks 
into  a  congratulation,  yet  not  unmixed  with 
concern,  that  his  own  times  were  but  the  types 
of  thefe.     He  prophefks  how  firft  the  nation 
ihall  be  over-run  with  farces,  operas,  and  fhovvs; 
how  the  throne  of  Dulneis  fhall  be  advanced 
over  the  theatres,  and  fet  up  even  ac  court : 
then  how  her  fohs  fhall  pjeildc  in  the  feats  of 
arts  and  fciendes :  giving  a  glimpfe,  or  Pifg'ah 
fight,  of  the  future  fulnefs  of  her  glory,  the  ac, 
complifhment    whereof  is  the   ftfbje<5l   of  the 
fourth  and  laft  Book. 

BUT  in  her  temple's  laft  rccefs  enclos'd, 
On  Dulneis'  lap  th'  anointed  head  repos'd. 
Him  clofe  fhe  curtain.1-  round  with  vapours  bluGj 
And  foft  befprinkles  with  Cimmerian  dew, 
Then  raptures  high  the  feat  of  feufe  o'erflow, 
Which  oply  heads  refia'd  from  reafon  know. 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  $;  6,  &C.]  Hereby. is  intimated  that  the 
following  vifion  is  no  more  than  the  chimera  o£ 
the  dreamer's  brain,  and  not  a  real  or  intended  fa- 
tire  on  the  prefent  age,  doubtlefs  more  learned, 
more  enlightened,  and  more  abounding  with  great 
genuifes  in  divinity^  polities,  and  whatever  arts 
and  fcieflces,  than  all  the  preceding.  For  fear  of* 
any  fuch  miitake  of  our  poet's  honeft  meaning,  he 
hath  agnin,  at  the  end  of  the  vifion,  repeated  this 
monitio'n,  faying  that  it  all  paffed  through  the 
ivory  gate,  which  (according  to  the  ancients)  de-' 
notech  falfity. 

0  'ij 
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Hence,  from  the  ftraw  where  Bedlam's  prophet 

nods, 

He  hears  loud  oracles,  and  talks  with  gods : 
Hence  the  fool's  paradife,  the  ftarefman's.  fcheme, 
The  air-built  caftle,  and  the  golden  dream,        IO 
The  maid's  romantic  wifh,  the  chemift's  flame, 
And  poet's  vifion  of  eternal  fame. 

And  now,  on  Fancy's  eafy  wing  convey'd, 
The  king  defcending,  views  th'  Elyfian  fhade. 
A  flip-fhod  Sibyl  led  his  fteps  along, 
In  lefty  madnefs  meditating  fong ; 
Her  trefles  flaring  from  poetic  dreams, 
Aud  never  wafh'd,  but  in  Caftalia's  ftreams, 
Taylor,  their  better  Charon,  lends  an  oar  [more). 
(Once  fwan  of  Thames,  though  now  he  fmgs  no 
Benlowes,  propitious  ftill  to  blockheads,  bows  ;  21 
And  Shadwell  nods  the  poppy  on  his  brows. 


Ver.  IS — W. 


VARIATION. 

Not  in  the  firfl  ed. 


Here,  in  a  dufky  vale  where  Lethe  rds, 
Old  Bavius  fit>,  to  dip  poetic  fouls, 
And  blunt  the  fenfe  and  fit  it  for  a  fkll 
Of  folid  proof,  impenetrably  dull  : 
Inftant,  when  dipt,  away  they  wing  ther  flight, 
Where  Brown  and  Meers  unbar  the  gats  of  li$ 
Demand  new  bt  dies,  and  in  calf's  array, 
Rufh  to  the  world,  impatient  for  the  da} 
Million*  and  millions  on  thefe  banks  he  Sews, 
Thick  as  the  ftars  of  nigltc,  or  morning  tws, 
As  thick  as  bees  o'er  vernal  bloffoms  fly, 
As  thick  as  eggs  at  Ward  anfl  Pillory. 


REMARKS. 

,  How  much  the  good  Scriblerus  was  miftaken, 
may  be  feen  from  the  fourth  Book,  which,  it  is 
plain  from  hence,  he  had  never  feen.  BENTL. 

Ver.  15.  A  flip-fhod  Sibyl]  This  allegory  is  ex- 
tremely juft,  no  conformation  of  the  mind  fo  much 
fubjecting  it  to  real  madnefs,  as  that  which  pro- 
duces real  dulnefs.  Hence  we  find  the  religious 
(as  well  as  the  poetical)  enthufiafts  of  all  ages  were 
ever,  in  their  natural  ftate,  moft  heavy  and  lump- 
ifh  ;  but  on  the  leaft  application  of  heat,  they  run 
like  lead,  which  of  all  metals  falls  quickeft  into 
iufion.  Whereas  fire  in  a  genius  is  truly  Prome- 
thean,  it  hurts  not  its  conftituent  parts,  but  only  1 
irks  it  (as  it  does  well-tempered  fteel)  for  the  nc-  • 
ceflary  imprefiions  of  art.  But  the  common  peo- 
ple have  been  taught  (I  do  not  know  on  what 
foundation)  to  regard  lunacy  as  a  mark  of  wit, 
juft  as  the  Turks  and  our  modern  Method ifts  do 
of  holinefs.  But  if  the  caufe  of  madnefs  affigned 
by  a  great  philofopher  be  true,  it  will  unavoidably 
fall  upon  the  dunces.  He  fuppofes  it  to  be  the 
dwelling  over  long  on  one  object  or  idea  :  Now 
as  this  attention  is  occafioned  either  by  grief  or 
fiudy,  it  will  be  fixed  by  dulnefs;  which  hath  not 
quicknpfs  enough  to  comprehend  what  it  feeks, 
nor  force  and  vigour  enough  to  divert  the  imagi- 
nation from  the  object  it  laments. 

Ver.  19.  Taylor,]  John  Taylor  the  Water-poet, 
an  honeft  man,  who  owns  he  learned  not  fo  much 
as  the  accidence  :  A  rare  example  of  modefty  in 
a  Poet ! 

ft  I  muft  confefs  I  do  want  eloquence, 

"  And  never  Icarcc  did  learn  my  accidence  ; 

*'  For  having  got  from  poffum  to  poffet, 

"  I  there  was  gravell'd,  could  no  farther  get." 

He  wrote  fourfcore  books  in  the  reign  of  James 
I.  and  Charles  I.  and  afterwards  (like  Ldward 
Ward)  kept  an  alehoufe  in  Long-Acre.  He  died 
in  1654. 

Ver.  21.  Benlowes,]  A  country  gentleman,  fa- 
jneas  for  bis  own  bad  poetry,  and  for  patronizing 


KFMARKS. 

bad  poets,  as  may  be  feen  from  many  ded:ari 
of  O\iarles  and  othtrs  to  him.     Some  c"  the! 
anagramcd  his  name  Benlowes  into  Benevdus  : 
verify  which,  he  fpent  his  whole  eftate  upoitht 

Ver.  22.  And  Shadwell  nocfs  the  poppj  &c.J 
Shadwell  took  opium  for  many  years ;  and  ded 
too  large  a  doft,  in  the  year  1692. 

Ver.  24.  Old  Bavius  fits,/  Bavius  was  an  ait 
poet,  celebrated  by  Virgil  for  the  like  caifes 
Bays  by  our  author,  though  not  in  fo  Chriftian. 
like  a  manner  :  For  heatlenifhly  it  is  declaicd  b) 
Virgil  of  Bavius,  that  be  ought  to  be  hated  anil 
detefted  for  his  evil  worcs;  Qui  Bavium  non  odit ; 
whereas  we  have  oft<n  had  occafion  to  obfcrve 
our  poet's  great  goal  nature  and  mercifulnefs 
through  the  whole  coirfe  of  this  poem. 

SCRIBL. 

Ver.  28.  Brown  aid  Meers]  Bookfcllers,  print- 
ers i'ur  any  body.—The  allegory  of  the  fouls  of 
the  dull  coming  forn  in  the  form  of  books,  dreffed 
in  calf's  leather,  md  being  let  abroad  in  vaft 
numbers  by  bookfllers,  is  fufficiently  intelligible. 

Ver.  34.  Ward  in  Pillory.]  John  Ward  of 
Hackney,  Efq.  Mmber  of  Parliament,  being  con- 
victed of  forgery  was  firft  expelled  the  Horfe, 
and  then  fentcncd  to  the  pillory  on  the  i;th  of 
February  1727.  Mr  Curll (having  likewife  flood 
there)  looks  upo1  the  mention  of  fuch  a  gentle- 
man in  a  facirc,  *  a  great  ad  of  barbarity,  Key  to 
the  Dune.  3d  eit.  p.  16.  And  another  author 
reafous  thus  upn  it.  Durgen,  8vo.  p.  u,  12. 
"  How  unworthr  is  it  of  Chriftian  charity  to  ani- 
"  mate  the  rable  to  abufe  a  worthy  man  in  fuch 
**  a  fituation  ?  Arhat  could  move  the  poet  thus  to 
"  mention  a  hive  fufferer,  a  gallant  prifoner,  ex- 
"  poled  to  thcview  of  ail  mankind  !  It  was  laying 
"  afide  his  feles,  it  was  committing  a  crirr.t  for 
"  which  the  lw  is  deficient  not  to  punifh  ?  im  ! 
"  nay,  a  crimj  which  man  can  fcarce  forgive,  or 
"  time  effacej  nothing  furely  could  have  induced 
"  him  to  it  bt  being  bribed  by  a  great  lady,"  &c. 
(to  whom  tlj  brave,  honeft,  worthy  gentleman 
was  guilty  oino  offence  but  forgery,  proved  in 
open  court).!  But  it  is  evident,  thi«  verfe  could 
not  be  meanlof  him  ;  it  being  notorious,  that  no 
eggs  were  frown  at  that  gentleman.  Perhaps 

IMITATION. 

Ver.  28.  Jibar  the  gates  of  light,]  An  htaniftich 
of  Milton.  ' 


THE   DUNCIAD. 


^Wondefig  he  gaz'd  :  When  16  !  a  fage  appear?, 
By  his  brid  moulders  known,  and  length  of  ears, 
Known  V  the  band  arid  iuit  which  Settle  wore 
{His  onlfuit)  for  twice  three  yeafs  before  : 

REMARKS. 

thereto  it,  might  be  intended  of  Mr.  Edward 
\Vard  'e  poet,  when  he  ftood  there. 

Ver36.  and  length,  of  ears.]  This  is  a  fophifti- 
cated  .ading.  I  think  I  may  venture  to  affirm  all 
the  cty'fts  are  miflaiten  here:  I  believe  I  may 
fay  tl  fame  of  the  critics;  Dennis,  Olclmixon, 
Wclfd,  have  paffed  it  in  filence.  I  have  alfo 
{turned  at  it,  and  wondered  how  an  error  fo 
manjft  could  efcape  fuch  accurate  perfons.  I  dare 
aiferit  proceedeth  originally  from  the  inadvert- 
encyf  fome  tranfcriber,  whofe  head  ran  on  the 
pilliy,  mentioned  two  lines  before ;  it  is  there- 
foretaazing  tuat  Mr.  Curll  himfelf  ihould  over- 
lookt".  Yet  thit  fcholiaft  takes  not  the  leaft  nc- 
ticeiereof.  Th«t  the  learned  Mift  alfo  read  it 
thui  »s  plain  fromhis  ranging  this  paflage  among 
thoi  in  which  our  author  v>as  blamed  for  perfonal 
fade  on  a  man's  fac  (whereof  doubtleft  he  might 
tak<t\e  ear  to  be  a  art)  ;  fo  likewife  Concanen, 
Rakh.the  Flying  Poitand  all  the  herd  of  commen- 
tators— Tota  arment'.fequuntur. 

A  iery  little  fagacity  y/hich  all  thefe  gentlemen 
there  ore  wanted)  willcftore  to  us  the  true  fenfe 
of  the  poet  thus  : 
J3y  h'.s  broad  fhoulders  k*wn,  and  length  of  years. 

See  hgw  eafy  a  change ;  cone  fmgle  letter  !  That 
Mr.  Settle  was  old,  is  mt  certain  ;  but  he  was 
(happily)  a  ftranger  to  *;  pillory.  This  note 
partly  Mr.  THEOBALD'S,  j-tly  SCRIBL. 
•  Ver.  37.  Settle]  Elkan  Settle  was  once  a 
•writer  in  vogue  as  well  as'ibber,  both  for  dra- 
matic poetry  and  politics,  fr.  Dennis  tells  us, 
that  "  he  was  a  formidable  ?al  to  Mr.  Dryden, 
**.  and  that  ifi  the  Univerfityf  Cambridge  there 
*«.  were  thofe  who  gave  him  -  preference."  Mr. 
\v"elfted  goes  yet  farther  inis  behalf:  ".Poor 
"  Settle  was  formerly  the  migy  rival  of  Dryden  ; 
*'  nay,  for  many  years,  bore  -,  reputation  above 
«  him."  Pref.  to  his  Poems,  i.  p.  31.  And  Mr. 
Milbourne  cried  out,  "  Hovvttle  was  Dryden 
•'*  able,  even  when  his  blood  i  high,  to  defend 
.«*  himfelf  againft  Mr.  Settle  !*  Notea  on  Dryd. 
Virg.  p.  175.  Thefe  are  conrtable  opinions; 
and  no  wonder  fome  authors  inlge  them. 

He  was  author  or  jjublifheof  many  noted 
pamphlets  in  the  time  of  Kingharles  II.  He 
anfwered  all  Dry  den's  political  ;ms !  and  being 
cried  up  on  one  fide,  fucceeded  .  a  little  in  his 
tragedy  of  the  Emprefs  of  Moro  [the  firft  that 
was  ever  printed  with  cuts].  Upon  this  he 
"  grew  infolent,  the  wits  writ  a;ift  his  pfey,he 
"  replied,  and  the  town  judged  liad  the  better. 
"  In  fliort,  Settle  was  then  thou;  a  very  formi- 
u  dable  rival  to  Mr.  Dryden  ;  ;  n*t  only  the 
"  town,  but  the  Univerfity  of  Caridge  was  di- 
11  vided  which  to  prefer  ;  and  ini.h  places  the 
"  younger  fort  inclined  to  Elka."  Dennis, 
f.  to  Rem,  on  Horn. 


All  as  the  veft,  appear'dthe  wearer's  frame, 
Old  in  new  ftate,  another  yet  the  fame.  40 

Bland  and  familiar  as  in  life,  begun 
Thus  the  great  father  to  the  greater  fon  : 

Oh  born  to  fee  what  none  can  fee  awake  ! 
Behold  the  wonders  of  th'  oblivious  lake. 
Thou,  yet  unborn,  haft  touch'd  this  facred  fhore  5 
The  hand  of  BaVius  drench'd  thee  o'er  and  o'er. 
But  blind  to  former,  as  to  future  fate, 
What  mortal  knows  his  pre-exiftent  ftate  ? 
Who  knows  how  long  thy  tranfmigrating  foul 
Might  from  Boeotian  to  Boeotian  roll !  50 

How  many  Dutchmen  fhe  vouchfaf 'd  to  thrid  ? 
How  many  flakes  through  old  monks  fhe  rid  ? 
And  all  who  fince,  in  wild  benighted  days, 
Mix'd  the  owl's  ivy  with  the  poet's  bays. 
As  man's  meanders  to  the  vital  fpring 
Roll  all  their  tides,  then  back  thtfir  circles  bring  ; 
Or  whirligigs,  twirl'd  round  by  {kilful  fwain, 
Suck  the  thread  in,  then  yield  it  out  again: 
All  nonfenfe  thus,  of  old  or  modern  date, 
Shall,  in  the  centre,  from  thee  circulate.  60 

For  this,  our  queen  unfolds  to  vifion  true1 
Thy  mental  eye,  for  thou  haft  much  to  view : 
Old  fcenes  of  glory,  times  long  caft  behind, 
Shall,  firft  recall'd,  rufh  forward  to  thy  mind  : 
Then  ftretch  thy  fight  o'er  all  her  riling  reign, 
And  let  the  paft  and  future  fire  thy  brain. 

Afcend  this  hill,  whofe  cloudy  point  commands 
Her  boundlefs  empire  over  feas  and  lands. 
See,  round  the  Poles  where  keener  fpangles  Ihine, 
Where  fpices  fmoke  beneath  the  burning  line,  70 
(Earth's  wide  extremes)  her  fable  flag  difplay'd, 
And  all  the  nations  cover'd  in  her  made  1 

Far  eaftward  caft  thine  eye,from  whence  the  fun 
And  orient  fcience  their  bright  courfe  begun  : 
One  godlike  monarch  all  that  pride  confounds, 
He,  whofe  long  wall  the  wandering  Tartar  bounds; 


VARIATIONS* 

Ver.  73.  in  the  former  ed. 

Far  eaftward  caft  {hine  eye,  from  whence  the  fun 
And  orient  fcience  at  a  birth  begun. 

But  as  this  was  thought  to  contradict  that  line  of 
the  introduction, 

In  eldeft  times,  ere  mortals  writ  or  read, 

which  fuppofes  the  fun  and  fcience  did  not  fet  out 
together,  it  was  altered  to  ".  their  bright  courfe 
"  begun."  But  this  flip,  as  ufual,  cfcaped  tlift 
gentlemen  of  the  Dunciad. 

REMARKS.     : 

Ver.  50.  Might  from  Boeotian,  &c.]  Bceotialay 
under  the  ridicule  of  the  wits  formerly,  as  Ireland 
does  now  ;  though  it  produced  one  pf  the  greateft 
poets,  and  one  of  the  greateft  general  of  Greece  : 

"  Boeotum  craffo  jurares  acre  natum."       Horat. 

Ver.  75.  Chi  Ho-am-ti  Emperor  of  China,  the 
fame  who  built  the  great  wall  between  China  and 
Tartary,  deftroyed  all  the  books  and  learned  men 
of  that  empire. 

0  iiij 


THE  WORKS   &  F   P  O  P  ff . 


Heavens  '.  what  a  pile  !  whole  ages  perifli  there, 
And  one  bright  blaze  turns  Learning  into  a>r- 

Thence  to  the  fouth  extend  thy  gladden'd  eyes ; 
There  rival  flames  with  equal  glory  rile,  80 

Prom  fhelves  to  ihelves  fee  greedy  Vulcan  roll, 
And  lick  up  all  their  phyfic  of  the  foul. 

H6w  little,  mark  !  that  portion  of  the  ball, 
Where,  faint  at  beft,  the  beams  of  fcience  fall : 
Soon  a<  they  dawn,  from  Hyperborean  Ikies 
Embody'd  dark,  what  clouds  of  Vandals  rife  ! 
Lo  '.  where  Mosotis  fleeps,  »d  hardly  flows 
The  freezing  Tanais  through  a  wafte  of  fnows, 
The  north  by  myriads  pours  her  mighty  fons, 
Great  nurfe  of  Goths,  of  Alans,  and  of  Huns  !  90 
See  Alarie's  ftern  port !  the  martial  frame 
Of  Gehferic  ;  and  Attila's  dread  name  I 
See,  the  bold  Oftrogoths  on  Latium  fall ; 
See,  the  fierce  Vifigoths  on  Spain  and  Gaul ! 
See,  where  the  morning  gilds  the  palmy  fhore 
(The  foil  that  arts  and  infant  letters  bore) 
His  conquering  tribes  th'  Arabian  prophet  draws, 
And  favirg  Ignorance  enthrones  by  laws. 
See  Chriftians,  Jews,  one  heavy  Sabbath  keep, 
And  all  the  weftern  world'  believe  and  fleep.    i-oo 

Lo  !  Rome  herfeif,  proud  miftrefs  now  no  more 
Of  arts,  but  thundering  again  ft  heathen  lore; 
Her  gray-hair'd  fynods  damning  brooks  unread, 
And  Bacon  trembling  for  his  brazen  head, 
Padua,  with  fighs,  beholds  her  Livy  bum, 
And  even  th/  Antipodes  Virgilius  mourn. 


Ver.  8 1,  82.  The  Caliph,  Omar  I.  having  con^ 
quered  Egypt,  caufed  his  general  toburn  the  Pto- 
]omxar,  library,  on  the  gates  of  which  was  this 
infcription,  4>TXHS  IATPEION,  the  phyfic  of  the 
foul. 

Ver.  96  (The  foil  that  arts  and  infant  letters 
bore)]  Phoenicia,  Syria,  &c.  where  letters  are  laid 
to  have  been  invented.  In  thefe  countries  Maho- 
met began  his  conquefts.- 

Ver.  10 2.  thundering  againft  heathen  lore  ;]  A 
ftrong  inftance  of  this  pious  rage  is  placed  to  Pope 
Gregory's  account.  John  of  Salisbury  gives  a 
very  odd  encomium  of  this  pope,  at  the  fame  time 
that  he  mentions  one  of  the  ftrangeft  effects  of  this 
excefs  of  zeal  in  him  :  "  Doclor  fanc-tiffimus  ille 
**  Gregor*ias,  q.ui  melleo  przedicationis  imbre  totam 
"  rigavit  et  inebriavit  ecclefiam  ;  non  mode  M?> 
"  thefm  jufFit  ab  aula,  fed,  ut  traditur,  a  majoribus, 
"  incentiio  dedit  probatae  ledionis  fcripta,  Pa-la  ti- 
"  nus  qusjcunque  tenebat  Apollo."  And  in  ano- 
ther phce:  "  Fertur  beams  Gregorius  bibliothe- 
*c  cam  combuflF.fTe  gentilein ;  quo  drvinai  paginse 
f<  gratior  tfftt  locus,  et  major  authoritas,  et  dili- 
"  gentia  fludiofor."  Dcfiderius,  Archbiihop  of 
Vienna,  was  fharply  reproved  by  him'  for  teaching 
grammar  and  literature,  and  explaining  the  poets  ; 
became  ('fays  this  Pope)  "  In  uno  fe  ore  cum  Jovis 
"  latidiijus  Chrifti  laudes  non  capiunt :  Et  quam 
"  grave  nefandumque  fit  Epifcopis  c&nere  quod  nee 
*'  JLaico  feligiofo  conveniat,  ipie  confidera."  He 
is  faid,  among  the  reft,  to  have  burned  Livy ; 
**  Quia  in  fnperftitioiiibas  et  faqjis  Romanorum 


See,  the  Cirque  falls,  th'  unpillar'd  teipie  no«fe, 
Streets  pav'd  with  heroes,  Tyber  chok1  with  god?: 
Till  Peter's  keys  fome  chriften'd  Jovedorn, 
And  Pan  to  Mufes  lends  his  Pagan  hoi;         119 
See  gracelcfs  Venus  to  a  virgin  turn'd, 
Or  Phidias  broken,  and  Apelles  burn'd 

Behold  yon  ilk,  by  Palmers,  pilgrim'trod, 
Men  bearded,  bald,  cowl'd,  uncowl'd.hod,  un- 

fhod. 

Peel'd,  patch'd,  and  pyebald,  linfey-wcby  bro- 
thers, rothers. 
Grave   mummers  I"  fleevelefs   fotrfc,  andhirtlefs 
That  one  was  Britain — Happy  !  had  fhc  la 
No  fiercer  fons,  had  Eafter  never  been. 
In  peace,  great  goddefs,  ever  be  ador'd ; 
How  keen  th*  war,  if  Dulnefs  drav?  the  l\rd  ! 
Thus  vifif  not  thy  own  !   on  this  bleft  age     121 
Oh  fpread  thy  influence,  but  reftrain  thjr  r:e. 

And  fee,  my  fon  !  the  hour  is  on  its  way 
That  lifts  our  goddefs  to  imperial  fway; 
This  favourite  hie,  long  fever 'd  Pom  her  rtjn, 
Dove-like  {he  gathers  to  her  wiigs  again. 
Now  look  through   Fate  !  behold  the  fcer:  flic 

draws ! 

What  aids,  what  armies,  to  &*rt  her  cauft  1 
See  all  her  progeny,  illuftrid*  fight ! 
Behold,  and  coant  them,a«ney  rife  to  liglt.  130 


"  perpetuo  Terfatur."  "ie  fame  pope  is  acoifed 
by  Voffius,  and  others,  t  having  cauled  the  noble 
monument*-  of  th?  old  I>man  magnificence  to  b« 
deftroyed,  left  thofc  w>  came  to  Rome  fhould 
give  mo?e  attention  tcfiumphal  arches,  £c. than 
to  holy  things.  Bayl£>i(ft. 

Ver  109.  Till  Pete-  keys  foma  chriften'd  Joye 
adorn,]  Alter  the  govnment  of  Rome  devolved 
to  the  popes,  their  ze  was  for  fome  time  exerted 
in  demolifhing  the  h:hcn  temples  and  ftatues,  fo 
that  the  Goths  lcar«d?ftroyed  more  monument* 
of  antiquity  out  of  ge,  than  thefe  out  of  devo- 
tion. At  length  th  (pared  fome  of  the  tereplcs, 
by  converting  them*  churches  ;  and  fome  of  the 
ftatues,  by  modifyi:them  into  images- of  fuiuts. 
In  much  later  timt  it  was  thought  necefiary  to 
change  the  ftatuef  Apollo  and  Pallas,  on  the 
tomb  of  Sannazar,  into  David  and  Judith;  the 
lyre  eafily  becameharp,  and  the  Gorgon's'head 
turned  to  that  of  »loferne3. 

Ver.  117.  ii  Happy!  had  tafter  never 
been!]  Wars  iringland  anciently,  about  the 
right  time  of  ceNiting  Eafter. 

Ver.  ia6.  Dolike,  flae  gathers]  This  is  ful- 
filled in  the  fouibook. 

Ver.  iz8.  Wlaids,  what  armies  to  afkrt  her 
caufe!]  i.  c.  Okts,  antiquaries,  critics  divines, 
free-thinkers.  .'  as  this  revolution  is  only  here* 
fet  on  foot  by  tfirft  Of  thefc  clafies,  the  poets, 
they  only  are  .'e  particularly  celebrated,  and 
they  only  prop'  fall  under  die  cart  and  review 
of  this  colleagof  dulnefs,  the  laureat.  The 
others,  who  finthe  great  work,  are  Merved  for 
the  fourth  booHiere  the  Goddsfs  herfeif  appear 
in  full  glory. 
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As  Bcreeynthia,  whUe  her  offspring  vie 
I   In  homage  to  the  mother  of  the  Iky, 
j    Surveys  around  her,  in  the  bleft  abode, 
i     An  hundred  fons,  and  every  fon  a  God  : 
I    Not.  with  lefs  glory  mighty  Dulnefs  crown'd 
Shall  take   through  Grub-ftreet  her  triumphant 

round  ; 

And,  her  ParnafTus  glancing  o'er  at  once, 
|    Behold  an  hundred  fons,  and  each  a  Dunce,  [place, 
Mark  firft  that  youth  who  takes  the  foremoft 
|    And  thrufts  his  perfon  full  into  your  face.       140 
I     With  all  thy  father's  virtues  bleft,  be  born  ! 
And  a  new  Cibbcr  (hall  the  ftage  adorn. 

A  fecond  fee,  by  meeker  manners  known^ 
And  modeft  as  the  maid  that  fips  alone ; 
From  the  ftrong  fate  of  drams  if  thou  get  free, 
Another  d'Urfey,  Ward  '.  fhall  fing  in  thee. 
Thee   fhall   each   alehou-fe,    thee   each   gillhoufe 

mourn, 

And  anfwenng  gin-fliops  fourer  fighs  return. 
J  icob,  the  fcourge  of  grammar,  mark  with  awe  ; 
Mor  lefs  revere  him,  blunderbufs  of  law.  150 


VARIATIONS- 

Ver.  149.  in  the  firft  edit,  it  was, 
Woolfton,the  fcourge  of  Scripture,  mark  with  awe '. 
And  mighty  Jacob,  blunderbufs  of  law  ! 

Ver.  151,  152,  Lo,  P — p — le's  brow,  &c.]    In 
the  former  edit,  thus  : 
Lo,  next  two  flip-mod  mufes  traipfe  along, 
In  lofty  madnefs,  meditating  fong, 
WithMreffcs  {taring  from  poetic  dreams, 
And  never  wafh'd,  but  in  Caftaliars  ftreams. 
Haywood",  Centlivre,  glories  of  their  race, 
Lo,  Horneck's  fierce,  and  Roomc's  funereal  face. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  149.  Jacob,  the  fcoarge  of  Grammar, 
mark  with  awe  ;}  *'  This  gentleman  is  fon  of  a 
11  confidera'oj*;  mafter  of  Rqmfey  in  Southairpton- 
"  (hire,  and  bred  to  the  Li-vv  under  a  very  eminent 
"  attorney  :  Who,  between  his  more  h»uuiious 
"  ftudies,  has  diverted  himfelf  with  poetry.  He 
"  i-i  a  great  admirer  of  poets  and  their  works, 
"  which  has  occafioned  him  to  try  his  genius  that 
"  way.  He  has  writ  in  profe  the  Lives  of  the 
•'  Poets,  Effays,  and  a  great  many  law  books,  the 
"  Accomplifhed  Conveyancer,  Modern  Juftice, 
**  &c.  Giles  Jacob  of  himfelf,  Lives  of  Poets, 
"  vol.  I."  He  very  grofsly,  and  unprovoked, 
abufed  in  thac  book  tlte  author's  friend,  Mr.  Gay. 

Ver.  149,  I5«. 

Jacob,  the  fcourge  of  grammar,  mark  with  awe  ; 
Nor  lefs  revere  him,  blunderbufs  of  law.] 
There  may  feem  fome  error  in  thefe  ve.rfes,  Mr. 
Jacob  having  proved  our  author  to  have  a  refpecl 
for  him,  by  (his  undeniable  argument.  "  He 
"  had  once  a  regard  for  my  judgment ;  otherwife 
"  he  never  would  have  fubfcribe  i  two  guinea*  to 
**  me,  for  one  fmall  book  in  octavo."  Jacob's 
Letter  to  Dennis,  printed  in  Dennis's  Remarks  on 
the  Dunciad,  p.  49.  Therefore  f  fbould  think  the 
appellation  of  Blunderbufs  to  Mr.  Jacob,  like  that 


Lo,  P — p — le's  brow,  tremend'ous  to  the  town, 
Horneck's  fierce  eye,  and  Roome's  funereal  frown* 
Lo  fneering  Goode,  half  malice  and  half  whim, 
A  fiend  in  glee,  ridiculoufly  grim. 
Each  Cygnet  fweet,  of  Bath  and  Tunbridge  race, 
Whofe  tuneful  whittling  makes  the  watc*  3  pafs  : 
Each  fongfter,  riddler,  every  namelefs  name. 
All  crowd, who  foremoft  fhall  be  damn'd  to  Fame, 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  155,  156,  are  added  fince  the  firft  edit. 

Ver.  157.  Each  fongfter,  riddler,  &c.     In  thfe 
former  edit. 
Lo  Bond  and  Foxton,  every  namelefs  name. 

After  ver.  158.  in  the  firft  edit,  followed, 
How  proud,  how  pale,  how  earneft  all  appear  1 
How  rhymes  eternal  gingle  in  their  ear  1 

REMARKS. 

of  Thunderbolt  to  Scipio,  was  meant  in  his  ho*- 
nour. 

Mr.  Dennis  argues  the  fame  way,  "  My 
**  writings  have  made  great  impreffion  on  the 
"  minds  of  all  fenfible  men,  Mr.  P.  repented,  and 
*  to  give  proof  of  his  repentance,  fubfcribed  to 
"  my  two  volumes  of  Letters."  Ibid.  p.  8».  We 
mould  hence  believe,  the  name  of  Mr.  Dennis 
hath  alfo  crept  into  this  poem  by  fomc  miftake. 
But  from  hence,  gentle  reader !  thou  may'ft  be- 
ware, when  thou  giveft  thy  money  to  fuch  authors, 
not  to  flatter  thyftlf  that  thy  motives  are  good- 
nature, or  charity. 

Ver.  15  z.  Horneck  and  Roome]  Thefe  two 
were  virulent  party-writers,  worthily  coupled  to- 
gether, and  one  would  think  prophetically,  fince, 
after  the  publifhing  of  this  piece,  the  former  dying^ 
the  latter  fucceeded  him  in  honour  and  employ- 
ment. The  firft  was  Philip  Horneck,  author  of 
a  Billingfgate  paper  called  the  High  German 
Doctor.  Edward  Roome  was  fon  of  an  undertar- 
'ker  for  funerals  in  Flect-ftreet,  and  writ  fome  of 
the  papers  called  Pafquin,  where,  by  malicious  irr- 
uenu'oes,  he  endeavoured  to  reprefent  our  author 
guilty  of  malevolent  practices  •?::+**  »  great  m**? 
then  under  profecution  of  Parliament.  Of  this 
man  was  made  the  following  epigram  : 

"  You  afk  why  Roome  diverts  you  with  his 

jokes, 

"  Yet  it  he  writes,  as  dull  as  other  folks  { 
"  You  wonder  at  it — This,  Sir,  is  the  cafe, 
"  The  jeft  is  loft  unlefs  he  prints  his  face." 

P — le  was  the  author  of  fome  vile  plays  and  pam- 
phlets. He  publifhed  abufes  on  our  author  in  a  pa- 
per called  the  Prompter. 

Ver.  153.  Goode,j  an  ill  natured  critic,  who 
writ  a  fatire  oji  our  author,  called  The  Mock  /E- 
fop,  and  many  anonymous  libels  in  newfpapers  for 
hire. 

Ver.  156.  Whofe  tuneful  whittling  makes  the 
waters  pals.]  There  were  feveral  fucceilions  of 
thefe  forts  of  minor  poets  at  Tunbridge,  Bath,  &c. 
iinging  the  praife  of  the  annals  flourifhing  for 
that  feafoii  j  whofc  names  indeed  would  be  nwrv;- 
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Some  drain  in  rhyme  ;  the  mufes,  on  their  racks, 
Sereamlike  the  winding  of  ten  t^oufand  jacks!    160 
Some,  free  from  rhyme  or  reafon,  rule  or  check, 
Break  Pr ifcian's  head,  and  Pegafus's  neck ; 
Down,  down  the  larum,  with  impet-.ious  whirl, 
tEhe  Pindars  and  the  Miltons  of  a  Curll. 

Silence,  ye  wolves!    while  Ralph  to  Cynthia 

howls, 

And  teakes  night  hideous— anfwer  him,  ye  owls ! 
Senfe,  fpeech,  and  meafure,  living  tongues  and 

dead, 

3Let  all  give  way,  and  Morris  may  be  read. 
:§  low,  Welded,  flow  \  like  thine  infpirer,  beer ; 
Though  dale,  not  ripe ;  though  thin,  yet  never 

clear; 


VARIATION. 

¥er.  1 68.    In  former  edit.— and  Durgen  may 
be  read. 

REMARKS. 

fefc,  ard  therefore  the  poet  ihuts  them  over  with 
ethers  in  general. 

Ver.  165.  Ralph]  James  Ralph,  a  name  infert- 
td  after  the  firft  editions,  not  known  to  our  author 
till  he  writ  a  fwearing  piece  called  Sawney,  very 
sbufive  of  Dr.  Swift,  Mr.  Gay,  and  himfelf.  Thefe 
lines  allude  to  a  thing  of  his,  intituled  Night,  a 
j>cem.  This  low  writer  attended  his  own  works 
with  panegyrics  in  the  Journals,  and  once  in  par- 
ticular praifed  himfelf  highly  above  Mr.  Addifon, 
in  wretched  remarks  upon  that  author's  Account 
«f  Englifh  Poets,  printed  in  a  London  Journal, 
Sept.  1728.  He  was  wholly  illiterate,  and  knew 
»o  language,  not  even  French.  Being  advifed  to 
jead  the  rules  of  dramatic  poetry  before  he  began 
a  play,  he  fmiled  and  replied,  "  Shakefpeare  writ 
*'  without  rules.K  He  ended  at  lad  in  the  com- 
mon fink  of  all  fuch  writers,  a  political  newfpa- 
per,  to  which  he  was  recommended  by  his  friend 
.Arnal,  and  received  a  fmall  pittance  for  pay. 

Ver.  1 6  8.  Morris,]  Befaleel.     Sec  boc!:  li. 

Ver.  165.  Flaw,  Wciftetl,  &c.]  Of  this  author 
fee  the  remark  on  book  ii.  v.  209.  But  (to  be 
impartial)  add  to  it  the  following  different  charac- 
ser  of  him. 

Mr.  Welded  had,  in  his  youth  raifed  fo  great 
expectations  of  his  future  genius,  that  there  was  a 
kind  of  druggie  between  the  mod  eminent  of  the 
two  Univerfities,  which  ftiould  have  the  honour  of 
liis  education.  To  compound  this  he  (civilly) 
became  a  member  of  both,  and  after  having  pafled 
fome  time  at  the  one,  he  removed  to  the  other. 
From  thence  he  returned  to  town,  where  he  be- 
came the  darling  expectation  of  all  the  polite 
writers,  whofe  encouragement  he  acknowledged 
in  his  cccafional  poems,  in  a  manner  that  will 
make  no  fmall  part  of  the  fame  of  his  protectors. 
It  alfo  appears  from  his  works,  that  he  was  hap- 
py in  the  patronage  of  the  mod  illudrious  cha- 
racters of  the  prefent  age — Encouraged  by  fuch  a 
combination  in  his  favour,  he — publidied  a  book 
of  poems,  fome  in  the  Ovidian,  fome  in  the  Ho- 
ratian  manner ;  in  both  which  the  jnoft  ex^uifae 


So  fweetly  mawkifb,  and  fo  fmoothly  dull ; 
Heady,  not  drong ;  o'erflowing,  though  not  full, 

Ah  Dennis !   Gildon  ah  !  what  ill-darr'd  rage 
Divides  a  friendlhip  long  confirm'd  by  age  ?  . 
Blockheads  with  reafon  wicked  wits  abhor, 
But  fool  with  fool  is  barbarous  civil  war. 
Embrace,  embrace,  my  fons !  be  foes  no  more  ! 
Nor  glad  vile  poets  with  true  critics  gore. 

Behold  yon  pair,  in  dricl:  embraces  join'd  ; 
How  like  in  manners,  and  how  like  in  mind ;  i8« 


VARIATION. 

After  ver.  180.  in  many  editions,  doocT, 
Fam'd  for  good-nature,  Burnet,  and  for  truth ; 
Ducket  for  pious  paflion  to  the  youth. 

REMARKS. 

judges  pronounce  he  even  rivalled  his  matters-— 
Hi's  love-verfes  have  refcued  that  way  of  writing 
from  contempt— In  his  tranilations,  he  has  given 
us  the  very  foul  and  fpirit  of  his  author.  His, 
Ode— his  Epidle — his  Vcrfes — his  Love-tale — all, 
are  the  mod  perfect  things  in  all  poetry  Welded 
of  himfelf,  Char,  of  the  Times,  8vo,  1728,  page 
23,  24.  It  (hould  not  be  forgot  for  his  honour, 
that  he  received  at  one  time  the  fum  of  five  hun- 
dred pounds  for  fecret  fervice,  among  the  other  ex- 
cellent authors  hired  to  write  anonymouflyfor  the 
minidry.  See  Report  of  the  Secret  Committee, 
&c.  jn  1742. 

Ver.  173.  Ah  Dennis!  Gildon  ah!]  Thefe 
men  became  the  public  fcorn  by  a  mere  midake 
of  their  talents.  They  would  needs  turn  critics 
of  their  own  country  writers  (jnd  as  Aridotle  and 
JLonginus  did  of  theirs)  and  difcourfe  upon  the 
beauties  and  defects  of  compofition : 

How  parts  relate  to  parts,  arid  they  to  whole  j 

The  body's  harmony,  the  beaming  foul. 
Whereas  had  they  followed  the  example  of  thoft 
microfeopes  of  wit,  XLttfrT,  Burman,  and  thtir  fol- 
lowers, in  verbal  criticifm  on  the  learned  lan- 
guages, their  acutenefs  and  indudry  might  have, 
raifed  them  a  name  equal  to  the  mod  famous  of 
the  fcholiads.  We  cannot  therefore  but  lament 
the  late  apodacy  of  the  Fi  cbenciary  of  Rocheder, 
who  beginning  in  fo  good  a  train,  has  now  turned 
diort  to  write  comments  on  the  Fire-fide,  and 
Dreams  upon  Shakefpeare;  where  we  find  the 
Ipirit  of  Oldmixon,  Gildon,  and  Dennis,  all  re- 
vived in  his  belaboured  obfervations.  SCKIBL. 
~  Here  Scribleras,  in  this  affair  of  the  Fire-fide,  I 
want  thy  ufual  candour.  It  is  true,  Mr.  Upton  did 
write  notes  upon  it,  but  with  all  the  honour  and 
good  faith  in  the  world.  He  took  it  to  be  a  pane- 
gyric on  his  patron.  This  it  is  to  have  to  do  with 
wits ;  a  commerce  unworthy  a  fcholiad  of  fo  folid 
learning.  ARIST. 

Ver.  173,  Ah,  Dennis,  &c.]  The  reader,  who 
has  feen,  through  the  courfe  of  thefc  notes,  what  a 
conftant  attendance  Mr.  Dennis  paid  to  cur  author 
and  all  his  works,  may  perhaps  wonder  he  ihould 
be  mentioned  but  twice,  and  fo  flightly  touched, 
in  tl  is  poem.  But  in  truth  he  looked  upon  him 
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Equal  in  wit,  and  equally  polite^ 
Shall  this  a  Pafquin,  that  a  Grumbler  write  ; 
Like  are  their  merits,  like  rewards  they  (hare, 
That  fhines  a  Conful,  this  Commiflloncr. 

"  But  who  is  he,  in  clofet  clofe  y-pent, 
«  Of  fober  face,  with  learned  duft  befprent  ?" 
Ri^ht  well  mine  eyes  arede  the  myfter  wight, 
On  parchment  fcraps  y-fed,  and  Wormius  hight. 


REMARKS. 

with  fome  efteem,  for  having  (more  generoufly 
than  all  the  reft)  fet  his  name  to  fuch  writings. 
He  was  alfo  a  very  old  man  at  this  time.  By  his 
own  account  of  himfelf,  in  Mr.  Jacob's  Lives,  he 
mutr  have  been  above  threefcore,  and  happily  lived 
many  years  after.  So  that  he  was  fenior  to  Mr. 
d'Urfey,  who  hitherto  of  all  our  poets  enjoyed 
the  longeft  bodily  life. 

Ver.  179.  Behold  yon  pair,  &c.]  One  of  thefe 
was  anthor  of  a  weekly  paper  called  the  Grumb- 
ler, as  the  other  was  concerned  in  another  called 
Pafquin,  in  which  Mr.  Pope  waft  abufed  with  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Bifhop  of  Rochsfter. 
They  alfo  joined  in  a  piece  againit  his  firft.  under- 
taking to  tranflate  the  Iliad,  intituled,  Homerides, 
by  Sir  Iliad  Doggrel,  printed  1715. 

Of  the  other  Works  of  theie  gentlemen  the 
world  has  heard  no  more,  than  it  would  of  Mr. 
Pope's,  had  their  united  laudable  endeavours  dif- 
couraged  him  from  purfuing  his  ftudies.  How 
few  good  wcrks  had  ever  appeared  ( fince  men  of 
true  merit  are  always  the  leaft  prefuming)  had 
there  been  always  fuch  champions  to  ftifle  them  in 
their  conception  ?  And  were  it  not  better  for  the 
public,  that  a  million  of  monfters  mould  come  in- 
to the  world,  which  are  fure  to  die  as  foon  as  born, 
than  that  the  ferpents  fliould  ftrungle  one  Hercules 
in  his  cradle  ? 

The  union  of  thefe  two  authors  gave  occafion 
to  this  epigram  : 

"  Burnet  and  Ducket, friends  in  fpite, 

"  Came  hifling  out  in  verfe  ; 
"  Bo?h  were  fo  forward,  each  would  write, 

"  So  dull,  each  hang  an  a 

"  Thus  Amphilbcena  (I  have  read) 

"   At  either  end  aflails  ; 
0  None  knows  which  leads  or  which  is  led, 

"  For  both  heads  are  but  tails." 

After  many  editions  of  this  poem,  the  author 
thought  fit  to  omit  the  names  of  thefe  two  per- 
fons,  whofe  injury  to  him  was  of  fo  old  a  date. 

Vc-r.  184.  1  hat  (bines  a  Conful,  this  Commif- 
fioner.j  Such  places  were  given  at  this  time  to 
fuch  fort  of  writers. 

Vtr.  iij  myfter  wight,]  Uncouth  mortal. 

Ver.  1 8.5  Wormius  hight.]  Let  not  this  name, 
purely  fictitious,  be  conceited  to  mean  the  learned 
Olaus  Wormius;  much  lefs  (as  it  was  unwar- 
rantably foifted  into  the  furreptitious  editions)  our 
own  antiquary,  Mr  1'homns  Hearne,who  had  no 
Way  rf  grieved  our  poet,  but  on  ti.e  contrary  pub- 
lift;  :d  *nany  curious  trails  which  he  hath  to  his 
great  ,.cr  :uuncm  perufed. 


To  future  aggs  may  thy  dulnefs  laft, 

As  thou  preferv'ft  the  dulnefs  of  the  paft  !        190 

There,  dim    in   clouds,  the    poring  fcholiafts 

mark, 

Wits,  who,  like  owls,  fee  only  in  the  dark, 
A  lumberhoufe  of  books  in  every  head, 
For  ever  reading,  never  to  be  read  ? 

But,  where  each  Science  lifts  its  modern  typf , 
Hiftory  her  pot,  Divinity  her  pipe, 
While  proud  Philofophy  repines  to  {how, 
Difhoneft  fight !  his  breeches  rent  below : 
tmbrown'd  with  native  bronze,  lo !  Henley  ftands} 
Tuning  his  voice, and  balancing  his  hands.        aoo 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  197.  in  the  firft  edit,  it  was, 
And  proud  Philofophy  with  breechei  tore, 
And  Englifh  Mnfic  with  a  difmal  fcore. 
Faft  by  in  darknefs  palpable  infhrin'd 
W — s,  B — r,  M — n,  all  the  poring  kind. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  ipa.  Wits,  who,  like  owls',  &c.]  Thefe 
few  lines  exactly  defcribe  the  right  verbal  critic  ; 
the  darker  his  author  is,  the  better  he  is  pleafed ; 
like  the  famous  quack  doctor,  who  put  up  in  his 
bills,  he  delighted  in  matters  of  difficulty.  Some- 
body faid  well  of  thefe  men,  that  their  heads  were 
libraries  out  of  order. 

Ver.  199.  lo  !  Henley  Hands,  &c.]  J.  Henley 
the  orator ;  he  preached  on  the  Sundays  upon 
Theological  matters,  and  on  the  Wedneidays  upon 
all  other  fciences.  Each  auditor  paid  one  milling. 
He  declaimed  fome  years  againft  the  greateft  per- 
fons,  and  occafionally  did  our  author  that  honour. 
WRI.«TKI>,  in  Oratory  Transactions,  N.  I.  pub- 
liibed  by  Henley  himfelf,  gives  the  following  ac» 
count  of  him :  "  He  was  born  at  Melton-Mow- 
"  bray  in  Leiccftermirc.  From  his  own  parifh, 
"  fchool  he  went  to  St.  John's  College  in  Cara- 
"  bridge.  He  began  there  to  be  uneafy ;  for  it 
"  {hocked  him  to  find  he  was  commanded  to  be- 
"  lieve  againft  his  own  judgment  in  points  of  re- 
"  ligion,  philofophy,  &c.  for  his  genius  leading 
"  him  freely  to  dil'pute  all  propofitions,  and  call  all 
"  points  to  account,  he  was  impatient  under  thofe 
"  fetters  of  the  free-born  mind. — Being  admitted 
"  to  Prieft's  orders,  he  found  the  examination 
"  very  mort  and  fuperficial,  and  that  it  was  not 
"  neceflary  to  conform  to  the  Chriftian  religion, 
"  In  order  either  to  deaconftup  or  priefthood." 
He  came  to  town,  and,  after  having  for  fome 
years  been  a  writer  for  bookfellers,  he  had  an 
ambition  to  be  fo  for  minifters  of  ftate.  The 
only  reafon  he  did  not  rife  in  the  church,  we  arc 
told,  "  was  the  envy  of  others,  and  a  difrelifti  en- 
'*  tertained  of  him,  becaufe  he  was  not  qualified 
"  to  be  a  complete  Spaniel."  However,  he  offer- 
ed the  fervice  of  his  pen  to  two  great  men,  of 
opinions  and  interefts  directly  oppofite  ;  by  both 
of  whom  being  rejected,  he  fet  up  a  new  project, 
and  fiyled  himielf  the  Reftorer  of  ancient  Elo- 
quence. He  thought  "  it  as  lawful  to  take  a  li- 
"  ceni'e  from  the  king  and  parliament  in  one  place,1 
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How  fluent  nonfenfe  trickles  from  his  tongue 
How  fweet  the  periods,  neither  faid,  nor  fong  '. 
Still  break  the  benches,  Henley!  with  thy  ftrain, 
"While  Sherlock,  Hare,  and  Gibfon,  preach  in  vain. 
Oh  great  reftorer  of  the  good  old  ftage, 
Preacher  at  once,  and  Zany  of  thy  age  ! 
Oh  worthy  thou  of  Egypt's  wife  abodes, 
A  decent  prieft,  where  monkeys  were  the  gods  ! 
But  Fate  with  butchers  plac'd  thy  prieftly  itall, 
Meek  modern  faith  to  murder,hack,andmawl;  no 
And  bade  thee  live,  to  crown  Britannia's  praife, 
In  Toland's  Tindal's,  and  in  Woolfton's  days. 

Yet  oh,  my  fon,  a  father's  words  attend  : 
(So  may  the  fates  prefcrve  the  years  you  lend) 


VARIATION*. 

Ver.  204.  In  former  ed. 
While  K*#,  B**,  W**,  preach  in  vain. 

After  ver.  112.  followed  in  former  ed. 
Here  too,  great  Woolfton  '.  here  exalt  thy  throne, 
And  prove,  no  miracles  can  match  thy  own. 

REMARKS. 

"as  another;  at  Hickes's  Hall,  as  at  Doctor's 
••  Commons;  fo  fet  up  his  oratory  in  Newport- 
«'  market,  Butcher-row.  There  (fays  his  friend) 
"  he  had  the  affurance  to  form  a  plan,  which  no 
*'  mortal  ever  thought  of;  he  had  fuccels  againft 
*'  all  oppoiition  ;  challenged  his  adverfaries  to  fair 
B<  difputatiom,  and  none  would  diipute  with  him  ; 
"  writ,  read,  and  ftudied  twelve  hours  a  day  ; 
"  compofed  three  difftrtations  a-week  on  all  fub- 
"'  jedls;  undertook  to  teach  in  one  year  what 
"  ichools  and  univerfities  teach  in  five;  was  not 
"  terrified  by  menaces,  infults,  or  fatires,  but  flill 
ct  proceeded,  matured  his  bold  fcheme,  and  put  the 
*'  church,  and  all  that  in  danger."  WELSTED, 
^Narrative  in  Orat.  Tranfact.  N.  I. 

After  having  ftood  fome  protecntions,  he  turned 
bis  rhetoric  to  buffoonry  upon  all  public  and  pri- 
vate occurrences.  All  this  paffed  in  the  fame 
room ;  where  fomeumes  he  broke  jells,  and 
fometimes  that  bread  which  he  called  the  Primi- 
tive EuchariiL.-— This  wonderful  perfon  ftruck 
medals,  Which  he  difperfed  as  tickets  to  his  fub- 
fcribers  :  the  device  a  ftar  nfmg  to  the  meridian, 
with  this  motto,  AD  SVMMA;  and  below  INVENI- 
AM  VIAM  Avr  FACIAM.  Tkis  man  had  an  hun- 
dred pounds  a-year  given  him  for  the  fecret  fervice 
of  weekly  paper  of  unintelligible  noufenfe,  cal- 
led the  Hyp-Dodor. 

Ver.  204.  Sherlock,  Hare,  Gibfon,]  biftiops  of 
Salifbury,  Chichefter,  and  London;  whofefermons 
and  paftoral  letters  did  honour  to  their  country  as 
well  as  ftations. 

Ver.  a'l*.  Of  Toland,  and  Tindal,  fee  Book  ii. 
Tho.  Woolfton  was  an  impious  madman,  \vho 
•wrote  in  a  moft  infolent  ftyle  againft  the  miracles 
6f  the  Gofpel,  in  the  year  j  726,  &c. 

Ver.  213.  Yet  oh,  my  fons,  &c.]  The  caution 
againft  blalphenvy  here  given  by  a  departed  Ion  of 
DuYefs  to  his  yet  exifting  brethren,  is,  as  the  poet 
rightly  intimates,  not  out  of  teadernefs  to  the  ears 


'Tis  yours,  a  Bacon  or  a  Locke  tr>  bl?.m«, 

A  Newton's  genhts,  or  a  Milton's  flame  : 

But  oh  1   with  One,  immortal  One,  difpenfe, 

The  fourcc  of  Newton's  light,  of  Bacon's  i'enfe. 

Content  each  emanation  of  his  fires 

That  beams  on  earth,  each  virtue  he  infpircs,    az 

Each  art  he  prompts, each  charm  he  can  create, 

Whate'er  he  gives,  are  given  for  you  to  hate. 

Peruft,  by  all  divine  in  man  unaw'd, 

But,  "  Learn,  ye  Dunces!  nottoicorn  your  God. 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  216.  In  former  cd« — jr  a  ferapli's  flame. 

REMAIKS. 

of  others,  but  their  own.  And  fo  we  fee  that 
when  that  danger  is  removed,  on  the  open  efta- 
blilhment  of  the  Goddefs  in  the  fourth  B«ok,  fhe 
encourages  her  fons,  and  they  beg  affiftance  to 
pollute  the  fource  of  light  itfclf,  with  the  fame  viru- 
lence they  had  before  done  the  purefl  emanations 
from  it. 

Ver.  215.  'Tis  yours,  a  Bacon  or  a  Locke  to 
blame,  ,  flame  :] 

A  NEWTON'S  genius,  or  a  Milton's 
Thankfully  received,  and  freely  ultd,  is  this  gra- 
cious licenfe  by  the  beloved  difciple  of  that  prince 
of  Cabaliflic  dunces,  the  tremendous  Hutchinfon. 
Hear  with  whit  honeft  plaintiefs  he  treateth  our 
great  Geometer.  "  As  to  mathematical  demon- 
*'  ftration  (faith  he),  founded  upon  the  proportions 
"  of  lines  and  circles  to  each  other,  and  the  ring- 
"  ing  of  changes  upon  figures,  thefe  have  no  more 
"  to  do  with  the  greateft  part  of  philofophy,  than 
"  they  have  with  the  Man  in  the  Moon.  Indeed, 
"  the  ECU!  i'^r  ihis  fort  of  gibberifh  [mathematical 
"  principles]  is  greatly  abtuvx!  of  late  :  and  thougli 
"  it  is  now  upwards  of  twenty  years  that  th-  tJi- 
"  gon  of  modern  philofophers,  Sir  ISAAC  Ntw- 
"  TON,  has  lain  with  his  face  upon  the  ground 
"  before  the  ark  of  God,  Scripture  philolbphy  ; 
'4  for  fo  loii£  MOSKS'S  PRINCIPIA  have  been  pub- 
"  lilhed ;  and  the  Treatife  of  Power  ElTcntial  and 
"  Mechanical,  in  which  Sir  Ifaac  Newton's  philo- 
"  fophy  is  treated  with  the  UTMOST  CONTEMPT, 
"  has  been  publiflied  a  dozen  years ;  yet  is  there 
u  not  one  of  the  whole  lociety  who  hath  had  the 
"  Cot  RAGE  to  attempt  to  raiie  him  up.  And  fo 
"let  him  lie." — The  philofophical  principles  of 
Mofes  afferU'rl,<Scc.  p.  i.  by  JULIUS  BATE,  A.  M. 
Chaplain  to  the  Ri:;ht  Honutirsble  the  Earl  of 
Harrington.  London,  1 744,  oclavo.  SCRIBL. 

Ver.  114.  But,  "  Learn  ye  Dunces!  not  to 
fcorn  your  God."]  The  hardeft  leffon  a  dunce  can 
learn.  For  being  bred  to  fcorn  what  he  does  not 
underftand,  that  which  he  tr.ulerilands  leaft  he 
Will  be  apt  to  fcorn  moft.  Of  which,  to  the  dil- 
grace  of  all  governmtnt,  and  (in  the  poet's  opi- 
nion) even  of  that  of  DOLNESS  herfelf,  we  have 
had  a  late  example  in  a  book  intituled,  Philofophi- 
cal Effays  concerning  human  Underftanding. 

Ver.  324. — not  to  fcorn  your  God."]  See  this 
fubjecS  purfued  in  Book  iv<  3 


THE  DUNCtAD, 


Thus  he,  for  theft  a  ray  of  reafon  ftole 
Half  through  the  folid  darknefs  of  his  foul ; 
But  foon  the  cloud  return'd-^-and  thus  the  fire  : 
See  now,  what  Dulnefs  and  her  funs  admire  ! 
See  what  the  charms,  that  fmite  the  fimple  heart 
Not  touch'd  by  nature,  and  not  reach'd  hy  art.  230 

His  never-hlufhing  head  he  turn'd  afide 
(Not  half  fo  pleas'd  when  Goodman  prophefy'd); 
And  look'd,  and  faw  a  fable  forcerer  rife, 
Swift  to  whofe  hand  a  winged  volume  flies  : 
All  Hidden,  gorgons  hifs,  and  dragons  glare, 
And  ten-horn'd  fiends  and  giants  rufh  to  war. 
Hell  rifes,  heaven  defcends,  and  dance  on  earth  : 
Gods,  imps,  and  monfters,  mufic,  rage  and  mirth, 
A  fire,  a  jig,  a  battle,  and  a  ball, 
Till  one  wide  conflagration  fwallows  all.  240 

Thence  anew  world,  to  nature's  laws  unknown, 
Breaks  out  refulgent,  with  a  heaven  its  own; 
Another  Cynthia  her  new  journey  run.?, 
And  other  planets  circle  other  funs. 
The  forefts  dance,  the  rivers  upward  rife, 
Whales  fport  in  woods,  and  dolphins  in  the  fides ; 
Andlaft,  to  give  the  whole  creation  grace, 
.Lo!  one  vaftegg  produces  human  race. 

Joy  fills  his  foul,  joy  innocent  of  thought ; 
What  power,  he  cries,  what  power  thefe  wonders 
wrought  ?  23* 

Son;  what  thou  feek'fl  is  in  thee  !  Look, and  find 
Each  monfter  meets  his  likenefs  in  thy  mind. 
Yet  would'ft  thou  more  !  In  yonder  cloud  behold, 
Whofe  farfenet  Ikirts  arc  edg'd  with  flamy  gold, 
A  matchlefs  youth!  his  nod  chefe  worlds  controuls, 
Wings  the  red  lightning,  and  the  thunder  rolls. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.   231,   232.   Added  when  the  hero  was 
changed. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  232.  (Not  half  ib  pieas'd,when  Goodman 
prophefy'd.)]  Mr.  Gibber  tells  us,  in  his  Life,  p. 
149.  that  Goodman  being  at  the  rehearfal  of  a 
play,  in  which  he  had  a  part,  clapped  him  on  the 
ihoulder,  and  cried,  "  If  he  does  not  make  a  good 
"  aclor,  I'll  be  d—  d.—And  (fays  Mr.  Cibbcr)  I 
"  make  it  a  queftion,  whether  Alexander  himfelf, 
•*  or  Charles  the  twelfth  of  Sweden,  when  at  the 
*'  head  of  their  firft  victorious  armies,  could  feel  a 
"  greater  tranfport  in  their  bofoms  than  I  did  in 
"  mine." 

Ver.  233.  a  fable  forcerer]  Dr.  Fauftus,  the 
fubje6t  ot  a  fet  of  Farces,  which  lafteid  in  vogue 
two  or  three  feafons,  in  which  both  playhoufes 
ftrove  to  outdo  each  other  for  fome  years.  All 
the  extravagancies  in  the  fixteen  lines  following 
.were  introduced  on  the  ftage,  and  frequented  by 
perfqns  of  the  firft  quality  in  England,  to  the 
twentieth  and  thirtieth  time. 

Ver.  237.  Hell  rifes,  Heaven  defcends,  and 
dance  on  earth:]  This monttrous  abiurdity  was 
actually  represented,  in  Tibbald's  Rape  of  Proier- 
pine. 

Ver.  248.  Lo!  one  vaft  egg]  In  another  of 
thefe  Farces  Harlequin  is  hatched  upon  the  ftage, 
Cut  cf  a  Urge  egg. 


Angel  of  Dulnefs,  fent  to  fcattcr  round 
Her  magic  charms  o'er  all  unclafllc  ground  : 
Yon  ftars,yon  funs,  he  rears  at  pleasure  higher, 
Illumes  their  light,  and  fets  their  flames  on  fire.  a6<> 
Immortal  Rich!  how  calm  he  fits  at  eafe 
'Midft  fnows  of  paper,  and  fierce  hail  of  peafe ; 
And,  proud  his  miirrefs'  orders  to  perform, 
Rides  in  the  whirlwind,  and  directs  the  ftorm. 

But  lo  !  to  dark  encounter  in  mid  air, 
New  wizards  rife  ;  I  fee  my  Gibber  there  !    . 
Booth  in  his  cloudy  tabernacle  ihrin'd 
On  grinning  dragons  thou  ftialt  mount  the  wind. 
Dire  is  the  conflict,  difmal  is  the  din,  269 

Here  fhouts  all  Drury,  there  all  Lincoln's-Inn ; 
Contending  Theatres  our  empire  raife, 
Alike  their  labours,  and  alike  their  praife. 


VARIATIONS. 
Ver.  266.  In  the  former  edit. 

New  wizards  rife  :  here  Booth,  and  Gibber  there* 

Ver.  268.  —  Gibber  mounts  the  wind. 
After  ver.  274.  in  the  former  edit,  followed, 

For  works  like  thefe  let  deathlefs  Journals  telJ, 
•*  None  but  thyfelf  can  be  thy  parallel." 

Var.  None  but  thyfelf  can  be  thy  parallel.]  A 
marvellous  line  of  Theobald  ;  unlefs  the  play  cal- 
led the  Double  Falfehood  (be  as  he  would  have 
it  believed)  Shakfpeare's  :  But  whether  this  line 
be  his  or  not,  he  proves  Shakfpeare  to  have  writ- 
ten as  bad  (which  methinks  in  an  author,  for 
whom  he  has  a  veneration  almoft  rifing  to  idola- 
try, might  have  been  concealed)  ;  as  for  exam- 
pie: 

"  Try  what  repentance  can  :  what  can  it  not? 
"  But  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 

"  —  For  cogitation 
"  Refides  not  in  the  man  who  does  not  think," 

&c. 


It  is  granted  they  are  all  of  a  piece,  and  no  man 
doubts  but  herein  he  is  able  to  imitate  Shak- 
fpeare. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  261.  Immortal  Rich  :]  Mr.  John  Rich, 
matter  of  the  Theatre-Royal  -in  Covent  Garden, 
was  the  firft  that  excelled  this  way. 

Ver.  2^6.  I  fee  my  Gibber  there  :]  The  hiftory 
of  the  foregoing  abfurdities  is  verified  by  himfelf, 
in  thefe  words  (Life,  ch^p.xv.)  "  Then  fprung  forth 
"  that  fuccefiionof  rnondrous  medleys  that  have  f» 
<c  long  infefted  the  ftage,  which  arofe  upon  oneano- 
"  ther  alternately  at  both  houfes,  outvying  each 
"  other  in  expence."  He  then  proceeds  to  ex- 
cufe  his  own  part  of  them,  as  follows  :  "  If  I  am 
"  afked  why  I  afiented  ?  I  have  no  better  txcufe 
"  for  my  error  than  to  confefs  I  did  it  againft  my 
"  confcience,  and  had  not  virtue  enough  to  ftarve, 
"  Had  Henry  IV.  of  France  a  better  for  changing 
"  his  religion  ?  1  was  ftill  in  my  heart,  as  much 
"  as  he  could  be,  on  the  fide  of  truth  a\id  fcnfc^ 
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And  are  thefe  wonders,  fon,  to  thee  unknown  ? 
Unknown  to  thee  ?    I'hefe  wonders  are  thy  own. 
Thefe  Fate  referv'd  to  grace  thy  reign  divine, 
Forefeen  by  me,  but  ah  !  with-held  from  mine. 
In  Lud's  old  walls  though  long  I  rul'd  renown'd 
Far  as  loud  Bow's  flupenduous  bells  refoun'd  ; 
Though  my  own  Aldermen  #onferr'd  the  bays, 
To  me  committing  their  eternal  praife. 
Their  full-fed  heroes,  their  pacific  mayors, 
Their  annual  trophies,  and  their  monthly  wars : 
Though  long  my  party  built  on  me  their  hopes, 
For  writing  Pamphlets,  and  for  roafting  Popes  : 
Yet  lo  !  in  me  what  authors  have  to  brag  on  ! 
Reduc'd,at  laft  to  hifs  in  my  own  dragon^. 
Avert  it,  heaven  !  that  thou  my  Cibber,  e'er 
Should'ft  wag  a  ferpent-tail  in  Smithfield  fair  ! 
JJJte-  the  vile  ftraw  that's  blown  about  the  ftreets, 
The  needy  poet  fticks  to  all  he  meets,  290 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  284.  in  the  former  edit,  followed, 

Different  our  parties,  but  with  equal  grace 
The  goddefs  fmiles  on  Whig  and  Tory  race. 
'Tis  the  fame  rope  of  fevcral  ends  they  twift ; 
To  Dulnefs,  Ridpath  is  as  dear  as  Mift. 

Ver.  290.  In  the  former  edit. 
In  the  dog's  tail  his  progrefs  ends  at  laft. 

REMARKS. 

«*  but  with  this  difference,  that  I  had  their  leave 
•*  to  quit  them  when  they  could  not  fupport  me. 
«'  But  let  the  queftion  go  which  way  it  will,  Har- 
**  ry  IV.  has  always  been  allowed  a  great  man.'^ 
This  muft  be  confeffed  a  full  anfwer;  only  the' 
queftion  ftill  feems  to  be,  1.  How  the  doing  a 
thing  againft  once's  confcience  is  an  excufe  for  it  ? 
and,  adly,  It  will  be  hard  to  prove  how  he  got 
the  leave  of  Truth  and  Senfe  to  quit  their  fervice, 
unlefs  he  can  produce  a  certificate  that  he  ever  was 
in  it. 

Ver.  266. 267  Booth  and  Cibber  were  joint  ma- 
nagers of  the  Theatre  in  Drury-lane. 

Ver.z68.  On  grinning  dragors  thou  {halt  mount 
the  wind.]  In  his  letter  to  Mr.  P.  Mr.  C.  folemn- 
ly  declares  this  not  to  be  literally  true.  We  hope 
therefore  the  reader  will  under  (land  it  allegori* 
cally  only. 

Ver.  282.  Annual  trophies  on  the  Lord  May- 
or's day ;  and  monthly  wars  in  the  Artillery 
ground. 

Ver.  283.  Though  long  my  party]  Settle,  like 
moft  party-writers,  was  very  uncertain  in  his  po 
jitical  principles.  He  was  employed  to  hold  the 
pen  in  the  character  of  a  popifh  fucceffor,  but  af- 
terwards printed  his  narrative  on  the  other  fide. 
He  had  managed  the  ceremony  of  a  famous  pope- 
burning  on  November  17,  1680;  then  became  a 
trooper  in  King  James's  army,  at  Hounflow-heath. 
After  the  Revolution  he  kept  a  booth  at  Bartho- 
lomew-fair, where,  in  the  droll  called  St.  George 
for  England,  he  ailed  in  his  old  age  in  a  Dragon 
•of  green  leather  of  his  own  invention;  he  ^Yas  at 


Coach'd,  carted,  trod  upon,  now  ioofe,  now  faft, 
And  carried  off  in  fomc  dog's  tail  at  laft. 
Happier  thy  fortunes  !  like  a  rolling  ftone, 
Thy  giddy  dulnefs  ftill  lhall  lumber  on, 
Safe  in  its  heavmefs,  fhall  never  ftray, 
But  lick  up  every  blockhead  in  the  way. 
Thee  fhall  the  patriot,  thee  the  courtier  tafte, 
And  every  year  be  duller  than  the  laft, 
Till  rais'd  from  booths,  to  theatre,  to  court, 
Her  feat  imperial  Dulnefs  (hall  tranfport.         300 
Already  Opera  prepares  the  way, 
The  fure  forrunnner  of  her  gentle  fway  ; 
Let  her  thy  heart,  next  drabs  and  dice  engage, 
Thd  third  mad  paffion  of  thy  doating  age. 
Teach  thou  the  warbling  Polypheme  to  roar, 
And  fcream  thyfelf  as  none  e'er  fcream'd  before  ! 
To  aid  our  caufe,  if  Heaven  thou  canft  not  bend, 
Hell  thou  fhalt  move  ;  for  Fauftys  is  our  friend  : 
Pluto  with  Cato  thou  for  this  fhalt  join, 
And  link  the  Mourning  Bride  to  Proferpine.  310 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  295.  Safe  in  its  hcavinefs,  &c.]  In  the  foi> 
mer  edit. 

Too  fafe  in  inborn  hcavinefs  to  ftray ; 
And  lick  up  every  blockhead  in  the  vray, 
Thy  dragons,  magiftratcs,  and  peers  fhall  taftc, 
And  from  each  (how  rife  duller  than  the  laft. 
Till  rais'd  from  booths,  &c. 

Ver.  303,— 306.  Added  with  the  new  hero. 

REMARKS. 

laft  taken  into  the  Charter-houfe,  and  there  died, 
aged  fixty  years. 

Ver.  297.  Thee  fhall  the  patriot,  thee  the  cour- 
tier tafte,]  It  flood  in  the  firft  edition  with  blanks, 
*  *  and  *  *.  Concanen  was  fure  "  they  muft 
"  needs  mean  no  body  but  King  GEORGE  and 
"  Queen  CAROLINE  ;  and  faid  he  would  infift 
*'  it  was  fo,  till  the  poet  cleared  himfelf  by  fil- 
"  ling  up  the  blanks  otherwife,  agreeably  to  the 
"  context,  and  confident  with  his  allegiance."  Pref. 
to  a  Collection  of  verfes,  effays,  letters,  &c.  againft 
Mr  P.  printed  for  A.  Moore,  p.  6. 

Ver.  305  Polypheme]  He  tranflated  the  Ita- 
lian opera  of  Polifemo ;  but  unfortunately  loft 
the  whole  jeft  of  the  ftory.  The  Cyclops  afksUlyffes 
his  name,  who  tells  him  his  name  is  Noman:  After 
hiseye  is  put  out,  he  roars  and  calls  the  brother  Cy- 
clops to  his  aid  :  They  inquire  who  has  hurt  him? 
he  anfwers  Noman  :  whereupon  they  all  go  away 
again.  Our  ingenious  tranflator  made  Ulyffes  an- 
fwer, I  take  no  name ;  whereby  all  that  foHowcd 
became  unintelligible.  Hence  it  appears  that  Mr. 
Cibber  (who  values  himfelf  on  fubicribing  to  the 
Englifh  tranflations  of  Homer's  Iliad)  had  not 
that  merit  with  refpedt  to  the  Odyffey,  or  he 
might  have  been  better  inftru&ed  in  the  Greek 
Punnology. 

Ver.  308,  309.  Fauftus,  Pluto,  &c  ]  Names  of 
miferable  farces,  which  it  was  the  cuftom  to  a& 
at  the  end  of  the  beft  tragedies,  to  fpoil  the  digef- 
tion  of  the  audience, 
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Grubftreet !  thy  fall  foould  men  and  gods  cgn- 

fpire, 

Thy  ftagc  fhall  ftand,  enfure  it  but  from  fire. 
Another  JEfchylus  appears!  prepare 
For  new  abortions,  all  ye  pregnant  fair ! 
In  flames,  like  Semele's,  be  brought  to  bed, 
While  opening  hell  fpouts  wild-fire  at  your  head. 

Now,  Bavius,  take  the  poppy  from  thy  brow, 
And  place  it  here  !  here,  all  ye  heroes,  t>ow  1 

This,  this  is  he,  foretold  by  ancient  rhymes  : 
Th*  Auguftus  born  to  bring  Saturnian  times,  320 
Signs  following  figns  lead  on  the  mighty  year, 
See  !  the  dull  ftars  roll  round  and  re-appear. 
See,  fee,  our  own  true  Phoebus  wears  thy  bays  ! 
Our  Midas  fits  Lord  Chancellor  of  plays  1 
On  poets'  tombs  fee  Benfon's  titles  writ  ! 
Lo  !  Ambrofe  Philips  is  preferr'd  for  wit  I 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  313.  See,  fee,  our  own,  &c.]  In  the  for- 
mer edit. 

Beneath  hi?  reign,  mall  Eufden  wear  the  bays, 
Cibber  prefide  Lord  Chancellor  of  plays, 
Iknlbn  fole  judge  of  Architecture  fit, 
And  Namby  Pamby  be  preferr'd  for  wit ! 
I  fee  th*  unfinifli'd  Dormitory  wall, 
I  fee  the  Savoy  totter  to  her  fall ; 
Hibernian  politics,  O  Swift !  thy  doom, 
And  Pope's  tranflating  three  whole  years  with 

Broome. 
Proceed,  great  days! 

Ver.  331.  in  the  former  edit,  thus, 

—  O  Swift '.  thy  doom, 
And    Pope's    tranflating    ten  whole   years  with 

Broome. 

On  which  was  the  following  note  :  "  He  con- 
«'  eludes  his  irony  with  a  ftroke  upon  himfelf :  for 
"  whoever  imagines  this  a  farcafm  on  the  other 
«'  ingenious  perfon,  is  fureJy  mistaken.  The  opi- 
•"  nion  our  author  had  of  him  was  fufficiently 
"  fhown  by  his  joining  him  in  the  undertaking  of 
"  the  OdyfTey;  in  which  Mr.  Broome,  having 
*'  engaged  without  any  previous  agreement,  dif- 
"  charged  his  part  fo  much  to  Mr.  Pope's  fatis- 
"  faclion,  that  he  gratified  him  with  the  full  fum 
"  of  five  hundred  pounds,  and  a  prefent  of  all 
ic  thole  books  tor  which  his  own  interefl  could 
*'  procure  him  fubfcribers,  to  the  value  of  one  hun- 
"  dred  more.  The  author  only  feems  to  lament, 
"  that  he  was  employed  in  tranflation  at  all." 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  312.  enfure  it  but  from  fire.]  In  Tibbald's 
farce  of  Proferpine,  a  corn  field  was  fet  on  fire  : 
whereupon  the  other  playhoufe  had  a  barn  burnt  j 
down  for  the  recreation  of  the  fpedtators.     They  I 
alfo  rivalled  each  other  in  (bowing  the  burnings  of  ( 
hell-fire,  in  Dr.  Fauftus. 

Ver.  313.  Another  ./Efchylus  appears  '.]  It  is  re- 
ported of  JEfchylus,  that  when  his  tragedy  of  the 
Furies  was  adted,  the  audience  were  fo  terrified, 
that  the  children  fell  into  fits,  and  the  big-bellied 
women  miftarried. 


See  under  Ripley  rife  a  new  White-lull, 
While  Jones'  and  Boyle's  united  labours  fall ; 
While  Wren  with  forrow  to  the  grave  defcends, 
Gay  dies  unpenfion'd  with  a  hundred  friends;  330 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  3  25.  On  poets  tombs  fee  Benfon's  title* 
writ ']  W — m.  Benfon  (surveyor  of  the  buildings 
to  his  Majefty  King  George  I.)  gave  in  a  report 
to  the  lords,  that  their  houfe  and  the  Painted- 
chamber  adjoining  were  in  immediate  danger  of 
falling.  Whereupon  the  lords  met  in  a  commit- 
tee to  appoint  fome  other  place  to  fit  in,  while 
the  houfe  mould  be  taken  down.  But  it  being 
propofed  to  caufe  fome  other  builders  firil  to  in- 
fpe<St  it,  they  found  it  in  very  good  condition. 
The  lords,  upon  this,  were  going  upon  an  addrefc 
to  the  king  againft  Benfon,  for  fuch  a  mifrepre- 
fentation  ;  but  the  Earl  of  Sunderland,  then  fe- 
cretary,  gave  them  affurance  that  his  Majefty 
\vpuld  remove  him,  which  was  done  accordingly* 
In  favour  of  this  man,  the  famous  Sir  Chriftopher 
Wren,  who  had  been  architect  to  the  Crown  for 
above  fifty  years,  who  built  moft  of  the  churches 
in  London,  laid  the  firft  ftone  of  St.  Paul's,  and 
lived  to  finifh  it,  had  been  displaced  from  hit 
employment  at  the  age  of  near  ninety  years. 

Ver.  3i6.  Ambrofe  Philips.]  "  He  was  (faitk 
"  Mr  Jacob)  one  of  .the  wits  at  Button's,  and  a. 
"  juflice  of  the  peace  :**  But  he  hath  fince  met 
with  higher  preferment  in  Ireland  :  and  a  mucit 
greater  character  we  have  of  him  in  Mr.  Gildon'* 
Complete  Art  of  Poetry,  vol.  i  p.  itj.  "  Indeed. 
"  he  confeffes,  he  dares  not  fet  him  quite  on  the 
"  fame  foot  wkh  Virgil,  left  it  mould  feem  flattc* 
'*  ry ;  bur.  he  is  much  miftaken  if  pofterity  does 
"  not  afford  him  a  greater  eftecm  than  he  at  pre- 
"  ftnt  enjoys."  He  endeavoured  to  create  fome 
mifunderllanding  between  our  author  and  Mr, 
Addifon,  whom  alfo,foon  after,  he  abufedas  much, 
His  conftant  cry  was,  that  Mr.  P.  was  an  ettemf 
to  the  government ;  and  in  particular,  he  was  the 
avowed  author  of  a  report  very  induftriouflj- 
fpread,  that  he  had  a  band  in  a  party-paper,  call- 
ed the  Examiner;  a  falfehood  well  known  t« 
thofeyet  living,  who  had  the  dircdion  and  publi- 
cation of  it. 

Ver.  338.  While  Jones'  and  Boyle's  united  It- 
bours  fall.]  At  the  time  when  this  poem  was  writ- 
ten, the  banquetting-houfc  of  Whitehall,  the 
church  and  piazza  of  Covent-garden,  and  the  pa- 
lace and  chapel  of  Somerfet-houfe,  the  works  of 
the  famous  Inigo  Jones,  had  been  for  many  years 
fo  negle&ed,  as  to  be  in  danger  of  ruin.  The  por- 
tico of  Covent-garden  church  had  been  jufl  thea 
reftored  and  beautified  at  the  expence  of  the  Earl 
of  Burlington  ;  who,  at  the  fame  time,  by  his  pub- 
lication of  the  defigns  of  that  great  mafter  and 
Palladio,  as  well  as  by  many  noble  buildings  of 
his  own,  revived  the  true  taile  of  architecture  in 
this  kingdom. 

Ver.  33©.  Gay  dies  unpenfion'd,  &c.]  See  Mr. 
Gay's  fable  of  the  Hare  and  many  Friends.  This 
gentleman  was  early  in  the  friendfhip  of  cur  au* 
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Hibernian  politics,  O  Swift !  thy  fate  ; 
And  Pope's,  ten  years  to.  comment  and  tranflate. 
Proceed,  great  days',   till  learning  fly  the  fhore, 
fill  Birch  (hall  blufh  with  noble  blood  no  mare, 
Till  Thames  fee  Eaton's  fons  for  ever  play, 
Till  Weftminfter's  whole  year  be  holiday, 
Till  Ifis'  eiders  reel,  their  pupils  fport, 
And  Aima  Mater  lie  diflblv'd  in  Port  ? 


.  VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  338.  in  a  former  edit,  were  the  fol- 
lowing lines : 

Signs  following  figns  lead  on  the  mighty  year ; 
See,  the  dull  ftars  roll  round  and  re-appear. 
She  comes  .  the  cloudrcompelling  power,  behold  ! 
With  Night  primaeval,  and  with  Chaos  old. 
Lo  !  the  .great  anarch's  ancient  reign  reftorM, 
Light  dies  before  her  uncreating  word. 
As  one  by  one,  at  dread  Medea's  ftrain, 
Thefickening  ftars  fade  off  th'  aecherial  plain  : 
As  Argus'  eyes,  by  Herme«'  wand  oppreft, 
Clos'd  one  by  one  to  everlafting  reft  ; 
Thus  at  her  felt  approach,  and  fecret  might, 
Art  after  Art  goes  out,  and  all  is  night. . 
fiee  fculking  Truth  in  her  old  craven  lie, 
Secur'd  by  mountains  of  h<-ap'd  cafuiftry  : 
Philofophy,  that- touch* d  the  heavens  before, 
Shrinks  to' her  hidden  cauie,  and  is  no  more; 
See  Phyficbeg  the  Stagyrite*  defence  ! 
See  Metaphyfic  call  for  aid  on  Senfe  [ 
See  Myftery  to  Mathematics  fly  ! 
fci  vain  they  gaze,  turn  giddy,  rave,  and  die. 
Thy  hand,  great  Dulnefs  lets  the  curtain  fall, 
And  universal  darknefc  buries  all. 

REMARKS. 

thor,  which  continued  to  his  death.  He  wrote  fe- 
veral  works  of  humour,  with  great  fuccefs ;  the 
Shepherd's  Week,  Trivia,  the1  What  d'ye  call  it, 
Fables;  and  laftly,  the  celebrated  Beggar's  Ope- 
ra ;  a  piece  of  fatire  which  hit  all  taftes  and  de- 
grees of  men,  from  thofe  of  the  highcft  quality  to 
the  very  rabble  :  that  verfe  of  Horace  : 

«'  Primores  populi  arripuit,  yopulumque  tribu- 
tum," 

could  never  be  fo  juftly  applied  as  to  this.  The  vaft 
fuccefs  of  it  was  unprecedented,  and  almoft  incre- 
dible :  what  is  related  of  the  wonderful  effects  of 
the  ancient  mufic  or  tragedy,  hardly -came  up  to 
it :  Sophocles  and  Euripides  were  lefs  followed  and 
famous.  It  was  a&ed  in  London  fixty-three  days, 
uninterrupted  ;  and  renew-ed  the  next  feafon  with 
equal  applaufes.  It  fpread  into  all  the  great  towns 
of  England ;  was  played'  in  many  places  to  the 
thirtieth  and  fortieth  time,  and  at  Bath  and  Brif- 
eol  fifty,  &c.  It  made  its  pro^refs  into  Wales, 
Scotland,  and  Ireland,  where  it  was  performed 
twenty-four  days  together  :  it  was  laft  axfted  in 
JVIinorca.  The  fame  of  it  was  not  confined  to  the 
author ;  the  ladies  carried  about  with  them  the  fa- 
vourite fongs  of  it  in  fans ;'  and  houfes  were  fur- 
&i&ed  wkh.  it  in  fcrsecs*  Th?  pcrfon  who  a 
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Enough !  enough  !  the  rapturM  Monarch  eric*5 
And  through  the  ivory  gate  the  vifion  flies. 
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Polly,  till  then  obfcure,  became  all  at  once  the  ft- 
vourite  of  the  town ;  her  pictures  were  engraved, 
and  fold  in  great  numbers;  her  life  written; 
books  of  letters  and  verfes  to  her  puhliihed  ;  and 
pamphlets  made  even  of  her  faying*  and  jefts. 

Furthermore,  it  drove  out  of  England,  for  that 
feafon,  the  Italian  opera,  which  had  carried  *11  be- 
fore it  for  ten  years.  That  idol  of  the  nobility  and 
people,  which  the  great  critic,  Mr.  Dennis,  by  the 
labours  and  outcries  of  a  whole  life  could  not  over- 
throw, was  demolifhed  by  a  fingle  ftroke  of  this 
gentleman's  pen.  This  happened  in  the  year  1 728.  - 
Yet  fo  great  was  his  modefty,  that  he  conftanthf 
prefixed  to  all  the  editions  of  it  this  motto,  "  Noa 
haec  novimus  effe  nihil." 

Ver.  331:  And  Pope's  ten  years  to  comment  and* 
tranflate.]  The  author  here  plainly  laments  that 
he  wds  fo  long  employed  in  translating  and  com- 
menting. He  began  the  Iliad  in  1713.  and  finifh- 
ed  it  in  1719.  The  edition  of  Shakfpeare  (which 
he  undertook  merely  bccaufe  no  body  elfe  would ) 
took  up  near  two  years  more  in  the  drudgery  of 
comparing  impreflions,  rectifying  the  fcenery,  &c.; 
and  the  tranflation  of  half  the  Odyffcy  employed 
him  from  that  time  to  1725. 

Ver.  333.  Proceed,  great  days!  &c.]  It  ma/ 
perhaps  leem  incredible,  that  fo  great  a  revolution 
in  learning.as  is  here  propheficd.ihould  be  brought 
about  by  i'uch  weak  inftruments  as  have  been  [hi- 
therto] described  in  our  poem  :  But  do  not  thou, 
gentle  reader,  reft  too  fecure  in  thy  contempt  of 
thefe  inftruments.  Remember  what  the  Dutch 
ftorics  fomewhere  relate,  that  a  great  part  of  their 
provinces  was  once  overflowed,  by  a  fmall  opening 
made  in  one  of  their  dykes  by  a  liagle  water-rat. 

However,  that  fuch  is  not  ferioufly  the  judg- 
ment of  our  poet,  but  that  he  concciveth  better 
hopes  from  the  diligence  of  our  fchools,  from  the 
regularity  of  our  univorfities,  the  discernment  o£ 
our  great  men,  the  accompUfhments  of  our  nobi- 
lity, the  eacouragcmtnt  of  our  patrons,  and  the 
genius  of  OUT  writers  of  all  kinds  (notwirhftanding 
fome  few  exceptions  in  each),  may  plainly  be  feen 
.from  his  conclufion  ;  where,  caufmg  all  this  vifion 
to  pafs  through  the  ivory  gate,  he  exprefsly,  in  the 
language  of  poefy,  declares  all  fuch  imaginations 
to  be  wild,  ungrounded,  and  fi&itioa«.  SCRIBL. 


BOOK      IV. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  poet  b*ing,  in  this  book,  to  declare  the  com- 
-pletion  of  the  prophecies  mentioned  at  the  end 
of  the  former,  makes  a  new  invocation  ;  as  the 
greater  poets  are  wont,  when  fome  high  and 
worthy  matter  is  to  be  fung.  He  fhows  the  god- 
defs  coming  in  her  mrjelly,  to  deftroy  Order  and 
Science,  asd  to  fubftitiue  the  kingdom  of  the 
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B;iH  upon  earth,  How  flic  leads  captive  the 
Sciences,  and  filences  the  Mufes;  and  what  they 
be  who  fucceed  in  their  Head.  All  her  children, 
by  a  .wonderful  attraction,  are  drawn  about  her ; 
and  bear  along  with  them  divers  others,  who 
promote  her  empire  by  connivance,' weak  re- 
fiftance,  or  difcouragement  of  arts;  iuch  as  half 
wits,  tafldefs  admirers,  vain  pretender*,  the  flat- 
terers of  dunces,  or  the  patrons  of  them.  All 
thefe  crowd  round  her  ;  one  of  them  offering  to  ; 
approach  her,  is  driven  back  by  a  rival,  but  fhe 
commends  and  encourages  both.  The  firft  who 
fpeak  in  form,  .are  the  geniufes  of  the  fchools, 
who  affure  her  of  their  care  to  advance  her 
caufe,  by  confining  youth  to  words,  and  keep- 
ing.them  out  of  the  way  of  real  knowledge. 
Their  addrefs,  an4  her  gracious  anfwer ;  with 
her  charge  to  them  and  the  untverihies.  The 
univerfities  appear  by  their  proper  deputies; 
and  afi'are  her  that  the  fame  method  is  obferved 
in  the  progrefs  of  education.  The  fpeech  of 
Ariftarchus~on  thisfubjecl:.  They  are  driven  off 
by  a  band  of  young  gentlemen  returned  from 
travel  with  their  tutors;  one.  of  whom  delivers 
to  the  goddefs  in  a  polite  oration,  an  account  of 
the  whole  conduct  and  fruifs  of  their  travels  : 
prefenting  to  her  at  the  fam£  time  a  young  no- 
bleman perfectly  accompliihed.  She  receives 
him  graciouily,  and  endues  him  with  the  happy 
quality  of  want  of  ihame.  She  fees  loitering 
about  her  a  number  of  indolent  perfons  aband- 
oning all  bufmefs  and  duty,  and  dying  "with  la- 
.zinels :  to  thefe  approaches  the  antiquary  An- 
uius,  entreating  her  to  make  them  virtuofos, 
and  affign  them  over  to  him  :  but  Mummius, 
another  antiquary,  complaining  of  his  fraudu- 
lent proceeding,  fhe  finds  a  method  to  recon- 
cile their  difference.  Then  enter  a  troop  of  peo- 
ple fantaftically  adorned,  offering  her  ftrtmge 
and  exotic  prefents  :  among  them,  one  Hands 
forth  and  demands  juftice  on  another,  who  had 
deprived  him  of  one  of  the  greatefl  curiofities 
in  nature;  but  he  juftifies  himfdf  fo  well,  that 
the  goddefs  gives  them  both  her  approbation. 
She  recommends  to  them  to  find  proper  em- 
ployment for  the  indolents  before-mentioned, 
in  the  ftudy  of  butterflies,  fhells, , birds  nefts, 
jnofs,  &c.  but  with  particular  caution,  not  to 
proceed  beyond  trifles,  to  any  ufeful  or  exten- 
five  views  of  nature,  or  of  the  Author  of  nature. 
Againft  the  laft  of  thefe  apprehenfions,  fhe  Is 
iecured  by  a  hearty  addrefs  from  the  minute 
philosophers  and  free-thinkers,  one  of  whom 
fpeaks  in  the  name  of  the  reft.  The  youth, 
thus  inftruclied  and  principled,  are  delivered  to 
her  in  a  body,  by  the,  hands  of  Silenus;  and 
then  admitted  to  tafte  the  cup  of  the  Magus 
her  high-prieft,  which  caufes  a  total  oblivion  of 
all  obligations,  divine,  civil,  moral,  or  rational 
To  thefe  her  adepts  fhe  fends  priefts,  attend- 
ants, and  comforters,  of  various  kinds  ;  confers 
on  them  orders  and  degrees;  and  then  difmif- 
fing  them  with  a  Ipeech,  confirming  to  each  his 
privileges,  and  telling  what  fhe  eipecls  from 
each,  concludes  with  a  ya\v»  of  extraordinary 
VOL.  Vlll. 


virtue  :  the  progrds  and  effects  whereof  on  all 
orders  of  men,  and  the  confumation  of  ail,  in 
the  rcftoration  of  Night  and  Chaos,  conclude  the 
poem. 

Yfcr,  yet  a  moment,  one  dim  ray  of  light 
Indulge,  dread  Chans,  and  eternal  Night  1 
Oi  darknei'b  vifible  fo  much  be  lent, 
As  half  to  (how,  half  veil  the  deep  intent. 
Ye  powers !  whole  myfteries  reftor'd  I  fuig, 
To  whom  Time  bears  me  on  his  rapid  wiug, 
Sufpend  a  while  your  force  inertly  ftrong, 
Then  take  at  once  the  poet  and  the  fong. 

Now  flam'd  the  dog-ftar's  unpropitious  ray, 
Smote  every  brain,  and  wither'd  every  bay  ;       to 
Sick  was  the  fun,  the  owl  forfook  his  bower, 
The  moon-ftruck  prophet  felt  the  madding  hour  : 
Then  rofe  the  feed  of  Chaos,  and  of  Night, 
T»  blot  out  Order,  and  extinguifh  Light, 
Of  dull  and  venal  a  new  world  to  moid, 
And  bring  Saturniap  days  of  lead  and  gold. 

She  mounts  the  throne ;  her  head  a  cloud  con- 

ceal'd, 
In  broad  effulgence  all  below  reveal'd, 


REMARKS. 

The  Dunciad,  Book  IV.]  This  book  may  pro- 
perly be  diftinguiihed  from  the  former,  by  the: 
name  of  the  Greater  Duuciad,  not  fo  indeed  in. 
fize,  but  in  fubje& ;  and  fo  far  contrary  to  tha 
diftindlion  anciently  made  of  the  Greater  and  Lef- 
fer  Iliad.  But  much  are  they  miftaken  who  ima- 
gine this  work  in  anywife  inferior  to  the  former, 
or,  of  any  other  hand  than  of  our  poet ;  of  which 
I  am  much  more  certain  than  that  the  Iliad  itfelf 
was  the  work  of  Solomon,  or  the"  Batrachomuo- 
machia  of  Homer,  as  Barnes  hath  affirmed. 

BtWT. 

Ver.  I,  &c.}  This  is  an  invocation  of  much  pi- 
ety. The  poet,  willing  to'  approve  himfelf  a  ge- 
nuine fon,  beginneth  by  fhowing  (what  is  ever 
agreeable  to  Dulhefs)  his  high  refpedl  for  antiqui- 
ty and  a  great  family,  how  dead  or  dark  fbever  : 
Next  declareth  his  paffion  for  explaining  myfte- 
ries; and,  laftly,  his  impatience  to  be  re-united  to 
her.  ScRiat. 

Ver  z.  dread  Chaos,  and  eternal  Night  I]  In- 
voked, as  the  reftoration  ot"  their  empire. is  the  ac- 
tion, of  the  poem. 

Ver.  14.  To  blot  out  order  and  extinguish,  light.] 
The  two  great  e-nds  of  her  miffion;  the  one  in 
quality  of  daughter  of  Chaos,  the  other  as  daugh* 
ter  of  Night.  Order  here  is  to  be  underftood  ex- 
tenfively,  both  as  civil  and  moral ;  the  diftinction 
between,  high  and  low  in  fociety,  and  true  andfalie 
in  individuals :  Light  as  intelk&ual  only^  Wit, 
Science,  Arts. 

Ver  15.  Of  dull  and  venal]  The  allegory  con- 
tinued ;  dull  referring  to  the  extinction  of  light 
or  fcience  ;  venal  to  the  deftruclion  of  order,  and 
the  truth  of  things. 

Ibid,  a  new  world]  In  allufion  to  the  Epicu* 
rean  opinion,  that  from  the  diffolution  of  the  na- 
tural world  iuto  xagat  *ud  thaws,  a  new  one  fbouid  •  •:•* 
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*(Tis  thus  afpiring  Dulnefs  ever  {nines) 
Soft  on  her  lap  her  laureate  fon  reclines.  ac 

Beneath  her  foot-ftool,  Science  groans  in  chains, 
And  Wit  dreads  exile,  penalties,  and  pains. 


REMARKS. 

arife  ;  this  the  poet  alluding  to,  in  the  production 
of  a  new  moral  world,  makes  it  partake  of  its  ori- 
ginal principles. 

Ver.  16.  Lead  and  gold]  i.  e.  dull  and  venal 

Ver.  20.  her  laureate  fon  reclines.]  With  great 
judgment  it  is  imagined  by  the  poet,  that  fuch  a 
colleague  as  Dulnefs  had  eleded,  mould  fleep  on 
the  throne,  and  have  very  little  (hare  in  the  action 
of  the  poem.  Accordingly  he  hath  done  little  or 
nothing  from  the  day  of  his  anointing ;  having 
paft  through  the  fecond  book  without  taking  part 
in  any  thing  that  was  tranfacled  about  him ;  and 
through  the  third  in  profound  fleep.  Nor  ought 
this,  well  confidered,  to  feem  ftrange  in  our  days, 
\vhen  fo  many  kings  conforts  have  done  the  like. 

SCRIBL. 

This  verfe  our  excellent  laureate  took  fo  to 
heart,  that  he  appealed  to  all  mankind,  "  if  he 
*'  was  not  as  feldom  afleep  as  any  fool ."  But  it 
is  hoped  the  poet  hath  not  injured  him,  but  rather 
verified  his  prophecy  (p.  243  of  his  own  Life, 
8vo,  ch.  ix. )  where  he  fays,  "  the  reader  will  be 
"  as  much  pleafed  to  find  me  a  dunce  in  my  old 
"  age,  as  he  was  to  prove  me  a  bride  blockhead  in 
"  my  youth."  Wherever  there  was  any  room 
for  brifknefs,  or  alacrity  of  any  fort,  even  in  fink- 
ing, he  hath  had  it  allowed ;  but  here,  where 
there  is  nothing  for  him  to  do  but  to  take  his  na- 
tural reft,  he  muft  permit  his  hiftorian  to  be  filent. 
It  is  from  their  actions  only  that  princes  have 
their  character,  and  poets  from  their  works  :  And 
if  in  thofe  he  be  as  much  aiiecp  as  any  fool,  the 
poet  muft  leave  him  and  them  to  fleep  to  all  eter- 
nity. BENTL. 

Ibid,  her  laureate}  "  When  I  find  my  name  in 
"  the  fatirical  works  of  this  poet,  I  never  lookup- 
"  on  it  as  any  malice  meant  to  me,  but  Profit  to 
"  himfelf.  For  he  confiders  that  my  face  is  more 
81  known  than  moft  in  the  nation  ;  and  therefore 
**  a'lick  at  the  laureate  wii!  be  a  fure  bait  ad  cap- 
"  tandum  wlgut,  to  catch  little  readers."  Life 
of  Colly  Gibber,  ch.  ii. 

Now,  if  it  be  certain,  that  the  works  of  our 
poet  have  owed  their  fuccefs  to  this  ingenious  expe- 
dient, we  hence  derive  an  unanfwerable  argument, 
that  this  Fourth  Dunciad,  as  well  as  the  former 
three,  hath  had  the  author's  laft  hand,  and  was 
by  him  intended  for  the  prefs  :  Or  elfe  to  what 
purpofe  hath  he  crowned  it,  as  we  fee,  by  this  fi- 
ciihing  ftroke,  the  profitable  lick  at  the  laureate  ? 

BENTL 

Ver.  21,  22.  Beneath  her  foot-ftool,  &c.]  We 
are  next  prefented  with  the  pictures  of"  thofe 
whom  the  goddefs  leads  in  captivity.  Science  is 
only  depreffed  and  confined  fo  as  to  be  rendered 
ufelefs;  but  Wit  or  Genius,  as  a  more  dangerous 
and  active  enemy,  punifhed,  or  driven  away  : — 
olaefg  being  oftea  receu^led  in  feme  degree 


There  foam'd  rebellious  Logic,  gagg'd  and  bo 

There, ftript,fair  Rhetoric languim'd  on  the  ground 

His  blunted  arms  by  Sophittry  arc  borne, 

And  (humelefs  Billingfgute  her  robes  adorn. 

Morality,  by  her  falfe  guardians  drawn, 

Chicane  in  furs,  and  Cafuiftry  in  lawn, 

Gafps,  as  they  ftraiten  at  each  end  the  cord, 

And  dies,  when  Dulnefsgivesher  Page  the  word.  3* 

Mad  Mathcfis  alone  was  unconfin'd, 

Too  mad  for  mere  material  chains  to  bind, 

Now  to  pure  Space  liitsher  ecftatic  ftare, 

Now  running  round  the  circle,  finds  it  fquare. 

But  held  in  tenfold  bonds  the  mufe<  lie, 

Watch'd  both  by  Envy's  and  by  Flattery's  eye ; 

There  to  her  heart  fad  Tragedy  addreft 

The  dagger  wont  to  pierce  the  tyrant's  breaft; 

But  fober  Hiftory  reftrain'd  her  rage, 

And  promis'd  vengeance  ou  a  barbarous  age.     40 


REMARKS. 

with  Learning,  but  ncvir  upon  any  terms  with 
Wit.  And  accordingly  it  will  be  feen  that  flic 
admits  fomething  like  each  Science,  a*  Cafuiftry, 
Sophiftry,  &c.  but  nothing  like  Wit,  Opera  alone 
fupplying  its  place. 

Ver.  30  gives  her  Page  the  word.]  There  was 
a  judge  of  this  name,  always  ready  to  hang  any 
man  that  came  before  him,  of  which  he  was  fuf- 
fered  to  give  a  hundred  miferabk  examples,  du- 
ring a  long  life-j  even  to  his  dotage.  Though  the 
candid  Scriblerus  imagined  Page  here  to  mean  no 
more  than  a  page  or  nmter  and  to-  allude  to  the 
cuiiom  of  ftrangling  ftatc  criminals  in  Turkey  by 
mutes  or  pages.  A  practice  more  decent  than 
that  of  our  Page,  who,  before  he  hanged  any  one, 
loaded  him  with  reproachful  language. 

SCRIBL. 

Ver.  .19.  But  fober  Hiftory]  Hiftory  at: ends 
on  Tragedy,  Satire  on  Comedy,  as  their  fubfti~ 
tutes  in  the  difcharge  of  their  diftin«fl  fundior.s; 
the  one  in  high  life,  recording  the  crimes  and  pu- 
Eifhmcnts  of  the  great;  the  other  in  low, expofing 
the  vices  or  fol'its  of  the  common  people.  But  it 
may  be  aflced,  How  came  Hiftory  and  Satire  to  be 
admitted  with  impunity  to  miniftcr  cemfort  to 
the  mufes,  even  in  the  prefence  of  the  goddefs, 
and  in  the  midft  of  all  her  triumphs  ?  A  que(Homr 
fays  Scriblerus,  which  we  thus  rcfolve :  Hiftory 
was  brought  up  in  her  infancy  by  Dulnefs  herfelf  5 
but  being  afterwards  efpoufed  into  a  noble  houfe, 
fhe  forgot  (as  is  ufual)  the  humility  of  her  birth, 
and  the  cares  of  her  early  friends.  This  occafioh- 
ed  a  long  eftran^ement  between  her  and  Dulnefs* 
At  length,  in  procefs  of  time,  they,  met  together 
in  a  monk's  cell,  were  reconciled,  and  became 
better  friends  than  ever.  After  this  they  had  a. 
iecond  quarrel,  but  it  held  not  long,  and  are  now 
again  on  reafonable  terms,  and  io  are  likely  to 
continue.  This  accounts  for  the  connivance  fhoWn 
to  Hiftory  on  this  occafion.  But  the  boldnefs  of 
Satire  fprings  from  a  very  different  caufe  .  for  the 
reader  ought  to  know,  that  {he  alone  of  all  the 
fifters  is  unconquerable,  never  to  be  filenced 
when  truly  infptred  and  animated  (as  fliould  feem 
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There  funk  Thalia,  nervelefs,  cold,  and  dead, 
Had  not  her  fifter  Satire  held  her  head  • 
Nor  could'ft  thou,  Chefterfitld !  a  tear  refufe, 
Thou  wept'ft,   and  with  thee  wept  each  gentle 

mufe. 

,  When  lo  !  a  harlot  form  foft  fliding  by, 
With  mincing  ftep,  fmall  voice,  and  languid  eye  : 
foreign  her  air,, her  robe's  difcordant  pride 
i  In  patch -work  fluttering,  and  her  head  afide ; 
i  By  finging  peers  upheld  on  either  hand, 
I  She  trip'd  and  laugh'd,  too  pretty  much  to  (land  : 
Call  on  the  proftrate  Nine  a  fcornful  look,         51 
Then  thus  in  quaint  recitativo  fpoke. 

O  Cara  !  Cara  '   filence  all  that  train  : 
Joy  to  great  Chaos  !  let  Divifion  reign  : 
Chromatic  tortures  foon  '(hall  drive  them  hence, 
Break  all  their  nerves,  and  fritter  all  their  fenfe  : 
One  Trill  fhall  harmonife  joy,  gnef,  and  rage, 
Wake  the  dull  Church,  and  lull  the  ranting  Stage : 


REMARKS.   : 

from  above,  for  this  very  purpofe,  to  oppofe  the 
kingdom  of  Dulnefs  to  her  lall  breath. 

Ver.  43.  Nor  could'ft  jhou,  &c.]  This  noble 
perfon  in  the  year  1737,  when  the  act  aforefaid 
was  brought  into  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  oppofed  it 
in  an  excellent  fpeech  (fays  Mr.  Gibber)  "  with 
*'  a  lively  fpirit,  and  uncommon  eloquence." — 
This  fpeech  had  the  honour  to  be  anfwered  by 
the  faid  Mr.  Gibber,  with  a  lively  fpirit  alfo,  and 
in  a  manner  very  uncommon,  in  the  8th  Chapter 
•f  his  Life  and  Manners.  And  here,  gentle  rea- 
der, would  I  gladly  infert  the  other  fpeech,  where- 
by thou  mighteft  judge  between  them;  kut  I 
muft  defer  it  on'  account  of  fome  differences  not 
yet  adjufted  between  the  noble  author,  and  my- 
felf,  concerning  the  true  reading  of  certain  paffages. 


.  Ver.  45.  When  lo!  a  harlot  form]  The  atti- 
tude given  to  this  phantom,  reprefents  the  nature 
and  genius  of  the  Italian  opera  ;  its  affg&ed  airs, 
its  effeminate  founds,  and  the  practice  of  patching 
Up  thefe  operas  with  favourite  fongs,  incoherently 
put  together.  Thefe  things  were  fupported  by 
the  fubfcriptions  of  the  nobility.  This  circum- 
ftance,  that  Opera  mould  prepare  for  the  opening 
of  the  grand  feffions,  was  propheiied  of  in  Book 
iii.  ver.  304. 

ff  Already  Opera  prepares  the  way, 

**  The  fure  forerunner  of  her  gentle  fway". 

Ver.  54,  Let  Divifion  reign  ;]   Alluding  to  the 

i    falfe  tafte  of  playing  tricks  in  mufic  with  number- 

j    lefs  divifions,  to  the  negle&  of  that  harmony  which 

;    conforms  to  the  fenfe,  and  applies  to  the  .paflions. 

!    Mr.  Handel  had  introduced  a,  great  number  of 

hands,  and  more  variety  of  inflruments  into  the 

orchcftra,  and  employed  even  drums  and  cannon  tp 

make  a  fuller  chorus  ;  whiqh  proved  fo  much  top 

i    manly  for  the  fine  gentlemen  of  his  age,  that  he 

1    Was  obliged  to  remove  his  mufic  into  Ireland.  Af- 

I    ter  which  they  were  reduced,  for  want  of  compo- 

|   ftrs,  t«  pra&ifs  the  patch-  work 


To  the  fame  notes  thy  fdhs  fhall  hum,  or  fnore, 
And  all  thy  yawning  daughters  cry,  encore.       60 
Another  Phoebus,  thy  own  Phoebus,  reigns, 
Joys  in  my  jiggs,  and  dances  in  my  chains. 
But  foon,  ah  foon,  Rebellion  will  commence, 
If  Mufic  meanly  borrows  aid  from  Senfe : 
Strong  in  new  arms,  lo  '.  giant  Handel  ftands, 
Like  bold  Briareus,  with  a  hundred  hands ; 
To  ftir,  to  roufe,  to  fhake  the  foul  he  comes, 
And  Jove's  own  thunders  follow  Mars's  drums,, 
Arreft  him,  emprefs,  or  you  fleep  no  more — 
She  heard,and  drove  him  to  th'  Hibernian  ihore.  70 

And  now  had  Fame's  pofterior  trumpet  blown, 
And  all  the  nations  fummon'd  to  the  throne. 
The  young,  the  old,  who  feel  her  inward  fway, 
One  inftincl  feizes,  and  tranfports  away. 
None  need  a  guide,  by  fure  Attraction  led, 
And  ftrong  impulfivc  gravity  of  head  : 
None  want  a  place,  for  ail  their  centre  found, 
Hung  to  the  goddefs,  and  coher'd  around. 
Notclofer  orb  in  orb,  conglob'd  are  feen 
The  buzzing  bees  about  their  duficy  queen.        80 

The  gathering  number,  as  it  moves  along, 
Involves  a  vaft  involuntary  throng, 
Who,  gently  drawn,  and  ftruggling  lefs  and  lefs, 
Pvoll  in  her  vortex,  and  her  power  confcfs. 
Not  thofe  alone  who  paflive  own  her  laws,     , 
But  who,  weak  rebels,  more  advance  her  caufe. 
Whate'er  of  dunce  in  college  or  in  town 
Sneers  at  another,  in  toupee  or  gown  ; 
Whate'er  of  mungril  no  one  clafs  admits, 
A  wit  with  dunces,  and  a  dunce  with  wits.        90 

Nor  abfent  they,  no  members  of  her  ftate, 
Who  pay  her  homage  in  her  fons,  the  great ; 
Who,  falfe  to  Phoebus,  bow  the  knee  to  Baal ; 
Or  impious,  preach  his  word  without  a  call, 
Patrons,  who  fncak  from  living  worth  to  dead, 
Withhold  the  penfion,  and  fet  up  the  head ; 
Or  veft  dull  Flattery  in  the  facred  gown ; 
Or  give,  from  fool  to  fool  the  laurel  crown. 
And  (laft  and  wcrfe)  with  all,  the  cant  of  wit,      . 
Without  the  foul,  the  mufes  Hypocrit  IOQ 

There  march'd  the  bard  and  blockhead  fide  by 

fide. 

Who  rhymM  for  hire,  and  patroniz'd  for  pride. 
Narciffus,  prais'd  with  all  a  parfon's  power, 
Look'd  a  white  lily  funk  b.eneath  a  fhower. 
There  mov'd  Mpntalto  with  fuperior  air ; 
His  ftretch'd-out  arm  difplay'd  a  volume  fair  J 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  76  to  TOT,  It  ought  to  be  obferved  that 
here  are  three  claffes  in  this  affembly.  The  firffe 
of  men  abfolutely  and  avowedly  dull,  who  natu- 
rally adhere  to  the  goddefs,  and  are  imaged  in 
the  fimile  of  the  bees  about  their  queen.  The  fe-< 
cond  involuntarily  drawn  to  her,  thcrngh  not  ca- 
ring to  own  her.  influence;  from  ver.  Si  to  90.— 
The  third,  of  fuch  as,  though  not  members  of  her 
ftate,  yet  advance  her  ferviceby  flattering  Dulnefs, 
cultivating  miftaken  talents,  patronifing  vile  fcrib* 
biers,  difcouraging  living  merit,  or  fetting  up  for 
v;its,  and  men  of  tafte  in  arts  they  undejftand  not  3 
fr»m  ver.  91  to  loi. 
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Courtiers  and  patriots  in  two  ranks  divide, 
Through  both  he  pafs'd,  and  bow'd  from  fide  to 

fide : 

But  as  in  graceful  ai&,  with  awful  eye, 
Compos'd  he  flood,  bold  Benfon  thruft  him  by  : 
On  two  unequal  crutches  propt  he  came,  ill 

Milton's  on  ;his,  on  that  one  Johnfton's  name. 
The  decent  knight  retir'd  with  fober  rage, 
Withdrew  his  hand,  and  clos'd  the  pompous  page. 
But  (happy  for  him  as  the  times,  went  then) 
Appear'd  Apollo's  Mayor  and  Aldermen, 
On  whom  three  hundred  gold-capt  youths  await, 
To  lug  the  ponderous  volume  off  in  ftate. 

When    Dulnefs  fniiling,    "  Thus   revive  the 

wits ! 

But  murder  firft,  and  mince  them  all  to  bits ;  I*o 
As  erft  Medea  (cruel,  fo  to  fave  !) 
A  new  edition  of  old  JEion  gave  ; 
Let  ftandard-authors,  thus,  like  trophies  borne, 
Appear  more  glorious,  as  more  hack'd  and  torn. 
And  you,  my  critics !  in  the  cheqaer'd  lhade, 
Admire  new  light  through  holes  yourfelves  have 
made. 

"  Leave  not  a  foot  of  verfe,  a  foot  of  (tone, 
A  P<ige,  a  Grave,  that  they  can  call  their  own  ; 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  114. 

What!    no  refpect,  he    cried,   for  Shakfpeare's 
page? 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  loR— -bow'd  from  fide  to  fide  :]  As  being 
ef  no  one  party. 

Ver.  no.  bold  Benfon]  This  man  endeavoured 
to  raife  himfelf  to  fame  by  creeling  monuments, 
ftrikfng  coins,  ferting  up  heads,  and  procuring 
tranflatidns,  ,of  Milton  ;  and  afterwards  by  as 
jreat  a  paffion  for  Arthur  J  hnOon,  a  Scots  Phy- 
fidan's  Verfion  of  the  Pfalms,  of  which  he  ptint- 
c^d  many  fine  editions.  See  more  of  him,  Book 
iu.  ver.  325. 

•Ver.  113.  The  decent  knight]  An  eminent 
perfon  who  was  about  to  publifh  a  very  pompous 
edition  of  a  great  author  at  his  own  expence. 

Ver.  115,  &c.]  Thefe  four  lines  were  printed  in 
a  feparate  leaf  by  Mr.  Pope  in  the  lalt  edition, 
•which  he  himfelf  gave,  of  the  Dunciad,  with  di- 
rections to  the  printer,  to  put  tlvis  leaf  into  its 
place  as  foon  as  Sir  T.  H.'s  Shakfpeare  Ihould  be 
pubiifhed. 

Ver.  119.  Thus  revive,  &c  ]  The  goddefs  ap- 
plauds the  practice  of  tacking  the  obfciire  names  of 
perfons  not  eminent  in  any  branch  of  learning,  to 
thofe  of  the  moft  diftingmfted  writers;  either  by 
printing  editions  of  their  works  with  impertinent 
alterations  of  their  text,  as  in  the  former  inftances; 
or  by  fetting  up  monuments  difgraced  with  their 
Own  vile  names  and  infcriptions,  as  in  the  latter. 

Ver.  128.  A  Page,  a  Grave.]  For  whar  lefs  than 
a  grave  can  be  granted  to  a  de-ad  author  ?  or  what 
left  than  a  page  c'<;n  be  allowed  a  living  one  ! 

Ver.  128.  A  Page.]  Pagina,  nofPediffequus.  A 
page  of  a  book,  not  a  fervam,  follower,  or  attend 


But  fpread,  my  fons,  your  glory  thin  »r  thick, 
On  paflive  paper,  or  on  folid  brick.  JJ41 

So  by  each  bard,  an  alderman  fhall  fit, 
A  heavy  lord  mill  hang  at  every  wit. 
And  while  on  Fame's  triumphal  car  they  ride, 
Some  flave  of  mine  be  pinion 'd  to  their  fide." 
Now  crowds  on   crowds  around  the  Goddcft 

prefs, 

Each  eager  to  prefent  the  firft  addrefs. 
Dunce  fcorning  dunce  beholds  the  next  advance, 
But  fop  {hows  lop  iuperior  complailance. 
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ant :  no  poet  having  had  a  page  Cnce  the  death 
of  Mr.  Thomas  Durfey.  SCKIBL, 

Ver.  131.  So  by  each  Bard  an  Alderman,  ^..] 
Vide  the  Tombs  of  the  Poets,  Editio  Wcftmoua- 
fterienfis. 

Ibid.— -an  Alderman  (hall  fit,]  Alluding  to  the  j 
monument  erected  for  Butler  by  Alderman  Barber. 

Ver    132.   A  heavy  L  rd  fhali  hang  at  every 
wit.]  How  unnatural  an  image,  and  how  ill  fup«  - 
purtcd  I  faith  Ariftarchus.     Had  it  been, 

A  heavy  wit  fhall  hang  at  every  L'  rd, 

fomething  might  have  been  faid,in  an  age  fodiftin-. 
guifhed  for  well-judging  patrrm.  For  Lord,  then, 
read  Load  ,  that  is,  of  debts  here,  and  of  commen- 
taries hereafter.  To  this  purpofe,  confpicuous  is 
the  cafe  of  the  poor  author  of  Hudibras,  whole  bo- 
dy, long  fince  weighed  down  to  the  grave,  by  a 
load  of  debts,  has  lately  had  a  more  unmerciful 
load  of  commentaries  laid  upon  his  fpirit ;  wherein 
the  editor  has  atchieved  more  than  Virgil  him- 
felf, when  he  turned  critic,  could  boaft  of,  which 
was  only,  that  he  had  i-icked  gold  out  of  another 
man's  dung  ;  whereas  the  editor  has  picked  it  out 
of  his  own.  SCRIBL. 

Ariftarchus  thinks  the  common  reading  right  : 
and  that  the  author  himfetf  had  been  ilrnggliiig, 
and  but  juft  fhakni  off  his  load  when  he  wrote  the 
following  epigram  : 

"  My  lord  complains,  that  Pope,  flark  mad  wufc 

"  gardens, 

"  Has  lopt  three  trees,  the  value  of  three  farthings: 
"  But  he's  my  neighbour,  cries  the  peer  polite, 
"  And  if  he'll  vifit  me,  I'll  wave  my  right. 
"  Wf.at  ?  en  compulfion  ?  and  againit  my  will, 
"  A  lord's  acquaintance  ?  Let  him  file  his  bill." 

Ver.  137,  138. 

Dunce  fcorning  Dunce  beholds  the  next  advance, 
But  Fop  ihows  Fop  fuperior  complailance.] 

This  is  not  to  be  afcribed  fo  much  to  the  different 
manners  of  a  court  and  college,  as  to  the  different 
effedt*  which  a  pretence  to  learning,  and  a  pre- 
tence to  wir,  have  on  blockhead-.  1-or  as  judgment 
confifls  in  finding  out  the  differences  in  things,  and 
wit  in  finding  out  their  likeneffes,  fo  the  Dunce 
is  all  difcord  and  diffenfion,  and  conftantiy  bufied 
in  reproving,  examining,  confuting,  &c.  while  the 
Fop  flourifhes  in  peace,  with  longs  and  hymns  of 
praife,  addrefics,  characters,  epithuiamiums,  &c 
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When  lo  !  a  fpccVe  rofe,  whofe  index-hand 
Held  forth  by  virtue  of  the  dreadful  wand  ;      140 
His  bcaver'd  brow  a  birchen  g.irland  wears, 
Dropping  with  infant's  blood   and  mother's  tears. 
O'er  every  vein  a  (huddering  horror  runs  ; 
Eaton  and  Winton  (hake  through  ail  their  fons. 
All  fleih  is  humbled,  Weftminfter's  bold  race 
Shrink,  and  cor>fefs  the  Genius  of  the  place  : 
|   The  pale  Boy-Senator  yet  tingling  {lands, 
i    And  holds  his  breeches  clofe  with  both  his  hands. 
Then  thus,  fince  man  from  beaft  hy  words  is 
known,  149 

t    Words  are  man's  province,  w  rds  we  teach  alone. 
|     When  Reafon  doubtful,  like  the  bamian  letter, 

Points  him  two  ways,  the  narrower  is  the  better. 
,   Plic'd  at  the  door  of  Learning,  youth  to  gujde, 
i!  We  never  fuffer  it  to  ftand  too  wide. 
i   To  afk,  to  guefs,  to  know,  as  they  commence, 
As  fancy  opens  the  quick  fprings  of  fenfe, 
We  ply  the  memory,  we  load  the  brain, 
Blind  rebel  Wit,  and  double  chain  on  chain, 
Confine  the  thought,  to  exercife  the  breath ; 
And  keep  them  in  the  pale  of  words  till  death.  160 
Whatever  the  talents,  or  howe'er  defign'd, 
We  hang  one  jingling  padlock  on  the  mind  : 
A  poet  the  firft  day,  he  dips  his  quill; 
I    And  what  the  laft  ?  a  very  poet  Hill. 
Pity!  the  charm  works  only  in  our  wall, 
Loft,  loft  too  foon  in  yonder  h-oufe  or  hall. 
There  truant  Windham  every  mufe  gave  o'er, 
There  Talbot  funk,  and  was  a  wit  no  more  i 
How  fweet  an  Ovid,  Murray  was  our  boaft  ! 
How  many  martials  were  in  Pulteney  loft !       170 
Elfe  fare  fome  bard,  to  our  eternal  praife, 
In  twice  ten  thoufand  rhyming  nights  and  days, 
Had  reach'd  the  work,  the  all  that  mortal  can  ; 
And  South  beheld  that  maflerpiece  of  man. 

Oh  (cry'd  the  Goddefs)  for  fome  pedant  reign! 
Some  gentle  James,  t<»  blefs  the  land  again  ; 
To  flick  the  Dodlor's  chair  into  the  throne, 
€rive  law  to  words,  or  war  with  words  alone, 
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Ver.  140.  the  dreadful  wand;]  A  cane  ufually 
borne  by  fchoolmafters,  which  drives  the  poor  fouls 
about  like  the  wand  of  Mercury.  SCRJBL. 

Ver..  151.  like  the  Samian  letter,]  The  letter  Y 
wfed  by  Pythagoras  as  an  emblem  of  the  different 
roads  of  virtue  and  vice. 

"  Et  tibi  quae  Samios  diduxit  lisera  ramos."    Perf. 

Ver.  174.  that  mafterpiece  of  man.]  Viz.  an 
epigram.  The  famous  Dr.  South  declared  a  per- 
fect epigram  to  be  as  difficult  a  performance  as  an 
epic  poem.  And  the  critics  fay,  "  An  epic  poem 
*'  is  the  greatest  work  human  nature  is  capable 
«  of." 

Ver.  176  Some  gentle  James,  &c]  Wilfon  tells 
us  that  this  king,  James  the  Firft,  took  upon  him- 
felf  to  teach  the  Latin  tongue  to  Car,  Earl  of  So- 
merfet ;  and  that  Gondomarthe  Spanilh  Ambafia- 
dor  would  fpeak  falfe  Latin  to  him,  on  purpofe  to 
give  him  the  pleafure  of  correcting  it,  whereby  he 
•t  himfeif  into  hi?  good  gracei . 


Senates  and  courts  with  Greek  and  Latin  rule, 

And  turn  the  council  to  a  Grammar  School!  i8f 

For  fure,  if  Dulnefs  fees  a  grateful  day, 

'Tis  in  the  (hade  of  arbitrary  fway. 

O  !  if  my  fons  may  learn  one  earthly  thing, 

Teach  but  that  one,  fufficient  for  a  king ; 

That  which  my  priefb,  and  mine  alone,  maintain, 

Which,  as  it  dies,  or  lives,  we  fall,  or  reign  : ' 

May  you,  my  C-m,  and  Ifis,  preach  it  long, 

"   The  Right  Divine  of  Kings  to  govern  wrong." 

Prompt  at  the  call,  around  the  Goddefs  roll 
Broad  hats,  and  honds,  and  caps,  a  fable  fhoal :  19* 
Thick  and  more  thick  the  black  blockade  extends, 
A  hundred  head  of  Ariflotle's  friends. 
Nor  wert  thou,  Jfis  :  wanting  to  the  day, 
[Though  Chrift  Church  long  kept  prudifhly  away.] 
Kach  {launch  Polemic,  ftubborn  as  a  rock, 
Each  fierce  Logician,  ftillexpelling  Locke, 
Came  whip  and  fpur,  and  dafh'd  through  thin  and 

thick 
On  German  Crouzaz,  and  Dutch  Burgerfdyck. 
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TMs  great  prince  was  the  firft  who  afiumed  the 
title  of  Sacred  Majefty,  which  his  loyal  clergy 
transferred  fr»m  God  to  him.  "The  principle* 
"  of  paffive  obedience  and  non-refiftance  (fays  .the 
"  author  of  the  Diflertation  on  Parties,  Letter  8.), 
"  which  before  his  time  had  ikulked  perhaps  in 
"  fome  old  homily,,  were  talked,  written,  and 
"  preached  into  vogue  in  that  inglorious  reign." 

Ver.  194.  Though  Chrift  Church,  &c.]  This 
line  is  doubtlefs  fpurious,  and  foifted  in  by  th« 
impertinence  of  the  editor;  and  accordingly  we, 
have  put  it  in  between  Hooks.  For  I  affirm  this 
college  came  as  early  as  any  other,  by  its  proper 
deputies;  nor  did  any  college  pay  homage  to 
Duinefs  in  its  whole  body.  BENTL. 

Ver.  196.  dill  expelling  Locke,]  In  the  year 
1703  there  was  a  meeting  of  the  heads  of  the 
Univerfity  of  Oxford  to  cenfure  Mr.  Locke's  Ef-> 
fay  on  Human  Underftanding,  and  to  forbid  the 
reading  of  it.  Sec  his  Letters  on  the  laft  edit- ' 

Ver.    198.  On  German   Crouzaz,  and  putcfe 
Burgerfdyck.]  There  feems  to  be  an  improbabi- 
lity that  the  Podlors  and  Heads  of  Houfes  fhould ' 
ride  on  horfeback,  who  of  late  days,  being  gouty 
or  unwieldy,  have  kept  their  coaches.     But  thefe 
are  horfes  of  great  ftrength,  and  fit  to  carry  any 
weight,  as  their  German  and  Dutch  extraction 
may  manifeft  ;  and  very  famous  we   may  con- 
clude, being  honoured  with  names,  as  were  the ' 
horfes  Pegafus  and  Bucephalus.  SCRIBL. 

Though  I  have  the  greateft  deference  to  the 
penetration  of  this  eminent  fcholiaft,  and  muft 
own  that  nothing  can  b1;  more  natural  than  hi» 
interpretation,  or  jufler  than  that  rule  ef  criticifm, 
which  directs  us  to  keep  to  the  literal  fenfe,  whea 
no  apparent  abfurdity  accompanies  it  (and  furs 
there  is  no  abfurdity  in  fuppofing  a  Logician  on 
horfeback),  yet  Hill  I  muft  needs  think  the  hack- 
neys here  celebrated  were  not  real  horfes,  nor 
even  Centaurs,  which,  for  the  fake  of  the  learned 
Chiron.  I  Ihcuid  rather  be  mcHned  to  think,  if  £ 
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As  many  quit  the  ftreams  that  murmuring  fall 
To  lull  the  fons  of  Margaret  and  Clare-hall,   2CO 
Where  Bentley  late  tempeftuous  wont  to  fport 
In  troubled  waters,  hut  now  ileeps  in  port. 
Before  them  march'd  that  awful  Ariftarch  ; 
Plough'd  was  his  front  with  many  a  deep  remark, 
His  hat,  which  never  veil'd  to  human  pride,    : 
"Walker  with  reverence  took,  and  laid  afide. 
Low  bow'd  the  reft  :  He,  kingly,  did  hut  nod  ; 
So  upright  Quakers  pleafe  both  man  and  God. 
Miftrefs !  dilmifs  that  rabble  from  your  throne  : 

A vaunt is  Arifta-rchus  yet  unknown  ?    ^    aio 

The  mighty  Scholiaft,  whole  unweary'd  pains 
Made  Horace  dull,  and  humbled  Milton's  ftrains. 
Turn  what  they  will  to  verfe,  their  toil  is  vain, 
Critics  like  me  mall  make  it  profe  again. 
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•were  forced  to  find  them  four  legs,  but  downright 
plain  men,  though  Logicians  :  and  otily  thus  me- 
tartiorphofed  by  a  rule  of  rhetoric,  of  which  Car- 
dinal Perron  gives  us  an  example,  where  he  -calls 
Clavius,  "  Un  Efprit  pefant,  lourd,  fans  fubtilite, 
•«  ni  gentilleffe,  un  Grofs  Cheval  d' Allemagne." 

Here  I  profefs  to  go  oppofite  to  the  whole  ftre'am 
of  commentators.  I  think  the  poet  only  aimed, 
though  awkwardly,  at  an  elegant  Grsecifm  in  this 
reprefentation ;  for  in  that  language  the  word 
faxes  [horfe1  was  often  prefixed  to  others,  to  de- 
note greatnefs  of  ftrength  ;  as  /V^raAaTa^ov,  Iwo- 
yXwffffov,  i##ty.dfK6povt  and  particularly  innorNIi- 
MflN,  a  great  connoiffeur,  which  comes  neareft  to 
the  cafe  in  hand.  Scir.  MAFF. 

Ver.  199.  the  ftreams]  The  river  Cam,  running 
by  the  walls  of  thefe  colleges,  which  are  particu- 
larly famous  for  their  (kill  in  difputation. 

Ver.  202.  fleeps  in  Port.]  viz.  "  Now  retired 
"  into  harbour,  after  the  tempefts  that  had  long 
*'  agitated  his  fociety."  So  Scriblerus.  But  the 
learned  Scipio  Maffei  underftands  it  of  a  certain 
wine  called  Port,  from  Oporto,  a  city  of  Portugal, 
of  which  this  profeffor  invited  him  to  drink  abun- 
pantly.  SCIP  MAFF.  De  Compotationibus  Aca- 
demicis.  [And  to  the  opinion  of  Maffei  inclineth 
the  fagacious  Annotator  on  Dr.  King's  "  Advice 
«<  to  Horace."] 

Ver  a  io.  Ariftarchus.]  A  famous  Commentator 
and  Corrector  of  Homer,  whofe  name  has  been 
frequently  ufed  to  fignify  a  complete  critic.  The 
compliment  paid  by  our  author  to  this  eminent 
profeffor,  in  applying  to-him  fo  great  a  name,  was 
the  reafon  that  he  hath  omitted  to  comment  on 
this  part  which  contains  his  own  praifes.  We 
fb-all  therefore  fupply  that  lofs  to  our  beft  ability. 

SCRIBL. 

Ver.  214.  Critics  like  me — ]  Alluding  to  two 
famous  editions  of  Horace  and  Miltuq  ;  whofe 
richeft  veins  of  poetry  he  had  prodigally  reduced 
to  the  pooreft  and  moft  beggarly  profe. — Verily 
the  learned  fcholiaft  is  grievoufly  miftaken.  Ari- 
frarchus'is  not  boafting  here  of  the  wonders  of  his 
art  in  annihilating  the  fublime ;  but  of  the  ufeful 
nefs  of  it,  in  reducing  the  turgid  to  its  proper 
the  words  "  make  it  prole  again,"  plainly 


Roman   and   Greek   grammarians',    know   your 

better  : 

Author  or  fomething  yet  mpre  great  than  letter; 
While  tow'ring  o'er  your  alphabet  like  Saul, 
Stands  our  Digamma,  and  c'errop*  them  all. 
'Tis  true,  on  words  is  ftill  our  whole  debate, 
Difputes  of  Me  or  Te,  or  Aut  or  At,  220 

To  found  or  fink  in  cano  O  or  A, 
Or  give  up  Cicero  to  C  or  K. 
Let  friend  affecT:  to  fpeak'as  Terence  fpokc, 
And  Alfop  never  but  like  Horace  joke  : 
For  me,  what  Virgil,  Fliny  may  deny, 
Manilius  or  Solinus  fhall  fupply  : 
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fliowing  that  profe  it  was,  though  afhamed  of  its 
original,  and  therefore  to  profe  it  fhould  return. 
Indeed,  much  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  Dulnefs 
doth  not  confine  her  critics  to  this  ufeful  talk ; 
and  commifiion  them  to  diftnount  what  Arifto- 
phanes  calls  Tvpaf  I&VO&IMIX,  all  profe  on.  horfe- 
back.  SCRIBI.. 

Ver.  ai6  Author  of  fomething  yet  more  great 
than  Letter.]  Alluding  to  thofe  grammarians,  fuch 
as  Palamedes  and  SimonideF,  who  invented  fingle 
letters.  But  Ariftarchus,  who  had  found  out  a 
double  one,  was  therefore  worthy  of  double  ho- 
nour. SCRIBI.. 

Ver.  217,  41 8-  While  towering  o'er  your  al- 
phabet, like  Saul,— -Stands  our  Digamma,]  Alludes 
to  the  boafted  reftoration  of  the  JEulic  Digamma, 
in  his  long  projected  edition  of  Homer.  He  calls 
it  fomething  more  than  Letter,  from  the  enormous 
figure  it  would  make  among  the  other  letters,  being 
one  Gamma  fet  upon  the  fhouldcrs  of  another. 

Ver.  220.  of  Me  or  Tc,]  It  was  a  ferious  dif- 
pute,  about  which  the  learned  were  much  divided, 
and  fome  'treatifes  written  :  had  it  been  about 
Meum  and  Tuum  it  could  not  be  more  contorted, 
than  whether  at  the  end  of  the  firft  Ode  of  Ho-, 
race,  to  read,  Me  do<5lariim  htderae  prajmia  fron-. 
tium,  or,  Te  do&arum  hederqe. — By  this  the  learn- 
ed fcholiaft  would  feem  to  infinuate  that  the  dif- 
pute  was  not  about  Meum  and  Tuum,  which  is  a 
miftake  :  for,  as  a  venerable  fage  obferveth,  Words 
are  the  counters  of  wifemen,  but  the  money  of 
fools ;  fo  that  we  fee  their  property  was  indeed 
concerned.  SCRIBL. 

Ver.  22z.  Or  give  up  Cicero  to  C  or  K.] 
Grammatical  difpures  about  the  manner  of  pro- 
nouncing  Cicero's  name  in  Greek.  It  is  a  dif- 
pute  whether  in  Latin  the  name  of  Hermagoras 
ihould  end  in  as  or  a.  Quintilian  quotes  Cicero 
as  writing  it  Hermagora,  which  Bentley  rejects, 
and  fays  Quintilian  muft  be  miftaken,  Cicero 
could  not  write  it  fo,  and  that  in  this  cafe  he 
would  not  believe  Cicero  himfelf.  Thefe  are  his 
very  words' :  Ego  vero  Ciceronem  ita  fcripfifle  ne 
Ciceroni  quidem  affirmanti  crediderim. — Epift.  ad 
Mill,  in  fin.  Frag.  Menand.  et  Phil. 

Ver.  223,  zz4.  Frcind— Alfop]  Dr.  Robert 
Freind,  mafter  of  VVeftminfter-fchool,  and  canon 
of  Chrift  Church-  Dr.  Anthony  Alfop,  a  happy 
imitator  of  the  Horatmn  ftyle. 

Ver.  326.  Manilius  and  Solinus]  Some  critics 
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3For  Attic  phrafe  in  Plato  let  them  feek, 

J  p»ach  in  Suidas  for  unlicens'd  Greek. 

In  .ncient  fenfe  if  any  needs  will  deal,       , 

Be  lure  I  give  them  fragments,  not  a  meal;    230 

What  Gellius  or  Stobaeus  hafh'd  before, 

Oi  chew'd  by  blind  old  fcholiafls  o'er  and  o'er, 

Tie  critic  eye,  that  microfcope  of  wit, 

S<es  hairs  and  pores,  examines  bit  by  bit : 

Ko\v  parts  relate  to  parts,  or  they  to  whole ; 

The  body's  harmony,  the  beaming  foul, 

Are  things  which  Kufter,  Burman,  Waffe  fhall  fee, 

\Vhen  man's  whole  frame  is  obvious  to  a  flea. 

Ah,  think  not,  miflrefs  \  more  true  Dulnefs  lies 
In  Folly's  cap,  than  Wifdom's  grave  difguife.  240 
Like  buoys,  that  never  fink  into,the  flood, 
On  Learning  s  furface  we  but  lie  and  nod, 
Thine  is  the  genuine  head  of  many  a  houfe, 
And  much  divinity  without  a  NJfj. 
Nor  could  a  Barrow  work  on  every  block, 
Nor  has  one  Atterbury  fpoil'd  the  flock. 
See  !  ftill  thy  own,  the  heavy  Canon  roll, 
And  metaphyfic  fmokcs  involve  the  Pole. 
For  thee  we  dim  the  eyes,  and  (luff  the  head 
With  all  fuch  reading  as  was  never  read  :         SJO 
For  thee  explain  a  thing  till  all  men  doubt  it, 
And  write  about  it,  Goddefs,  and  about  it  : 
So  fpins  the  filk-worm  fmall  its  flender  fiore, 
And  labours,  till  it  clouds  itfelf  all  o'er. 
What  though  we  let  fome  better  fort  of  fool 
Thrid  ev'ry  fcience,  run  through  every  fchool  ? 
Never  by  tumbler  through  the  heops  was  fhown 
Such  flcili  in  paffing  all,  and  touching  none. 
He  may  indeed  (if  fober  all  this  time) 
Plague  with  Difpute,  or  perfecute  with  Rhyme. 
We  only  furniih  what  he  cannot  ufe,  a6j 

Or  wed  to  what  he  muft  divorce,  a  mnfe  : 
Full  in  the  midft  of  Euclid  dip  at  once, 
And  petrify  a  Genius  to  a  Dunce  : 
Or  fet  on  metaphyfic  ground  to  prance, 
Show  all  his  paces,  not  a  ftep  advance. 
With  the  fame  cement,  ever  fure  to  bind, 
We  bring  to  one  dead  level  every  mind. 
Then  take  him  to  develope  if  you  can, 
And  hew  the  block  off,  and  get  out  the  man.  270 


REMARKS. 

having  had  it  in  their  choice  to  comment  either 
on  Virgil  or  Manilas,  Pliny  or  Solinus,  have  cho- 
fen  the  worfe  author,  the  more  freely  to  difplay 
their  critical  capacity. 

Ver.  aa8,  &c.  Suidas,  Gellius,  Stobaeus]  The 
firft  a  Dictionary  writer,  a  colie&or  of  imperti- 
nent fads  and  barbareus  words  ;  the  fecond  a  mi- 
nute critic ;  the  third  an  author,  who  gave  his 
common-place  book  ro  the  public,  where  we  hap- 
pen to  find  much  mince-meat  of  old  books. 

Ver  245,  246.  Barrow,  Atterbury]  Ifaac  Ear- 
row,  Mafler  of  Trinity,  Francis  Atterbury,  Dean 
of  Chrift  Church,  both  great  geniufes  and  elo- 
quent preachers  ;  one  more  conversant  in  the  fub- 
lime  geometry,  the  other  in  claffical  learning  ;  but 
who  equally  made  it  their  cart  to  advance  the 
polite  arts  in  their  feveral  focietiss. 
6 


But  wherefore  wafle  I  words  ?  I  fee  advance 
Wh  ^re,  Pupil,  and  lac'd  Governor,  from  France. 
Walker  !  our  hat — nor  more  he  deign'd  to  fay, 
But,  ftern  as  Ajax'  fpe&re,  ftrode  away. 

In  flow'd  at  once  a  gay  embroider'd  race, 
And  tittering  pufh'd  the  pedants  off  the  place  : 
Some   would   have   fpoken,  but   the    voice  was 

drown 'd 

By  the  French  horn,  or  by  the  opening  hound, 
The  firft  came  forwards,  with  as  ealy  mien, 
As  if  he  faw  St.  James's  and  the  Queen.  280 

When  thus  th'  attendant  orator  begun, 
Receive,  great  Emprefs  !  thy  accomplifh'd  Son  : 
Thine  from  the  birth,  and  lacred  from  the  rod, 
A  dauntlefs  infant !  never  fcar'd  with  God. 
The  fire  faw  one  by  one,  his  virtues  wake  : 
The  mother  begg'd  the  blelfing  of  a  rake. 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  173.  lac'd  Governor]  Why  lac'd  ?  Becaufe 
gold  and  filver  are  neceffary  trimming  to  denote 
the  drefs  of  a  perfon  of  rank,  and  the  Governor 
muft  be  fuppofed  fo  in  foreign  countries,  to  be  ad- 
mitted into  courts  and  other  places  of  fair  recep- 
tion. But  how  comes  Ariftarchus  to  know  at 
fight  that  this  Governor  came  from  France  ? 
Know  ?  Why,  by  the  laced  coat.  SCRIBL. 

Ibid.  Whore,  Pupil,  and  lac'd  Governor]  Some 
critics  have  objected  to  the  order  here,  being  of 
opinion  that  the  Governor  fhould  have  the  prece- 
dence before  the  Whore,  if  not  before  the  Pupil. 
But  were  he  fo  placed,  it;  might  be  thought  to  in- 
finuate  that  the  Governor  led  the  Pupil  to  the 
Whore  ;  and  were  the  Pupil  placed  firft,  he  might 
be  fuppofed  to  lead  the  Governor  to  her.  But 
our  impartial  poet,  as  he  is  drawing  their  picture, 
reprefents  them  in  the  order  in  which  they  are 
generally  feen  ;  namely,  the  Pupil  between  the; 
Whoie  and  the  Governor;  but  placeth  the  Whore 
firft,  as  me  ufually  governs  both  the  other, 

Ver  280.  As  if  he  faw  St.  James's]  Reflecting 
on  the  difrefpeAful  and  indecent  behaviour  of  fe- 
veral  forward  young  perfons  in  the  prefence,  fa 
offenfive  to  all  ferious  men,  and  to  none  more  than 
the  good  Scriblerus. 

Ver  281.  th'  attendant  orator]  The  Governor 
above-faid.  The  poet  gives  him  no  particular 
name  ;  being  unwilling,  I  prefume,  to  offend  or  to 
do  injuftice  to  any,  by  celebrating  one  only  with 
whom  this  character  agrees,  in  preference  to  fo 
many  who  fo  equally  deferve  it.  SCRIBL. 

Ver.  284.  Adauntleft  infant :  never  fcar'd  with 
God]  i.  e.  Brought  up  in  the  enlarged  principles 
of  modern  education  ;  whofe  great  point  is,  to 
keep  the  infant  mind  free  from  the  prejudices  of 
opinion,  and  the  growing  fpirit  unbroken  by  ter- 
rifying names.  Amongft  the  happy  confequences 
of  this  reformed  difcipline,  it  is  not  the  leaft,  that 
we  have  never  afterwards  any  occafion  for  the 
prieft,  whofe  trade,  as  a  modern  wit  informs  us,  is 
only  to  finifh  what  'he  nurfe  began  SCRIBL. 

Ver.  286. — the  bleffing  of  a  rake.]  Scriblerus  is 
here  much  at  a  lofs  to  find  ow  what  this  bleffing 
fhouid  be.  He  is  ibmetimes  tempted  to  i 
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Thou  gav'ft  that  ripencfs,  which  fo  foon  began, 
And  ccas'd  fo  foon,  he  ne'er  wa*  boy,  nor  man. 
Through  fchool  and  college,  thy  kind  cloud  o'ercaft, 
Safe  and  unfeen  the  young  JEneas  part  :  290 

Thence  burfting  glorious, -all  at  once  let  dewn, 
Stunn'd  with  his  giddy  larum  half  the  town. 
Intrepid  then,  o'er  feas  and  lands  he  flew  : 
Europe  he  faw,  and  Europe  faw  him  too. 
Thtre  all  thy  gifts  and  graces  we  difplay, 
Thou,  only  thou,  directing  all  our  way  : 
TO  where  the  Seine,  obfcquious  as  fhe  runs, 
Pours  at  great  Bourbon's  feet  her  filken  fobs ; 
Or  Tyber,  now  no  longer  Roman,  rolls, 
Vain  of  Italian  arts,  Italian  fouls  :  300 

To  happy  convents,  bofom'd  deep  in  vines, 
Where  flumber  abbots,  purple  as  their  wines  : 
To  illes  of  fragrance,  lily-filver'd  vales, 
Diffusing  langour  in  the  panting  gales  : 
To  lands  of  finging,  or  of  dancing  flaves,    [waves. 
Love-whifpering    woods,    and   .lute-rei^ur.ding 
JBut  chief  her  fhrine  where  naked  Venus  keeps, 
And  Cupids  ride  the  lion  of  the  deeps, 
"Where,  eas'd  of  fleet?,  the  Adriatic  main         309 
"Wafts  the  fmooth  eunuch  and  enamour'd  fwain. 
ted  by  my  hand  he  fnunter'd  Europe  round, 
And  gathered  every  vice  on  Chriftian  ground ; 
Siiw  every  courr,  heard  every  king  declare 
His  royal  fenfe  of  operas,  or  tlie  fair  ; 
The  (lews  and  palace  equally  explor'd, 
Intrigued  with  glory,  and  with  ipirit  whor'd ; 
Try'd  all  hors  d'tEuvres,  all  liqueurs  dcfin'd, 
Judicious  drank,  and  greatly-daring  din'd ; 


REMARKS. 

it  might  be  the  marrying  a  great  fortune ;  but 
this,  again,  for  the  vulgarity  of  it,  he  rejects,  as 
fomething  uncommon  feemed  to  be  prayed  for. 
And  after  many  ftrainge  conceits,  not  at  all  to  the 
honour  of  the  fair  fex,  he  at  length  refts  in  this, 
that  ic  was,  that  htr  fon 'might  pafs  for  a  wit;  in 
Which  opinion  he  fortifies  himfelf  by  ver.  316. 
•where  the  orator,  fpeaking  of  his  pupil,  fays,  that 
he 

.Intrigued  with  glory,  and  with  fpirit  whor'd, 
•which  -feems  to  infinuate  that  her  prayer  was 
hsard.  Here  the  good  fcholiaft,  a's  indeed,  every 
•where  elfe,  lays  open  the  very  foul  of  modern 
criticifm,  white  he  makes  hig  own  ignorance  of  a 
poetical  expreflion  hold  open  the  door  to  much 
erudition  and  learned  conjecture  :  the  blefling  of 
a  rake  fignifying  no  more  than  that  he  might  be 
a  rake;  the  effects  of  a  thing  -for  the  thing  itfelf, 
a  common  figure.  The  careful  mother -only  wilh- 
cd  her  fon  foight  be  a  rake,  as  well  knowing  that 
us  attendant  bltflings  would  follow  of  courfe. 

Ver.  307.  But  chief,  &c.]  <Thefe  two  lines,  in 
their  force  of  imagery  and  colouring,  emulate  and 
equal  the  pencil  of  Rubens.  ' 

Ver.  308.  And  Cupids  ride  the  Don  of  the 
deeps.]  The  winged  lion,  the  arms  'of  Venice. 
This  republic  heretofore  the  moil  considerable  in 
Europe,  for  her  naval  force, -and  the  extent  of  her 
c,  now  iliuilriout,  for  her  canriva'. 


Dropt  the  dull  lumber  of  the  Latin  ftor«,         ^Tjf 

Spoil'd  his  own  language,  and  acquir'd  no  mor« ;  '| 

All  claffic  learning  loft  on  claffic  ground  ; 

And  laft  turn'd  air,  the  echo  of  a  found  ; 

See  now,  half  cur'd,  and  perfectly  well-bred, 

With  nothing  but  a  folo  in  his  head  ;     . 

As  much  eftatc,  and  principle,  and  wit, 

As  Janfen,  Fleetwood,  Cibber,  fhall  think  fit ; 

Stol'n  from  a  duel,  follow'd  by  a  nun, 

And,  if  a  borough  choofe  him,  not  undone  ! 

See,  to  my  country  happy  I  reftore  32^ 

This  glorious  youth,  and  add  one  Venus  more. 

Her  too  receive  (for  her  my  foul  adores),    . 

So  may  the  fons  of  fons  of  fons  of  whores 

Prop  thine,  O  emprefs  I  like  each  neighbour  throne% 

And  make  a  long  pofterity  thy  own. 

Pleas'd,  fhe  accepts  the  hero  and  the  dame, 

Wraps  in  her  veil,  and  frees  from  fenfe  or  fhame. 

Then  look'd,  and  faw  a  lazy,  lolling  fort, 
Unfeen  at  church,  at  fenate,  or  at  court, 
Of  ever-Jifllefs  loiterers,  that  attend 
No  caufe,  no  truft,  no  duty,  and  no  friend.         34* 
Thee  too,  my  Paridel !  fhe  mark'd  thee  there, 
Stretch'd,  on  the  rack  of  a  too  eafy-chair, 
And  heard  thy  everlafting  yawn  confefs 
The  pains  and  penalties  of  idlenefs. 
She  pity'd !  but  her  pity  only  fhed 
Benigncr  influence  on  thy  nodding  head. 

But  Anniiis,  crafty  feer,  with  ebon  wand, 
And*  well-diflemblefl  emerald  on  his  hand, 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  318.  Greatly-daring  din'd.]  It  being  in- 
deed no  fmall  rifle  to  eat  through  thofe  extraor- 
dinary competitions,  whofe  difguifed  ingredient* 
are  generally  unknown  to  the  guefls,  and  highly- 
inflammatory  and  unwholefome. 

Ver.  374.' With  nothing  but  a  folo  in  his  head  ;] 
With  nothing  but  a  folo  ?  Why,  if  it  be  a  folo,  ho\r 
fhould  there  be  any  thing  elfe  ?  Palpable  teutolo- 
gy  !  Read  boldly  an  opera,  which  is  enough  of 
conference  for  fuch  a  head  as  has  loft  all  its  Latin. 

BENTL. 

Ver.  326.  Janfcn,  Fleetwood,  Cibber.]  Three 
very  eminent  perfons,  all  managers  of  plays  ;  who, 
though  not  governors  by  profefjion,  had,  each  in 
his  way,  concerned  themfelves  in  the  education  of 
youth  ;  and  regulated  their  wits,  their  moral*,  or 
their  finances,  at  that  period  of  their  age  which 
is  the  moft  important,  their  entrance  into  the  po- 
lite world.  Of  the  laft  of  thefe,  and  his  talents  for 
this  end,  fee  Booki.  ver.  199,  &c. 

Ver.  331.  Her  too  receive,  &c.]  This  confirms 
what  the  iearned  Scriblerus'advanced  in  his  note 
on  ver.  a?*,  that  the  Governor,  as  well  as  the  Pu« 
pil,  had  a  particular  intereft  in  this  lady. 

Ver.  341.  Thee  too,  my  Paridel  :]  The  poet 
feeihs  to  fpeak  of  this  young  gentleman  with  greac 
affedifito.  .  The  name  is  taken  from  Spenfer,  wh» 
gives  it  to  a  wandering  courtly  Tquire,  that  tra- 
velled about  for  the  fame  reafon  for  Vhich  many 
young  'fquires  are  now  fond  of  travelling,  and 
efpecially  to  Paris. 

Ver,  547.  Auiriu».]  The  name  taken  from  An- 
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Palfe  as  hJs  gerhs,  and  canker*  d  as  his  coins, 
Came,  cramm'd  with  capon,  from  where  Pollio 

dines,  349 

Soft,  as  the  wily  fox  is  feen  to  creep, 
Where  bafk  on  funny  banks  the  fimple  fhcep, 
Walk  round  and  round,  now  prying  here,  now 

there, 
So  he ;  but  pious,  whifper'd  firft  his  prayer. 

Grant,  gracious  goddefs !  grant  me  ftill  to  cheat, 
O  may  thy  cloud  ftill  coT*r  the  deceit ! 
Thy  choicer  mifts  on  this  afiembly  fhed, 
But  pour  them  thickeft  on  the  noble  head. 
So  {hall  each  youth,  afilfted  by  our  eyes, 
See  other  Catfars, other  Homers  rife;  360 

Through  twilight  ages  hunt  th'  Athenian  fowl, 
Which  Chalcis  gods,  and  mortals  call  an  owl, 
Now  fee  an  Attys,  now  a  Cecrops  clear, 
Kay,  Mahomet !  the  pigeon  at  thine  ear; 
Be  rich  in  ancient  brafs,  though  not  in  gold, 
And  keep  his  lares,  though  his  houfe  be  fold  ; 
To  heaillefs  Phcebe  his  fair  bride  poftpone, 
Honour  a  Syrian  prince  above  his  own  ; 
Lord  of  an  Otho,  if  I  vouch  it  true ; 
Bleft  in  one  Nij^er,  till  he  knows  of  two.  J7° 

Mummius  o'erheard  him;  Mummius,  fool-re- 

nown'd, 
Who  like  his  Cheops  ftinks  above  the  ground, 
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nius,  the  monk  of  Viterbo,  famous  foj  many  im- 
pofitions  and  forgeries  of  ancient  manuscripts  and 
infcriptions,  which  he  was  prompted  to  by  mere 
vanity;  but  our  Annius  had  a  more  fubftantial 
motive, 

Ver.  363.  Attys  and  Cecrops.]  The  firft  king  of 
Athens,  of  whpm  it  is  hard  to  fuppofe  any  coins 
are  extant ;  but  not  fo  improbable  as  what  follows, 
that  there  mould  be  any  of  Mahomet,  who  forbad 
all  images;  and  the  ftory  of  whofe  pigeon  was  a 
xhonkifh  fable.  Ncverthelefs  one  of  thefe  Anni- 
tifes  made  a  counterfeit  medal  of  that  impoftor, 
now  in  the  collection  of  a  learned  nobleman. 

Ver.  371.  Mummius.]  This  name  is  not  merely 
an  allufion  to  the  Mummius  he  was  fo  fond  of, 
but  probably  referred  to  the  Roman  general  of 
that  name,  who  burned  Corinth,  and  committed 
the  curious  ftatutes  to  the  captain  of  a  fhip,  amar-> 
ing  him,  "  that  if  any  were  loft  or  broken,  he 
•*  mould  procure  others  to  be  made  in  their  ftead;" 
by  which  it  fhould  feem  (whatever  may  be  pre- 
tended) that  Mummius  was  no  virtuofo. 

Ibid.  — Fool-renown'd.]  A  compound  epithet 
in  the  Greek  manner,  renown'd  by  fools,  or  re- 
nowned for  making  fools. 

Ver.  373.  Cheops.]  A  king  of  Egypt,  whofe  bo- 
dy was  certainly  to  be  known,  as  being  buried  alone 
in  his  pyramid,  and  is  therefore  more  genuine  than 
any  of  the  Cleopatras.  This  royal  mummy,  being 
flolen  by  a  wild  Arab,  was  purchafed  by  the  Cori- 
ful  of  Alexandria,  and  tranfmitted  to  the  mufeum 
of  Mummius;  for  proof  of  which,  he  brings  a  paf- 
fage  in  Sandy s's  Travels,  where  that  accurate  and 
learned  voyager  allures  us,  that  he  faw  the  fepul- 
jphre  empty ;  which  agrees  exactly  (faith  he)  with 


Fierce  as  a  ftartled  adder,  fweli'd,  and  faid, 
Rattling  an  ancient  fiftrum  at  his  head : 

Speak' ft  thou  of  Syrian  princes  ?  traitor  bafe ! 
Mine,  Goddefs !   mine  is  all  the  horned  race. 
True,  he  had  wit,  to  make  their  value  rife ; 
From  foolifh  Greeks  to  fteal  them,  was  as  wife  : 
More  glorious  yet,  from  barbarous  hands  to  keep, 
When  Sallee  rovers  chas'd  him  on  the  deep.    38* 
Then  taught  by  Hermes,  and  divinely  bold, 
Down  his  own  throat  he  rifqu'd  the  Grecian  gold, 
Receiv'd  each  demi-god,  with  pious  care, 
Deep  in  his  entrails — I  rever'd  them  there, 
I  bought  them,  fhrouded  in  that  living  fhrine, 
Andj  at  their  fecond  birth,  they  ifTue  mine. 

Witnefs  great  Ammon  !  by  whofe  horns  I  fwore, 
(Reply'd  foft  Annius)  this  our  paunch  before 
Still  bears  them,  faithful ;  and  that  thus  I  eat, 
Is  to  refund  the  medals  with  the  meat.  39* 

To  prove  me,  goddefs !  clear  of  ail  defign, 
Bid  me  with  Pollio  fup,  as  well  as  dine  ; 
There  all  the  learn'd  fhall  at  the  labour  ftand, 
And  Douglas  lend  his  foft  obiUtric  hand. 

The  Goddefs  foiling  feem'd  to  give  confent$ 
So  back  to  Poliio,  hand  in  hand,  they  went. 


KEMA&KS.  « 

the  time  of  the  theft  above  mentioned.  But  he> 
omits  to  obfcrve,  that  Herodotus  tella  the  fame 
thing  of  it  in  his  time. 

Ver.  375.  Speak'ft  thou  of  Syrian  princes?  &£.] 
The  ftrange  ftory  following,  which  may  be  taken 
for  a  fiction  of  the  poet,  is  juftified  by  a  true  rela- 
tion in  Spon's  Voyages.  Vailiant  (who  wrote  the- 
Hiftory  of  the  Syrian  Kings,  as  it  is  to  be  found 
on  medals)  coming  from  the  Levant,  where  he  had 
been  collecting  various  coins  ;  and  being  purfued 
by  a  Corfair  of  Sallee,  fwallowed  down  twenty 
gold  medals.  A  fudden  Bourafque  freed  him  front 
the  rover ;  and  he  got  to  land  with  them  in  hia 
belly.  On  his  road  to  Avignon^  he  met  two  phy- 
ficians,  of  whom  he  demanded  afliftance.  One  ad- 
vifed  purgations,  the  othen  vomits.  In  this  uncer- 
tainty he  took  neither,  but  purfued  his  way  to  Ly- 
ons, where  he  found  his  ancient  friend,  the  famous 
phyfician  and  antiquary  Dufour,  to  whom  he  re- 
lated his  adventure.  Dufour,  without  flaying  to 
inquire  about  the  uneafy  fymptoms  of  the  burden, 
he  carried,  firft  afked  him,  whether  the  medalt 
were  of  the  higher  empire  ?  He  affured  him  they 
were.  Dufour  was  ravimed  with  the  hope  of  pof- 
felling  fo  rare  a  treafure  ;  he  bargained  with  hint, 
on  the  fpot  for  the  moft  curious  of  them,  and  was 
to  recover  them  at  his  own  expence. 

Ver.  387,  Witnefs  great  Ammon  ]  Jupiter  Ant* 
mon  is  called  to  witnefs,  as  the  father  of  Alexan- 
der, to  whom  thofe  kings  fucceeded  in  the  divifio* 
of  the  Macedonian  empire,  and  whofe  horns  they 
wore  on  their  medals. 

Ver.  394.  Douglafs.]  A  phyfician  of  great  learn,, 
ing  and  no  lefs  tafte  ;  above  all,  curious  in  what 
related  to  Horace,  of  whom  he  collected  every 
edition,  tranflation,  and  comment,  to  the  number 
of  feveral  hundred  volumes. 
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Then  thick  as  loctifts  Blackening  all  the  ground, 
A  tribe,  with  weeds  and  {hells  fantaftic  crown'd, 
Each  with  fomc  wond'rous  gift  approach'd  the 

power, 

A  ncft,  a  toad,  a  fungus,  or  a  flower.  4°o 

But  far  the  foremoft,  two,  with  earned  zeal, 
And  afpect  ardent,  to  the  throne  appeal. 

The  firft  thus  open'd  :  Hear  thy  fuppliant's  call, 
Great  queen,  and  common  mother  of  us  all ! 
Fair  from  its  humble  bed  1  rear'd  this  flower, 
Suckled  and  cheer'd  with  air,  and  fun,  and  Ihower  : 
Soft  on  the  paper  ruff  its  leaves  I  fpread, 
Bright  with  the  gilded  button  apt  its  head. 
Then  thron'd  in  glafs,  and  nam'd  it  Caroline  :  409 
Each maidcried, Charming!  and  each  youth  Divine! 
Did  nature's  pencil  ever  blend  fuch  rays, 
Such  varied  light  in  one  promifcuous  blaze  ! 
Now  proftrate  !  dead  '.  behold  that  Caroline  : 
Xo.  maid  cries,  Charming  !  and  no  youth,  Divine  ! 
And  lo  the  wretch  !  whofe  vile,  whofe  infect  luft 
JLay'd  this  gay  daughter  of  the  fpring  in  duft. 
Oh,  punifh  him,  or  to  th'  hlyfian  (hades 
Difmifs  my  foul,  where  no  carnation  fades ! 
He  ceas'd,  and  wept.   With  innocence  of  mien 
Th'  accus'd  flood  forth,  and  thus  addrefs'd  the 
queen :  4*0 

Of  all  th'  enamell'd  race,  whofe  filvery  wing 
Waves  to  the  ttpid  zephyrs  of  the  fprihg, 
Or  fwims  along  the  fluid  atmofphere, 
Once  brighteft  fhin'd  this  child  of  heat  and  air. 
I  faw,  and  flarted  from  its  vernal  bower 
The  rifmg  game,  and  chas'd  from  flower  to  flower. 
It  fled,  I  follow 'd ;  now  in  hope,  now  pain  ; 
Jt  flopt,  I  ftop'd ,  it  mov'd,  I  mov'd  again. 
At  laft  it  fixt,  'twas  on  what  plant  it  pleas>'d,  429 
And  where  it  fixt,  the  beauteous  bird  I  feiz'd  : 
Rofe  or  carnation  was  below  my  care ;     • 
I  meddle,  Goddefs  '.  only  in  my  Ipherc. 
I  tell  the  naked  fail  without  difguife, 
And,  to  excufe  it,  need  but  fhow  the  prize; 
Whofe  fpoils  this  paper  offers  to  your  eye, 
Fair  ev'n  in  death !  this  peerlefs  butterfly. 

My  fons !  ({he  anfwer'd)  both  have  done  your 

parts : 

Live  happy  both,  and  long  promote  our  arts. 
But  hear  a  mother,  when  {he  recommends 
To  your  fraternal  care  our  fleeping  friends.     440 
The  common  foul,  of  Heaven's  more  frugal  make, 
Serves  but  to  keep  fools  pert,  and  knaves  awake; 


VARIATION'S. 

Ver.  441.  The  common  foul,  Sac.]    In  the  firft 

edit,  thus  : 

Of  fouls  the  greater  part,  heaven's  common  make, 
Serve  but  to  keep  fools  pert,  and  knaves  awake  ; 
And  moft  but  find  that  centinel  of  God, 
A  drowfy  watchman  in  the  land  of  Nod. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  409.  And  nam'd  it  Caroline :]  It  is  a  com- 
pliment which  the  florifts  ufually  pay  to  princes 
and  great  perfons,  to  give  their  names  to  the  mofc 
curious  flowers  of  their  railing  :  Some  have  been 
vtry  jealous  of  vindicating  this  honour ;  but  none 
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A  drowfy  watchman,  that  juft  gives  a  fenocl^ 
And  breaks  our  reft,  to  tell  us  what's  a  clock. 
Yet  by  fome  object  every  brain  is  ftirr'd  ; 
The  dull  may  waken  to  a  humming-bird  ; 
The  moft  reclufe,  difcreetly  open'd,  find 
Congenial  matter  in  the  cockle  kind ; 
The  mind  in  metaphyfics  at  a  lofs, 
May  wander  in  a  wildernef*  of  mofs  ;  45* 

The  head  that  turns  at  fuperlunar  things, 
Pois'd  with  a  tail,  may  fteer  on  Wilkins'  wings. 

O,  would  the  fons  of  men  once  think  their  eyes 
And  reafon  giv'n  them  but  to  ftudy  flies! 
See  nature  in  fome  partial  narrow  fhape, 
And  let  the  author  of  the  whole  efcape ; 
Learn  but  to  trifle;  or  who  muft  obferve, 
To  wonder  at  their  Maker,  not  toferve. 

Be  that  my  tafk  (replies  a  gloomy  clerk, 
Sworn  foe  to  Myllery,yet  divinely  dark;        460 
Whofe  pious  hope  afpires  to  fee  the  day 
When  moral  evidence  {hall  quite  decay, 
And  damns  implicit  faith,  and  holy  lies, 
Prompt  to  rmpofe,  and  fond  to  dogmatife  :) 
Let  others  creep  by  timid  ftcps,  and  flow> 
On  plain  Experience  lay  foundations  low, 
By  common  fenfe  to  common  knowledge  bred, 
And  laft,  to  nature's  caufc  through  nature  led. 
All-feeing  in  thy  mifts,  we  want  no  guide, 
Mother  of  Arrogance,  and  fource  of  Pride  !      474 
We  nobly  take  the  high  priori  road, 
And  reafon  downward,  till  we  doubt  of  God: 
Make  nature  ftill  encroach  upon  his  plan ; 
And  fliove  him  off  as  far  as  e'er  we  can  : 
Thruft  fome  mechanic  canfe  into  his  place, 
Or  bind  in  matter,  or  diffufe  in  fpace. 
Or,  at  one  bound  o'erleaping  all  hi»  laws, 
Make  God  man's  image,  man  the  final  caufe, 
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more  than  that  ambitious  gardener  at  Hammer- 
fmith,  who  caufed  his  favourite  to  be  painted  on 
his  fiorn,  with  this  infcription,  "  This  is  my  Queen 
"  Caroline." 

Ver.  452.  Wilkins'  wings.]  One  of  the  firft  pro- 
jectors of  the  Royal  Society,  who,  among  many 
enlarged  and  ufeful  notions,  entertained  the  ex- 
travagant hope  of  a  pofllbility  to  fly  to  the  moon  5 
which  has  put  fome  volatile  geniufes  upon  making 
wiqgs  for  that  purpofe. 

Ver.  462.  When  moral  evidence  (hall  quite  de- 
cay.] Alluding  to  a  ridiculous  and  abfurd  way  of 
fome  mathematicians,  in  calculating  the  gradual 
decay  of  moral  evidence  by  i^athernatical  propor- 
tions :  according  to  which  calculation,  in  about 
fifty  years  it  will  be  no  longer  probable  that  Juli- 
us Caefar  was  in  Gaul,  or  died  in  the  fenate-houfe. 
See  Craig's  Theologiae  Chriftianas  Pnncipia  Ma- 
thematica.  But  as  it  feems  evident,  that  facts  of 
a  thoufand  years  «>ld,  for  ihftance,  are  now  as  pro- 
bable as  they  were  five  hundred  years  ago ;  it  is 
plain,  that  if  in  fifty  more  they  quite  difappear,it 
muft  be  owing,  not  to  their  arguments,  but  to  the: 
extraordinary  power  of  our  goddeis  ;  for  whole 
help,  therefore,  they  have  reafon  to  pray. 
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find  Virtu*  local,  all  relation  fcorn, 

See  all  in  felf,  and  but  for  felf  be  born  :  480 

Of  nought  fo  certain  as  our  reafon  ftill, 

Of  nought  fo  doubtful  as  of  foul  and  will. 

Or  hide  the  God  ftill  more  1  and  make  us  fee 

Such  as  Lucretius  drew,  a  God  like  thee : 

Wrapt  up  in  felf,  a  God  without  a  thought, 

Regardlefs  of  our  merit  or  default. 

Or  that  bright  image  to  our  fancy  draw, 

Which  Theocles  in  raptur'd  vijfion  faw, 

Wild  through  poetic  fcenes  the  Genius  roves, 

Or  wanders  wild  in  academic  groves  ;  490 

That  Nature  our  fociety  adores, 

Where  Tindal  dictates,  and  Silenus  fnores. 

Rous'd  at  his  name,  up  rofe  the  bowfy  fire, 
And  flioolc  from  out  his  pipe  the  feeds  of  fire  ; 
Then  fnap'd  his  box,  and  ftrok'd  his  belly  down, 
Rofy  and  reverend,  though  without  a  gown. 
Bland  and  familiar  to  the  throne  he  came, 
.Led  up  the  youth,  and  call'd  the  goddefs  dame. 
Then  thus  :  From  prieftcraft  happily  fet  free, 
Lo  !  every  finifh'd  fon  returns  to  thee  t  500 

Firil  flave  to  words,  then  vaflal  to  a  name, 
Then  dupe  to  party ;  child  and  man  the  fame  ; 
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Ver.  491.  Where  Tindal  di&ates,  and  Silenus 
fnores.]  It  cannot  be  denied  but  that  this  fine 
ftroke  of  fatire  againft  atheifm  was  well  intended. 
But  h«w  muft  the  reader  fmile  at  our  author's  of- 
ficious zeal,  when  he  is  told,  that  at  the  time  this 
was  written,  you  might  as  foon  have  found  a  wolf 
in  England  a«  an  atheift  ?  The  truth  is,  the  whole 
fpecies  was  exterminated.  There  is  a  trifling  dif- 
ference, indeed,  concerning  the  author  of  the  At- 
chievement.  Some,  as  Dr.  Aihenhurft,  gave  it  to 
Bentley's  Boylcan  Lectures..  And  he  fo  well  con- 
vinced that  great  man  of  the  truth,  that  whatever 
afterwards  he  found  atheift,  he  always  read  it  A 
Theiil.  But,  in  fpite  of  a  claim  fo  well  made  out 
others  gave  the  honour  of  this  exploit  to  a  latter 
Boylean  lecturer.  A  judicious  apologift  for  Dr. 
Clarke,  againft  Mr.  Whifton,  fays,  with  no  lefj 
elegance  than  pofitivenefs  of  expreflion,  it  is  a  mofl 
certain  truth,  that  the  demonstration  of  the  being 
and  attributes  of  God,  has  extirpated  and  banifliec 
atheifm  out  of  the  Chriftian  world,  p.  1 8.  It  is 
much  to  be  lamented,  that  the  cleared  truths  hav 
ftill  their  dark  fide.  Here  we,  fee  it  becomes  a 
doubt  which  of  the  two  Herculefes  was  the  mou 
fter  queller.  But  what  of  that  ?  Since  the  thing 
is  done,  and  the  proof  of  it  fo  certain,  there  is  n< 
occafion  for  fo  nice  a  canvaffing  of  circumftances. 

SCRIBL 

Ibid.  Silenus.]  Silenus  was  an  Epicurean  philofo 
pher,  as  appears  from  Virgil,  Eel.  vi  where  hi 
fmgs  the  principles  of  that  philofophy  in  his  drink 
Ver.  501.  Firft  flave  to  words,  &c.]  A  recapi 
tulation  of  the  whole  courfe  of  modern  education 
defcribed  in  this  book,  which  confines  youth  to  th 
ftudy  of  words  only  in  fchools :  fubjects  them  tc 
the  authority  of  fyftems  in  the  univerfities ;  am 
deludes  them  with  the  names  of  party-ditHni5lion 
in  the  world.  All  equally  concurring  to  narrow 


Sounded  by  Nature,  narrow' d  ftill  by  Art, 
i.  trifling  head,  and  a  contracted  heart, 
'hus  bred,  thus  taught,  how  many  have  I  feen, 
railing  on  all,  and  fmil'd  on  by  a  queen ! 
vlark'd  out  for  honour,  honour'd  for  their  birth, 
b  thee  the  moft  rebellious  things  on  earth : 
ow  to  thy  gentle  fiiadow  ail  arc  fhrunk, 
All  melted  down  in  penfion,  or  in  punk  !          5IO 
>o  K  *  ,  fo  B  *  *  ,  fneak'd  into  the  grave, 
A  monarch's  half,  and  half  a  harlot's  flave, 

oor  W  *  *  ,  nipt  in  Folly's  broadeft  bloom, 
Who  praifes  now  ?  his  chaplain  «n  his  tomb. 
Then  take  them  all,  oh  take  them  to  thy  breaftf 
Thy  Magus,  goddefs !  flialj.  perform  the  reft. 

With  that  a  Wizard  old  his  cup  extends ; 
Which  whofo  taftes,  forgets  his  former  friends, 
Sire,  anceftors,  himfelf.     One  cafts  his  eyes 
Up  to  a  ftar,  and  like  Endymion  dies ;  .$3$ 

A  feather,  (hooting  from  another's  head, 
Extracts  his  brain  ;  and  principle  is  fled  ; 
Loft  is  his  God,  his  country,  every  thing  ; 
And  nothing  left  but  homage  to  a  king ! 
The  vulgar  herd  turn  off  to  roll  with  hogs, 
To  run  with  horfes,  or  to  hunt  with  dogs ; 
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the  understanding,  and  eftablim  flavery  and  error 
in  literature,  philofophy,  and  politics.  The  whole 
finifhed  in  modern  free-thinking  :  the  completion, 
of  whatever  is  vain,  wrong,  and  deftrudfcive  to  the 
happinefs  of  mankind ;  as  it  eftablifhes  felf -love  foe 
the  fole  principle  of  action. 

Ver.  506.  (mil'd  on  by  a  queen!]  *. e.  This 
queen  or  goddefs  of  Dulnefs. 

Ver.  517.  With  that  a  wizard  old,  &c.]  Here 
beginneth  the  celebration  of  the  Greater  Myf- 
teries  of  the  goddefs,  which  the  poet,  in  his  invo-» 
cation,  ver.  5.  promifed  to  fing. 

Ver.  518.  — forgets  his  former  friends,]  Sureljr 
there  little  needed  the  force  of  charms  or  magic 
to  fet  afide  an  ufelefs  friendflup  For  of  all  the 
accommodations  of  faihionable  life,  as  there  arc 
none  more,  reputable,  fo  there  are  none  of  fo  lit* 
tie  charge  as  friendftiip.  It  fills  up  the  void  of  life 
with  a  name  of  dignity  and  refpect  ;  and  at  the- 
fame  time  is  ready  to  give  place  to  every  paffio» 
that  offers  to  difpute  poffcffion  with  it. 

SCRIBE.. 

Ver.  523,524.  Loft  is  his  God,  his  country— » 
And  nothing  left  but  homage  to  a  king  !]  So 
ftrange  as  this  may  feem  to  a  mere  Englifti  read- 
er, the  famous  Monf.  de  la  Bruyere  declares  it  to 
be  the  character  of  every  good  fubjedt  in  a  Mo- 
narchy :  "  Where  (fays he)  there  is  no  fuch  thing 
"  as  love  of  our  country,  the  intereft,  the  glory, 
"  and  fervice  of  the  prince,  fupply  its  place."  DC 
la  Repttblique,  chap.  X. 

Of  this  duty  another  celebrated  French  author 
fpeaks  indeed  a  little  more  difrefpeclfully  ;  which, 
for  that  reafon,  we  fhall  not  tranflate,  but  give 
in  his  own  words,  "  L*  Amour  de  la  Patrie,  le 
"  grand  motif  des  premiers  Heros,  n'eft  plus  re- 
"  garde  que  comme  une  Chimeere;  i'idee  duSer- 
**  vice  du  Roi,  etendue  jufc^u'  a  1'oubli  de  tout 
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But  fad  example  !  never  to  efcape 
Their  infamy,  ftill  keep  the  human  fhape. 

Bat  {he,  good  goddefs,  fent  to  every  child 
Firm  Impudence,  or  Stupefa&ion  mild  ; 
And  fhait  fucceeded,  leaving  fhame  no  room, 
Cibberian  forehead,  or  Cimmerian  gloom. 

Kind  Self-conceit  to  fomc  her  glafs  applies, 
"Which  no  one  looks  in  with  another's  eyes  ; 
But  as  the  flatterer  or  dependent  paint, 
Beholds  himfelf  a  patriot,  chief,  or  faint. 

On  others  interefl  her  gay  livery  flings, 
Intereft,  that  waves  on  party-colour'd  wings  : 
Turn'd  to  the  fun,  fhe  cafts  a  thoufand  dyes, 
A«d,  as  fhe  turns,  the  colours  fall  or  rife. 
Others  the  fyren-fifters  warble  round, 
And  empty  heads  confole  with  empty  found. 
Jsfo  more,  alas  !  the  voice  of  Fame  they  hear, 
The  balm  of  Dulnefs  trickling  in  their  ear. 
Great  C**,H**,P**,R**,  K*, 
Why  all  your  toils  ?  your  fons  have  learn'd  to 

fmg. 

How  quick  Ambition  haftes  to  ridicule ! 
The  fire  i*  made  a  peer,  the  fon  a  fool. 

On  fomc,  aprieft  fuccinA  in  amice  white 
Attends;  all  flefh  is  nothing  in  his  fight !         550 
Beeves,  at  his  touch,  at  once  to  jelly  turn, 
And  the  huge  boar  is  fhrunk  into  an  urn  : 
The  board  with  fpecious  miracles  he  loads, 
Turns  hares  to  larks,  and  pigeons  into  toad*. 


XEMARKI. 

a<  autre  Principe,  tient  lieu  de  ce  qu'on  appelloh 
14  autrefois  Grandeur  d'Ame  et  Fidelite."  Boulain- 
viiliers  Iriijl.  des  Ancient  Parltments  de  France^  &c. 

Ver.  528.  ftill  keep  the  human  fhape.]  The  ef- 
fe&s  of  the  Magus's  Cup,  by  which  is  allegorifed 
a  total  corruption  of  heart,  are  juft  contrary  to 
that  of  Circe,  which  only  reprefents  the  fudden 
plunging  into  pleafures.  tier's,  therefore,  took 
away  the  fhape,  and  left  the  human  mind;  his 
takes  away  the  mind,  and  leaves  the  human  fhape. 
Ver  529.  But  fhe,  good  goddefs,  &c.]  The  on- 
ly comfort  people  can  receive,  muft  be  owing  in 
fome  fhape  or  other  to  Dulnefs ;  which  makes 
fome  ftupid, -others  impudenr,  gives  felf-conceit  to 
fome,  upon  the  flatteries  of  their  dependent*,  pre- 
fents  the  falfe  colours  of  inrereft  to  others,  and 
fcufies  or  amufes  the  reft  with  idle  pleasures  or 
fenfuality,  till  they  become  eafy  under  any  infa- 
my. Each  of  which  fpecies  is  here  fhadowed  un- 
der allegorical  perfnns. 

Ver.  533.  Cibberian  forehead,  or  Cimmerian 
gloom.]  /'.  e.  She  communicates  to  them  of  her 
«vvn  virtue,  or  of  her  royal  colleagues.  The  Cib- 
fcerian  forehead  being  to  fit  them  for  felf-conceit, 
rfelf-iritereft,  &c.  and  the  Cimmerian  gloom  for 
the  .pleafures  of  opera,  and  the  table.  SCRIBL. 
Ver.  553.  The  board  with  fpecious  miracles  he 
loads,  &c.]  Scriblerus  feems  at  a  lofs  in  iMs  place. 
Speciofa  miraculu  (fays  he)  according  to  Horace 
•Where  the  nionftrous  fables  of  the  Cyclops,  1  a;' 
fcrygons,  Scylla.  &c.  What  relation  have  rbtle 
to  transformation  of  hares  into  larks,  or  of  pi- 
geoas  &to  toa4t  ?  I  fliall  tell  the«.  Tke  Laf- 
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Another  (for  in  all  what  one  can  ffilne  ?) 

Explains  the  feve  and  verdeur  of  the  vine. 

What  cannot  copious  facrifice  atone  ? 

Thy  treufles,  Perigord     thy  hams   Bayonne  ? 

With  French  libation,  and  Italian  ftrain. 

Wafh  Bladen  white,  and  expiate  Hay's  frain. 

Knight  lifts  the  head  :  for  what  are  crowds  ui 
done, 

To  three  effential  partridges  in  one  ? 
Gone  every  blufh,  and  Clent  all  reproach, 
Contending  princes  mount  them  in  rheir  coach. 
Next,  bidding  all  draw  near  on  bended  knee», 
The  queen  confers  her  titles  and  degrees. 
Her  children  firft  of  more  diftinguifh'd  fort, 
Who  fludy  Shakfpeare  at  the  inns  of  court, 
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trygons  fpitted  men  upon  fpear*,  as  we  do  larkf 

uponfkewers;  and   the  fair  pigeon  turned   to  a 

toad,  is  fimilar  to  the  fair  virgin  Scylla  ending  in 

a  filthy  beaft.     But  here  is  the  difficulty,  why  pi- 

geons  in  fo  (hocking  a  fhape  fhould  be  brought  to 

a  table.     Hares  indeed  might  be  cut  into  larks  ac 

a  fecond  dreffing,  out  of  frugality  :   Yet  that  feemt 

no  probable  motive,  when  we  confMer  the  exrra- 

ragance  before  mentioned,  of  diflblving  whole  ox- 

en and  boars  into  a  final  1  vial  of  jelly;  nay,  it  ii 

exprefsly  faid,  that  all  flefh  is  nothing  jn  his  fight. 

I  have  fearched   Apicius,  Pliny,  and  the  feaft  of 

Trimalchio,  in  vain  ;  I  can  only  refolve  it  int» 

bme  myfterious  fuperftitious  rite,  as  it  is  faid  to 

)e  done  by  a  prieft,  ad  foon  after  called  a  facri- 

fice,  attended  (as  all  ancient  facrifices  were)  with 

libation  and  fong.  SCRIBL. 

This  good  fcholiaft,  not  being  acquainted  with 

modern  luxury,  was  ignorant  that  thefe  were  on- 

ly  the  miracles  of  French  cookery,  and  that  parti- 

cularly ««  Pigeons  en  crapcau"  were  a  commo» 

difh. 

Ver.  55  6.  feve  and  verdeur  J  French  terms  re- 
lating to  wines,  which  fignify  their  flavour  and 
poignancy. 

"  Et  je  gageroiF  que  chez  le  commandeur 
;<  \  iilanciri  prifcioir  fa  Seve  et  fa  Verdeur." 

Defprcauit. 

St.  Evremont  has  a  very  pathetic  letter  to  a  noble- 
man  in  difgrace,  axlvifing  him  to  feek  comfort  m 
a  good  table,  and  particularly  to  be  attentive  t« 
thefe  qualities  in  his  Champaigne. 

Ver.  560  .Bladen—  Hays]  Names  of  gamefter.. 
Bladen  i*  a  black  man.  Robert  Knight,  Cufhier 
of  the  South  Sea  Company,  who  fled  from  Eng- 
land in  1  7  af>  (afterwards  pardoned  in  1742  -_ 
Fncfe  lived  with  the  utmofl  magnificence  at  Pa- 
ns and  kept  open  tables,  frequented  by  perfona 
of  the  firftualit  of  Er!land 


!gland,  and  even  by  prince* 
of  the  blood  i,f  France. 

Ibid.  Bladen,  &c  ]  The  former  note  of"  Bladen 

is  a  black  man,"  ,s  very  abfurd.  The  manufcript 

here    is   partly    obliterated,    and   doubtlef*  could 

only  have  been,    Wafh  blackwoorg   white/allud- 

ing to  a  known  proverb. 


THE  DUNCIA.D. 


Impale  a  glow-worm,  or  Vertu  profefs, 

Shine  in  the  dignity  of  F.  R.  S.  57° 

S  >me,  deep  free-mafons,  join  the  filent  race 

Worthy  to  fill  Pythagoras's  place  • 

Some  botamits,  or  flonfts  at  the  lead, 

Or  iffue  members  of  an  annual  feaft. 

Nor  paft  the  meaneft  unregarded,  one 

Role  a  Gregorian,  one  a  Gonnogon, 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  567.  Her  children  fir  ft  of  more  diftinguifh'd 

fort,  [court] 

Who  ftudy  Shakfpeare  at  the  inns  of 

111  would  that  fcholiaft  difcharge  his  duty,  who 
fhould  neglect  to  honour  thole  whom  Dulnefs  has 
<iiftinguifhed;  or  fufFer  them  to  lie  forgotten, 
when  their  rare  modefty  would  have  left  them 
narnelcfs.  Let  us  not,  therefore,  overlook  the 
fervices  which  have  been  di»ne  her  caufe  by  one 
Mr.  Thomas  Edwards,  a  gentleman,  as  he  is 
pleafed  to  call  himfelf,  of  Lincoln's-lnn  ;  but,  in 
reality,  a  gentleman  only  of  the  Dunciad  ;  «r,  to 
(peak  him  better,  in  the  plain  language  of  our  an- 
teftors  to  fuch  mufhrooms,  a  gentleman  of  the  laft 
•dition  ;  who,  nobly  eluding  the  folicitude  of  his 
careful  father,  very  early  retained  himfelf  in  the 
eaufe  of  Dulnefs  agahift  Shakfpeare,  and,  with  the 
•wit  and  learning  of  his  anceflor  Tom  Thimble  in 
the  Rehearfal,  and  with  the  air  of  good  nature 
and  politenefs  of  Caliban  in  the  tempeft,  hath  now 
happily  finifhed  the  Dunce's  progrefs  in  perfonal 
abuie.  For  a  libeller  is  nothing  but  a  Grub-ftreet 
critic  run  to  feed. 

Lamentable  is  the  dulnefaof  thefe  gentlemen  of 
the  Danciad.  This  Fungofo  and  his  friends,  who 
are  all  gentlemen,  have  exclaimed  much  againft 
us  for  reflecting  his  birth,  in  the  words,  "  ag.cn- 
•'  tlemen  of  the  laft  edition,"  which  we  hereby 
declare  concfcrn  not  his  birth,  but  his  adoption  on- 
ly :  and  mean  no  more  tha'n  that  he  is  become  a 
gentleman  of  the  laft  edition  of  the  Dunciad. 
bince  gentlemen,  then,  are  fo  captious,  we  think  it 
proper  to  declare  that  Mr.  Thomas  Thimble, 
who  is  here  faid  to  be  Mr.  Thomas  Edwards's  an- 
seilor,  is  only  related  to  him  by  the  mufe's  fide. 

SCRIBL. 

This  tribe  of  men,  which  Scriblerus  has  herefo 
well  exemplified,  our  poet  hath  elfewhere  admir- 
ably characterised  in  that  happy  line, 

"  A  brain  of  feathers,  and  a  heart  of  lead." 

For  the  fatire  expends  much  further  than  to  the 
perfori  who  occafioned  it.  and  takes  in  the  whole 
fpecics  of  thole  on  whom  a  good  education  (to  fit 
U>tm  for  fome  ufeful  and  learned  profeffion)  has 
been  bellowed  in  vain.  That  worthless  baud 

*'  Of  ever-ltftlefs  loiterers,  that  attend 

"•  No  caufe,  no  trufl,  no  duty,  and  no  friend  ;" 

Who,  with  an  underftanding  too  diffipated  and  fu- 
tile for  the  offices  of  civil  life ;  and  a  heart  too 
lumj-ifh,  narrow,  and  contracted  for  thole  of  fo. 
cial,  become  tit  for  nothing  ;  and  fo  turn  wits 


The  laft,  not  leaft  in  honour  or  applaufd, 
Ifis  and  Cam  made  Doctors  of  her  laws. 

Then  blelling  all,  G  >,  children  of  my  care ! 
To  pradice  now  from  theory  repair.  58* 

All  my  commands  are  eafy,  fhort,  and  full : 
My  (oaf  !  be  proud,  be  felfifh,  and  be  dull. 
Guard  my  prerogative,  affert  my  throne  : 
This  nod  confirms  each  privilege  your  own. 
The  cap  and  fwitch  be  facred  to  his  Grace  ; 
With  ftaff  and  pumps  the  Marquis  leads  the  race; 
From  ftage  to  ftage  the  liceris'd  Earl  may  run, 
Pair'd  with  his  fellow-charioteer  the  fun  ; 
The  learned  Baron  butterflies  defign, 
Or  draw  to  filk  Araehne's  lubtiie  line  ;  5<J» 


REMARKS. 

and  critics,  where  fenfe  and  civility  are  neither  re- 
quired nor  expected. 

Ver.  571.  Some,  deep  free-mafons,  join  the  fi- 
lent race]  The  poet  all  along  expreiles  a  very  par- 
ticular concern  for  this  filent  race  :  He  has  here 
provided,  that  in  cafe  they  will  not  waken  of 
open  (as  was  before  prop-«fed)  to  a  btrflhming 
bird  or  a  cockle,  yet  at  worft  they  may  be  made, 
free-mafons;  whe;e  taciturnity  is  the  only  effen- 
tial  qualification,  as  it  was  the  chief  of  the  dif- 
ciples  of  Pythagoras. 

Ver.  576.  A  Gregorian,  one  a  Gormogon,]  A 
fort  of  lay-brothers,  flips  from  the  root  of  the 
free-mafons. 

Ver.  584.  each  privilege  your  own,  &c.]  This 
fpeech  of  Dulnefs  to  her  fons  at  parting  may  pot, 
fibly  fall  fhort  of  the  reader's  expectations  ;  who 
mayimagine  the  goddefs  might  give  them  a  chargft 
of  mo'e  confequence,  and,  from  fuch  a  theory  as 
is  b»fore  delivered,  incite  them  to  the  practice  of 
fomething  more  extraordinary,  than  to  perfonate 
running  footmen,  jockiea  ftage  coachmen,  &c.  x 

But  if  it.be  well  confidered,  that  whatever  in- 
clination they  might  have  to  do  mifchief,  her  fon« 
are  generally  rendered  harmlefs  by  their  inability; 
and  that  it  i*  the  common  effect  of  Dulnefs  (even 
in  her  greateft  efforts)  to  defeat  her*  own  defign  ; 
the  poet,  1  am  pvrfuaded,  will  be  juftified,  and  it 
will  be  allowed  that  thefe  worthy  perfons,  in  their 
feveral  ranks,  do  as  much  as  can  be  expected  from 
them. 

Ver.  585.  The  cap  and  fwitch,  &c  ]  The  go<!- 
defs's  political  balance^  of  favour,  in  the  diftribu- 
tion  of  her  rewards,  deferves  our  notice.  •  It  con- 
fiits  in  joining  with  thole  honours. claimed  by  birtk 
and  high  place,  others  more  adapted  to  the  ge- 
nius and  talents  of  the  candidates.  And  thus  her 
great  forerunner,  John  of  Leyden,  king  of  Mtm- 
fter,  entered  on  his  government,  by  making  his 
ancient  friend  and  companion,  Knipper-dolling, 
general  of  his  horfe,  and  hangman.  And  had  buc 
Fortune  ieconded  his  great  ichemes  of  reformation, 
it  is  faid,  he  would  have  eftablifhed  his  whole 
houfehoid  on  the  fame  -reafonable  footing. 

SCRIBL. 

Ver.  590.  Arachne's  fubtile  line;]  This  is  one 
of  the  moft  ingeniom  employments  affigned,  and 
therefore  recommended  only  to  peers  of  learning. 


93* 


The  judge  to  Jance  his  brother  ferjeant  call; 
The  fenator  at  cricket  urge  the  ball ; 
The  biftiop  ftow  (pontific  luxury  ?) 
An  hundred  fouls  of  turkeys  in  a  pye  ; 
The  fturdy  'fquire  to  Gallic  matters  ftoop, 
And  drown  his  lands  and  manors  in  a  foupe. 
Others  import  yet  nobler  arts  from  France, 
Teach  kings  to  fiddle,  and  make  fenates  dance. 
Perhaps  more  high  fome  daring  fon  may  foar, 
Proud  to  my  lift  to  add. one  monarch  more  :     6co 
And,  nobly  confcious,  princes  are  but  things 
Born  for  firft  minifters,  as  flaves  for  kings, 
Tyrant  fupreme  !  fhall  three  eftates  command, 
And  make  one  mighty  Dundad  of  the  land  !       [nods  : 
More  fhe  had  fpoke,  but  yawn'd— All  Nature 
What  mortal  can  refift  the  yawn  of  gods  ? 
€hurches  and  chapels  inftantly  it  reach'd  : 
(St.  James's  firft,  for  leaden  G preach'd) 


THE   WORKS   OF    POPE. 

Then  catch'd  the  fchouls ;  the  hall  fcarce  kept  a. 

wake; 

The  convocation  gap'd,  but  could  not  fpeak  ;  6l<a 
Loft  was  the  Nation's  fenfe,  nor  could  be  found, 
While  the  long  folemn  unifon  went  round  : 
•Wide,  and  more  wide,  it  fpread  o'er  all  the  realm  j 
Ev'n  Palinurus  nodded  at  the  helm  : 
The  vapour  mild  o'er  each  committee  crept; 
Unfinifh'd  treaties  in  each  office  flept ; 
And  chieflefs  armies  doz'd  out  the  campaign  I 
And  navies  yawn'd  for  orders  on  the  main. 

6  Mufc  !  relate  (for  you  can  tell  alone, 
Wits  have  fhort  memories,  and  dunces  none)    62^ 
Relate,  who  firft,  who  laft  refign'd  to  reft  ; 
Whofe  heads  fne  partly,  whofe  completely  blcft ; 
What  charms  could  faction,  what  ambition  lull, 
The  venal  quiet,  and  entrance  the  dull ; 


REMARKS. 

4jf  weaving  (lockings  of  the  webs  of  fpidcrs,  fee 
the  Phil.  Tranf. 

Ver.  591.  The  judge  to  dance  his  brother  fer- 
jreant  call  ;"|  Alluding  perhaps  to  that  ancient  and 
folemn  dance,  intitled,  a  call  of  fergeants. 

Ver.  598.  Teach  kings  to  fiddle,]  An  ancient 
amufement  of  fovereign  princes,  (viz.)  Achilles, 
Alexander,  Nero  ;  though  defpifed  by  Themifto- 
cles,  who  was  a  republican — Make  fenates  dance, 
cither  after  their  prince,  or  to  Pontoife,  or  Siberia. 

Ver.  6cA  What  mortal  can  refift  the  yawn  of 
gods  ?]  This-  verfe  is  truly  Homericai ;  as  is  the 
conclufion  of  the  aclion,  where  the  great  mother 
compofes  all,  in  the  fame  manner  as  Minerva  at 
the  period  of  the  OdyfTey. — It  may  indeed  feem  a 
very  fingular  epitafis  of  the  poem,  to  end  as  this 
does,  with  a  great  yawn  ;  but  we  muft  confider 
it  as  the  yawn  of  a  god,  and  of  powerful  effects. 
It  is  not  out  of  nature,  moft  long  and  grave  coun- 
iels  concluding  in  this  very  manner  :  Nor  without 
authority,  the  incomparable  Spenfer  having  end- 
ed one  of  the  moft  confiderable  of  his  works  with 
a  roar  ;  but  then  it  is  the  roar  of  a  lion,  the  ef- 
fects whereof  are  defcribed  as  the  cataftrophe  of 
the  poem. 

Ver.  607.  Church  and  chapels,  &c.]  The  pro- 
grefs  of  this  yawn  is  judicious  and  natural,  and 
•worthy  to  be  noted.  Firft  it  feizeth  the  churches 
and  chapels ;  then  catcheth  the  fchools,  where, 
though  the  boys  be  unwilling  to  fleep,  the  mafters 
are  not :  Next  Weftminfter-hall,  much  more  hard 
indeed  to  fubdue,  and  not  totally  put  to  filence 
even  by  the  goddefs :  Then  the  convocation, 
•which,  though  extremely  defirous  to  fpeak,  yet 
cannot :  Even  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  juftly  cal- 
led the  fenfe  of  the  nation,  is  loft  (  that  is  to 
fay  fufpended)  during  the  yawn  ;  (far  be  it  from 
the  author  to  fuggeft  that  it  could  be  loft  any  long- 
er !)  but  it  fpreadeth  at  large  over  all  the  reft  of 
the  kingdom,  to  fuch  a  degree,  that  Palinurus 
himfelf  (though  as  incapable  of  fleeping  as  Jupi- 
ter) yet  noddeth  for  a  moment ;  the  effevft  of 
which,  though  ever  fo  momentary,  could  not  but 
caufe  fome  relaxation,  for  the  time,  in  all  public 
affairs.  SCRISL, 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  6  1  o.  The  convocation  gap'd,  bat  could 
not  fpeak;]  Implying  a  great  defire  fo  to  do,  as 
the  learned  fcholiaft  on  the  place  rightly  obferves. 
Therefore  beware,  reader,  left  thou  take  this 
gape  for  a  yawn,  which  is  attended  with  no  de- 
fire  but  to  go  to  reft  :  by  no  means  the  difpofition 
of  the  convocation  ;  whofe  melancholy  cafe  iu 
fhort  is  tfiis  :  She  was,  as  if  reported,  infected 
with  the  general  influence  of  the  goddefs  ;  and 
while  fhe  was  yawning  carelefsly  at  her  cafe,  a 
wanton  courtier  took  her  at  advantage,  and  ia 
the  very  nick  clapp'd  a  gag  into  her  chops.  Well 
therefore  may  we  know  her  meaning  by  her  gap- 
ing ;  and  this  diftrefsful  pofture  our  poet  here  de- 
fcribes,  juft  as  fhe  ftands  at  this  day,  a  fad  exam- 
ple of  the  eflfc&s  of  Dulncfs  and  Malice  uncheck- 
ed, and  defpifed  BENTL, 

Ver.  615,  —  6  1  8.]  Thefe  vcrfes  were  written 
many  years  ago,  and  may  be  foand  in  the  State 
Poems  of  that  time.  So  that  Scriblerus  is  mifta- 
ken,  or  whoever  elfe  have  imagined  this  poem  of 
a  frefher  date. 

Ver.  620.  Wits  have  fhort  memories,]  This 
feems  to  be  the  realbn  why  the  poets,  when  they 
give  us  a  catalogue,  conftantly  call  for  help  on  the 
mufes,  who,  as  the  daughters  of  Memory,  are 
obliged  not  to  forget  any  thiqg.  rfo  Homer, 


Et 


And  Virgil,  JEn.  vil. 

"  Et  meminiftis  enim,  Divz,  et  tnemorare  p»* 

"  teftis  : 
*'  Ad  nos  vix  tenuis  famse  perlabitur  aura." 

But  our  poet  had  yet  another  reafon  for  putting 
this  tafk  npon  the  mufe,  that,  all  befides  being 
afleep,  fhe  only  could  relate  what  pafled.  SCRIBL. 
Ver.  624.  The  venal  quiet,  and,  &c.]  It  were  a 
problem  worthy  the  folution  of  Mr.  Ralph  and  his 
patron,  who  had  lights  that  we  know  nothing  of, 
required  the  greatcft  effort  of  our 


THE    DUN  CHAD. 


Till  drown'd  wa»  fenfe,  and  (hame,  and  right, 

and  wrong—— 
O  fing,  and  hufh  the  nations  with  thy  fong ! 

****** 

In  vain,  in  vain,  the  all-compofmg  hour 
Refiftlefs  falls  :  the  mufe  obeys  the  power. 
She  comes  .  {he  comes     the  fable  throne  behold 
Of  Might  primaeval,  and  of  Chaos  old  !  630 

Before  her.  Fancy's  gilded  clouds  decay, 
And  all  its  varying  rain-bows  die  away, 
Wit  fhoots  in  vain  its  momentary  fires, 
The  meteor  drops,  and  in  a  flafli  expires. 
As  one  by  one  at  dread  Medea's  ftrain, 
The  fickening  ftars  fade  off  th'  ethereal  plain ; 
As  Argus'  eyes,  by  Hermes'  wand  oppreft, 
Clos'd  one  by  one  to  everlafting  reft  ; 
Thus  at  her  felt  approach,  and  fecret  might, 
Art  after  Art  goes  out,  and  all  is  night :  640 

See  fculking  Truth  to  her  old  cavern  fled, 
Mountains  of  cafuiftry  heap'd  o'er  her  head  ! 
PhiloCophy,  that  lean'd  on  heaven  before, 
Shrinks  to  her  fecond  caufe,  and  is  no  more. 


VARIATION. 
Ver.  643.  In  the  former  edit,  it  flood  thus: 

J*hilofophy,  that  reach'd  the  heavens  before, 
Shrinks  to  her  hidden  caufe,  and  is  no  more. 


And  this  way  was  intended  as  a  cenftire  of  the 
Newtonian  philofophy.  For  the  poet  had  been 
mifled  by  the  prejudices  of  foreigners,  as  if  that 
philofophy  had  recurred  to  the  occult  qualities  of 
Arlftotle.  This  was  the  idea  he  received  cf  it 
from  a  man  educated  much  abroad,  who  had  read 
every  thing,  but  every  thing  fuperficially.  Had 
nis  excellent  friend  Dr.  A.  been  confulted  in  this 
matter,  it  is  certain  that  fo  unjuft  a  reflection  had 
never  discredited  fo  noble  a  fatire.  When  I  hint- 
ed to  him  how  he  had  been  impofed  upon,  he 
changed  the  lines  with  great  pleafure  into  a  com- 
pliment  (as  they  now  Hand)  on  that  divine  ge- 
aius,  and  a  fatire  on  the  folly  by  which  he  the 
poet  himfelf  had  been  mifled. 

REMARKS. 

goddeffes  power,  to  intrance  the  dull,  or  to  quiet 
the  venal.  For  though  the  venal  may  be  more 
unruly  than  the  dull,  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  it  de- 
mands a  much  greater  expeace  of  her  virtue  to 
intrance  than  barely  to  quiet.  SCRIBL, 

Ver.  629.  She  comes  fhe  comes !  &c.]  Here 
the  mufe,  like  Jove's  eagle,  after  a  fudden  ftoop  at 
ignoble  game,  foareth  again  to  the  Ikies.  As  pro- 
phecy hath  ever  been  one  of  the  chief  provinces  of 
poefy,  our  pcet  here  foretells  from  what  we  feel. 


Phyfic  of  Metaphyfic  begs  defence, 

And  Metaphyfic  calls  for  aid  on  Senfe  ! 

See  Myftery  to  Mathematics  fly  ! 

In  vain!  they  gaze,  turn  giddy,  rave,  and  die. 

Religion  blufliing  veils  her  facred  fires, 

And  unawares  Morality  expires.  6jfl» 

Nor  public  flame,  nor  private  dares  to  fhine  : 

Nor  human  fpark  is  left,  nor  glimpfe  divine  1 

Lo  !  thy  dread  empire,  Chaos  !  is  reftor'd, 

Light  dies  before  thy  uncreating  word  : 

Thy  hand,  great  Anarch  I  lets  the  curtain  fall  ; 

And  univerfal  Darknefs  buries  AIL 


REMARKS. 

what  we  are  to  fear ;  and  in  the  ftyle  of  other 
prophets,  hath  ufed  the  future  tenfe  for  the  prete- 
rit :  fince  what  he  fays  fhall  be,  is  already  to  be 
feen,  in  the  writings  of  fome  even  of  our  moft 
adorned  authors  in  divinity,  philofophy,  phyfics, 
metaphyfics,  &c.  who  are  too  good  indeed  to  be 
named  in  fuch  company. 

Ibid.  The  fable  throne  behold.]  The  fable 
thrones  of  night  and  chaos,  here  reprefented  as 
advancing  to  extinguifh  the  light  of  the  fciences, 
in  thfi  firft  place  blot  out  the  colours  of  fancy, 
and  damp  the  fire  of  wit,  before  they  proceed  to 
their  work. 

Ver.  641.  Truth  to  her  old  cavern  fled.]  Al- 
luding to  the  faying  of  Democritus,  that  truth  lay 
at  the  bottom  of  a  deep  well,  from  whence  he  had 
drawn  her  :  Though  Butler  fays,  he  firft  put  her 
in,  before  he  drew  her  out. 

Ver.  649,  Religion  blufliing  veils  her  facred 
fires,]  Blufliing  as  well  at  the  memory  of  the  paft 
overflow  of  Dulnefs,  when  the  barbarous  learning 
of  fo  many  ages  was  wholly  employed  in  corrupt- 
ing the  fimplicity,  and  defiling  the  purity  of  reli- 
gion, as  at  the  view  of  the£e  her  falfe  fnpports  in 
the  prefent ;  of  which  it  would  be  endlefs  to  re- 
count the  particulars.  However,  amidft  the  ex- 
tinction of  all  other  lights,  (he  is  faid  only  to  with- 
draw hers !  as  hers  alone  in  its  owA  nature  is  un- 
e..tinguifliable  and  eternal. 

Ver.  6.50.  And  unawares  Morality  expires  ]  It 
appears  from  hence  that  our  Poet  was  of  very- 
different  fentiments  from  the  Author  of  the  Cha- 
racteriftics,  who  has  written  a  formal  treatife  on 
Virtue,  to  prove  it  not  only  real  but  durable, 
without  the  fupport  of  religion.  The  word  Un- 
awares alludes  to  the  confidence  of  thofe  men, 
who  fuppofe  that  morality  would  flourifh  belt 
without  it;  and  confequently  to  the  furprife  fuch 
would  be  in  (if  any  fuch  there  are)  who  indeed 
love  virtue,  and  yet  do  all  they  can  to  root  out 
the  religion  of  their  country. 
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BY  THE  AUTHOR—A  DECLARATION. 


in  haberdafhers  of  points  and  particles,  king  injligated  by  tbefpirit  •/'pride,  and  af- 
fuming  U  tkemfelves  the  name  of  critics  and  reftorcrs,  have  taken  upon  them  to  adulterate  the  common  and  cur- 
rent fenfe  ofeur  glorious  anccftors,  poets  of  this  realm,  by  clipping,  coining,  defacing  the  images,  mixing  their 
9wn  bafe  alloy,  tr  otherwife  faljtfying  the  fame  ;  ivbicb  they  publifh,  utter,  and  vend  as  genuine  :  The  faidba- 
fardajbers  having  no  right  thereto,  as  neither  heirs,  executors,  advtiniftrators,  ajjigns,  or  in  any  fort  related  ta 
fucb  poets  i  to  all  or  any  of  tbirn  :  Now,  we  having  carefully  re-vifed  this  our  Dunciad,  *  beginning  with  the 
•words  the.  mighty  mother,  and  ending  -with  the  words  buries  all,  containing  the  entire  fum  of  one  thoufand 
feven  hundred  and  fifty-four  verfes,  declare  every  tuord.  figure,  point,  and  tomtna  of  this  imprejjton  to  beau- 
tlentlc  :  And  do  therefore  Jlrifily  enjoin  and  forbid  any  perfon  «r  pcrfons  wbatfosver,  to  trafe,  reverfe,  put  be- 
tween hooks,  or  by  any  other  means,  direflly  or  indire&ly,  change  or  mangle  any  of  them.  And  ive  do  her  iky 
eaweftly  exhort  all  cur  brethren  to  follow  this  our  example,  ivbicb  we  heartily  wijb  our  great  prtdecejjors  bad 
heretofore  fet,  as  a  remedy  and  prevention  of  all  fucb  abufes.  Provided  always,  that  nothing  in  this  declaration 
/ball  be  conjlrtied  to  limit  the  lawful  and  undoubted  right  of  every  fubjefi  of  this  realm,  to  judge  ,  fenfure,  or  con" 
demn,  in  tit  whole  or  in  part,  any  poem  or  poet  whatforutr. 


Given  under  our  hand  at  London^  this  thir  delay  of  January  >  in  the  year  ofiur  Lord  cat  tltufandfnen 
hundred  thirty  andtist, 


Declarat*  cor*  me, 
JOHN  BARBER,  Mayor, 


*  Read  thus  confidently,  inftead  of  "  beginning  with  the  word  boots,  and  ending  with  the 
"  word  flies,"  as  formerly  it  ftood  :  Read  alfo,  "  containing  the  entire  fum  ot  one  thoufand  fcven 
**  hundred  and  fifty-four  verfes,"  inftead  of  ''one  thoufand  and  twelve  lines;"  fuch  being  the  initial 
and  final  words,  and  fuch  the  true  and  entire  contents  of  this  poem. 

Thou  art  to  know,  reader  !  that  the  firft  edition  thtreof,  like  that  of  Milton,  was  never  feen  by 
the  author  (though  living,  and  not  blind)  :  The  editor  himfelf  confeffed  as  much  in  his  preface  : 
And  no  two  poems  were  ever  publifhed  in  fo  arbitrary  a  manner.     The  editor  of  this  had  as  boldly  - 
fupprefled  whole  paffages,  yea  the  entire  laft  book,  as  the  editor  of  Paradife  Loft,  added  and  aug- 
mented.    Milton  himfelf  gave  but  ten  books,  his  editor  twelve  ;  this  author  gave  four  books,  his 
editor  only  three.     But  we  have  happily  done  juftice  to  both  j. and  prefumc  we  fiiall  livd,  in  thi*    ' 
our  laft  labour,  as  long  as  in  any  of  our  others.  BEMTL. 


APPENDIX. 


PREFACE 

frejived  to  the  Jive  frjl  imperfett  Editions  of  tie 
D  UNC  1  4  D,  in  three  Pooh,  printed  at  DUBLIN 
and  LONDON,  in  o£la<vo  and  duodecimo, 


•THE  PUBLISHER  («)  TO  THE  READER. 

IT  will  be  found  a  true  obfervation,  though  fome- 
what  furprifing,  that  when  any  fgandai  is  vented 
againft  a  man  of  the  higheft  diftin&ioh  and  charac- 
ter, cither  in  the  ftate  or  literature,  the  public  in 

,  (a)  The  Pub!ifter\  Who  he  was  is  vnctrtttln  ;  but 
Edward  Ward  tells  us,  in  his  Preface  to  Durgen,"  that 


judges  are  of  opinion  this  preface  is  not  of  E*ig- 
"  lijb  extra  fiion,  but  Hibernian"  &c.  He  means  'it 
was  written  by  Dr.  Swift,  who,  whether  publi/for  or 
jiot,  may  be  faid  in  a  fort  to  be  author  of  the  po:m. 
for  -when  he,  together  with  Mr.  Pope  (for  reafonsfpt- 
cififd  in  the  preface  to  their  Mifcdlanies  )  determined  to 
•wn  the  m.ofl  trifling  pieces  in  which  they  had  any  band, 
and  to  defray  all  that  remained  in  their  power  ;  thejirjl 
Aetch  of  this  poem  was  J'natched  from  the  fire  by  Dr. 
Swift,  'who  perfuaded  his  friend  to  proceed  in  it,  and  to 
IIJK  it  WG--  therefore  infer  ibed.  JRut  the  occafion  of 
frifititig  it  *t(.<as  as  follows  : 

There  was  pulitfhedin  thofe  Mi/sellanies^a  Treaiife 
eft';?  ftathoi,  or  Art  of  Sinking  in  Poetry,  in  which 
was  a  chapter,  where  the  fpecies  of  bad  writers  w*re 
ranged  in  clafcs,  and  initial  letters  of  name*  prcjixtd, 
for  the  m  off  part  at  random.  But  juch  -was  the  num- 
ber of  poets  eminent  in  that  art,  that  fotne  one  or  other 
ttok  every  letter  to  bimfelf.  All  fell  into  fo  violent  a 
fury,  that  for  half  a  year,  or  more,  the  common  news- 
fafers  fin  moft  of  -which  they  had  feme  frrperty,  ai 
fang  hired  writers  ),wsrs  filed  with  the  maft  ab 

'IfebSeds  and  fcurrilities  they  could  po/ibly  "dcvife  ; 
iiotrty  no  ways  to  be  wondered  at  in  thofe  people,  and 
in  thofe  papers,  that,  for  many  years,  during  the  uncon- 
treulfj  Kceflfe  ef  the  prefs,  hud  u/perfed  almoft  all  ths 
great  characters  of  ths  age  ;  and  this  with  impunity, 
their  own  perfons  and  names  being  utterly  fecret  and 
otyure.  Tins  gave  Mr.  Pope  the  thought,  that  he  tad 
now  f^me  opportunity  of  doing  good,  by  detettbn  and 
gagging  into  light  tbefe  common  enemies  of  mankind  ; 
jwf  to  invalidate  this  uniiierfnl  jlander,  it  fujficed  to 
Jtoto  what  contemptible  men*  -were  ths  authors  of  it 


general  afford  it  a  moft  quiet  reception  :  and  the 
larger  part  accept  it  as  favourably  as  if  it  were 
fomc  kindrjefs  done  to  thenifelves  :  whereas,  if  a 
known  fcoundrel  or  blockhead  but  chanced  to  be' 
touched  upon,  a  whole  legion  is  up  in  arms,  and 
it  becomes  the  common  caufe  of  all  fcribblers,  and 
printers  whatfoever. 

Not  to  fearch  too  deeply  into  the  reafon  hereof, 
I  will  only  obferve  as  a  fa  A,  that  every  week  for 
thefe  two  months  paft .  the  town  has  been  perfc- 
cuted  with  (£)  pamphlets,  advertifementS,  letters, 
and  weekly  eflays,  not  only  againft  the  wkt  and 
writings,  but  againft  the  character  and  perfori  of 
Mr.  Pope.  And  that  of  all  thole  men  who  have 
received  pleafure  from  his  works,  which  bymodeft 
computation  may  be  about  a  (V)  hundred  thouland 
in  thrfe  kingdoms  of  England  and  Ireland  (not  to 
mention  Jerfey,  Guernfty,  the  Orcades,  thofe  in 
the  fiew  world,  and  foreigners  who  have  tranflated 
him  into  their  languages);  of  all  this  number  riot 
a  man  hath  ftood  up  to  fay  one  word  in  his  de- 
fence. 

He  was  not  -without  hopes,  that  by  manifrjlir.g  the  dul- 
nejs  of  thofe  "who  had  only  malice  to  recommend  them  ; 
cither  the  bookfe'lers  would  not  Jind  their  account  in  em- 
ploying them,  or  the  men  themf elves,  when  difcoveredt 
•want  courage  to  proceed  i/i  fo  unlawful  an  occupation. 
Tbii  it  was  that  gave  birth  to  the  Duuciad ;  and  he, 
thought  it  an  happlnefs,  that  by  the  late  food  of  Jlander 
on  Limfelf,  he  bad  acquired  fucb  a  peculiar  right  o~jer 
heir  names.,  as  was  neccffary  to  his  defignf 

'(&)  Pamphlets,  ad-vertifements,  &c7]    See  the  lijl  of 
thofe  anonymous  papers,  with  their  dates    and  authcis 
e.i.ed,  inferted  before  the  poern. 

c)  about  a  hundred  thoufand'\    It  is  furprijinff  With 
what  ftupidity  this  preface,  which   is  almoft  a  continued* 
y.,    was  taken  by  thofe   authors,     All  ju<-h  po.JJa.gsa 
as   thefe  'were   underjiood  by   Curll,   Cook,   Gibber,  an^l 
ther-s ,  to  beferious.    Hear  the  Laureate  [better  to  J\flr* 
Pope,  p.  9.)  "   Though  I  grant  the  Dunciad  a  better 
poem   of  its  kind  than  e-ver  was  writ ;  yet,  wktn   I 
read  it  with  thof:  <i>ain- glorious  encumbrances  of  Notes 
and  Remarks  upon  it,  ^fc.'—it  is  amajing,   flat  you, 
'  iv bo  have  writ  with  fuch  mafterly  ffit  it  upun   the 
'*  ruling  pajfion ,  fiould  be  fo  blind  a  Jlave  to  your  6-n'fi, 
"  as  not  to  fee  bow  far  a  low  avarice  of  praife"  &q. 
(taking  it  for  granted  that  the  notes  of  hsri'olerus   «/«t' 
t>tbfrs3  were  thi  a 
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The  only  exception  is  the  (</)  author  of  the  fol- 
lowing poem,  who  doubtlefs  had  either  a  better 
infight  into  the  grounds  of  this  clamour,  or  a  bet- 
ter opinion  of  Mr.  Pope's  integrity,  joined  with  a 
greater  perfonal  love  for  him,  than  any  other  of 
his  numerous  friends  and  admirers. 

Farther,  that  he  was  in  his  peculiar  intimacy, 
appears  from  the  knowledge  he  manifefts  of  the 
moft  private  authors  of  all  the  anonymous  pieces 
againft  him,  and  from  his  having  in  this  poem  at- 
tacked  (*)  no  man  living,  who  had  not  before 
printed,  or  publiihed  fome  fcandal  againft  this  gen- 
tleman. 

How  I  came  pofleft  of  it,  is  no  concern  to  the 
reader  :  but  it  would  have  been  a  wrong  to  him 
had  I  detained  the  publication  ;  fince  thofe  names 
which  are  its  chief  ornaments  die  off  daily  fo  faft, 
as  muft  render  it  too  foon  unintelligible  If  it 
provoke  the  author  to  give  us  a  snore  perfect  edi- 
tion, I  have  my  end. 

Who  he  is  I  cannot  fay,  and  (which  is  a  great 
.pity)  there  is  certainly  (/)  nothing  in  his  ftyle 
and  manner  of  writing,  which  can  diftinguifh  or 
.difcover  him  for  if  it  bears  any  rtfemblance  to 
that  of  Mr.  Pope,  it  is  not  improbable  but  it 
might  be  done  on  purpofe,  with  a  view  to  have  it 
pafs  for  his,  But  by  the  frequency  of  his  allufions 
to  Virgil,  and  a  laboured  (not  to  fay  affected) 
Ihortnefs  in  imitation  of  him,  I  (hould  think  him 
more  an  admirer  of  the  Roman  poet  than  of  |^e 
Grecian,  and  in  that  not  of  the  fame  tafle  with  ius 
friend 

I  have  been  well  informed,  that  this  work  was 
the  labour  of  full  (£•)  fix  years  of  his  life,  and 
that  he  wholly  retired  himfelf  from  all  the  avoca- 

(</)  The  author  nf  the  following  poem,  t5V]  A  very 
plain  irony  .fpeaking  of  Mr,  Pope  bimfelf. 

(e)  The  publisher  in  thefe  "words  'went  a  little  too  far ; 
but  it  is  certain,  whatever  names  the  reader  finds  that 
are  unknown  to  him,  are  of  fuch  ;  and  the  exception  is 
only  of  t<wo  or  three  y  ivhofc  dulncfs,  impude ntfcurri'ity , 
'cr/elf-ionceit,  all  mankind  agreed  to  havejttjUy  entitled 
them  to  a  place  in  the  Dunciad. 

(_/")    There    is  certainly   nothing  In  his  Jiyle,  l^c.~\ 

This  irony  had  fmall  ejjftft  in  concealing   the  author. 

The  Dunciad,  imferfecJ  as  it  wat,  had  not  been  pub- 

.  lifhed  two  daytt  but  the  whole  town  gave  it  to  Mr. 

fefe 

(g)  the  labour  of  'full  fix  years ,  \?c.~\  This  alfo  was 
honejliy  and  feriovfly  believed  by  divers  gentlemen  of  the 
Dunciad.  J.  jRalpb,  pref.  to  Sawney,  "  We  are  told 
"it  tvas  the  labour  of 'Jiv  years  ^with  the  utmcjl  ajjlduity 
"  and  application  :  It  if  no  great  compliment  to  the 
"  author's  fenfe,  to  have  employed  fo  large  a  part  of  his 
'."  life,  t5V'  So  alfo  Ward,  pref.  to  Durgen,  "  The 
"  Dunciacf,  as  the  pultifier  very  wifely  confejfes,  cojl 
"  the  author  fix:  years  retirement  from  all  the  pltaftire  s 
"  °f  l'fe  i  though  it  is  fometvlat  difficult  to  conceive, 
"  from  either  its  bulk  or  beauty ,  that  it  could  be  fo  long 
"  in  hatching,  &c.  But  the  length  of  time  and  clofenefs 
<l  of  application  were  mentioned^  to  prepcjjfefs  the  reader 
"  with  a  good  opinion  of  it." 

They  jujt  as  well  under/food  what  Scribkrus  fold  of 
the  posm. 


tions  and  pleafures  of  the  world,  to  attend  d  II-  i 
gently  to  its  correction  and  perfection  ;  and  fiaHj 
years  more  he  intended  to  bcftow  upon  it,  a»v- 
feem  by  this  verfe  of  Statius,  which  was  cited  at  1 
the  head  of  his  manufcript : 

"  Oh  mihi  bifienos  multum  vigilata  per  annos,  I 
"  Duncia  1  (A)'* 

Hence  alfo  we  learn  the  true  title  of  the  poem: 
which  with  the  fame  certainty  as  we  call  that  of  \ 
Homer  the  Iliad,  of  Virgil  the  JEneid,of  Camocnj  « 
the  Lufiad,  we  may  pronounce,  could  have  bo:a,  \ 
and'  can  be,  no  other  than 

THE  DUNCIAD. 

It  is  ftyled  heroic,  as  being  doubly  fo  ;  not  only 
with  refpect  to  its  nature,  which  acc.-rdin^  to  i  lie 
beft  rules  of  the  ancients,  and  ftricteft  idea*  of  the  1 
moderns,  is  critically  fuch ;  bat  alfo  with  regard  (I 
to  the  heroical  difpofition  and  high  courage  of  the  \ 
writer,  who  dared  to  ftir  up  fuch  a  fsrmidafele,  ir«  1 
ritable,  and  implacable  race  of  mortals. 

There  may  arife  fome  obfcurity  in  chronology  \ 
from  the  names  in  the  poem,  by  the  inevitable  re.  I 
moval  of  fome  authors,  and  infertion  of  other*  in  j 
their  niches.  For  whoever  will  confider  the  unity  A 
of  the  whole  defign,  will  be  fenfible,  that  the  p^uri 
was  not  made  for  thefe  authors,  but  thefe  authorHJ 
for  the  poem.  I  (bould  judge  that  they  were  j 
clapped  in  as  they  rofe,  frefh  and  freih,  and  chan-  j 
ged  from  day  to  day  ;  in  like  manner  as  when  the  J 
old  boughs  wi'her,  we  thrafl  new  ones  into  fc  •] 
chimney. 

I  would  not  have  the  reader  too  much  troubled, a 
or  anxious,  if  he  cannot    decypher  them  :  finc« 
when  he  (hall  have  found  them  out,-  he  will  pro-  j 
bably  know  no  more  of  the  perfons  than  before,    i 

Yet  v^e  judged  it  better  to  preferve  them  as  f 
they  are,  than  to  change  them  for  fictitious  namdH 
by  which  the  fatire  would  or;lybe  multiplied,  and 
applied  to  many  initead  of  one.  Had  the  hero,  forl 
iniiance,  been  called   Codrus,  how  many  wodH 
have  affirmed  him  to  have  been  Mr.  T.   Mr.  E.  J 
Sir  R.  B.  &c.     But  now  all  that  unjuft  fcandal  is 
faved  by  calling  him  by  a  name,  which,  b)  good 
luck,  happens  to  be  that  of  a  real  perion. 


II. 

A  LIST  OF  BOOKS,  PAPERS,  AND  VERSES,.  i 

In  which  our  Author  was  abufed,  before  the  Publica- 
tion  of  the   DUNCIAD  ;   with  the  true  Names  of\ 
the  Authors. 


REFLECTIONS  critical  and  fatirical  on  a 
Rhapfody,  called,  An  Eflay  on  Criticifm. 
Mr.  Dennis,  printed  by  B.  Lintot,  price  6  d. 


late 


(!>}  The  pref  acer  to  Curlfs  'key,  p.  3.  took  this  wort 
to  Le  really  in  Statius  :  "  By  a  quibble  on  the  it.  or  A 
u  Duncia,  the  Dunciad  is  formed."  Mr.  Ward  alfi 
follows  him  in  ihe.  jame  opinion. 


A  P  P  E  N  D  I  X, 


94  J 


A  New  Rehearfal,  or  Bays  the  younger  :  con- 
I  taining  an  Examen  of  Mr.  Rowe's  plays,  and  a 
word  or  two  on  Mr.  Pope's  Rape  of  the  Lock, 
Anon,  [by  Charles  Gildon]  printed  for  J.Roberts, 


j  .  Homerides,  or  a  Letter  to  Mr.  Pope,  occafioned 
I  by  his  intended  tranfiation  of  Homer.  By  Sir 
Iliad  Doggrel.  ["i'hq.  Burnet  and  G.  Ducket 
Efquiresj  printed  for  W.  Wilkins.  1715,  price  9  d. 

•JEfop  at  the  Bear-garden ;  a  Vifion,  in  imitation 
of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  by  Mr.  Prefton.  Sold  by 
|  John  Morpiiew,  1715,  price  6  d. 

The  Catholic  Poer,  or  Proteftant  Barnaby's  Sor- 
|  rowful  Lamentation;  a  Ballad  about.  Homer's  Iliad. 
|  By  Mrs.  Centlivre. and  others,  1715,  price  I  d. 

An  Epilogue  to  a  Puppet-fhow  at  Bath,  con- 
cerning the  faid  Iliad.  By  George  Ducket,  Efq  ; 
printed  by  E.  Curll. 

A  complete  Key  to  the  What-d'ye-call-it.  Anon. 
I  [by  Griffin  a  Player,  fupervifed  by  Mr.  Th — ] 
i printed  by  J.  Roberts,  1715. 

A  true  character  of  Mr.  P.  and  his  writings,  in 
a  letter  to  a  friend.  Anon.  [Dennis]  printed  for 
IS.  Popping,  1716,  price  3d. 

The  Confederates,  a  Farce.  By  Jofeph  Gay, 
([J.  D.  Breval]  printed  for  R.  Burleigh,  1717, 
price  I  s. 

Remarks  upon  Mr.  Pope's  translation,  of  Ho- 
tter ;  with  two  letters  concerning  the  Windfor 
Foreft,  and  the  Temple  of  Fame.  By  Mr.  Dennis, 
printed  for  E.  Curll,  1717,  price  I  s.  6  d. 

Satires  on  the  Translators  of  Homer,  Mr.  P. 

and  Mr.  T.  Anon.  [Bez.  Morris]  17 17,  price  6d. 

/  The  Triumvirate :  or  a  Letter  from  Palxmon 

to  Celia  at  Bath.  Anon.  [Leonard  Welfted]  1711, 

folio,  price  I  s. 

The  Battle  of  Poets,  an  heroic  poem.  By  Tho. 
Cooke,  printed  for  J.  Roberts,  folio,  1725. 

Memoirs  of  Lilliput.  Anon.  [Eliz.  Heywood] 
8vo,  printed  in  1727. 

An  Effay  on  Criticifm,  in  profe.  By  the  author 
of  the  Critical  Hiftory  of  England  [J.  Oldmixon] 
8vo,  printed  1728. 

Gulliveriana  and  Alexandriana  ;  with  an  ample 
preface  and  critique  on  Switt  and  Pope's  Mifcel- 
lanies. By  Jonathan  Smediey,  printed  by  J.  Ro- 
berts, 8vo,  1728. 

Characters  of  the  Times  ;  or  an  account  of  the 
writings,  characters,  &c.  of  feveral  gentlemen  li- 
belled, by  S—  and  P— ,  in  a  late  Mifcellany,  8vo, 


Remarks  on  Mr.  Pope's  Rape  of  the  Lock,  in 
!  letters  to  a  friend.     By  Mr.  Dennis ;  written  in 
1724,  though  not  printed  till  1718,  8vo. 

•  Perfes,  Letters,  £/ajs,  or  Advert 'foments ,  in  the  puttie 

Prints. 

Britifh  Journal,  Nov.  25,  1727.  A  letter  on 
;  Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcellanies.  [Writ  by  M.  Con- 
cannen.] 

Daily  Journal,  March  1 8,  17*8.  A  letter  by 
1  Philomauri.  James-Moore  Smith. 

Daily  Journal,  March  29  A  letter  about 
Therfites;  accufmg  (he  author  of  difafie&ion  to 
the  Government.  By  James-Moore  Smith. 


Mift's  Weekly  journal,  March  30.  An  Effay 
on  the  Arts  of  a  Poet's  finking  in  reputation  ;  or, 
a  Supplement  to  the  Art  of  finking  in  Poetry. 
[Suppofed  by  Mr.  Theobald.] 

Daily  Journal,  April  3.  A  Letter  under  the 
name  of  Philo-ditto.  By  James-Moore  Smith. 

Flying  Poft,  April  4.  A  letter  againfl  Gulliver 
and  Mr.  P.  [By  Mr.  Oldmixion.] 

Daily  Journal,  April  5.  An  A-j&ion  of  Goods' 
at  Twickenham.  By  James  Moore  Smith. 

The  Flying  Poft,  April  6.  A  Fragment  of  a 
Treatife  upon  Swift  and  Pope.  By  Mr  Oldmixon 

The  Senator,  April  9.  On  the  fame.  By  Ed- 
ward Roome. 

Daily  journal,  April  S.  Advertifement  by 
James-Moore  Smith 

Flying  Poft,  April  13.  Verfes  againft  Dr.  Swift, 
and  againft  Mr.  P — 's  Homer.  By  J.  Oldmixon. 

Daily  Journal,  April  2.3.  Letter  about  the  tranf- 
iation of  the  character  of  Theriites  in  Homer.  By 
Thomas  Cooke,  &c. 

Mill's  Weekly  Journal,  April  37.  A  Letter  of 
Lewis  Theobald. 

Daily  Journal,  May  II.  A  Letter  againft  Mr* 
P.  at  large.  Anon.  [John  Dennis.] 

All  thefe  were  afterwards  reprinted  in  a  pam- 
phlet, intituled,  A  Collection  of  all  the  Verfes, 
Effays,  Letters,  and  Advertifements  occafioned  by 
Mr.  Pope  and  Swift's  Mifcellanies,  prefaced  by 
Concannen,  Anonymous,  8vo,  and  printed  for 
A.Moore,  1728,  price  Is.  Others  of  an  elder 
date,  having  lain  as  wafte  paper  many  years,  were, 
upon  the  publication  of  the  Dunciad3  brought  out, 
and  their  authors  betrayed  by  the  mercenary  bookr 
fellers  (in  hopes  of  fome  poffibility  of  vending  a 
few)  by  advertifing  them  in  this  manner.—"  The 
"  Confederates,  a  Farce.  By  Capt.  Breval  (for 
"  which  he  was  put  into  the  Dunciad),  An  Epi  - 
"  logue  to  Powell's  Puppet-fhow.  By  Col.  Ducket 
"  (for  which  he  was  put  into  the  Dunciad).  Ef- 
"  fays,  &c.  By  Sir  Richard  Blackmore.  ( N.  B8 
"  It  was  for  a  paffage  of  this  book  that  Sir  Richard 
"  was  put  into  the  Dunciad.")  And  fo  of  others* 

After  the  Dunciad,  1728. 

An  Effay  on  the  Punciad,  8vo,  printed  for 
J.  Roberts,.  [In  this  book,  p.  9.  it  was  formally 
declared,  "  That  the  complaint  of  the  aforefaid 
"  libels  and  advertifements  was  forged  and  untrue  .1 
"  that  all  mouths  had  been  filent,  except  in  Mr. 
"  Pope's  praifc;  and  nothing  againft  hiznpublUh-' 
"  ed,  but  by  Mr.  Theobald."] 

Sawney,  in  blank  verfe,  occafioned  by  the  Dun- 
ciad ;  with  a  critique  on  that  poem.  By  J.  Ralph 
[a  perfon  never  mentioned  in  it  at  firft,  but  infert- 
ed  after],  printed  for  J.  Roberts,  8vo. 

A  complete  Key  to  the  Dunciad.  By  E.  Curl!3 
I2tno,  price  6d.  .  t  . 

A  fecond  and  third  edition  of  the  famd,  with 
additions,  I2mo. 

The  Popiad.  By  E.  Curll,  extracted  from  J. 
Dennis,  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  &c.  I2mo.  price 
6d. 

The  Curliad.     By  the  fame  E.  Curll. 

The  Female  Dunciad,    Colk<fted  by  th* 
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Mr.  Cnrll,  iznio.  price  6  d.  With  the  Mctamor- 
phofis  of  P.  into  a  flinging  Nettle.  By  Mr.  Fox- 
ten,  I2tno. 

The  Metamorphofis  of  Scriblerus  into  Snarle- 
r us.  By.  J.  Smedley,  printed  for  A.  Moore,  folio, 
price  6  d. 

The  Dunciad  differed.  By  Curll  and  Mrs. 
Thomas,  I2mo. 

An  Eflay  on  the  Tafte  and  Writings  of  the  pre- 
fqnt  Times.  Said  to  be  writ  by  a  gentleman  of 
C.  C.  C.  Oxon,  printed  for  J.  Roberts,  8vo. 

The  Arts  of  Logic  and  Rhetoric,  partly  taken 
from  &>uhours,  with  new  Reflections,  &c.  By 
John  Oldmixon,  8vo. 

Remarks  on  the  Dunciad.  By  Mr  Dennis,  de- 
dicated to  Theobald,  8vo. 

A  Supplement  to  the  Profund.  Anon,  by  Mat- 
thew Concannen,  8vo. 

Miffs  Weekly  Journal,  June  8.  A  long  letter, 
figned  W.  A.  Writ  by  fome  or  other  of  the  club 
of  Theobald,  Dennis,  Moore,  Concannen,  Cooket 
•who  for  ibrne  time  held  conftaut  weekly  meetings 
icr  thole  kind  of  performances. 

Daily  Journal,  June  II.  A  letter  figned  PhiJo- 
fcribietus,  on  the  name  of  Pope. — Letter  to  Mr. 
Theobald,  in  vcrfe,  figned  B.  M.  f  Bczaleel  Mor- 
ris] againft  Mr,  F — .  Many  other  little  epigrams, 
about  this  time  in  the  fame  papers,  by  James 
Moore,  and  others. 

Mifl's  Journal,  June  22.  A  letter  by  Lewis 
Theobald. 

Flying  Poft,  Auguft  8.  Letter  on  Pope  and 
Swift 

Daily  Journal,  Auguft  8.  Letter  charging  the 
author  of  the  Dunciad  with  treaibn. 

Durgen  :  A  plain  fatire  on  a  pompous  fatirift. 
By  Edward  Ward,  with  a  little  of  Jumes  Moore. 
Apollo's  Maggot  iu  his  cups.  By  E,  Ward. 
Gulliveriana  Secunda.  Being  a  collection  of 
many  of  the  libels'in  the  newfpapers,  like  the  for- 
mer volume,  under  the  fame  title,  by  Smedley. 
Advertifed  in  the  Craftfman,  Nov.  9.  1728,  with 
this  remarkable  prorhife,  that  "  any  thing  which 
*'  any  body  fhould  fend  as  Mr.  Pope's  or  Dr. 
"  Swift's,  ihouid  be  iafcrted  and  publifhed  as 
"  theirs." 

Pope  Alexander's  fupremaey  and  infallibility 
examined,  &c«  By  George  Ducket  and  John  Den- 
nis, /jto. 

Dean  Jonathan's  Paraphrafe  on  the  fourth  chap- 
ter of  Gcnefis.  Writ  by  E.  Roorne,  folio,  1729. 

Labeo  :  A  paper  of  verfes,  by  Leonard  Weiited, 
•which  after  came  into  one  epiftle,  and  was  pub- 
lifhed by  James  Moore,  410,  1730.  Another  part 
of  it  came  out  in  Welfted's  own  name,  under  the 
juft  title. of  Dulnefs  and  Scandal,  folio,  1731. 

'There  have  lecxfince  />u6liJi>eJ, 
Verfes  on  the  imitator  of  Horace.     By  a  lady 
[or  between  a  lady,  a  lord,  and  a  court  'fquire] 
printed  for  J.  Roberts,  folio. 

An  epiftle  from  a  nobleman  to  a  doctor  of  divi- 
nity, from  Hampton-court  [Lord  H — y.]  Printed 
lor  J.  Roberts  aifo,  folio. 

A  Letter  from  Mr.  Cibber  to  Mr.  Pope.  Print- 
ed far  W.  L,£\vi»  ia  Covcat-ganlerj,  Sm 


ADVERTISEMENT 


To  thefitjl  Edition  with  Notet,  in  4/#, 


IT  will  be  fufficient  to  fay  of  this  edition,  that  the  \ 
reader  has  here  a  much  more  correct  and  com- 
plete copy  of  the  Dunciad,  than  has  hitherto  ap-  • 
peared.     I  cannot  anfwer  but  fome  miftakes  mar 
have  flipt  into  it,  but  a  vaft  number  of  others  will  ] 
be  prevented  by  the  names  being   now  not  onlyJ 
let  at  length^  but  juftified  by  the  authorities  andl 
reafons  given.     I  make  no  doubt,  the  author's  own 
motive  to  ufe  real  rather  than  feigned  names,  was  J 
his  care  to  preferve  the  innocent  from  any  falfe  • 
application;  whereas, in  the  former  edirions,  which  \ 
hud  no  more  than  the  initial  letters,  he  was  made, 
by  keys  printed  here,  to  hurt  the  inoffenfivc,  and'l 
(what  was  worfe)  to  abufe  his  friends,  by  an  im-( 
preffion  at  Dublin. 

The  commentary  which  attends  this  poem,wj»i 
fent  me  from  feveral  hands,  and  confequently  mufti 
be  unequally  written  ;  yet  will  have  one  advan- 
tage over  moft  commentaries,  that  it  is  not  made  I 
upon  conjectures,  or  at  a  remote  diflance  of  time  : 
and  the  reader  cannot  but  derive  one  pleafure  from  i 
the  very  obfcnrity  of  the  perfons  it  treats  of,  that) 
it  partakes  of  the  nature  of  a  fecret,  which  moft  I 
people  love  to  be  let  into,  though  the  men  or  the  I 
things  be  ever  fo  inconfiderable  or  trivial. 

Of  the  perfons  it  was  judged  proper  to  give 
fome  account :  for  fince  it  is  only  in  this  monu-  \ 
merit  that  they  mud  expect  to  furvrve  (and  here^ 
furvive  they  will,  as  long  as  the  Englifh  tonguo< 
fhall  remain  fuch  as  it  was  in  the  reigns  of  Quee<l 
Anne  and  King  George),  it  feemed  but  humanity' 
to  beftow  a  word  or  two  upon  each,  juft  to  tell  I 
what  he  was,  what  he  writ,  when  he  lived,  andfl 
whtn  he  died. 

If  a  word  or  two  more  are  added  upon  the  chief- 
offenders,  it  is  only  as  a  paper  pinned  upon  the 
breaft,  to  mark  the  enormities  for  which  they  fuf-" 
fered ;  left  the  c^  rre&ion  only  Ihouid  be  rememv 
bered,  and  the  crime  forgotten. 

In  fome  articles  it  was  thought  fufficient,  barely' 
to  tranfcrrbe  from  Jacob,  Curll,  and  other  writers 
of  their  own  rank,  who  were  much  better  acquaint- 
ed with  them  than  any  of  the  authors  of  this 
comment  can  pretend  to  be.  Moft  of  them  had 
drawn  each  other's  characters  on  certain  occafions; 
but  the  few  here  inferted,  are  all  that  could  be 
laved  from  the  general  deftru<ftion  of  fuch  works.  t 

Of  the  part  of  Scriblerus  I  need  fay  nothing ; 
his  manner  is  well  enough  known,  and  approved 
by  all  but  thofe  who  are  too  much  concerned  t» 
be  judge*. 


iv. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

To  tie  frft  Edition  of  tie  fourth  Bo»k  of  the  Duncia4% 
iv  ben printed  fefarately  in  the  Tear  1742. 

WE  apprehend  it  can  be  deemed  no  injury  to  the 
author  of  the  three  firft  books  of  the  Duuciad,  that 


y  we  publifh  this  fourth,  tt  was  found  merely  by 
tj  accident,  in  taking  a  furvey  of  the  library  of  a  late 
1 1  eminent  nobleman  ;  but  in  fo  blotted  a  condition, 
Ijand  in  fo  many  detached  pieces,  as  plainly  fhowed 
E  it  to  be  not  only  incorrect,  but  unfinifhed.  That 
[]  the  author  of  the  three  firfl  baoks  had  a  defign  to 
'  extend  and  complete  his  poem  in  this  manner,  ap- 
j  pears  from  the  differtation  prefixed  to  it,  where  it 

is  faid,  that  the  defign  is  more  extenfive,  and  that 
j  we  may  expect  other  epiibdes  to  complete  it  : 
I  And  from  the  declaration  in  the  argument  to  the 
t  j  third  book,  that  the  accomplifhir.ent  of  the  pro- 
|  phecies  therein  would  be  the  theme  hereafter  of  a 
'  greater  Dunciad.  But  whether  or  no  he  be  the 
I  author  of  this,  we  declare  ourfelves  ignorant.  If 
:  he  be,  we  are  no  m-ore  to  be  blamed  for  the  pub- 
j  lication  of  it,  than  Tucca  and  Varius  for  that  of 
I  the  laft  fix  books  of  the  JEneid,  though  perhaps  in- 
I  ferior  to  the  former. 

If  any  perfon  be  poffeffed  of  a  more  perfect  co- 
jpy  of  this  work,  or  of  any  other  fragments  of  it, 
(and  will  communicate  them  to  the  publifher,  we 
i  ihall  make  the  next  edition  more  complete  :  In 
I  which  we  alfo  promife  to  infert  any  criticifms  that 
I  (hall  be  publifhed  (if  at  all  to  the  purpofe)  with 
I  the  names  of  the  authors;  or  any  letters  lent  us 
I  (though  not  to  the  purpofe)  fhall  yet  be  printed 
I  under  the  title  of  "  Epiftolae  Obfcurorum  Viro- 
Irum  ;"  which,  together  with  fome  others  of  the 
.fame  kind,  formerly  laid  by  for  that  end,  may 
(make  no  unpleafant  addition  to  the  future  impref- 

f  ons  of  this  poem. 


ENDIX.  -^ 

ditions  were  wanting  (of  a  more  fcnoi:?  kind)  to 
the  humorous  notes  of  Scriblerus,  and  even  to 
thofe  written  by  Mr.  Cieland,  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  an& 
others.  I  had  lately  the  pleafure  to  pafs  fome 
months  with  the  author  in  the  country,  where  I 
prevailed  upon  him  to  do  what  I  had  long  defircd, 
and  favour  me  with  his  explanation  of  feveral  paf- 
fages  in  his  works.  It  happened,  that  juft  at  that 
juncture  was  publifhed  a  ridiculous  book  againft 
him,  full  of  perfonal  reflections,  which  furnifhed, 
him  with  a  lucky  opportunity  cf  improving  this' 
poem,  by  giving  it  the  only  thing  it  wanted,  9. 
more  confideraMe  hero.  He  was  always  fenfible 
of  its  defect  in  that  particular,  and  owned  he  had 
let  it  pafi  with  the  hero  it  had,  purely  for  want  of 
a  better,  not  entertaining  the  leaft  expectation  that 
fuch  an  one  was  referved  for  this  poft,as  has  fmce 
obtained  the  laurel  :  But  fince  that  had  happened*. 
he  could  no  longer  deny  this  jultice  either  to  him 
or  the  Dunciad. 

And  yet  {  will  venture  to  fay,  there  was  another 
motive  which  had  ftill  more  weight  with  our  au- 
thor :  This  perfon  was  one,  who  from  every  foliy 
(not  to  fay  vice)  of  which  another  would  be 
afhamed,  has  conftantly  derived  a  vanity  !  and 
therefore  was  the  man  in  the  world  who  would 
leaf*  be  hurt  by  it.  W.  W. 


V. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

To  the  complete  Edition   of  1 743. 

1  UAVE  long  had  a  defign  of  giving  fome  fort  of 
-  on  the  works  of  this  poet.    Before  I  had  the 
hu'.ipinefs  of  his  acquaintance,!  had  written'a  com- 
mentary onhisEffay  on  Man,  and  haveiince  finifh- 
ed  another  on  the  Effay  on  Criticifm.    There  was 
j  one  already  on  the  Dunciad,  which  had  met  with 
|  general  approbation :  But  I  ilill  thought  fome  ad- 


VI. 
ADVERTISEMENT 

Printed  In  ibs  "Journals,   1730. 

WHEREAS,  upon  occafion  of  certain  piece*  rekt- 
ing  to  the  gentlemen  of  the  Dunciad,  fome  have 
been  willing  to  fuggeft,  as  if  they  looked  upon 
them  as  an  abufe  :  We  can  do  no  lefs  than  own  it 
is  our  opinion,  that  to  call  rhefe  gentlemen  bad 
authors  is  no  fort  of  abufe,  but  a  great  truth.  We 
cannot  alter  this  opinion  without  fome  reafon  ;  but 
we  promife  to  do  it  in  refpedl  to  every  ptrfon  who 
think?  it  an  injury  to  be  reprcfented  as  no  wit  or 
poet,  provided  he  procures  a  certificate  of  his  be- 
ing really  fuch,  from  any  three  of  his  companions 
in  the  Dunciad,  or  from  Mr.  Dennis,  fmgly,  who, 
is  efteemed  equal  to  any  three  of  the  number.  •  • 


vir. 

A    PARALLEL 

if  tie  Ckaraflers  of  MR.  DRYDEN  and  MR.  POPE, 
as  draivn  by  certain  of  their  Contemporaries, 

MR.  DRYDEN,  bis  Politics,  Religion^  Morals* 

MR  DRYBEN  is  a  mere  renegado  from  monarchy, 
poetry,  and  good  fenfe  («).  A  true  republican  ion 
of  monarchical  church  (£).  A  republican  atheift  (c), 

(*)  Mittournton  DryJcns  Virgil^  8-z>»,  1698,  p.  6. 
"  00  ^38-  (0 


V1T. 

A    PARALLEL 
Of  tie  Characters  of  MR.  POPE  and  MR. 

as  draivn  by  tertairi  of  their  Contemporaries. 

MR.  PoPE,  his  Politics, Religion t  Morals. 

MR.  Pope  is  an  open  and  mortal  enemy  to  hi* 
country  and  the  commonwealth  of  learning  («}, 
Some  call  him  a  Popiiix  whig,  which  is  dire&ly 

(a)  Dennis t   Rem.   on  the  Rape,  of  tJ:e  Loci-c,  /Yf/I 


t)ryden  was  from  the  beginning  an  ^ 

and  I  doubt  not  will  continue  fo  to  the  lail  (<f). 

In  the  poem  called  Abfalom  and  Achitophel, 
are  notorioufly  traduced  the  King,  the  Queen,  the 
Lords  and  Gentlemen,  not  only  their  honourable 
perfons  expofed,  hut  the  whole  Nation  and  its  Re- 
prefentatives  notorioufly  libelled.  It  is  fcandalum 
xnagnatum,  yea  of  Majefty  itfelf  (?) 

He  looks  upon  God's  Gofpel  as  a  foolifh  fable, 
like  the  Pope.towhom  he  is  a  pitiful  purveyor  (/). 
His  very  Chriftianity  may  be  questioned  .  He 


H  E  WORKS    OF   P  O  1-  }!. 


inconfiftent  i'£).  Pope,  as  a  Papift,  mufl  be  a 
tory  and  high  flyer  (c).  He  is  both  whig  an4 
tory  (</,>. 

He  hath  made  it  his  cuflom  to  cackle  to  more 
than  one  party  in  their  own  fentiments  (e). 

In  his  mifcellanies,  the  perfons  abufed  are,  The 
King,  the  Qneen,-  his  late  M-ijetly,  hoth  Houfo 
of  Parliament,  the  Privy-Council,  the  Bench  of 
Bifhop%  the  eftablifhed  Church,  the  prefent  Mi* 
flitter,  &c.  '  To  make  fenfe  of  fonac  paffages,  they 
muft  be  conflrued  into  Royal  Scandal  (/). 

He  is  a  Popifh  rhymefter,  bred  up  with  a  con- 


ought  to  expect  more  feverity  than  other  men 

as  he  is  moft  unmerciful  in  his  own  reflections  on  -  tempt  of  the  facred  writings  (g).  His  religion 
others  (£)  :  with  as  good  a  right  as  his  Holinefs,  allows  him  to  deftroy  heretics,  not  only  with  his 
he  fets  up  for  poetical  infallibility  (i)..  pen,  but  with  fire  and  fword  ;  and  fuch  were  all 

thofe  unhappy  wits  whom  he  facrificed  to  his  ;ic* 
curfed  Popifh  principles  (A).  Ir  deferved  ven- 
geance to  fuggeft,  that  Mr.  Pope  had  lefs  infalii. 
bility,  than  his  namefake  at  Pvome  (*). 


MR  DRYDEN  only  a  Verftfier. 

His  whole  libel  is  all  bad  matter,  beautified 
(which  is  all  that  can  be  faid  of  it)  with  good 
metre  (>£).  Mr.  Dryden's  genius  did  not  appear 
in  any  thing  more  than  his  verfification,  and  whe- 
ther he  is  to  be  ennobled  for  that  only,  is  a  <juef- 
tion  (/). 

MR  DRV DEN'S  Virgil. 

Tonfon  calls  it  Dryden's  Virgil,  to  (how  that 
£his  is  not  that  Virgil  fo  admired  in  the  Auguf- 
tian  age ;  but  a  Virgil  of  another  (lamp,  a  filly, 
impertinent^  nonfenfical  writer.  None  but  a  Ba- 
vius,  a  Msevius,  or  a  Bathyllus,  carped  at  Vir- 
gil (»z) ;  and  none  but  fuch  unthinking  vermin 
admire  his  tranfiator  (n\  It  is  true,  foft  and  eafy 
lines  might  become  Ovid's  Epiftlcs  or  Art  of 
Love — But  Virgil,  who  is  all  great  and  majeftic, 
&c.  requires  ftrength  of  lines,  weight  of  words, 
and  clofenefs  of  exprefiion  ;  not  an  ambling  mufe 
running  on  carpet  ground,  and  (hod  as  lightly  as 
a  Newmarket  racer. — He  has  numberlefs  faults  in 
his  author's  meaning,  and  in  propriety  of  expref- 
Con  (0). 

MR.  DRYDEN  underftood  no  Greek  nor  Latin, 

Mr.  Dryden  was  once,  I  have  heard,  at  Weft- 
minfter  fchool :  Dr  Bufby  would  have  whipt  him 
for  fo  childifh  a  paraphrafe  (/>).  The  meaneft 
pedant  in  England  would  whip  a  lubber  of  twelve 
for  conftruing  fe  abfurdly  {q).  The  tranfiator  is 
mad  :  every  jline  betrays  his  ftupidity  (r).  The 
faults  are  innumerable,  and  convince  me  that 
Mr.  Dryden  did  not,' or  would  not  under  Hand  his 
author  (s ).  This  {hows  how  fit  Mr.  D.  may  be  to 

(</)  Mtlbeurne  en  Dryden's  Virgil,  8w,  1698.  />   8. 

(<?}  Whip  and,  Key,  tfo,  printed  for  R.  Janevuay, 
l6S2.Pref.  (f}lbid.  (g}  Milbour,ie,p.  9. 

(b)  Ibid.  p.  I JS-      d)  Pag.  39       00  Whip  and  Key, 
fref-    ,  (1)    Oldmixon,  Effay  on  Critic\fxjf  p.  84. 

(w)  Millourne.p.  %  (AJ  Pftge  35,      - 

.  (0)  Milb.p.  aa,  and  IpZ-  (f)  Page  72. 

GO  fa£*  *°3-       0  fag*  78.     '(*)  Page  ao6. 


MR.  POPE  only  a  Verfijier. 

The  fmooth  numbers  of  the  Dunciad  are  a]l 
that  recommend  it,  nor  has  it  any  other  merit  (I); 
It  muft  be  owned  that  he  hath  got  a  notablj: 
knack  of  rhyming  and  writing  fmooth  verfe  (/), 


MR.  POPE'S  Homer. 

The  Homer  which  Lintot  prints,  doe*  not  talk 
like  Homer,  but  like  Pope ;  and  he  who  tranflat«d 
him,  one  would  fwear,  had  a  hill  in  Tipperary  for  i 
his  Parnaffus,  and  a  puddle  in  fome  bog  fot 
his  Hippoctene  (CT).  He  has  no  admirers,  among) 
thofe  that  can  diftinguifh,  difcern,  and  judge  (*)£ 

He  hath  a  knack  at  fmooth  vcrfe,  but  without 
either  genius  or  good  fenfe,  or  nny  tolerable  know.; 
ledge  of  Englifli.  The  qualities  which  diftingui/h 
Homer  are  the  beauties  of  his  di6lion,  and  the 
harmony  of  his  verfification — But  this  little  author, 
who  is  fo  much  in  vogue,  has  neither  fenfe  in  hit 
thoughts,  nor  Englifh  in  his  eiprefiions  (o). 


MR.  POBE  under/load  no  Greet. 

Ke  hath  undertaken  to  tranfiate  Homer  fronv 
the  Greek,  of  which  he  knows  not  one  word,  into 
Englifh,  of  which  he  uudcrftands  as  little  (/>).  I 

(£)  Dunciad  differed.       (c)  Pref.  to  Gullheriana. 

(d)  Dennis,  Cttaratfer  of  Mr   P. 

(e)  Theobald,  Letter  in  Miff's   Journal,  June  21, 
1728. 

(/)  Lift,  at  the  end  of  a  Collection  of  Verfes,  Let- 
ters, A*li>ertiftments,  8y".  printed  for  A.  Moore,  17^8, 
and  the  Preface  to  itt.p.  6.  (g)  Dennis's  Remarks  on 
Homer,  p  27.  (h]  Preface  to  Guiliveriana,  p.  II. 
(*)  Dedication  to  the  Collection  of  f^erfes,  Letters,  &c. 
p.  9-  (>J)  Mijfs  Journal  of  June  8.  1728.  (/)  Cba- 
racle  of  Mr.  P.  and  Dennis  on  Horn.  (OT)  Dtnnis\ 
Remarks  on  Pope's  Homer,  p.  II.  (n)  -b  p.  14. 

(0)  Character  of. Mr.  P.  p.  IJ.  and  Remarks  on  i 
Homer,  f>.  9 1.  (^>)  Dennis's  Remarks  on  H?wer,pt  I?.  \ 
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tranflate  Homer!  A  miftake  in  a  finale  letter 
might  fall  on  the  printer  well  enough,  but  tl%ut> 
for  l%ea%  muft  be  the  error  of  the  author  :  nor  had 
he  art  enough  to  correct  it  at  the  prcfs  (*).  Mr. 
Dryden  writes  for  the  Court  Ladies — He  writes 
for  the  ladies,  and  not  for  ufe  («). 

The  tranflator  puts  in  a  little  burlefque  now  and 
then  into  Virgil,  for  a  ragout  to  his  cheated  fub- 
fcribers  (•&}. 


MR  DRYDSN  tricked  bis  Subfcrlbcrs. 

1  wonder  that  any  man,  who  could  not  but  be 
confcious  of  his  own  unfitnefs  for  it,  fhould  go  to 
atnufe  the  learned  world  with  fuch  an  undertak- 
ing 1  A  man  ought  to  value  his  reputation  more 
than  money ;  and  not  to  hope  that  thofe  who  can 
read  for  themfelves,  will  be  impofcd  upon,  merely 
by  a  partiality  and  unfeafonably  celebrated  name  (AT). 
"  Poetis  quidiibet  audendi"  fhall  be  Mr.  Dryden's 
motto,  though  it  ihould  extend  to  picking  of  pock- 
ets (V). 

Names  bejlo-wed  on  MR.  DRYDEN. 

An  Ape.]  A  crafty  ape  dreft  up  in  a  gawdy 
gown — Whips  put  into  an  ape's  paw,  to  play 
pranks  with — None  but  apifh  and  Papifh  brats 
will  heed  him  (z). 

An  Afs.]  A  camel  will  take  upon  him  no  more 
burden  than  is  fufficient  for  his  ftrength,  but  there 
is  another  beaft  that  crouches  under  all  (a). 

A  frog.]  Poet  fquab  endued  with  poet  Maro's 
fpirit  .  an  »gly,  croaking  kind  ot  vermin,  which 
would  fwell  to  the  bulk  of  an  ox  (£). 

A  Coward.]  A  Clinias  or  a  Damajtas,  or  a  man 
of  Mr.  Dryden's  own  courage  (* ). 

A  Knave.]  Mr.  Dryden  has  heard  of  Paul  the 
knave  of  Jefus  Chrift  :  And  if  I  miflake  not,  I've 
Tead  fomewhere  of  John  Dryden,  fervaat  to  his 
Majefty  ^). 

A  Fool.]  Had  he  not  been  fuch  a  felf-conceited 
fool  e) — Some  great  poets  are  pofitive  block- 
heads (/). 

A  'Thing]  So  little  a  thing  as  Mr.  Dryden  (£•). 

(/)  Milb.p,  19.  (w)  Page  144,  190.  (w)  Page 
67.  (y)  Page  19*.  (y)  Page  115.  (x)  Wlip 
and  Key i  Pref.  (a)  Mill.  p.  IO$.  (f)  Page  II. 

(0  Page  1^6.  (d)  Pa£e57.  (,)  Whip 

fndKey.fr.  -  (/)  MM.  p.  34.  (g)UU. 


wonder  how  this  gentleman  would  look,  mould  ic 
be  difcovered,  that  he  has  not  tranltated  ten  ver" 
fes  together  in  any  book  of  Homer  with  juftice  to 
the  poet,  and  yet  he  dares  reproach  his  fellow 
writers  with  not  understanding  Greek  (^).  He 
has  ftuck  fo  little  to  his  original,  as  to  have  his 
knowledge  in  Greek  called  in  queftion  Tr)  I 
fhould  be  glad  to  know  which  it  is  of  all  Homer's 
excellencies  which  has  fo  delighted  the  ladies,  and 
the  gentlemen  who  judge  like  ladies  (j). 

But  he  has  a  notable  talent  at  burlefque ;  his 
genius  flides  fo  naturally  into  it,  that  he  hath  bur- 
Icfqued  Homer  without  defigning  it  (/). 

MR.  POPE  tricked  bis  Subfcribers. 

It  is  indeed  fomewhat  bold,  and  almoft  prodi- 
gious, for  a  fingle  man  to  undertake  fuch  a  work  i 
But  it  is  too  late  to  diffuade  by  dcmonftrating 
the  madnefs  of  the  project  The  fubfcribers  ex 
pe&ations  have  been  raifed  in  proportion  to  what 
their  pockets  have  been  drained  of  («).  Pope 
has  been  concerned  in  jobs,  and  hired  out  his  name 
to  bookfellers  (w). 


Names  lejlvwed  on  MR.  Po?E. 

An  Sfe.]  Let  us  take  the  initial  letter  of  his 
Chriftian  name,  and  initial  and  final  letters  of  his 
furname,  viz.  APE.  and  they  give  you  the  fame 
idea  of  an  ape  as  his  face  (*),  &c 

An  Afs.]  It  is  my  duty  to  pull  off  the  lion's 
fkin  from  this  little  afs  (y~). 

A  Frog.]  A  fquab  fhort  gentleman — a  little 
creature  that,  like  the  frog  in  the  fable,  fwells, 
and  is  angry  that  it  is  not  allowed  to  be  as  big  as 
an  ox  (z). 

A  Coward.]  A  harking,  way-laying  coward  (#). 

A  Knave],  He  is  one  whom  God  and  nature 
have  marked  for  want  oi  commori  honefty  (£). 

A.  fool]  Great  fools  will  be  chtifteru:d  by  the 
names  of  great  poets,  and  Pope  will  be  called  Ho- 
mer (*). 

A  T&ing]  A  little  abject  thing  (rf).. 

(?)  Daily  Journal,  April  Z3  1728  (r)  Stiff  f^ 
to  the  Profound^  Pref.  (j)  Oldmlxon,  Effay  on 

Criticif/a.  p.  66.  (*)  QennL's  Remarks,  p    28. 

(u^  HonteriJes.p.  I,  &(..  ,  (w)  Britijb  Jour- 
nal^ Nov  25.  17*7.  (*')  Dennis,  Daily  Jour- 
nal, May  II.  I/aS.  (.y)  Dennis's  Rem.  on  Horn 
Pref.  (z)  Dennis's  Rem  on  the  Rape  of  the  l^c&9 
Pref.  p.  9.  (<*l  Char,  of  Mr  P.p.  3.  (A)  Ibid. 

(c)  Dennis's  Rcm*w  Homer,  p  37.    (d]  Ibid.  p.  S. 
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Arnal,  William,  what   he  received   out   of  the 

Treafury  for  writing  pamphlets,  ii.  315. 
Ariflotle,  his  friends  and  confeflbrs,  who,  iv.  192. 

; how  hib  ethics  came  into  difufe,  ibid. 

B 

Bedlam,  i.  29. 
Banks,  his  refembjance  to  Mr.  Gibber  in  Tragedy, 

i.  146. 

Bates  (Julius)  fee  Hutchinfon  (John). 

Broom,  Ben  Jonfon's  man,  ibid. 

Bavius,  iii.  24-     Mr.  Dennis  his  great  opinion  of 
him,  ib. 

Bawdry,  in  plays,  not  difapproved  of  by  Mr,  Den- 
nis, iii.  179. 

Blackmore,  (Sir  Rich-)  his  impiety  and  irreligion, 
proved  by  Mr.  Dennis,  ii.  268. 

_  his  quantity  of  works,  and  various  opi- 

nions of  them— His  abufe  of  Mr.  Dryden  and 
Mr.  Pope,  ibid. 

Bray,  a  word  much  beloved  by  Sir  Richard,  ii.  260. 

Braying,  defer  ibed,  ii.  247- 

Birch,  by  no  means  proper  to  be  applied  to  young 
noblemen,  iii.  3$4- 

gi dj  what  became  of  his  works,  i.  431. 

Broome,  (Rev.  Mr.  Will.)  His  fentimpnts  of  our 
author's  virtue,  Teft. 

_  Our  author  of  his,  iii.  332. 

Brooms  (a  feller  of)  taught  Mr.  John  Jackfon  his 
trade,  ii.  157- 

Billingfgate  language,  how  to  be  ufed  by  learned 
authors,  ii.  142. 

Bond,  Befaleel,   Breval,  not  living  writers,  but 
phantoms,  ii.  ja6. 

Bookfellers,  how  they  run  for  a  poet,  ii.  3$,  &c. 

Bailiffs,  how  poets  run  from  them,  ii.  61. 

Bridewell,  ii.  269. 

Bow  bell,  iii.  278. 

Balm  of  Dulnefs,  the  true  and  the  fpurious,  its  ef- 
ficacy, and  by  whom  prepared,  iv.  544. 
C 

Gibber,  hero  of  the  poem,  his  character,  i.  107. 
»ot  abfolutely  {tupid,  109.  Not  unfortunate  as 
a  coxcomb,  ibid.  Not  a  flow  writer,  but  pre- 
cipitate, though  heavy,  123.  His  productions 
the  effects  of  heat,  though  an  imperfect  one, 
126.  His  folly  heightened  with  frenzy,  125. 
He  borrowed  from  Fletcher  and  Molierc,  131. 
Mangled  Shakfpeare,  133.  His  head  diftin- 
guiftied  for  wearing  an  extraordinary  periwig, 
167.  more  than  for  its  reafoning  faculty,  yet 
not  without  furniture,  177.  His  elafticity,  and 
fire,  and  how  he  came  by  them,  187.  He  was 
once  thought  to  have  wrote  a  reafonable  play, 
188.  The  general  character  of  his  verfe  and 
profe,  190.  His  converfation,  iu  what  manner 
fixtenfive  and  ufeful,  192,  &c.  Once  defigned 
for  the  Church,  where  he  mould  have  been  a 
Bifhopj  2O».  Since  inclined  to  write  for  the 
Minifter  of  State,  213.  but  determines  to  ftick 
to  his  other  talents;  what  thofe  are,  217,  $x. 
His  apoftrophe  to  his  works  before  he  burns 
them,  225,  &c.  His  repentance  and  tears,  243. 
Dulnefs  puts  out  the  fire,  257.  Inaugurates  and 
anoints  him,  287.  His  crown,  by  whom  wov- 
en, 423.  of  what  compofcd,  i.  303.  who  let 
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him  into  court,  300.  who  his  fupporters,  307 
His  entry,  attendants,  and  proclamation,  ulque 
ad  fin.  His  enrhronization,  ii.  I.  Paffes  his 
whole  reign  in  feeing  (hows,  through  book  ii. 
And  breaming  dreams,  through  book  iii.  Settle 
appears  to  him,  iii.  35.  Refemblance  betweeo 
him  and  Settle,  iii.  37.  and  i.  146.  Goodman's 
prophecy  of  him,  iii  232.  How  he  tranflated  an 
opera,  without  knowing  the  ftory,  305.  and  en- 
couraged farces  becaufe  it  was  againft  his  con- 
fcicnce,  266.  Declare*  he  never  mounted  a 
dragon,  268.  Apprehenfions  of  acting  in  a 
ferpent,  287.  What  were  the  paflions  of  his 
old  age,  303,  304.  Finally  fubfides  in  the  lap 
of  Dulnefs,  whrre  he  refts  to  all  eternity,  iv.  ao. 
and  note. 

Gibber,  his  father,  i.  31.  His  two  brothers,  32, 
His  fon,  iii.  142.  His  better  progeny,  i.  21*. 

Ciberian  forehead,  what  is  meant  by  it,  i.  218. 

read  by  fome  Cerbciian,  ibid.  note. 

Cooke  (Tho.)  abufed  by  Mr.  Pope,  ii.  138. 

Concanen  (Mat.)  one  of  the  authors  of  the  Week- 
ly Journals,  ii.  299. 

— — declared  that  when  his  poem  had  blanks, 

they  meant  treafon,  iii.  297. 

>.  of  opinion  that  Juvenal  never  fatirize^ 

the  poverty  of  Codrus,  ii.  144. 

Corncutter's  Journal,  what  it  coil,  ii.  314. 
Critics,  verbal  ones,  mufl;  have  two  poftulata  al- 
lowed them,  ii.  X. 
Cat-calls,  ii.  231. 

Curll  (Edm.)  his  panegyric,  ii.  58. 
.    i .  .  his  C'orinna,  and  what  fne  did.  70. 
—, his  prayer,  80.    -Like  Endanui,  i8.Z. 

Much  favoured  by  Cloacina,  97,  &c. 

-  Toft  in  a  blanket,  and  whipped,  iji. 

Pill  ried,  ii.  3. 

Carolina,  a  curious  flower,  its  fate,  'v.  409,  &c. 
D 

Dulnefs,  the  goddefs ,  her  original  and  parents,  i. 
12.  Her  ancient  empire,  17.  Her  public  col- 
lege, i.  29.  Academy  for  poetical  education,  33. 
Her  cardinal  virtues,  45,  &c.  Her  ideas,  produc- 
tions, and  creation,  55,  &c.  Her  furvey  and  con- 
templation of  her  works,  79,  &c.  And  of  her 
children,  93.  Their  uninterrupted  fucceflion, 
98,  &c  to  108.  Her  appearance  to  Cibber, 
261.  She  manifefts  to  him  her  works,  273,  &c. 
Anoints  him,  287,  &c.  Inffitutes  games  at  his 
coronation,  ii.  18,  &c.  The  manner  how  {he 
makes  a  wit,  ii.  47.  A  great  lover  of  a  joke, 
34. — And  loves  to  repeat  the  lame  over  again, 
122.  Her  ways  and  means  to  procure  the  pa- 
thetic and  terrible  in  tragedy,  22,5,  &c.  En- 
courages chattering  and  bawling,  237,  &c«, 
A'id  is  patronnefs  of  party-writing  and  railing, 
276,  &c.  Makes  ufe  of  the  heads  of  critics  as 
fcales  to  weigh  the  heavinefs  of  authors,  367. 
promotes  flumber  with  the  works  of  the  fatd 
authors,  ibid-  The  wonderful  virtue  of  fleep- 
ingiuherlap,  iii.  5,3cc.  Her  tlyfium.ij,  &c.  The 
fouls  of  her  fons  dipt  iu  Lethe,  23.  How  brought 
into  the  world,  29.  Their  transfiguration  and 
metempfychofis,  50.  The  extent  and  glories  of 
her  empire,  and  her  conquefts  throughout  the 
world,  iii.  67  to  138.  A  catalogue  of  her  pe- 
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etfca!  forces  in  this  nation,  139  to  212.  Pro- 
phecy of  her  reftoration,  333,  &c.  Accom- 
plifhmcnt  of  it,  book  iv.  Her  appearance  on 
the  thr  ne,  with  the  fciences  led  in  triumph, 
yv.  21,  &c.  Tragedy  and  Comedy  filenced,  37. 
General  affenably  of  all  her  votaries,  73.  Her 
patrpns,  95.  Her  critics,  115.  Her  fway  in 
*h£  fchools,  149  to  j  80.  And  univerfities,  189 
to  274.  How  (he  educates  gentlemen  in  their 
travels,  293  to  334.  Conftitutes  virtuofi  in 
fcience,  355,  &c.  Freethinkers  in  religion,  459. 
Slaves  and  dependents  in  government,  £05.  Fi- 
nally turns  them  to  beafts,  but  preferves  the  form 
of  men,  525.  What  fort  of  comforters  (he  fends 
them,  529,  &c.  What  orders  and  degrees  fhe 
confers  on  them,  565'.  What  performances  fhe 
expeds  from  them,  according  to  their  feveral 
ranks  and  degrees,  583.  The  powerful  yawn 
fhe  breathes  on  them,  605,  &c.  Its  progrefs  and 
efFedls,  607,  &c.  till  the  confummation  of  all  in 
the  total  extinction  of  the  reafonable  foul,  and 
reftoration  of  Night  and  Chaos,  ufq.  ad  fin. 

Difpenfary  of  Dr.  Garth,  ii.  140. 

De   Foe,  Daniel,  jn  what  refembled  to  William 
Prynn,  i.  103. 

De  Foe  (Norton)  a  fcandalous  writer,  ii.  415. 

Dennis,  (John)  his  character  of  himfelf,  i.  106. 

Senior  to  Mr.  Durfey,  iii.  1 73. 

..  Efteemed  by  our  author,  and  why,  ibid. 

..  his  love  of  puns,  i.  63. 

And  politics,  i.  106.  ii  413. 

—  . .     .    His  great  loyalty  to  King  George,  how 

proved,  i.  106. 
. .  A  great  friend  to  the  ftage — and  to  the 

ftate,  ii.  413. 

.    .  How  he  proves  that  none  but  Nunjurors 

and  difaffeded  perfons  writ  againft  ftage-plays, 

ibid. 

• His  refpecl.  to  the  Bible  and  Alcoran  ibid. 

. His  excufe  for  obfcenity  in  plays,  iii.  179. 

. His  mortal  fear  of  Mr.  Pope,  founded  on 

Mr.  Curll's  affurances,  i.  1 06. 

.  •  Of  opinion  that  he  poifoned  Curll,  ibid 
— — — —  His  reafon  why  Homer  was,  or  was  not 

in  debt,  ii.  118. 
.. . .     -  -  Hisaccufation  of  Sir  Richard  Blackmore, — 
. As  no  Proteftant,  ii.  268. 

As  no  poet,  ibid. 

His  wonderful  Dedication  to  G.  D.  Efq 

iii.  179. 

Drams,  dangerous  to  a  poet,  iiL  146. 
Dedicators,  ii.  198. 
Dunciad,  how  to  be  corredlly  fpelled,  i.  I. 


Edwards,  (Thomas)  iv.  567. 

A  gentleman  of  the  laft  edition,  ibid. 

Eufden,  (Laurence)  i.  104, 

Taxed  by  Oldmixon  with  nonfenfe,  ibid. 

Ears,  fome  people  advifed  how  to  prefervc  them 
iii.  214. 

F 
Falfehoods,  told  of  our  author  in  print. 

Of  his  taking  verfes  from  James  Moore 

Teft. 

•= And  of  his  intending  te  abufe  JJifhop 

Burnet,  ibid. 


alfehoods,by  John  Denms,  of  his  really  po;foning 
Mr.  Curll,  i  106. 

And  of  contempt  for  the  Sacred  Writ- 
ings, ii.  268. 

r—  By  Edward  Ward,  of  his  being  bribed 

by  a  Duchefs  to  fatirize  Ward  of  Hackney  13 
the  pi'lory,  iii.  34. 

By  Mift  the  Journalift,  of  unfair  pro- 
ceeding in  the  undertaking  of  the  Odyfley  and 
fihakfpeare,  Teft. 

Difproved  by  the  tcftimonyof  the  Lords 


Harcourt  and  Bathurft. 

By  Mill  the  Journalift,  concerning  Mr. 

Addifon  and  hi  in,  two  or  three  lies,  Teft. 

-  '  '  • —  By  Pafquin,  of  his  being  in  a  plot,  iiu 

179. 

By  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  of  his  bur- 

lefquing  Scripture  upon  the  authority  of  Curll 
ii.  268. 
Fleas  and  verbal  critics  compared,  as  equal  judges 

of  the  human  frame  and  wit,  iv.  238. 
Fletcher,  made  Gibber's  property,  i.  131. 
Mac  Flecknoe,  not  fo  decent  and  chafte  in  thedki 

tion  as  the  Dunciad,  ii.  75. 

Friendfhip,  underftood  by  Mr.  Dennis  to  be  fome- 
what  elfe  in  Nifus  and  Euryalus,  &c.  iii.  179. 
French  cooks,  iv.  553. 
Furius,  Mr.  Dennis  called  fo  by  Mr.  Theobald,!* 

1 06. 
Fleet-ditch,  ii.  271.    Its  nymphs,  333.     Difcovc, 

ries  there,  ibid. 
Flies  not  the  ultimate  object  of  human  ftudy,  ir. 

454- 

Falfehoods  and  flatteries  permitted  te  be  infcribe4 
on  churches,  i.  43. 

G 
Good  nature  of  our  author;  inftances  of  it  in  this 

work,  i.  328.  ii.  282. 

Good  fenle,  grammar,  and  verfe,  defired  to  give 
place  for  the  fake  of  Mr-  Bef.  Morris  and  hi* 
works,  iii.  168. 

Gildon  (Charles)  abufed  our  author  in  many1 
things,  Teft.  i.  296. 

Printed  againft  Jefus  Chrift,  i.  396. 

Gildon  and  Dennis,  their  unhappy  difference  la- 
mented, iii.  173. 
Gentleman,  his  Hymn  to  his  Creator,  by  Welfted, 

ii.  207. 

Gazetteers,  the  monftrous  price  of  their  writings, 
ii.  314.  the  miferable  fate  of  their  works,  ibid. 

H 
Handel,  an  excellent  mufician,  banifhed  to  Ireland, 

by  the  Englifh  nobility,  iv.  65. 
Heydeggre,a  ftrange  birdfrom  Switzerland, i.  20O. 
Horace,  cenfured  by  Mr.  Welfted,  Teft. 

Did  net  know  what  he  was  about  whea 

he  wrote  his  Art  of  Poetry,  ibid. 
Henley  (John  the  Orator)  his  Tub  and  Eucharift, 
ii.  2.     His  Hiftory,  iii.  199.     His  opinion  of 
Ordination  and  Chriftian  Priefthood,  iiu  199. 
His  medals,  ibid, 

Hay  wood  (Mrs.)  What  fort  of  game  for  her,  ii. 
157.  Won  by  Curll,  187.  Her  great  refpect 
for  him.  The  offspring  of  her  brain  and  body 
(according  to  Curll),  ibid.  Not  undervalued 
by  being  Jet  againft  a  Jordan.,  iOj, 


Hints,  extraordinary  ones,  ii.  268. 
Horneck  and  Roome,  two  party-writers,  iii.  152 
Jiutchinfon  (John)  with  his  man  Julius,  a  fubmi- 
nifter  of  the  rites  of  Dulnefs,  iii.  415. 

never  bowed  the  knee  to  Senfe. 

..     i    .        Cuts  down  the  groves  of  the  Academy 

iii.  334- 

— defilee  the  high  places  of  Geometry. 

*. and  tramples  on  the  fallen  Dagon  of 

Newtonian  Philofophy,  iii.  1 1 6. 

Index-learning,  the  ufe  of  it,  i.  279. 

Journals,  how  dear  they  coft  the  nation,  ii.  314. 

Jus  Divinum,  iv.  188. 

Impudence,  celebrated  Mr.  Curll,  ii.  159.  1 86. 

....  .,   — —  jn  Mr.  Norton  De  Foe,  ii.  415. 

_ in  Mr.  Henley,  iii.  199. 

«r- in  Mr.  Cibber,  jun.  iii.  139. 

r        — —  in  Mr.  Cibber,  fen.  paflim. 

L 

Lord  Mayor's  (how,  i.  185 

Libeller,  a  Grub-ftreet  critic  run  to  feed,  iv.  567. 
Library  of  Bays,  i.  131. 
Liberty  and  Monarchy,  miftaken  for  one  another, 

iv.  181. 

L.ud  (King),  ii.  349- 
Log  (King),  i.  ver.  ult. 
Lintot  (Bernard),  ii.  53. 

Laureate  ;  his  crown,  of  what  compofed,  i.  ^03. 
Lyeophron,  his  dark  lanthorn,  by  -whom  turned, 
iv.  6. 

M 

Madmen,  two  related  to  Cibber,  i.  32. 
Magazines,  their  chara&er,  i.  42. 
Moliere,  crucified,  i.  132. 

Moore  (James)  his  ftory  of  fix  verfes,  and  of  ri- 
diculing  Biftiop  Burnet  in  the  memoirs    of  a 
parifh  clerk,  proved  falfe,  by  the  Teflimonies  of 
— ; — —  The  Lord  Bolingbrokc,  Teft. 
^     ,    -  Hugh  Bethel,  Efq.  ibid. 

Earl  of  Peterborough,  ibid. 

E)r.  Arbuthnot,  ibid. 

.  .  .  ' —  His  plagiarifms,  fome  few  of  them,  ibid, 
and  ii  50.  What  he  was  real  author  of  (be- 
fide  the  (lory  above  mentioned)  vide  Lift  of 
Icurrilous  Papers. 

-  •  Erafmus  his  advice  to  him,  ii.  50. 

Milbourne,  a*  fair  critic,  and  why,  ii.  349. 
Madnefs,  of  what  fort  Mr.  Dennis's  was,  accord- 
ing to  Plato,  i.  106. 

—  according  to  himfelf,  ii.  a6&. 
— — —  how  allied  to  Dalnefs,  iii.  i  f. 
Mercuries  and  Magazines,  i.  42. 
May-pole  in  the  Strand,  turned  into  a  church,  ii. 

28. 

Morris  (Befaleel)  ii.  126.  iii.  168. 
Monuments  of  poets,  with  infcriptions  to   other 

men,  iv.  131,  &c. 
Medals,  how  fwallowed  and  recovered,  iv.  3  75. 

Nodding  described,  ii.  391. 

Needham's  i.  324. 

*&?,  where  wanted,  iv.  344. 

O 

fl<l»ix«i  (John)  abated  Mr.  Addifon  and  Mr. 
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Pope,  ii.  283.   Falfified  Daniel's  Hiftory*  them 
accufed  others  of  falfifying  Lord  Clarendon's; 
proven  a  flanderer  in  it,  ibid. 
-  abufed  Mr.  Eufdcn  and  my  Lord  Cham- 

berlain, i.  104. 

OdyfTey,  Falfr hoods  concerning  Mr.  P.'s  Propo- 
fals  for  that  Work,  Teft. 

Difproved  by  thofe  very  Propofals,  ibid. 

Owls  and  Opium,  i.  271. 

Oranges,  and  their  ufe,  i.  236. 

Opera,  her  Advancement, iii.  301.  iv.  45,  &c. 

Opiates,  two  very  cotiliderable  ones, ii.  370.  Their 

efficacy,  390,  &c. 
Ofborne,  bookieller,  crowned  with  a  Jordan,  ii, 

190. 

Ofborne  (Mother)  turned  to  flone,  ii.  312. 
Owls,  defired  to  anfwer  Mr.  Ralph,  iii.  166. 

P 

Pope,  Mr.  his  Life.  Educated  by  Jefuits — by  % 
Parfon — by  a  Monk — at  St.  Omer's — at  Ox- 
ford— at  home — no  where  at  all.  Teft.  init. 
His  father  a  merchant,  a  hufbandman,  a  farmer, 
a  hatter,  the  devil,  ib. 

His  death  threatened  by  Dr.  Smedley,  ibid. 

but  afterwards  advifed  to  hang  himfelf,  or  cut 
his  throat,  ibid.  To  be  hunted  down  like  a 
wild  bcaft,  by  Mr.  Theobald,  ibid,  unlefs  hang- 
ed for  treafon,  on  information  of  Pafquin,  Mr. 
Dennis,  Mr.  Curll,  and  C'oncanen,  ibid. 
Poverty,  never  to  be  mentioned  in  fatire,  in  the; 
opinion  of  the  Journalifts  and  Hackney  Writers 
— The  poverty  of  Codrus,  not  touched  upon  by 
Juvenal,  ii.  143.  When,  and  how  far  poverty 
may  be  fatirized,  Leter,  p.  vi.  Whenever  men- 
tioned by  our  author,  it  M  only  as  an  extenua- 
tion and  excufc  for  bad  writers,  ii.  282. 
Perfonal  abufes  not  to  be  endured,  in  the  opiniom 

of  Mr.  Dennis,  Theobald,  Curll,  &c.  ii.  142. 
Pcrfonal  abufes  on  our  author,  by  Mr.  Dennis, 
Gild  on,  &c.  ibid.— By  Mr.  Theobald,  Teft,— 
By  Mr.  Ralph,  iii.  165.— By  Mr.  Welfted,  ii. 
207. — By  Mr.  Cooke,  ii.  138.— By  Mr.  Con- 
canen,  ii.  299. — By  Sir  Richard  Blackmor*, 
ii.  468. — By  Edw.  Ward,  iii.  34. — and  their 
brethren,  paffim. 

Perfonal  abufes  of  others.  Mr.  Theobald  of  Mr. 
Dennis  for  his  poverty,  i.  106.  Mr.  Dennis  of 
Mr.  Theobald  for  his  livelihood  by  the  Stage, 
and  the  Law,  i.  286.  Mr.  Dennis  of  Sir  Rich- 
ard Blackmore  for  impiety,  ii.  268.  Dr.  Smed- 
ley, of  Mr.  Concanen,  ii.  399.  Mr.  Oldmix- 
on's  of  Mr.  Eufden,  i.  j©}..  Of  Mr.  Addifon, 
ii.  283.  Mr.  Cooke's  of  Mr.  Eufden,  104. 
Politics,  very  ufeful  in  criticifm,  Mr.  Dennis's,  i. 
106.  ii.  413. 

llory,  a  poft  of  refpedl,  in  the  opinion  of  Mr. 
Curll,  iii.  -54. 

and  of  Mr.  Ward,  ibid. 

lagiary  dcfcribed,  ii.  47,  &c. 
'riori,  Arguments  a  priori  not  the  befl  to  prove  a 

God,  iv.  471. 

'overty  and  poetry,  their  cave,  i.  33. 
'rofanem-fs,  not  to  be  endured^in  our  autKor,  but 

very  allowable  in  Shakfpeare.  i.  50. 
Party- writers,  their  three  qualifications,  ii.  z;6» 


.T 


IN 

Proteus  (the  fable  of),  what  to  beunderftood  by 

it,  i.  31. 

Palmers,  pilgrims,  iii.  113. 
Pindars  and  Miltons,  of  the  modern  fort,  iii.  164. 

CL 

Querno,  his  refemblance  to  Mr.  Cibber,  ii.  15. 
Wept  for  joy,  ibid.     So  did  Mr.  C.  i.  243. 
R 

Refemblance  of  the  hero  to  feveral  great  authors, 
To  Querno,  ut  fupra.     To  Settle,  iii.  37. 
To  Banks  and  Broome,  i.  146. 

Round  houfe,  ii.  prope  fin. 

Ralph  (James),  iii.  165.     See  Sawney. 

Roome  and  Horneck,  iii.  152. 
S 

Shakfpeare,  to  be  fpclled  always  with  an  e  at  the 
end,  i.  i.  but  not  with  an  e  in  the  middle,  ibid. 
An  edition  of  him  in  marble,  ibid,  mangled,  al- 
tered, and  cut  by  the  players  and  critics,  i.  133. 
Very  fore  ftill  of  Tibbald,  ibid. 

Sepulchral  lies  on  church  walls,  i.  43. 

Settle  (Elkanah)  Mr.  Dennis's  account  of  him, 
iii.  37.  And  Mr.  Welfted's,  ibid.  Once  pre- 
ferred to  Dryden,  iii.  37.  A  party-writer  of 
pamphlets,  ibid,  and  iii.  283.  A  writer  of 
farces  and  drolls,  and  employed  at  laft  in  Bar- 
tholomew Fair,  iii.  283. 

Sawney,  a  Poem  :  the  author's  great  ignorance  in 
claflkal  learning,  i.  I. 

In  languages,  iii.  165. 

—i — His  praifes  on  himfclf  above  Mr.  Addifon 
ibid. 

Swifs  of  Heaven,  who  they  are,  ii.  358. 

A  flipihod  Sibyl,  iii.  15. 

Silenus  defcribed,  iv.  492. 

Scholiafts,  iii.  101,  iv.  ail.  331. 

Supperlefs,  a  miiUkc  concerning  this  word  fet 
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right  with  refpe A  t«  poets  and  $ther  temperate 

ftudents,  i.  115. 

Sevenfold  Face,  who  mafter  of  it,  i.  224. 
Soul  (the  vulgar  Soul)  its  office,  iv.  441. 
Schools,  their  homage  paid  toDulnefs,  and  in  what, 

iv.  150,  &c. 

T 
Tibbald,  not  hero  of  this  poem,  i.  init.  Publifhed 

an  edition  of  Shakfpeare,  i.  133.     Author,  fe- 

cretly  an  abettor  of  fcurrilities  againft  Mr.  P. 

Vide  Teftimonies,  and  Lift  of  Books. 
Thule,  a  very  Northern  poem,  puts  out  a  fire,  i. 

258. 
Taylors,  a  good  word  for  them,  againft  poets  and 

ill  paymafters,  ii.  1 1 8. 
Thunder,  how  to  make  it  by  Mr.  Dennis's  receipt, 

ii.  226. 
Travelling  defcribed,  and  its  advantages,iv.  29  3 ,  &c. 

V 
Verbal  critics.     Two  points  always  to  be  granted 

them,  ii.  I. 

Venice,  the  city  of,  for  what  famous,  iv.  308. 
Univerfity,  how  to  pafs  through  it,  iv.  25.5.  289. 

W 
Ward   (Edw.)    a   poet   and  alehoufe-keeper    in 

Moorfields,  i.  233.  What  became  of  his  works, 

ibid. — His  high  opinion  of  his  namefake,  and 

his  refpe£  for  the  pillory,  iii.  34. 
Welfted  (Leonard),  one  of  the  authors  of  the 

Weekly  Journals,  abufed  our  author,  &c.  many 

years  iince,  ii.  207.  Taken  by  Dennis  for  a  Di- 

dapper,  ibid.     The  character  of  his  poetry,  iii* 

170. 

Weekly  Journals,  by  whom  written,  M.  280. 
Whirligigs,  iii.  5  7. 
Wizard,  his  cup,  and  the  ilrange  effevSU  of  it,  iy. 

517.  &c. 
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POETICAL  WORKS 


O  F 


JOHN      GAY. 


Containing 


RURAL  SPORT«, 
THE  FAN, 

THE  SHEPHERD'S  WEEK, 
TRIVIA, 

OIONE, 
fABLES, 


TALES, 

SONGS, 

EPISTLES, 

ECLOGUES, 

ELEGIES, 

TRANSLATION?. 


To  which  is  prefixed 

THE    LIFE    OF  THE    AUTHOR. 


Of  manners  gentle,  of  afie&ions  mild, 
In  wit  a  man,  fimplicity  a  child : 
With  native  humour  temp'ring  virtuous  rage, 
Form'd  to  delight  at  once  and  lafh  the  age  ; 
Above  temptation  in  a  low  eftate, 
And  uncorrupted,  even  among  the  great ; 
A  fafe  companion,  and  an  eafy  friend, 
Unblam'd  through  life,  lamented  in  thy  end. 
Thefe  are  thy  honours!  not  that  here  thy  buft 
Is  mix'd  with  heroes,  or  with  kings  thy  duft  ; 
But  that  the  virtuous  and  the  good  fhall  fay, 
Striking  their  penfive  bofoms — Here  lies  GAT. 

POPE'S  EPITAPH  ON 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE. 

1794. 


THE   LIFE   OF  GAT. 


J  on«f  GAY  was  born  at  or  near  Barnftaple  in  Devonfhlre,  in  1688.  His  family  was  ancient,  and 
had  been  long  in  poffc-ffion  of  the  eftate  of  Goldvvorthy  in  that  county  ;  but  being  much  reduced, 
he  was  born,  as  he  himfelf  tells  us  in  his  Rural  Sforts,  without  profpect  of  hereditary  riches. 

Eat  T,- who  ne'er  was  Weft  by  fortune's  hand, 
Nor  brighten'd  ploughshares  in  paternal  land. 

He  was  educated  at  the  Free  School  of  Barnftaple,  by  Mr.  Luck,  a  matter  of  good  reputation,  and 
author  of  a  volume  of  Latin  and  Jingiifh  verfes,  from  whom  he  acquired  a  tafte  for  claffical  litera- 
ture and  poetry. 

His  fortune  being  infufficient  to  fupport  the  rank  of  a  gentleman,  and  inadequate  to  the  expence 
'of  a  liberal  education,  he  was  fent  to  London,  and  placed  apprentice  with  a  filk  mercer  in  the  Strand. 
The  reftraint  and  fervility  of  his  occupation  foon  became  his  averfion  ;  and  in  a  few  years,  his 
mafter,  upon  the  offer  of  a  fmall  confiderUtinn,  willingly  confented  to  give  up  his  indentures. 

He  was  now  at  leifure  to  indulge  his  propenfity  t6  poetry  ;  and  as  genius  concurred  with  incli« 
nation,  he  foon  produced  his  Rural  Sporty  a  Georgic,  printed  in  1711,  which  he  infcr.ibed  to  Pope, 
who  was  then  rifing  fafl  into  reputation. 

This  performance  procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  Pope,  who  found  fuch  attractions  in  his 
manners  and  converfation,  that  he  received  him  into  his  in  mo  ft  confidence;  and  a  friendfhip  was 
formed  between  them,  which  lafltd  till  their  reparation  by  death,  without  any  known  abatement  on 
either  part. 

The  fame  year  he  publifhed,in  profe,  The  Prefent  State  of  Wit,  containing  a  character  of  the  perio« 
dical  papers  cf  the  time.  i 

His  reputation  was  now  fo  greatly  advanced,  that  he  attracted  the  notice  of  the  Efuchefs  of  Mon- 
mouth,  who,  in  1712,  appointed  him  her  Secretary,  with  a  handfome  falary. 

The  kindnefs  of  the  Duchefs  was  very  feafonable ;  for  it  relieved  him  from  the  importunities  of 
want,  occafioned  by  improvident  thoughtlefbnefs,  and  afforded  him  leifure   to  purfue  his  poetical 
i£s ;  of  which  he  made  fo  good  ufe,  that  the  fame  year  he  produced  Trivia,  »r  the  Art  of 

tie  Streets  of  London,  one  of  the  happiefl  of  his  poetical  performances. 
The  fame  year  appeared  The  Mohocks,  a  tragi-comical  Farce,  as  it  -was  aflcJ  near  the  Watcb-boufc 
in  Cwsnt-GarJen,  which  is  generally  fuppofed  to  have  proceeded  from  his  pen.     In  1713,  when 
Stcele  began  "  The  Guardian,"  afliiled  by  Addifon  and  other  wits,  he  contributed  to  it,  Nos.  ir, 
and  149. 

The  fame  year  he  brought  on  the  ftage,  at  Drury-Lar.e,  his  Wife  of  Batb,  a  Comedy,  which  was 
acted  with  very  indifferent  fuccefs;  and  on  its  revival,  with  fome  alterations,  at  Lincoln's  Infl  Fields, 
in  17.40,  he  had  the  mortification  to  fee  it  again  rejected. 

In  1 7 14  he  publifhed  The  SbefbcrtTt  Weel;,  in  fix  paftorals,  with  a  Proems,  in  obfolete  language, 
and  a  Prologue,  addreffed  to  Bolingbroke,  who  was  then  high  in  reputation  and  influence  among  the 
Tories.  Irwas  written  at  the  inftigation  of  Pope,  and  defigned  to  degrade  the  compofitions  of 
A.  Philips,  his  rival  in  pafboral  poetry,  by  mewing,  that  if  it  be  neceffary  to  copy  nature  with  mi- 
nutenefs,  rural  life  mud  be  exhibited,  fuch  as  groifnefs  and  ignorance  have  made  it.  The  execution 
»f  the  plan  exceeded  the  exuc&ation  of  Pope,  for  th?  effsft  of  reality  ahd  truth  became  confpicuous, 
Vet.  VUI,  R 
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even  when  the  intention  was  to  Ihow  them  groveling  and  degraded  ;  and  The  Shpbtrd'*  IV.ek  wai 
read  with  delight,  as  a  juft  reprefentation  of  rural  manners  and  occupations,  by  thole  who  had  no 
tcrcft  in  the  rivalry  of  Pope  and  Philips. 

The  moft  promifing  views  of  preferment  now  opened  to  him  at  courj.     He  was  careffed  by  Bo- 
Kngbroke,  Swift,  and  the  leading  perfons  in  the  Tory  Miniftry,  and  his  patroncfs  rejoiced  to  fe 
him  taken  from  her  fervke  to  attend  the  Earl  of  Clarendon,  as  Secretary  to  his  embafly  to  the 
Court  of  Hanover,  in  the  laft  year  of  Queen  Anne's  life. 

This  was  a  ftation  that  naturally  gave  him  hopes  of  kindnefs  from  every  party  ;  but  the  Queen'* 
death,  which  happened  fifteen  days  after  his  arrival  at  Hanover,  put  an  end  to  her  favours,  and  the 
dedication  of  his  Shepherd's  W»k  to  Bolingbroke,  is  fuppofed  to  have  obttruded  all  kindnefs  from 
the  houfe  of  Hanover. 

Hi«  office,  however,  made  him  perfonally  known  to  the  royal  family ;  and  his  Epijlle  to  a  Lady 
•cctfonedtytbe  arrival  of  btr  Royal  liigbiufs  th  Princef*  of  Wale,,  procured  him  a  favourable  admittance 
at  the  new  court. 

In  1 715,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  his  Wbat-fye-Call-it,  a  tragi-comic-paftoral  Farce,  which  was 

adled  with  great  applaufe,  and  honoured  with  the  attendance  of  the  Prince  and  Princcfs  of  Wales. 

The  novelty  of  this  mock  tragedy,  the  images  of  which  were  comic,   and  the  ad  Jon  grave,  and 

the  favour  with  which  it  was  received  by  tte  audience,  produced  a  pamphlet  againft  it,  called,  «•  The 

Key  to  the  What-d'ye-Call-it,"  written  by  Griffin,  a  player,  in  conjunction  with  Theobald. 

The  exhibition  of  The  Wbat-d'yc-Call  it,  pleafed  the  town  and  the  court,  and  advanced  the  repi 
tittion  of  its  author,  but  failed  to  raife  his  fortune. 

Places  he  found  were  daily  given  away, 
And  yet  no  friendly  gazette  mentioned  Gay. 

The  profits,  however,  recruited  his  finances;  and  his  poetical  merit  being  endeired  by  the  fweet- 
nefs  and  fincerity  of  his  difpofition,  made  him  the  general  favourite  of  the  whole  affociation  of  vritj, 
and  the  companion  of  perfons  of  the  higheft  diftindion,both  in  rank  and  abilities. 

In  1716,  he  made  a  vifit  to  Devonfhire,  at  the  expence  of  the  Earl  of  Burlington,  whom  he  repaid 
with  an  Epiftle,  containing  an  humorous  account  of  his  journey. 

The  year  following,  he  made  a  fimilar  return  to  the  kindnefs  of  Mr.  Pultency,  who,  on  refigning 
his  place  of  Secretary  at  War,  took  him  to  Aix. 

Soon  after  his  return  from  France,  he  endeavoured  to  entertain  the  town  with  Tbe  Tbret  Hourt 
after  Marriage,  a  Comedy,  written  by  the  joint  affiftance  of  Pope  and  Arbuthnot,  which  was  dc- 
iervedly  driven  off  the  ftage  with  general  condemnation.  It  was  printed  under  the  name  of  Gay, 
but  his  hand  is  not  very  discernible  in  any  part  of  it.  The  character  of  Sir  Tremendous,  being  appa- 
rently defigned  for  Dennis,  was  probably  introduced  by  Pope.  Piffle,  who  was  meant  to  ridicule 
Dr.  Woodward,  a  man  not  really  nor  juftly  contemptible,  might  have  been  the  production  of  Ar- 
buthnot, whofe  knowledge  in  his  profeffion  would  furnifti  a  fufficient  train  of  phyfical  terms  and  ob- 
fervations.  Phote  Cliniet  alfo  fliould  feem  to  have  been  intended  to  ridicule  one  of  the  females, 
whofe  petulant  attacks  had  irritated  Pope.  Gibber  fays,  that  his  own  quarrel  with  him  wasocca- 
iioned  by  a  joke  thrown  into  the  "  Rehearfal,"  at  the  expence  of  this  unfuccefsful  performance. 

In  1718,  he  accompanied  Pope  on  a  vifit  to  Lord  Harcourt,  at  his  feat  in  Oxfordshire,  where  he 
eonfecrated  to  pofterity  the  death  of  two  rural  lovers,  unfortunately  killed  in  the  neighbouring  fields 
by  a  ftroke  of  lightning,  in  his  letter  to  Fenton,  printed  among  Pope's  Letters. 

In  17x0,  he  publifhed  a  colle&ion  of  his  Poems,  with  D'tone,  a  paftoral-tragedy,  in  410,  by  fub- 
fcription,  which,  as  he  was  generally  known,  was  fo  fuccefsful,  that  he  raifed  a  thoufand  pounds, 
with  which  Pope  advifed  him,  and  was  fcconded  by  Swift,  to  purchafe  an  annuity  ;  but  the  advice 
was  thrown  away. 

Mr.  Secretary  Caggs  having  made  him  a  prefent  of  fome  South  Sea  ftock,  he  fell  into  the  general 
infatuation  of  that  difaftrous  year,  aiid  once  fuppofed  himfelf  to  be  mafter  of  twenty  thoufaml 
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His  friends  endeavoured  to  pcrfuade  him  to  fell  his  {hare  ;  but  he  could  not  bear  to  obRruct  his 
own  fortune.  He  was  then  importuned  to  fell  as  much  as  would  purchase  a  hundred  a-year  ior 
life,  "  which,"  foys  Fenton, "  would  make  you  fure  of  a  cle;in  (hirt  and  a  {boulder  of  mutton  every 
day."  This  advice  was  reje&ed;  the  profit  and  principal  were  loft ;  and'  he  funk  under  the  calamity 
fo  low,  that  his  life  became  in  danger. 

After  languifhinjj  fome  time,  he  remov'cd  to  Hampftead,  in  i/az,  where,  by  the  care  of  his 
friends,  among  whom  Arbuthuot  and  P->pe  appear  to  have  mown  particular  tcndernefs,  his  health 
was  reftored;  and  returning  to  his  ftudies,  he  wrote  The  Captives,  a  Tragedy,  which  he  was  invited 
to  read  to  the  Princefs  of  Wales,  at  Leicefter-houfe, 

On  this  occafiori  Mr.  Victor  relates,  that  when  the  hour  came,  and  he  faw  the  Princefs  and  her 
ladies  all  in  expectation,  advancing  with  reverence,  too  great  for  any  other  attention,  "  he  did  not 
fee  a  low  foot-ftool  that  happened  to  he  near  him,  and  Rambling  over  it,  he  fell  ag-ainft  a  large 
fcreen,  which  he  overiet,  and  threw  the  ladies  into  no  fmull  diforder." 

The  Captives  was  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  in  1723,  and  acted  eleven  nights  with 
great  appiaufe.  The  author's  third  night,  was,  by  the  exprefs  command  of  the  Prince  and  Princefs 
of  Wales. 

He  now  thought  himfelf  in  favour ;  and  having  promifes  made  him  of  preferment,  he  undertook 
to  write  Fables  tor  the  improvement  of  the  young  Duke  of  Cumberland,  which  he  publiihed,  with  «t 
dedication  to  that  Prince,  in  1726.  hi  fome  of  the  Fabhs  "  he  was  thought  to  be  fomething  too 
bold  with  the  court,"  and  in  The  Hare  iv'tth  many  Friends,  he  figuratively  d'efcribed  his  own  depen- 
dence on  the  promifes  of  the  Great. 

Upon  the  acceflion  of  George  II.,  the  year  following,  his  patronefs  became  Queen,  and  he  expect- 
ed to  be  provided  for  in  fome  office  fuitable  to  his  inclination  a  *  Abilities ;  but,  on  the  fettlemcnt 
of  the  houfehold,  he  found  himfelf  appointed  Gentleman  Ulher  to  the  Princefs  Louifa.  By  this 
offer  he  thought  himfelf  infalted,  and  fent  a  menage  to  the  Queen,  that  he  was  too  old  for  the 
place.  R.emonilrances  and  felicitations  were  afterwards  employed  in  his  favour,  and  verfes  and 
flatteries  were  addreHed  to  Mrs.  Howard,  afterwards  Countefs  of  Suffolk,  who  was  much  beloved 
by  the  King-  and  Queen,  to  engage  her  intereft  in  his  promotion  ;  but  remonftrances  and  folicita- 
tions availed  him  nothing,  and  the  verfes  and  flatteries  were  thrown  away. 

The  public  favour,  however,  made  him  ample  amends  for  the  neglect  of  the  court ;  and  the  pain 
which  he  fuffered  from  his  private  difappoimment,  may  be  fuppofed  to  have  been  driven  away  by 
the  unprecedented,  and  almoft  incredible  fu'cccfs  of  the  Beggar's  Opera ,  written  in  ridicule  of  the 
mufical  Italian  drama,  and  acted  at  Lincoln's  Inn-fields,  in  1717.  It  was  firft  offered  to  Gibber  and 
his  brethren  at  Drury-Lane,  and  rejected  ;  it  being  then  carried  to  Rich,  had  die  effect,  as  was  ludi- 
croufly  faid,  of  mating  Gay  rich,  and  Rich  gay. 

Of  the  original  and  progrels  of  this  new  fpedes'of  compofiuon,  Spence  has  given  the  relation  in 
Pope's  words. 

"  Dr.  Swift  had  been  obferving  once  to  Mr.  Gay,  what  an  odd  pretty  fort  of  a  thing  a  Newgate 
pafloral  might  make.  Gay  was  inclined  to  try  at  fuch  a  thing  for  fome  time,  but  afterwards  thought 
it  would  be  better  to  write  a  Comedy  on  the  fame  plan.  This  was  what  gave  rife  to  the  &ggar't 
Opera.  He  began  on  it ;  and  when  firft  he  mentioned  it  to  Swift,  the  Doctor  did  not  much  like  the 
project.  As  he  carried  it  on,  he  mowed  it  to  both  of  us,  and  we  now  and  then  gave  a  correction,  or 
a  word  or  two  of  advice  ;  but  it  was  wholly  of  his  own  writing. — When  it  was  done,  neither  of  us 
thought  it  would  fucceed—  We  mowed  it  to  Congreve,  who,  after  reading  it  over,  faid,  it  would 
either  take  greatly,  or  be  damned  confoundedly. —  We  were  all  at  the  firft  night  of  it,  in  very  great 
uncertainty  of  the  event ;  'till  we  were  very  much  encouraged,  by  overhearing  the  Duke  of  Argyle, 
who  fat  in  the  next  box  to  us,  fay,"  It  will  do ;  it  mud  do;  I  fee  it  in  the  eyes  of  them."  This  was  a 
good  while  before  the  fir  ft  act  was  over,  and  fo  gave  us  eafe  loon  ;  for  that  Duke  (befides  his  own 
good  tafte)  has  a  particular  knack, as  any  one  living,  in  difi.ovi.ring  the  tide  of  tiic public.  He  wa* 
quite  right  in  this,  as  ufual ;  the  good  nature  of  the  audience  appeared  ftronger  and  ftrongcr  evs- 
**)'  a&i  <U»G  ended  in  a  dumour  of  applaud," 
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Its  reception  is  thus  recorded  in  the  notes  to  the  Dunciad,  (Book  iii.  I. 

"  This  piece  was  received  with  greater  applaufe  than  was  ever  known.  Befidcs  being 
London  fixty-three  days  without  interruption,  and  renewed  the  next  feafon  with  equal  applaufe,  it 
fpread  into  all  the  great  towns  of  England  ;  was  played  in  many  places  to  the  thirtieth  and  fortieth 
time. ;  at  Bath  and  Briftol  fifty,  &c.  If  made  its  progrefs  into  Wales,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  where 
it  was  performed  twenty-four  days  fucceffively.  The  ladies  carried  about  with  them  the  favourite 
fongs  of  it  in  fans,  and  houfes  were  furnifhed  with  it  in  fcreens.  The  fame  of  it  was  not  confined 
to  the  author  only.  The  pcrfon  who  acted' Polly,  [Mifs  Fenton,  afterwards  Duchefs  of  Bolton]  till 
then  obfcure,  became,  all  at  once,  the  favourite  of  ths  town  ;  her  pictures  were  engraved  and  fold  in 
great  numbers;  her  life  written  ;  books  of  letters  and  verfes  to  her  publifhed  ;  and  pamphlets  made 
even  of  her  fayings  and  jefts.  Furthermore,  it  drove  out  of  England  (for  that  feafon)  the  Italian 
Opera,  which  had  carried  all  before  it  for  ten  years."  ^ 

Of  the  Beggar*!  Opera,  when  it  was  printed,  the  reception  was  different,  according  to  the  different 
opinion  of  its  readers.  Swift  commended  it  for  the  excellence  of  its  morality,  as  a  piece,  that,  "  by 
a  turn  of  humour,  entirely  new,  placed  all  kinds  of  vice  in  the  ftrongetl  and  moft  odious  light." 
[Intelligencer,  No.  III.] 

Dr.  Herring,  afterwards  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury,  cenfured  it  as  giving  encouragement,  not  only 
to  vice,  but  to  crimes,  by  making  a  highwayman  the  hero,  and  difmifling  him  at  laft  unpunifhed.     - 
Both  thefe  decifions  are  perhaps  exaggerated  ;  but  it  muft  be  confeffed,  that  the  laft  has  received  the 
fanction  of  fome  refpectable  magiftrate*,  who  have  faid,  that,  after  the  exhibition  of  the  Beggar's 
Of  era,  the  gangs  of  robbers  were  evidently  multiplied. 

Encouraged  by  the  unexampled  fuccefs  of  the  Beggar 't  Opera,  he  produced  a  fecond  part,  called 
Polly ;  but  the  objections  to  the  fir^l  part,  either  political  or  moral,  had  obtained  fuch  prevalence, 
that  when  it  was  ready  for  rehearfal  at  Covent-Gardea,  a  meffage  was  fent  from  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain, that  it  -was  not  allowed  to  be  aSled,  but  commanded  to  be  fuppr  effect. 

Being  deprived  of  the  produce  of  his  talents  by  this  act  of  power,  he  was  forced  to  recompenfe  his 
repulfe,  by  printing  it  by  a  fubfcription,  which  drew  the  humanity  of  the  public  to  his  fide,  and 
was  fo  liberal  and  extenfive,  that  though  the  firft  part  gained  him  four  hundred  pounds,  the  profits 
of  the  fecond  were  near  thrice  as  much. — Confidering  its  inferiority  to  the  other  in  fatire,  wit,  plot, 
and  execution,  in  all  probability  he  would  not  have  been  much  a  gainer,  if  it  had  been  left  to  its 
own  fate. 

He  received  yet  another  recompenfe  for  this  fuppofed  hardfhip,  in  the  kindnefs  of  the  Duke  and 
Duchefs  of  Queenfberry,  who  refented  the  indignity  put  upon  him,  refigncd  their  refpective  em- 
ployments at  court,  and  took  him  into  their  family,  and  treated  him  with  the  moft  affectionate  at- 
tention during  the  remaining  part  of  his  life.  Spence  relates,  that  the  Duke,  confidering  his  want 
of  economy,  undertook  the  management  of  his  money,  and  gave  it  to  him  as  he  wanted  it.  But  it 
is  fuppofed  that  the  clifcountenance  of  the  court,  aggravated  by  the  rejection  of  his  Wife  of  Batb, 
•which  he  brought  again  on  the  ftage,  in  1 730,  funk  deep  into  his  heart,  and  gave  him  more  difcontent 
than  the  applaufes  or  tendernefs  of  his  friends  could  overpower. 

His  dejection  was  foon  accompanied  by  the  return  of  his  conftitutional  diftemper,  the  colic, 
•which  he  in  vain  endeavoured  to  remove,  by  a  journey  to  Amefbury,  the  feat  of  his  noble  patron, 
in  Wiltfhire.  "  My  melancholy,"  he  writes  to  Pope,  "  increafes,  and  every  hour  threatens  me  with 
fome  return  of  my  diftemper." 

In  this  difpofition,  it  is  no  wonder  that  he  rejected  Pope's  propofal,  in  1732,  of  writing  verfes  on 
the  Queen's  hermitage;  to  which  he  anfwers,  with  a  fixed  dcfpondency,  "  I  know  myfelf  un- 
worthy of  royal  patronage."  He  exerted  himfelf,  however,  fufficiently  to  exhibit  at  the  Haymar- 
ket  this  year  ;  his  Acts  and  Galatea,  a  Serenata,  in  air  and  recitative  ;  the  ftory  taken  from  Ovid, 
and  the  mufic  compofed  by  Handel. 

In  the  beginning  of  October  1731,  he  became  apprehenfive  of  his  approaching  end.  "  I  begin, 
fays  he,  "  to  look  upon  myfelf  as  one  already  dead,  and  defire  my  dear  Mr.  Pope,  whom  I  love  as 
my  own  foul,  if  you  furvive  me,  as  you  certainly  will,  if  a  ftone  fhould  mark  the  place  of  my  grave, 
fee  thefe  words  put  upon  it,  with  what  elfe  you  may  think  proper* 
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Life  is  a  jeft,  and  all  things  {how  it ; 
I  thought  fo  once,  but  now  I  know  it. 

He  found,  however,  in  the  delightful  retirement  of  Amefbury,  many  Intervals  of  eafe  and  cheer- 
fulnefe,  which  enabled  him  to  finifh  the  Opera  of  Aclllles ;  and  coming  with  the  family  to  their 
houfe  in  Burlington-Gardens,  to  pafs  the  winter  feaibn,  he  gave  it  to  the  theatre;  and  the  week 
after,  was  fuddenly  feized  with  a  violent  inflammatory  fever,  which  ending  in  a  mortification  of  his 
bowels,  put  a  period  to  his  life,  December  4th,  1732,  in  the  54th  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  buried  in  Weftminfter  Abbey,  where  his  noble  patrons  erected  ahandfome  monument  to 
his  memory  ;  and  Pope,  agreeable  to  his  dying  requeft,  gave  him  an  epitaph,  written  with  fondnefs 
and  refpecl:,  but  apparently  with  more  efteem  of  his  worth  than  veneration  for  his  talents. 
Then  follows  this  iufcriptioii : 

Here  lie  the  afhes  of  MR.  JOHN  GAY4 

The  warmeft  friend, 

The  moft  benevolent  man  j 

Who  maintained 

Independency  , 

In  low  circumft ances  of  fortune  j 

Integrity 

In  the  midft  of  a  corrupt  age  ; 

And  that  equal  ferenity  of  mind 

Which  confcious  goodnefs  alone  can  give, 

Through  the  whole  courfe  of  his  life. 

Favourite  of  the  mufes 
He  was  led  by  them  to  every  elegant  art ; 

Refined  in  tafte, 

And  fraught  with  graces  all  his  own :     . 

In  various  kinds  of  poe.try 

Superior  to  many, 

Inferior  to  none, 

His  works  continue  to  infpire 

What  his  example  taught, 
Contempt  of  folly,  however  adorned ; 
Deteftation  of  vice,  however  dignified  ; 
Reverence  of  virtue,  however  difgraced. 

Charles'  and  Catherine,  Duke  and  Duchefs  qf  Queerilberry,  who  loved  this  excellent  man  living,  and 
regret  him  dead,  have  caufed  this  monument  to  be  eredted  to  his  memory. 

The  Opera  of  Achilles  was  adled  foon  after,  his  death,  and  the  profits  were  given  to  two  widow 
fitters,  Mrs.  Ballet  and  Mrs.  Fortcfcue,who,  as  heirs  at  law,  (bared  his  fortune,  amounting  to  300®!., 
between  them. 

In  1 738,  was  published  a  fecond  volume  of  his  Fables,  more  grave, and  more  political  than  the  former. 

There  have  appeared  likewife  under  his  name,  The  Diftrejl  Wife,  a  Comedy,  firft  printed  in  1 743, 
and  adled  at  Covent-Garden  in  1772,  and  a  humorous. piece,  called  The  Rehearfal  at  Gotham. 

His  Poems  on  Several  Otcafiotis,  were  printed  in  a  vols.  lamo,  1737.  Two  additional  volumes, 
profefling  to  be  The  Mifcellaneous  Works  of  Mr.  John  Gay>  were  printed  in  I2ino,  1773  ;  m  which 
a  fraud  of  fingular  importance  to  his  reputation  has  been  attempted.  The  "  Elegiac  Epiftle  to  a 
Friend,"  "  A  Ballad  on  Ale,"  «  Story  of  Cephifa,"  "  Gondibert,  Cantos  7,  8,  9,"  "  The  Man, 
Mountain's  Anfwer  to  the  Liliputian  verfes,"  need  no  comment.  The  impofition  is  undeniable. 
The  poem  on  Wine  firft  printed  in  1710,  is  iuferted  on  the  authority  of  Hill. 

The  eharailer  of  Gay  feems  to  have  been  very  amiable.  He  was  of  an  affable,  fweet  difpofi- 
tion,  generous  in  his  temper,  and  pleafant  in  his  converfation.  He  was  univerfally  beloved,  and 
efteemed  as  a  foft  and  civil  companion.  His  chief  fault  was  an  exceffive  indolence,  without  the 
Iqaft  knowledge  of  economy,  which  often  fubj'e<5ted  him  to  pecuniary  difficulties.  "He  was  a 
natural  man,"  fays  Spence  in  Pope's  words,  "  without  defign,  who  fpoke  whatjie  thought,  and  juft 
as  he  thought  it ;  he  was  of  timid  temper,  and  fearful  of  giving  offence  to  the  great;  which  cautioc, 
,  was  of  no  avail/''  In  the  "  Dunciad,"  he  fays,  with  jufl  indignation, 

Gay  dies  unpeniion'd  with  a  hundred  friends ; 

R  lit 
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And,  in  the  "  Epiftle  to  Arhuthnot,"  he  has  this  tender  and  indignant  apoArophe— 

Of  all  thy  blamelefs  life  the  fole  return, 

My  verfc,  and  Quecnfb'ry  weeping  o'er  thy  urn! 

As  a  poet,  he  is  cb.aracterifed  by  variety,  fprightlinefs,  eafe,  and  elegance.  His  cofnp.-f 
though  original  in  fome  parts,  are  not  of  the  higheft  kind.  They  are,  in  general,  more  diftin- 
guilhcd  by  vivacity,  penetration,  grod  fenfe,  and  perfpicuity  of  expreflion,  than  hy  fuhlimity,  ten- 
dernefs,  imagination/  and  ftrength  or  harmony  of  numbers.  His  Pa/lnrats,  Fables,  and  Beggar's 
Opera,  are  the  chief  foundation  cf  his  fame.  His  faflorats  feem  to  have  the  higheft  finifhing. 
They  are  perfectly  Doric.  The  ruraj  fimplicity  negleded  by  Pope,  and  admired  in  Philips,,  nppears 
in  its  true  guife  in  the  Shepherd's  Week ;  "  There  only  nature  is  feen  exactly  fuch  as  the  country 
affordeth,  and  the  manner  meetly  Copied  from  the  ruftical  folk  therein."  His  fables  have  obtained 
more  popularity.  They  are  the  favourites  of  the  nurfery  and  of  the  fchool,  and  the  delight  of  perfons 
of  every  rank  and  of  every  age.  The  verification  is  polifhed,  the  apologues,  in  general,  are  correct  ; 
they  poflefs  originality,  v/it,  and  humour  ;  and  to  thefe  is  fuperadded,  aconfierable  portion  of  poetical 
fpirit.  He  is  fometimes,  however,  drficient  ii.  that  quality,  and  in  the  harmony  of  his  numbers;  but  he 
i>,  upon  the  whole,  the  moft  agreeable  metrical  fabulift  in  our  language.  The  merits  of  the  Beggar's 
Ofera  are  univerfally  acknowledged.  "  We  owe  to  Gay,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  the  I'.allad  Opera  :  a 
mode  of  Comedy,  which  at  fjrft  was  fuppofed  to  delight  only  by  its  novelty  ;  but  his  now,  by  the 
experience  of  half  a  century,  been  found  fo  well  accommodated  to  the  difpofttion  of  a  popular  au- 
dience, that  it  is  likely  to  keep  long  poffeffion  of  the  ftage.  Whether  this  new  drama  was  the  pro- 
duct of  judgment  or  of  luck,  the  praife  of  it  mud  be  given  to  the  inventor:  and  there  are  many 
writers  read  with  r.^ore  reverence,  to  whom  fuch  merit  of  originality  cannot  be  attributed." 

Of  his  Tales,  Ep'^les,  Eclpgues,  Songs,  &c.  it  would  be  fuperfiuous  to  enumerate  the  brighter  paffii- 
ges.  Many  of  thefe  little  competitions  are  favourites  with  the  public.  His  Tales  and  Eclogues  unite 
a  confiderable  portion  of  the  grace  and  eafe  of  Prior,  with*  the  humour  of  Swift;  but  they  are  not 
remarkable  for  the  beauty  of  their  linages,  or  the  harmony  of  their  numbers.  His  Paftoral  Trage- 
dy of  Dione  is  claffical  and  elegant ;  but  will  not  greatly  entertain  without  the  proper  embellishments, 
a&ing  and  mufic.  His  Contemplation  on  Nigl-t,  and  Tloughti  on  Eternity,  merit  the  higheft  praife.  His 
Sweet  William}  farekvtll,  is  one  of  the  moft  popular  ballads  in  the  Englifli  language. 

The  eftimate  of  hjs  poetical  character,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  ib,  in  fomc  inftances,  toofeverc 
to  be  approved  by  readers  uncorrupted  by  literary  prejudices. 

"  As  a  poet,  he  cannot  be  rated  very  high.  He  wa»,  as  I  once  heard  a  female  critic  remark,  "  of 
a  lower  order."  He  had  not,  in  any  great  degree,  the  mem  divinior,  the  dignity  of  genius.  His 
firft  performance,  tie  Rural  Sports,  is  fuch  as  was  eafily  planned  and  executed  :  it  is  never  contempti- 
ble, nor  ever  excellent.  The  Fan  is  one  of  thofe  mythological  fictions  which  antiquity  delivers  rea- 
dy to  the  hand,  but  which,  like  other  things  that  lie  open  to  every  one's  ufe,  are  of  little  value. 
His  Tables  feem  to  have  been  a  favourite  work.  Of  this  kind  of  fables  he  does  not  appear  to  have 
formed  any  diftinct  or  fettled  notion.  For  a  Fable  he  gives  now  and  then  a  Tale,  or  an  abliracted 
Allegory  ;  and  from  fome,  by  whatever  name  thcv  are  called,  it  will  be  difficult  to  extract  any  mo- 
ral principle.  They  are,  however,  told  with  livtlinefa  ;  the  verfification  is  fmooth,  and  the  diction, 
though  now  and  then  a  little  con  (trained  by  the  meafurc  or  the  rhyme,  is  generally  happy.  T»  Tr/- 
™  may  be  allowed  all  that  it  claims  :  it  is  fprightly,  various,  and  pleafant.  The  fubj« &  is  of  that 

id  which  Gay  was,  by  nature,  qualified  to  adorn;  yet  fome  of  his  decorations  may  be  juftly 
tnfte<j  away.  The  appearance  of  Chacina  is  naufeous  and  fuperfluous.  Di,*<,  is  a  counterpart  to 
"  Amynta"  and  «  Pallor  Fido,"  and  other  trifles  of  the  fame  kind,  eafily  imitated,  a.nd  unworthy 
of  imitation.  What  the  Italians  call  Comedies,  from  a  happy  conclufion,  Gay  call*  a  Tragedy, 
from  a  mournful  event ;  but  the  ftyle  cf  the  Italians  and' of  Gay  is  equally  tragical  ' 

«<  Of  his  littie  poem,  the  public  judgment  feems  to  be  right ;  they  are  neither  much  efle.med, 
nor  totally  dcfphed.  <Tb<  St.ry  of  ihe  ^arition  is  borrowed  f.om  one  cf  the  tales  of  Fog™' 
Thofe  that  pieafe  Icaft,  are  the  pieces  to  nhich  G«//,W  gave  occafiou ;  for  who  can  much  cIcli-hL 
^fj  the  echo  of  an  unnatural  fiction  : 
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RURAL  SPORTS: 

A  GEORGIC. 

INSCRIBED  TO  MR.  POPE,  1713*, 


"  — Securi  prxlia  ruris 
Pandimus."  NEMESIAK. 


CANTO     I. 

You,  who  the  fwects  of  rural  life  have  known, 
Defpife  th'  ungrateful  hurry  of  the  town; 
In  Windfor  groves  your  eafy  hours  employ, 
And,  undifturb'd,  yourfelf  and  mufe  enjoy, 
7'hames  liftens  to  thy  ftniins,  and  filent  flows/ 
And  no  rude  wind  through  milling  ofiers  blows  ; 
"While  all  his  wondering    nymphs   around  thee 

throng, 
To  hear  the  Syrens  warble  in  thy  fong. 

But  I,  who  ne'er  was  bleft  by  fortune's  hand, 
Ner  brighten'd  ploughshares  in  paternal  land, 
Long  in  the  noify  town  have  been  immur'd, 
Refpir'd  its  fmokc,  and  all  its  cares  endur'd, 
Where  news  and  politics  divide  mankind, 
And  fchemes  of  (late  involve  th'  uneafy  mind  ; 
Faction  embroils  the  world  ;  and  every  tongue 
Is  mov'd  by  flattery,  or  with  fcandal  hung  : 
Friendfhip,  for  fylvan  (hades,  the  palace  flies, 
Where  all  muft  yield  to  intereft's  dearer  ties, 
Each  rival  Machiavel  with  envy  burns, 
And  honefty  forfakes  them  all  by  turns  ;    2.0 
While  calumny  upon  each  party's  thrown, 
Which  both  promote,  and  both  alike  difown. 
Fatigu'd  r.t  laft,  a  calm  retreat  I  chofe, 
And  footh'd  my  harafs'd  mind  with  fvveet  rcpofc, 
Where  fields  and  fhades,  and  the  refrefhing  clime, 
Infpire  the  fylvan  fong,  and  prompt  my  rhyme. 
Mymuieihallrovethroughflowerymeadsandplains, 
And  deck  with  Rural  Sports  her  native  ftriiins; 
And  the  fame  road  ambitioufly  purfue, 
Frequented  by  the  Mantuan  fwain  and  you.  30 

'Tis  not  thrit  rural  fports  alone  invite, 
But  all  the  grateful  country  breathes  delight  ; 


*    This  poem  received  many 
fife  tuil'or  after  it  was  frjl  p 


Here  blooming  health  exerts  her  gentlfe  reign, 
And  ftrings  the  finews  of  th'  induftrioxis  fwain. 
Soon  as  the  morning  lark  falutes  the  day,          3^" 
Through  dewy  fields  I  take  my  frequent  way, 
Where  I  behold  the  farmer's  early  care 
In  the  revolving  labours  of  the  year. 

When  the  frefh  fpring  in  all  her  flate  is  crown'd 
And  high  luxuriant  grafs  o'erfpreads  the  ground,  if.0 
The  labourer  with  a  bending  fcythe  is  fetn, 
Shaving  the  furface  of  the  waving  green  ; 
Of  all  her  native  pride  difrobes  the  land, 
And  meads  lays  wafte  before  his  fweeping  hand; 
While  with  the  mounting  fun  the  meadow  glows, 
The  fading  herbage  round  he  loofely  throws  : 
But,  if  fome  fign  portend  a  lafting  fhower, 
Th'  experienc'd  fwain  forefees  the  coming  hour ; 
His  fun -burnt  hands  the  fcattering  fork  forfake, 
And  ruddy  damfels  ply  the  faving  rake  ;     5"C7  - 
In  rifing  hills  the  fragrant  harveft  grows, 
And  fpreads  along  the  field  in  equal  rows,  [gains, 

Now  when  the  height  of  heaven  bright  Phoebu* 
And  level  rays  cleave  wide  the  thirfly  plains, 
When  heifers  feek  the  fhade  and  cooling  lake, 
And  in  the  middle  path-way  bafks  the  fnakc  ; 
O  lead  me,  guard  me  from  the  fultry  hours, 
Hide  me,  ye  forefts,  in  your  clofeft  bowers, 
Where  the  tall  oak  his  fpreading  arms  entwines, 
And  with  the  beech  a  mutual  fhade  combines  ;     &0 
Where  flows  the  murmuringbrook,inviting  dreams, 
Where  bordering  hazel  overhangs  the  ftreams, 
Whofe  rolling  current,  winding  round  and  round, 
With  frequent  falls  makes  all  the  wood  refound; 
Upon  the  moffy  couch  my  limbs  I  caft, 
And  e'en  at  noon  the  fweets  of  evening  tafte. 

Here  I  perufe  the  Mantuan's  Georgk  drains, 
And  learn  the  labours  of  Italian  fwains; 
In  every  page  1  fee  new  landfcapes  rife, 
Aj?d  all  Heiperia  opens  to  my  eyes ;    To 
Riiij  ' 
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wander  o'er1  the  various  rural  toil, 
And  know  the  nature  of  each  different  foil : 
This  waving  field  is  gilded  o'er  with  corn, 
That  fpreading  trees  with  blufbing  fruit  adorn  : 
Here  f  furvey  the  purple  vintage  grow, 
Climb  round  the  poles,  and  rife  in  graceful  row  : 
>low  I  behold  the  fteed  curvet  and  bound, 
And  paw  with  refllefs  hoof  the  ihoking  ground  : 
The  dew-j^p'd  bull  now  chafes  along  the  plain, 
While  burufng  love  ferments  in  every  vein;  $0 
His  well-arm'd  front  againft  his  rival  aims, 
Arid  by  the  dint  of  war  his  miftrefs  claims : 
The  careful  infect  'rm'd{l  his  Ayorks  I  view, 
>!ow  fuom  the  flowers  exhauft  the  fragarit  dew  ; 
With  golden  treafures  load  his  little  thighs, 
And  fleer  his  diftant  journey  through  the  fkies  ; 
Some  againft  hoftile  drones  the  hive  defend, 
Others  with  fweets  the  waxen  cells  diftend; 
Each  in  the  toil  his  deftin'd  office  bears, 
And  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  foul  appears.  M& 

Or  when  the  ploughman  leaves  the  tafk  of  day, 
And  trudging  homeward  whiftles  on  the  way  ; 
When  the  big-udder'd  cows  with  patience  {land, 
Waiting  the  flroakings  of  the  damfel*s  hai  J  ; 
>Jp  warbling  cheers  the  woods ;  the  feather'd  choir 
To  court  kind  flumbers,  to  the  forays  retire  ; 
When.  £0  rude  gale  diflurbs  the  fleeping  trees, 
>Ior  afpen  leaves  confefs  the  gentleft  breeze  ; 
JEngag'd  in  thought,  to  Neptune's  bounds  I  ilray, 
To  take  my  farewell  of  tlfe  parting  day;  100 
Jar  in  the  deep  the  fun  his  glory  hides, 
A  ftreak  of  gold  the  fea  and  iky  divides  : 
The  purple  clouds  their  amber  linings  fhov.-, 
And  edg'd  with  flame  rolls  every  wave  below  : 
Here  ptniive  1  behold  the  fading  light, 
And  o'er  the  diftarit  billow  lofe  my  fight. 

Now  night  in  filent  flate  begins  to  rife1, 
And  twinkling  orbs  heft row  th*  uncloudy  fkies; 
H^i  uorrow'd  lufl're  growing  Gy^hia  lends,' 
And  on  the  main  a  glittering  path  extends:  HO 
Millions  of  worlds  hang  in  the  fpacious  air,' 
Which  round  their  funs  their  annual  circles  fteer ; 
Sv.'tet  contemplation  elevates  my  ftnfe, 
While  I  furvey  the  works  of  providence. 
O  could  the  mufe  in  loftier  {trains  rchearfe 
The  glorious  Author  of  the  univerfe, 
W.i)o  reins  the  winds,  gives  the  vaft  ocean  bounds, 
And    circumfcribes    the    floating    worlds    their 

rounds ; 

2»Iy  foul  fhould  overflow  in  fongs  of  praife, 
And  my  Creator's  name  infpire  my  lays  !    110 

'As  in  fucceflive  courfe  the  feafons  roll,, 
go,  circling  pleafures  recreate  the  fonl. 
\Vhen  genial  fpring  a  living  warmth  beftows, 
A^d  o'er  the  year  her  verdant  mantle  throws, 
Ko  fwellirg  inundation  hides  the  grounds,  ' 
Ejjt  cryftal  currents  glide  withm  their  bounds  ; 
The  finny  brood  their  wonted  haunts  forfake.  ' 
rioat  in  the  fun,  and  fkim  along  the  lake  ; 
With  frequent  leap  they  range  the  (hallow 'ftreams, 
Their  filver  coats  reflect  the  dazzling  beams. 
Now  let  the  fifherman  his  toils  prepare, 
And  arm  bimfelf  with  every  watery  fnare  ; 
His  hooks,  his  lines,  perufe  with  careful  eye, 
.Jj:treafe  his  tackle,  and  hi 
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When  floating  clnuds  their  fp"T5< 
Troubling  the  (breams  with  fwift  descending  rai 
And  watt'rs  tumbling  down  the  mountain's  fide, 
Bear  the  loofe'foil  into  the  fwclling  tide; 
Then  foon  as  verfial  gales  begin  to  rife, 
And  drive  the  liquid  burthen  through  the  fkies, 
The  fifher  to  the  n^ubhouring  current  fpeeds, 
Whole  rapid  furface  purls  unknown  to  weeds  : 
Upon  arifing  border  of  the  brook 
He  fits  him  do\vn,  and  ties  the  treacherous  hook ; 
Now  expectation  cheers  his  eager  thought, 
His  bolom  glows  wirh  treafures  yet  nncaught, 
Before  his  eyes  a  banquet  feems  to  ftand, 
Where  every  gueft  applauds  his  ikiifui  1'snd. 

Far  up  the  i*iream  the  twifted  hair  he  throws, 
Which  down  the  munmnring  current  gently  flow« 
When,  if  or  chance  or  hunger's  powerful  fway 
Directs  the  rovjr^g  trout  this  fatal  way, 
He  greedily  fucks  in  the  twining  bait, 
And  tugs  and  nibbles  the  fallacious  meat ; 
Now,  happy  fifhermai),  now  twitch  the  line  ! 
How  thy  rod  bends!  behold,  the  prize  is  thine  1 
Ca,ft  on  the  bank,  he  dies  with  gafping  pains, 
And  trickling  blood  his  filver  mail  diftains. 

You  muft  not  tvery  worm  promiscuous  ufe, 
Judgment  will  tell  the  proper  bait  to  choofe  : 
The  worm  that  draws' a  long  immoderate  lize, 
The  trour  abhors,  and  the  rank  morfcl  flics  ; 
And,  if  too  fmall,  the  naked  fraud's  in  fight, 
And  fear  forbids,  while  hunger  does  invite. 
Thofc  baits  will  bctl  reward  the  fiiher's  pains, 
Whole  polifh'd  tails  a  Ihining  yellow  ftains: 
Cleanfc  them  from  fHth,  to  give  a  tempting  gloft, 
Ch'erifh  the  fully'd  reptile  race  with  mofs; 
Amid  the  verdant  bed  they  twine,  they  toil, 
And  from  their  bodies  wipe  their  native  foil. 

But  when  the  fun  difplays  his  gracious  beams, 
And  {hallow  river*  flow  with  filver  ftrcams, 
Then  the  deceit  the  fcaly  breed  furvey, 
Bafk  in  the  fun,  and  look  into  the  day  : 
You  now  a  mere  delufive  art  niuft  try, 
And  tempt  their  hunger  with  the  curious  fly. 

To  frame  the  little  animal,  provide 
All  the  gay  hues  that  wait  on  female  pride  ; 
Let  nature  guide  thee  j  fcmetifiies  golden  wir^ 
The  fhining  bellie»  of  the  fly  require  ; 
The  peacock's  plumes  thy  tr.ckle  muft  not  fail, 
Nor  the  dear  purchafe  of  the  fable's  tail. 
Each  gtuidy  bird  fome  {lender  tribute  brings, 
And  lends  the  growing  infect  proper  win^s  ; 
Silks  of  all  colours  rnuft  their  aid  impart, 
And  every  i\jr  promote  the  fiflier's  art. 
So  the  gay  lady,  with  exceflive  care 
Borrows  the  pride  of  land,  of  fea,  and  air ; 
Furs,  pearls,  and  plumes,  the  glittering  thing  di& 

plays, 
Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  eafy  hearts  betrays. 

Mark  well  the  various  feafons  of  the  year, 
How  the  fucceeding  infect  race  appear  ; 
In  this  revolving  moon  one  colour  reigns, 
Which  in  the  next  the  fickle  trout  difdains, 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  fkilful  angler  try 
The  various  colours  of  die  treacherous  fly,  [brooks 
When  he  wirh  fruitlds    pain   hath  fkimm'd    the' 
And  the  cuy  iifli  rejects  the  iki^-ing 
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^e  fhakes  the  toughs  that  on  the  margin  grow, 

Which  o'er  the  ftream  a  waving  forefl  throw  ; 

When,  if  an  infect  full  (his  certain  guide), 

He  gently  takes  him  from  the  whirling  tide  ; 

Examines  well  his  form  with  curious  eye?, 

His  gaudy  veft,  his  wings,  hi>s  horns,  and  fize, 

Then  roundels  hook  the  chofen  fur  he  winds, 

And  on  the  back  a  fpeckled  feather  binds, 

So  juft  the  colours  fhine  through  every  part, 

That  nature  i'eems  again  to  live  in  art. 

Let  not  thy  wary  flep  advance  too  near. 

While  all  thy  hope  hangs  on  a  fingle  hair; 

The  new-form'd  infect  on  the  water  moves, 

The  fpeckled  trout  the  curicus  fnare  approves  ; 

Upon  the  curling  furface  let  it  glide, 

With  natural  motion  from  thy  hand  fupply'd, 

Againft  the  ftream  now  gently  let  it  play, 

Now  in  the  rapid  eddy  roll  away. 

The  fcaly  fnoals  float  by,  and,  feiz'd  with  fear, 

Behold  their  fellows  toil  in  thinner  air  ; 

But  loon  they  leap,  and  catch  the  fwimming  bait, 

Plunge  on  the  hook,  and  (hare  an  equal  fate. 

When  a  brifk  gale  againfl  the  current  blows, 
And  all  the  watery  plain  in  wrinkles,  flows, 
Then  let  the  fifherman  his  art  repeat, 
Where  bubbling  eddies  favour  the  deceit. 
If  an  enormous  falmon  chance  to  fpy 
The  wan  ton  errors  of  the  floating  fly, 
He  lifts  his  filver  gills  above  the  flood, 
And  greedily  fucks  in  th'  unfaithful  fond  ; 
Then  downward  plunges  with  the  fraudful  prey, 
And  bears  with  joy  the  little  fpoil  away  : 
Soon  in  fmart  pain  he  feels  the  dire  miftake, 
Lafhes  the  wave,  and  beats  the  foamy  lake ; 
With  f';dden  rage  he  now  aloft  appears, 
And  in  his  eye  convulflve  anguiih  bears  ; 
And  now  again,  impatient  of  the  wound, 
He  rolls  and  wreaths  his  Ihining  body  round  ; 
Then  headlong  {hoots  beneath  the  dalhing  tide, 
The  trembling  fins  the  boiling  wave  divide. 
Now  hope  exalts  the  fifher's  beating  heart, 
Now  he  turns  pale,  and  fears  his  dubious  art; 
He  "views  the  tumbling  fifh  with  longing  eyes, 
While  the  line  ftretches  with  th1  unwieldy  prize  ; 
Lach  motion  humours  with  his  fteady  hands, 
And  one  flight  hair  the  mighty  hulk  coaimands: 
Till,  tir'd  at  laft,  defpoil'd  of  all  his  ftrength, 
The  game  athwart  the  ftream  unfolds  his  length. 
He  now,  \vith  pleasure,  views  the  galping  prize 
Gnafh  his  fliarp  teeth,  and  roll  his  blood-flint  eyes; 
Then  draws  him  to  the  fhore,  with  artful^care, 
And  lifts  his  noftnls  in  the  iickening  air; 
Upon  the  burthen'd  ftream  he  floating  lies, 
Stretches  his  quivering  fins  and  galping  dies. 
'    Would  you  preferve  a  numerous  finny  race  ; 
Let  your  fierce"  dogs  the  ravenous  otter  chafe 
(Th'  amphibious  monfter  ranges  all  the  mores, 
Darts 'through   the  waves,  and  every  haunt  ex- 
plores) : 

Or  let  the  gin  his  roving  fteps  betray} 
And  faVe  frdm  hoftile  jaws  the  fcaly  prey. 

I  never  wander  where  the  bordering  reeds 
O'erlook  the  muddy  ftream,  whofe  tangling  weeds 
Perplex  the  fifher;   I  nor  choofe  to  bear 
Thtj  thievifh  nightly  net,  nor  "barbed  fpear; 


Nor  drain  T  ponds,  the  golden  carp  to  take, 
Nor  troll  for  pikes,  difpeoplers  of  the  lake  ; 
Around  the  fteel  no  torturM  worm  fhall  twine* 
No  blood  of  living  infect  ftaiti  my  line. 
1  tr.  me,  lefs  cruel,  caft  the  feathe/'d  hook, 
With  pliant  rod  athwart  the  pebbled  brook, 
Silent  along  the  mazy  margin  ftray, 
And  with  the  fur-wrr.;:ght  fly  delude  the  prey. 

CANTO     If. 

Now,  fporting  mufe,  draw  in  the  flowing  reins, 
Leave  the  clear  fir  earns  awhile  for  funny  plains,.' 
Should  you  the  various  arms  and  toils  rehearfe, 
And  all  the  fifherman  adorn  thy  verfe  ; 
Should  you  the  wide  encircling  net  difplay, 
And  in  its  fpacious  arch  inclofe  the  fea ; 
Then  haul  the  plunging  load  upon  the  land, 
And  with  the  foal  and  turbot  hide  the  fand  ; 
It  would  extend  the  growing  theme  too  long, 
And  tire  the  reader  with  the  watery  fong. 

Let  the  keen  hunter  from  the  chace  refrain, 
Nor  render  all  the  ploughman's  labour  vain, 
When  Ceres  pours  out  plenty  from  her  horn, 
And  clothes  the  fields  with  golden  ears  of  corn. 
Now,  now,  ye  reapers,  to  your  tafk  repair, 
Hafte!  fave  the  produdl  of  the  bounteous  year  r     <• 
To  the  wide-gathering  hook  long  furrows  yielda 
And  rifing  fheaves  extend  through  all  the  field,   * 

Yet,  if  for  Sylvan  fports  £hy  bofom  glow,  " 
Let  thy  fleet  greyhound  urge  his  flying  foe. 
With  What  delight  the  rapid  courfe  I  view  ! 
How  does  my  eye  the  circling  race  purfue  ! 
He  fnaps  deceitful  air  with  empty  jaws; 
The  fubtle  hare  darts  fwift  beneath  his  paws ; 
She  flies,  (he  ftretches,  now  with  nimble  bound 
Eager  he  preffes  on,  but  overfhoots  his  ground  ; 
She  turns,  he  winds,  and  foon  regains  the  way, 
Then  tears  with  gory  mouth  the  fcreaming  prey. 
What  various  fport  does  rural  life  afford  !  [board  ! 
What   unbought    dainties  heap    the  wholefomcL 

Nor  lefs  the  fpaniel,  fkilful  to  betray, 
Rewards  the  fowler  with  the  feather'd  prey.        NV 
Soon  as  the  labouring  horfe,  with  fwelling  veinsj 
Hath  fafely  hou&'d  the  farmer's  doubtful  gains, 
To  fwe<n  repaft  th'  unwary  patridge  flies, 
With  joy  amid  the  fcatter'd  harvcft  lies; 
Wandering  in  plenty,  danger  he  forgets, 
Nor  dreads  the  flavery  of  entangling  nets. 
The  ful>t.le  dog  fcours  with  fagacions  nofe 
Along  the  field,  and  fnuffs  each  breeze  that  blows  5; 
Againft  the  wind  he  takes  his  prudent  way, 
While  the  ftrong  gale  diredls  him  to  the  prey  ; 
Now  the  warm  fcent  affures  the  covey  near, 
He  treads  with  caution,  and  he  points  with  fear  j 
Then  (left  fome  fentry-fowl  the 'fraud  defcry, 
And  bid  his  fellows  from  the  danger  fly) 
Clofe  to  the  ground  in  expectation  lies, 
Till  in  the  fnare  the  fluttering  covey  rife. 
Soon  as  the  blufhing  light  begins  to  fpread, 
And  glancing  Phoebus  gilds  the  mountain's  hcad» 
His  early  flight  th'  ill-fated  partridge  takes, 
And  quits'the  friendly  fhelter  of  the  brakes. 
Or,  when  the  fun  cafts  a  declining  ray, 
And  drives  his  chariot  do\\a  the  wcliern  way 
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Let  your  obfequious  ranger  fearch  around, 
Where  yellow  ftubble  withers  on  the  ground 
Nor  will  the  roving  fpy  direct  in  vain, 
But  numerous  coveys  gratify  thy  pain. 
When  the  meridian  fun  contracts  the  fhade, 
friiking  he'fers  feek  the  cooling  glade  ; 
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Now  ftratagem*  and  doubling -wild  fhe  tries, 


Or  when  the  country  floats  with  fudden  rains, 
Or  driving  mifts  deface  the  moiften'd  plains,  ; 
In  vain  his  toils  th'  unflcilful  fowler  tries, 
While  in  thick  woods  the  feeding  partridge  lies. 
Nor  muft  the  fporting  verfe  the  gun  forbear, 
But  what's  the  fowler's  be  the  mufes'  care. 
See  how  the  well-taught  pointer  leads  the  way  : 
The  fcent  grows  warm  ;  he  flops  ;  he  fprings  the 

prey; 

The  fluttering  coveys  from  the  frmSble  rife, 
And  on  fwift  wing  divide  the  founding  ikies  ; 
The  fcattering  lead  purfues  the  certain  fight, 
And  death  in  thunder  overtakes  their  flight. 
Cool  breathes  the  morning  air,  and  winter's  hand 
Spreads  wide  her  hoary  mantle  e'er  the  land  ; 
Now  to  the.copfe  thy  lefier  fpaniel  take, 
Teach  him  to  range  the  ditch,  and  force  the  brake  ; 
Not  clofeft  coverts  can  protect  the  game  : 
Hark  !  the  dog  opens;  take  thy  certain  aim. 
The  woodcock  flutters  ;  how  he  wavering  flies  ! 
The  wood  refounds;  he  wheels,  he  drops,  he  dies. 

The  towering  hawk  let  future  poets  fing, 
Who  terror  bears  upon  his  foaring  wing  : 
Let  them  on  high  the  frighted  hern  furvey, 
And  lofty  numbers  paint  their  airy  fray. 
Nor  fliall  the  mounting  lark  the  mufe  detain, 
That  greets  the  morning  with  his  early  drain  ; 
When,  'midft  his  fong,  the  twinkling  glafs  be--j 
trays,  / 

While  from  each  angle  flafli  the  glancing  rmys,   f 
And  in  the  fun  the  tranfient  colours  blaze,         j 
Pride  lures  the  little  warbler  from  the  flcies  : 
The  light-enamour'd  bird  deluded  dies. 

But  ftill  the  chace,a  pleafant  talk,  remains; 
The  hound  muft  open  in  thefe  rural  {trains. 
Soon  as  Aurora  drives  away  the  night, 
And  edges  eaftern  clouds  with  rofy  light, 
The  healthy  huntfman,  with  the  cheerful  horn, 
Summons  the  dogs,  and  greets  the  dappled  morn  ; 
The  jocund  thunder  wakes  th'  enliven'd  hounds, 
They  roufe  from  deep,  and   anfwcr  founds  for 

founds  ; 

Wide  through  the  furfy  field  their  rot  they  take, 
Their  bleeding  boioms  force  the  thorny  brake  : 
The  flying  game  their  fmoking  noftrils  trace, 
No  bounding  hedge  obftructs  their  eager  pace  ; 
The,diftanr.  mountains  echo  from  afar, 
And  hanging  woods  refound  the  flywig  war  : 
The  tuneful  noife  the  fprightly  courfer  hears, 
Paws  the  green  turf,  and  pricks  his  trembling  tars; 
The  flacken'd  rein  now  gives  him  all  his  fpced, 
Back  flies  the  rapid  ground  beneath  the  ftetd; 
Hills,  dales,  and  forefts,far  behind  remain,  [train. 
While  the  warm  fcent  draws  on  the  decp-mouth'd 
Where  (hall  the  trembling  hare  a  flicker  find  ? 
death  advances  in  each  guil  ef  wind  I 


Now  circling  turns,  and  now  at  large  fhe  flies; 
Till  fpent  at  laft,  fhe  pants,  and  heaves  for  breath, 
Then  lays  her  down,  and  waits  devouring  death. 

But   ftay,   adventurous  mufe   !  haft  thou  the 

force 

To  wind  the  twilled  horn,  to  guide  the  horfe  ? 
To  keep  the  feat  unmov'd,  haft  thou  the  fkill, 
O'er  the  High  gate,  and  down  the  headlong  hill  ? 
Canft  thou  the  flag's  laborious  chace  direct, 
Or  the  ftrong  fox  through  all  his  arts  detect  ? 
The  theme  demands  a  more  expcrienc'd  lay  : 
Ye  mighty  hunters  !  fpare  this  weak  effay. 

O  happy  plains,  remote  from  war's  alarms, 
And  all  the  ravages  of  hoflile  arms ! 
And  happy  fhephcrds,  who,  fecure  from  fear, 
On  open  downs  preferve  your  fleecy  ca'  e  1 
Whofe  fpacious  barns  gru»n  with  increaung  ftoret 
And  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor  1 
No  barbarous  foldier,  bent  on  cruel  fpr>i!, 
Spreads  defoliation  o'er  your  fertile  foil ; 
No  trampling  ftted  lays  wafte  the  ripen'd  grain, 
Nor  crackling  fires  devour  the  promis'd  ^aiu  : 
No  flaming  beacons  caft  their  blaze  afar, 
The  dreadful  fignal  of  invafive  war : 
No  trumpet's  clangour  wounds  the  mother's  ear, 
And  calls  the  lover  from  his  fvvooning  fair. 

What  happinefs  the  rural  maid  attends, 
In  cheerful  labour  while  each  day  fhe  fpends  ! 
She  gratefully  receives  what  Heaven  has  fent, 
And,  rich  in  poverty,  enjoys  content. 
(Such  happinefs,  and  fiich  unblemifh'd  fame, 
Ne'er  glad  the  bofom  of  the  courtly  dame)  : 
She  never  feels  the  fpleen's  imagin'd  pains, 
Nor  melancholy  ftagnatcs  in  her  veins  ; 
She  never  lofes  life  in  thoughtlefs  cafe, 
Nor  on  the  velvet  couch  invites  difcafe  ; 
Her  home-fpun  drefs  in  fimple  ncatntfs  lies, 
And  for  no  glaring  equipage  (he  fighs  : 
Her  reputation,  which  is  all  her  boaft, 
In  a  malicious  vifit  ne'er  was  loft  ; 
No  midnight  mafqaerade  her  beauty  wear?, 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  fading  bloom  repair;. 
If  love's  foft  paffion  in  her  bofom  reign, 
An  equal  paffion  warms  her  happy  fwain  ; 
No  homebred  jars  her  quiet  ftate  control, 
Nor  watchful  jealoufy  torments  her  ibul ; 
With  fecret  joy  flic  ices  her  little  race 
Hang  on  her  breaft,  and  her  fmall  cottage  grace  ; 
The  fleecy  ball  their  bufy  fingers  cuil, 
Or  from  the  fpindie  draw  the  lengthening  wool ; 
Thus  flow  her  hours  with  conftant  peace  of  mind, 
Till  age  the  lateft  thread  of  life  unwind. 

Ye  happy  fields,  unknown  to  noife  and  ftrife, 
The  kind  rewarders  of  induftrious  life  ; 
Ye  fliady  woods,  where  once  I  uVd  to  rove, 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  mufe  and  love  ; 
Ye  murmuring  ftreams  that  in  meanders  roll, 
The  fweet  compofers  of  fhe  pcnftve  foul ; 
Farewell ! — The  city  calls  me  from  your  bowers  : 
Farewell,  amufing  thoughts  and  peaceful  hour* : 
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BOOK     T. 

I  SI>?G  that  graceful  toy,  whofe  waving  play 
"With  gentle  gales  relieves  the  fultry  day ; 
Not  the  wide  fan  by  Perfian  dames  difplay'd, 
Which  o'er  their  beauty  cafts  a  grateful  {hade  ; 
Nor  that  long  known  in  China's  artful  land, 
"Which,  while  it  cools  the  face,  fatigues  the  hand: 
Nor  ftall  the  mule  in  Afian  climates  rove, 
To  feck  in  Indoftan  fome  fpicy  grove, 
Wher,e,  flretch'd  at  eafe,  the  panting  lady  lies, 
To  ihuii  the  fervor  of  meridian  ikies, 
While  fweating  flaves  catch  every  breeze  of  air, 
And  with  wide-fpreading  fans  refrelh  the  fair; 
No  bufy  gnats  her  pleafing  dreams  moleft, 
Inflame  her  cheek,  or  ravage  o'er  her  brcail ; 
But  artificial  zephyrs  round  her  fly, 
And  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  (ky. 

Nor  (hall  Bermudas  long  the  mufe  detain, 
Whofe  fragrant  forells  bloom  in  Waller's  ftrain, 
"Where  breathing  Tweets  from  every  field  afcend, 
And  the  wild  woods  with  golden  apples  bend. 
Yet  let  me  in  fome  odorous  fhade  repofe, 
Whilil  in  my  verfe  the  fair  palmetto  grows: 
Like  the  tall  pine  it  fhoots  its  {lately  head ; 
From  the  broad  top  depending  branches  fpread; 
No  knotty  limbs  the  taper  body  bears ; 
Hung  on  each  bough  a  fingle  leaf  appears, 
Which,  fhrivell'd  in  its  infancy,  remains 
Like  a  clos'd  fan,  nor  ftretches  wide  its  veins, 
But,  as  the  feafons  in  their  circle  run, 
Opes  its  ribb'd  furface  to  the  nearer  fun  : 
Beneath  this  fhade  the  weary  peafant  lies, 
Plucks  the  broad  leaf,  and  bids  the  breezes  rife. 
Stay,   Wandering  mufe  !    nor  rove  in  foreign 

climes ; 

To  thy  own  native  fhore  confine  thy  rhymes. 
Afiift,  ye  Nine,  your  loftieft  notes  employ; 
Say  what  celeftial  {kill  contriv'd  the  toy  ; 
Say  how  this  inilrument  of  love  began, 
And  in  immortal  {Irains  difylay  the  Fan. 

Strephnn  had  long  con fefs'd  his  amorous  pain, 
Which  gay  Corinna  rallied  with  difdain  : 
Sometimes  in  broken  words  he  figh'd  his  care, 
JLook'dpalc,  and  trem'bledwhen  heview'd  the  fair; 
With  bolder  freedoms  now  the  youth  advanc'd, 
Jie  drcfs'd,  he  kugh'd,  he  fung,  he  ihyn/d,  he 
danc'd  ; 


Now  call'd  more  powerful  prcfents  to  his  aid, 
And,  to  feduce  the  miftrefs,  brib'd  the  maid ; 
Smooth  flattery  in  her  fofter  hours  apply'd, 
The  fureft  charm  to  bend  the  force  of  pride : 
But  flill  unmov'd  remains  the  fcornful  dame, 
[nfults  her  captive,  and  derides  his  flame. 
When  Strephon  faw  his  vows  difpers'd  in  air, 
He  fought  in  folitude  to  lofe  his  care ; 
Relief  in  folitude  he  fought  in  vain, 
It  ferv'd,  like  mufic,  but  to  feed  his  pain. 
To  Venus  now  the  flighted  boy  complains, 
And  calls  the  goddefs  in  thefe  tender  drains : 

Q  potent  queen  !  from  Neptune's  empire  fprunj, 
Whofe  glorious  birth  admiring  Nereids  fung, 
Who  'midii  the  fragrant  plains  of  Cyprus  rove, 
Whofe  radiant  prefence  gilds  the  Paphian  grove, 
Where  to  thy  name  a  thoufand  altars  rife, 
And  curling  clouds  of  incenfe  hide  the  fides : 
O  beauteous  .goddefs  1  teach  me  how  to  move, 
Infpine  my  tongue  with  eloquence  of  love  1 
If  loft  Adonis  e'er  thy  bofom  warm'd, 
If  e'er  his  eyes  or  godlike  figure  charm'd, 
Think  on  thofe  hours  when  firft  you  felt  the  dart4 
Think  on  the  refllefs  fever  of  thy  heart ; 
Think  how  you 'pine  in  abfence  of  the  fwam  : 
By  thofe  uneafy  minutes  know  my  pain. 
Ev'n  while  Cydippc  to  Diana  bows, 
And  at  her  fhrine  renews  her  virgin  vows, 
The  lover,  taught  by  thee,  her  pride  o'ercame; 
She  reads  his  oaths,  and  feels  an  equal  flame. 
Oh,  may  my  flame,  like  thine,  Acontius,  prove  ! 
May  Venus  dictate,  and  reward  my  love  ! 
When  crowds  of  fuitors  Atalanta  try'd, 
She  wealth  and  beauty,  wit  and  fame  defy'd; 
Each  daring  lover  with  adventurous  pace 
Purfued  his  wifhes  in  the  dangerous  race  ; 
Like  the  fwift  hind,  the  bounding  damfel  flies. 
Strains  to  the  goal,  the  diftanc'd  lover  dies. 
Hippomenes,  O  Venus !  was  thy  care, 
You  taught  the  fwain  to  {lay  the  flying  fair  ; 
Thy  golden  prefent  caught  the  virgin's  eyes ; 
She  {loops ;  he  ruflies  on,  and  gains  the  prize. 
Say,  Cyprian  deity,  what  gift,  what  art, 
Shall  humble  into  love  Corinna's  heart  ? 
If  only  fome  bright  toy  can  charm  her  fight, 
Teach  me  what  prefent  may  fufpend  her  flight. 
Thus  the  defponding  youth  hi*  flame  declares  : 
\Tl.c  oodi'.eff  ivith  a  i:ud  his  paffion,  hears. 


THE  WORKS   OF  GAY, 


Far  in  Cythera  ftands  a  fpaclous  grove, 
Sacred  to  Venus  and  the  God  of  Love  : 
Here  the  luxuriant  myrtle  rears  her  head, 
Like  the  tall  oak  the  fragrant  branches  fpread; 
Here  nature  all  her  fweets  profufely  pours, 
And  paints  th'  enamell'd  ground  with  various 

flowers; 

Peep  in  the  gloomy  glade  a  grotto  bends, 
Wide  through  the  craggy  rock  an  arch  extends, 
The  rugged  (lone  is  cloth'd  with  mantling  vines, 
And  round  the  cave  the  creeping  woodbine  twuies. 

Here  bufy  Cupids,  with  pernicious  art, 
Form  the  (liff  bow,  and  forge  the  fatal  dart ; 
All  (hare  the  toil ;  while  fome  the  bellows  ply, 
Others  with  feathers  teach  the  ftafts  to  fly  : 
Some  with  joint  force  whirl  roundthe  (tony  wheel, 
'Where  dreams  the  fparkling  fire  from  temper'd 

fteel  ; 

Some  point  their  arrows  with  the  nicefl  (kill, 
And  with  the  warlike  ftore  their  quivers  fill. 

A  different  toil  another  forge  employs  : 
Here  the  loud  hammer  fafhions  female  toys ; 
Hence  is  the  fair  with  ornament  fupply'd; 
Hence  fpring  the  glittering  implements  of  pride  ; 
Each  trinket  that  adorns  the  modern  dame 
Firft  to  thefe  little  artifts  ow'd  its  frame  : 
Here  an  unfinifli'd  diamond  crofslet  lay, 
To  which  foft  lovers  adoration  pay  ; 
There  was  the  polifli'd  cryflal  bottle  feen. 
That  with  quick  fcents  revives  the  modifli  fpleen; 
Kere  the  yet  rude  unjointed  (huff-box  lies, 
Which  ferves  the  rally 'd fop  for  fraart  replies; 
There  piles  of  paper  rofe  in  gilded  reams, 
The  future  records  of  the  lover's  flames ; 
Here  clouded  canes  'midft  heaps  of  toys  are  found, 
And  inlaid  tweezer-cafes  ftrqw  the  ground; 
There  (lands  the  toilette,  nurfery  of  charms, 
Completely  furnifh'd  with  bright  beauty's  arms : 
The  patch,  the  powder-box,  pulville,  perfumes, 
Pins,  paint,  a  flattering  glafs,and  black-lead  combs. 

The  toilfome  hours  in  different  labours  flide, 
Some  work  the  file,  and  fome  the  graver  guide ; 
Irom  the  loud  anvil  the  quick  blow  rebounds, 
And  their  rais'd  arms  defcend  in  tuneful  ibunds. 
Thus  when  Semiramie,  in  ancient  days, 
Bade  Babylon  her  mighty  bulwarks  raiie, 
A  fwarm  of  labourers  different  talks  attend  :. 
Here  pullies  make  the  ponderous  oak  afcend ; 
With  echoing  ftrokes'the  craggy  quarry  groans, 
While  there  the  duffel  forms  the  fhapelefs  ftoncs ; 
The  weighty  mallet  deals  refounding  blows, 
Till  the  proud  battlements  her  towers  enclofe. 

Now  Venus  mounts  her  car,  {he  {hakes  the  reins, 
And  fleers  her  turtles  to  Cythera' s  plains  ; 
Strait  to  the  grott  with  graceful  ftep  (he  goeo, 
Her  loofe  ambrofial  hair  behind  her  flows  : 
The  (welling  bellows  heave  for  breath  no  more  ; 
All  drop  their  filent  hammers  on  the  floor ; 
In  deep  fufpenfe  the  mighty  labour  ftands  ; 
While  thus  the  goddefsfpoke  her  mild  commands  : 

Induftrious  loves!  your  prefent  toils  forbear; 
A  more  important  talk  demands  your  care  : 
Lcrg  has  the  fcheme   employ'd  my  thoughtful 

mind, 
£y  judgment  ripen'd,  and  by  time  refin'd.   » 


That  glorious  bird  have  ye  not  often  feen, 
Who  draws  the  car  of  the  celeftial  queen  ? 
Have  ye  not  oft  furvey'd  his  varying  dyes, 
His  tail  all  gilded  o'er  with  Argus'  eye&  ? 
Have  ye  not  feen  him  in  a  funny  day 
Unfurl  his  plumes,  and  all  his  pride  difplay ; 
Then  fuddenly  contract  his  dazzling  train, 
And  with  long-trailing  feathers  fweep  the  plain  & 
Learn  from  this  hint,  let  this  infirudt  your  art ; 
1'hin  taper  flicks  muft  from  one  centre  part : 
Let  thefe  into  the  quadrant's  form  divide, 
The  fpreading  ribs  with  fnowy  paper  hide  ; 
Here  fhall  the  pencil  bid  its  colours  flow, 
And  make  a  miniature  creation  grow. 
Lee  the  machine  in  equal  foldings  clofe, 
And  now  its  plaited  furfacc  wide  difpofe. 
So  fhall  the  fair  her  idle  hand  employ, 
And  grace  each  motion  with  the  reftleft  toy ; 
With  various  play  bid  zephyrs  rife, 
While  Love  in  every  grateful  zephyr  flies. 

The  matter  Cupid  traces  out  the  lines, 
And  with  judicious  hand  the  draught  defigns : 
Th'  expeding  loves  with  joy  the  model  view, 
And  the  joint  labour  eagerly  purfue. 
Some  flit  their  arrows  with  the  niceft  art, 
And  into  flicks  convert  the  ihiver'd  dart ; 
The  breathing  bellows  wake  the  fleeping  fire, 
Blow  off  the  cinders,  and  the  Iparks  afpire  ; 
Their  arrow's  point  they  foften  in  the  flame, 
And  founding  hammers  break  its  barbed  frame  : 
Of  this  the  little  pin  they  neatly  mould,       [fold ; 
From  whence  their  arms  the  fpreading  (licks  uu- 
In  e-^ual  plaits  they  now  the  paper  bend, 
And  at  juft  diftance  the  wide  ribs  extend ; 
Then  on  the  frame  they  mount  the  limber  fiercer^ 
And  finifh  inftantly  the  new  machine. 

The  goddefs,  pleas'd,  the  curious  work  receives, 
Remounts  her  chariot,  and  the  grotto  leaves; 
With  the  light  Fan  fhe  moves  the  yielding  air, 
And  gales  till  then  unknown  play  round  the  fair. 

Unhappy  lovers,  how  will  ye  withftand, 
When  thefe  new  arms  (hall  grace  your  charmer's 

band? 

Tn  ancient  times,  when  maids  in  thought  were  pure, 
When  eyes  were  artlefs,  and  the  look  demure ; 
When  the  wide  ruff  the  well-turn'd  neckenclos'dl 
And  heaving  breads  within  the  (lays  repos'd  ; 
When  the  clofe  hood  conceal'd  the  modeft  ear, 
Ere  black  lead  combs  difowii'd  the  virgin's  hair; 
Then  in  the  muff  unadivc  fingers  lay, 
Nor  taught  the  Fan  in  fickle  forms  to  play. 

How  are  the  fex  improv'ti  in  amorous  arts  '. 
What  new-found  fnares  they  bait  for  human  hearts, 

When  kindling  war  the  ravag'd  globe  ran  o'e*, 
And  fatten'd  thirfly  plains  with  human  gore, 
At  firfl,  the  brandifti'd  arm  the  javelin  threw, 
Or  fent  wing'd  arrows  from  the  twanging  yew  ; 
In  the  bright  air  the  dreadful  faulchion  (hone, 
P?  whittling  flings  difmifs'd  th'  uncertain  (lone. 
Now  men  thofe  lefs  deftruclive  arms  itefpife  ; 
Wide-wafteful  death  from  thundering  cannon  flies; 
One  hour  with  more  battalions  (trows  the  plain. 
Than  were  of  yore  in  weekly  battles  (lain. 
So  Love  with  fatal  airs  the  nymph  fupplies. 
Her  drcfs  difpofes.  and  dire&s  her  e^e^ 


POEMS. 


The  bofom  now  ite  panting  beauties  fliows  ;  , 
Th'  experienc'd  eye  refiftlefs  glances  throws ; 
Wow  vary'd  patches  wander  o'er  the  face, 
And  ftrike  each  gazer  with  a  borrow'd  grace; 
The  fickle  head-drefs  links,,  and  now  afpires 
A  towery  front  of  lace  on  branching  wires  j 
The  curling  hair  in'tortur'd  ringlets  flows, 
Or  round  the  face  in  labour'd  order  grows. 

How  (hall  I  foar,  and  on  unweary  wing 
Trace  varying  habits  upward  to  their  fpring  1 
What  force  of  thought,  what  numbers  can  exprefs 
Th'  inconftant  equipage  of  female  drefs  ! 
How  the  ftrait  flays  the  flender  waift  conftrain, 
How  to  adjuft  the  manteau's  fweeping  train  ! 
What  fancy  can  the  petticoat  furround, 
With  the  capacious  hoop  of  whalebone  bound  ! 

.  But  ftay,  prefnmptuous  mufe  '.  nor  boldly  dare 
The  toilette's  facred  myfterics  declare. 
Let  a  juft  diftance  be  to  beauty  paid  ; 
None  here  muft  enter  but  the  trufty  maid. 
Should  you  the  wardrobe's  magazine  rehearfe, 
And  glofly  manteaus  ruftle  in  thy  verfe  ; 
Should  you  the  ri;h  brocaded  fuit  unfold, 
Where  rifing  flowers  grow  ftiff  with  frofted  gold  ; 
The  dazzled  mufe  would  from  her  fubject  flray, 
And  in  a  maze  of  faftiions  lofe  her  way. 

BOOK    II. 

OLYMPUS'  gates  unfold ;  in  heaven's  high  tdwers 
Appear  in  council  all  th'  immortal  powers. 
Great  Jove  above  the  reft  exalted  fat, 
And  in  his  mind  revolv'd  fucceeding  fate  ; 
His  awful  eye  with  ray  fuperior  Ihone  ; 
The  thunder- grafping  eagle  guards  his  throne; 
On  fiiver  clouds  the  great  affembly  laid, 
The  whole  creation  at  one  view  furvey'd. 

But  fee  !  fair  Venus  comes  in  all  her  ftate  ; 
The  wanton  Loves  and  Graces  round  her  wait ; 
With  her  loofe  robe  officious  zephyrs  play, 
And  ftrew  with  odoriferous  flowers  the  way ; 
In  her  right  hand  fhe  waves  the  fluttering  Fan  ; 
And  thur,  in  melting  founds  her  fpeech  began  : 

Aflembled powers!  who  fickle  mortals  guide, 
Who  o'er  the  Tea,  the  ikies,  and  earth,  prefide ; 
Ye  fountains  1  whence  all  human  bleflings  flow, 
Who  pour  your  bounties  on  the  world  below  ; 
Bacchus  firft  rais'd  and  prun'd  the  climbing  vine, 
And  taught  the  grape  to  ilream  With  generous 

wine ; 

Induftrious  Ceres  tam'd  the  favage  ground, 
And  pregnant  fields  with  golden  harvefts  crown'd; 
Flora  with  bloomy  fweets  ennch'd  the  year; 
And  fruitful  autumn  is  Pomona's  care. 
I  firft  taught  woman  to  fubdue  mankind, 
And  all  her  native  charms  with  drefs  refin'd  j 
Celeftial  fynod  !  this  machine  furvey, 
That  {hades  the  face,  or  bids  cool  zephyrs  play; 
If  confcious  blufhes  on  her  cheek  arife, 
With  this  {be  veils  them  from  her  lover's  eyes ; 
No  levell'd  glance  betrays  her  amorous  heart, 
From  the  Fan's  ambufh  {he  directs  the  dart. 
The  royal  fceptre  fliines  in  Juno's  hand, 
And  twifted  thunder  fpeaks  great  Jove's  com- 
mand; 


On  Pallas'  arm  the  Gorgon  field  appears, 
And  Neptune's  mighty  grafp  the  trident  bears; 
Ceres  is  with  the  bending  fickle  fcen, 
And  the    ftreng  bow  points   out  the   CynthSaa 

Queen; 

Henceforth  the  waving  Fan  my  hands  fhall  grace, 
The  waving  Fan  fupply  the  fceptre's  place. 
Who  ftialj,  ye  powers  !  the  forming  pencil  hold  ? 
What  fbory  {hall  the  wide  machine  unfold  ? 
Let  Loves  and  Graces  lead  the  dance  around, 
With  my  rtlewreathesand  flowery  chapletscrownM; 
Let  Cupid's  arrow  ftrow  the  fmiling  plains 
With  unrcfiftiBg  nymphs  and  amorous  fwains  : 
May  glowing  pictures  o'er  the  furface  fhine, 
To  melt  flow  virgins  with  a  warm  defign ! 

Diana  rofej  with  fiiver  crefcent  crown'd, 
And  fix'd  her  modeft  eyes  upon  the  ground  $s 
Then  with  becoming  mien  fhe  rais'd  her  heacf, 
And  thus  with  graceful  voice  the  virgin  faid  : 

Has  woman  then  forgot  all  former  wiles, 
The  watchful  ogle,  and  delufive  fmiles  ? 
Does  man  againfl  her  charms  too  powerful  prov«  ? 
Or  are  the  fex  grown  novices  in  love  ? 
Why  then  thefe  arms  ?  or  why  fliould  artful  eyes, 
From  this  flight  ambulh,  conquer  by  furprife  / 
No  guilty  thought  the  fpotlefs  virgin  knows, 
And  o'er  her  cheek  no  confcious  crimfon  glows. 
Since  blufhes  then  from  fliame  alone  arife, 
Why  fhould  we  veil  them  from  her  loveVs  eyes? 
Let  Cupid  rather  give  up  his  command, 
And  truft  his  arrows  in  a  female  hand. 
Have  not  the  gods  already  cherifh'd  pride, 
And  woman  with  deftru<5tive  arms  fupply'd  ? 
Neptune  on  her  beftows  his  choiceft  ftores, 
For  her  the  chambers  of  the  deep  explores; 
The  gaping  fhell  its  pearly  charge  refigns, 
And  round  her  neck  the  lucid  bracelet  twines : 
Piutus»for  her  bids  earth  its  wealth  unfold, 
Where  the  warm  ore  is  ripen'd  into  gold ; 
Or  where  the  ruby  reddens  in  the  -foil, 
Where  the  green  emerald  pays  the  Searcher's  toll* 
Does  hot  the  diamond  fparkle  in  her  ear, 
Glow  on  her  hand,  and  tremble  in  her  hair  ? 
From  the  gay  nymph  the  glancing  luitre  flies, 
And  imitates  the  lightning  of  her  eyes. 
But  yet,  if  Venus'  wifhes  muft  fucceed, 
And  this  fantaftic  engine  be  decreed, 
May  fome  chafte  ftory  from  the  pencil  flow, 
To  fpeak  the  virgin's  joy,  and  Hymen's  woe  I 

Here  let  the  wretched  Ariadne  ftand, 
Seduc'd  by  Thefeus  to  fome  defert  land, 
Her  locks  difhevel'd  waving  in  the  wind, 
The  cryftal  tears  confefs  her  tortur'd  mind. 
The  perjur'd  youth  unfurls  his  treacherous  fails, 
And  their  white  bofoms  catch  the  fweliing  gales* 
Be  ftill !  ye  winds,  fhe  cries  ;  ftay,  Thefeus,  ftay ! 
But  faithlefs  Thefeus  hears  no  more  than  they. 
All  defperate,  to  fome  craggy  cliff"  fhe  flies, 
And  fpreads  a  well-known  iignal  in  the  Ikies; 
His  leflening  veffel  ploughs  the  foamy  main  ; 
She  fighs,  fhe  calls,  fhe  waves  the  fign  in  vain. 

Paint  Dido  there  amidft  her  laft  diftrefr, 
Pale  cheeks  and  blood-fhot  eyes  her  grief  exprefsi 
Deep  in  her  breaft  the  reeking  fword  is  drowned  ; 
And  gufliing  blood  ftreams  purple  from  the  wound 
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I  Her  fitter  Anna  hovering  o'er  her  (lands, 
Accufes  Heaven  with  lifted  eyes  and  hands, 
Upbraids  the  Trojan  with  repeated  cries, 
And  mixes  curfes  with  her  broken  fighs. 
View  this,  ye  maids ;  and  then  each  fvvain  believe: 
They're  Trojans  all,  and  vow  but  to  deceive. 

Here  draw  Oenone  in  the  lonely  grove, 
Where  Paris  firft  betray'd  her  into  love  : 
Let  wither'd  garlands  hang  on  every  bough, 
Which  the  falfe  youth  wove  for  Oenone's  brow ; 
The  garlands  lofe  their  fvveets,  their  pride  is  Ihed, 
And  like  their  odours  all  his  vows  are  fled. 
On  her  fair  arm  her  penfive  head  flie  lays, 
And  Xanthus' waves  with  mournful  lookfurveys; 
That  flood  which  witnefs'd  his  inconftant  flame, 
When  thus  he  fwore,  and  won  the  yielding  dame  : 
"  Thefe  ftreams   fhall  fooner  to   their   fountain 

"  move, 

"  Than  I  forget  my  clear  Oenone's  love." 
Roll  back,  ye  ftreams;  back  to  your  fountain  run  ! 
Paris  is  falfe ;  Oenone  is  undone. 
Ah,  wretched  maid  !  think  how  the  moments  flew, 
Ere  you  the  pangs  of  this  curft  pafh'on  knew, 
When  groves  could  pleafe,  and  when  you  lov'd  the 

plain, 

Without  the  prefence  of  your  perjur'd  [wain. 
Thus  may  the  nymph,  whene'er  {he  fprcads  the 

Fan, 

In  his  true  colours  view  perfidious  man  ; 
Pleas' d  with  her  virgin  ftate,  in  forefts  rove, 
And  never  trull  the  dangerous  hopes  of  Love. 

The  Goddefs  ended ;  merry  Momus  rofe, 
With  fmiles  and  grins  he  waggifh  glances  throws ; 
Then  with  a  noify  luugh  forestalls  hisjokc, 
Mirth  flalhes  from  his  eyes  while  thus  he  fpoke  : 

Rather  let  heavenly  deeds  be  painted  there, 
And  by  your  own  examples  teach  the  fair. 
Let  chafte  Diana  on  the  piece  be  feen, 
And  the  bright  crefcent  own  the  Cynthjan  Queen. 
-  On  Latmos'  top  fee  young  Endymion  lies, 
Feign'd  fleep  has  clos'd  the  bloomy  lover's  eyes : 
See,  to  hisfoft  embraces  how  (he  fteals, 
And  on  his  lips  her  warm  carefies  feals  ; 
No  more  her  hand  the  glittering  javelin  holds, 
But  round  his  neck  her  eager  arms  fhe  folds. 
Wl:y  are  our  fecrets  by  our  blufhes  fhown  ? 
Virgins  are  virgins  ftill — while  'tis  unknown. 
Here  let  her  on  fome  flowery  bank  be  laid, 
Where  meeting  beeches  weave  a  graceful  (hade  ; 
Her  naked  boiom  wanton  treiTes  grace, 
And  glowing  expe&ation  paints  her  face  ; 
O'er  her  fair  limbs  a  thin  loofe  veil  is  fpread, 
(Stand  off:  ye  fhepherds ;  fear  Aclaeon's  head)  '. 
Let  vigorous  Pan  th'  unguarded  minute  fcize, 
And  in  a  fhaggy  goat  the  virgin  pieafe. 
Why  are  our  fecrets  by  our  hlufhes  fhown  ? 
Virgins  are  virgins  ftill — while  'tis  unknown. 

There  with  juft  warmth  Aurora's  paffion  trace, 
Let  fpreading  crimfon  ftain  her  virgin  face. 
See  Cephalus  her  wantom  airs  defpifc, 
While  fhe  provokes  him  with  dcfuing  eyes ; 
To  raife  his  paflions,  fhe  difplaysher  charms, 
His  modefl  hand  upon  her  bofom  warms ;  [fuade  ; 
Nor  1<  oks,  nor  prayers,  nor  force,  his  heart  per- 
But  with  cJifdain  he  quits  the  rofy  maid* 


Here  let  diffolving  Led*  grac?  the  toy. 
Warm  cheeks  and  heaving  brealts  reveal  her  joy; 
Beneath  the  preffing  fwan  (he  pants  for  air, 
While  vith  hi*  fluttering  wings  he  fans  the  fair. 
There  let  all-conquering  gold  exert  its  power, 
And  foften  Danae  in  a  glittering  fhowcr. 

Would  you  warn  beauty  not  to  cheriih  pride, 
Nor  vainly  in  the  treacherous  bloom  confide, 
On  the  machine  the  fa#e  Minerva  place, 
With  lineaments  of  wifdom  mark  her  face. 
See,  where  fhe  lies  near  fome  tranfparent  flood, 
And  with  her  pipe  cheers  the  rtfounding  wood  : 
Her  image  in  the  floating  glafs  fhe  ! 
Her  bioated  cheeks,  worn  lips,  and  fhrivcl'd  eyei; 
She  breaks  the  guihlels  pipe,  and  with  difdain 
Its  fhatter'd  ruins  flings  upon  the  plain  ; 
With  the  loud  reed  no  rrjorc  her  cheek  fhall  fvrell, 
What !    fpoil   her  face  1    No.    Warbling  drains^ 

farewell. 

Shall  arts,  fhall  fciences,  employ  the 
Thofe  trifles  are  beneath  Minerva's  care*. 
From  Venus  let  her  learn  the  married  life, 
And  all  the  virtuous  duties  of  a  -vife. 
Here  on  a  couch  extend  the  Cyprian  d~T»e, 
Let  her  eye  fparkle  with  the  glowing  flume  ; 
The  god  of  war  within  her  clinging  arms 
Sinks  on  her  lips,  and  kindles  all  her  charm*. 
Paint  limping  Vulcan  with  a  hufbanu's  care, 
And  let  his  brow  the  cuckold's  honours  wear; 
Beneath  the  net  the  captive  lovers  place, 
Their  limbs  entangled  in  a  tlofe  embrace. 
Let  thefe  amours  adorn  the  new  machine, 
And  female  nature  on  the  piece  be  fcen  ; 
So  fhall  the  fair,  as  long  as  Fans  fhall  Lit, 
Learn  from  your  bright  examples  to  be  chafte. 

BOOK  III. 

THOS  Momusfpoke.     When  fagc  Minerva  rofe; 

From  her  fweet  lips  fmoath  elocution  flows  ; 

Her  fkilful  hand  an  ivory  pallet  grac'd, 

Where  fhining  colours  were  in  order  plac'd. 

As  gods  are  blefs'd  with  a  fuperior  ikill, 

And,  fwift  as  mortal  thought,  perform  their  will; 

Straight  fhe  propofes,by  her  aft  di 

To  bid  the  paint  exprefrher  great  <i 

Th'  affembled  powers  confent.     She  now  began, 

And  her  creating  pencil  ftain'd  the  Fan. 

O'er  the  fair  field  trees  fpread,  and  rivers  flow. 

Towers  rear  their  heads,  and  diilant  mountains 

grow; 

Life  feems  to  move  within  the  plowing  Teins, 
And  in  each  face  fome  lively  palfion  reigns. 
Thus  have  I  feen  woods,  hiU^,  and  dales  appear, 
Flocks  graze  the  plains,  birds  wing  the  filent  air, 
In  darken'd  rooms,  wh«re  light  can  only  paf» 
Through  the  fmall  circle  of  a  convex  glafo ; 
On  the  white  fheet  the  moving  figures  rife, 
The  foreft  waves,  clouds  float  along  the  flcics. 

She  various  fables  on  the  piece  defign'd, 
That  fpoke  the  follies  of  the  female  kind. 
The  fate  of  pride  in  Niobe  fhe  drew 
(Be  wife,  ye  nymphs,  that  fcornful  vice  fubdue). 
In  a  wide  plain  th'  imperious  mother  ftood, 
Whofe  dlftaat  bounds  »fc  in  a  winding  wood ; 
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Vpon  her  fhoulder  flows  her  mantling  hair, 
Pride  marks  her  brow,  and  elevates  her  air  ; 
A  purple  robe  behind  her  fweeps  the  ground, 
"Whole  fpacious  border  golden  flowers  furround; 
She  made  Latona's  altars  ceafe  to  flame, 
And  of  due  honours  robb'd  her  facred  name  ; 
To  her  own  charms  {he  bade  frefh  incenfe  rife, 
.And  adoration  own  her  brighter  eyes. 
Seven  daughters  from  her  fruitful  loins  were  born, 
Seven  graceful  fons  her  nuptial  bed  adorn, 
Who,  for  a  mother's  arrogant  difdain, 
Were  by  Latona's  double  offspring  {lain. 
Here  Phoebus  his  unnerring  arrow  drew, 
And  from  his  rifing  fleed  her  firft-born  threw; 
His  opening  fingers  drop  the  flacken'd  rein, 
And  the  pale  corfe  falls  headlong  to  the  plain. 
Beneath  her  pencil  here  two  wrefllers  bend, 
.  See,  to  the  grafp  their  fwelling  nerves  diftcnd  ; 
Diana's  arrow  joins  them  face  to  face, 
And  death  unites  them  in  a  ftridt  embrace. 
Another  here  flies  trembling  o'er  the  plain 
(When   Heaven  purfues,  we  fiiun  the  ftroke  in 

vain)  : 

This  lifts  his  fupplicating  hands  and  eyes, 
And  'midft  his  humble  adoration  dies. 
As  from  his  thigh  this  tears  the  barbed  dart, 
A  furer  weapon  ftrikes  his  throbbing  heart : 
While  that  to  raife  his  wounded  brother  tries, 
Death  blafts  his  bloom,  and  locks  his  frozen  eyes. 
The  tender  fitters,  bath'd  in  grief,  appear 
With  fable  garments  and  difhevel'd  hair, 
And  o'er  their  gafping  brothers  weeping  flood  ; 
Some  with  their  trefles  ftopt  the  guihing  blood  ; 
They  ftrive  to  ftay  the  fleeting  life  too  late, 
And  in  the  pious  action  fhare  their  fate. 
NOW  the  proud  dame,  o'ercome  by  trembling  fearj 
With  her  wide  robe  protects  her  only  care  ; 
To  fave  her  only  care  in  vain  fhe  tries, 
Clofe  at  her  feet  the  lateft  victim  dies. 
Down  her  fair  cheek  the  trickling  forrow  flows, 
Like  dewy  fpangles  on  the  blufhing  rofe  ; 
Fixt  in  aftcnifhment  fhe  weeping  flood. 
The  plain  all  purple  with  her  children's  blood  ; 
She  ftiffens  with  her  woes  ;   no  more  her  hair 
In  eafy  ringlets  wantons  in  the  air  ; 
Motion  forfakes  her  eyes;  her  veins  are  dry'd, 
And  beat  no  longer  with  the  fanguine  tide  ; 
All  life  is  fled;  firm  marble  now  ib?  grows, 
Which  dill  in  tears  the  mother's  anguifh  fhows. 

Ye  haughty  fair,  your  painted  Fans  difplay, 
And  the  juft  fate  of  lofty  pride  furvey. 
Though  lovers  oft  extol  your  beauty's  power, 
And  in  celeftial  fimilies  adore ; 
Though  from  your  features  Cupid  borrows  arms, 
And  goddeffes  confefs  inferior  charms ; 
Do  not,  vain  maid,  the  flattering  talc  believe, 
Alike  thy  lovers  and  thy  glafs  deceive. 

Here  lively  colours  Prodis'  paffion  tell, 
Who  to  her  jealous  fears  a  victim  fell. 
Here  kneels  the  trembling  hunter  o'er  his  wife, 
\Vho  rolls  her  fickening  eyes,  and  gafps  for  lite  ; 
Her  drooping  head  upon  her  fhoulder  lies, 
And  purple  gore  her  Ihowy  bolom  dyes. 
What  guilt,  what  horror,  on  his  face  appears ! 
See,  his  red  eye-lid  foems  to  fwell  with  tears ; 


With  agony  his  wringing  hands  he  {Train*, 
And  ftrong  convulfions  ftretch  his  branching  veins. 
Learn  hence,  ye  wives  !  bid  vain  fufpicion  ceafe, 
Lofe  not,  in  fullen  difcontent,  your  peace  : 
For,  when  fierce  love  to  jealoufy  ferments, 
A  thousand  doubts  and  fears  the  foul  invents; 
No  more  the  days  in  pleating  converfe  flow, 
And  nights  no  more  their  foft  endearments  knovr, 
There  on  the  piece  the  Volfcian  queen  expir'd, 
The  love  of  fpoils  her  female  bofom  fir'd. 
Gay  Chloreus'  arms  attract  her  longing  eyes, 
And  for  the  painted  plume  and  helm  fhe  fighs; 
Fearlef*  fhe  follows,  bent  on  gaudy  prey, 
Till  an  ill-fated  dart  obftructs  her  way  ; 
Down  drops  the  martial  maid ;  the  bloody  ground 
Floats  with  a  torrent  from  the  purple  wound ; 
The  mournful  nymphs  her  drooping  head  fuftain, 
And  try  to  ftop  the  gufhing  life  in  vain. 

Thus  the  raw  maid  fome  tawdry  coat  furveys, 
Where  the  fop's  fancy  in  embroidery  plays ; 
His  fnowy  feather,  edg'd  with  crimfon  dyes, 
And  his  bright  fword-knot,  lure  her  wandering 

eyes ; 

Fring'd  gloves  and  gold  brocade  confpire  to  move, 
Till  the  nymph  falls  a  facrifice  to  love. 

Here  young  Narciflus  o'er  the  fountain  flood, 
And  view'd  his  image  in  the  cryftal  flood  : 
The  cryftal  flood  reflects  his  lovely  charms, 
And  the  pleas'd  image  ftrives  to  meet  his  arms. 
No  nymph  his  unexperienc'd  bread  fubdued, 
Echo  in  vain  the  flying  boy  purfued, 
Himfelf  alone  the  foolifh  youth  admires, 
And  with  fond  look  the  fmiling  (hade  defires  r 
O'er  the  fmooth  lake  with  fruitlefs  tears,  he  grieves, 
His  fpreading  fingers  fhoot  in  verdant  leaves, 
Through  his  pale  veins  green  fap  now  gently  flows, 
And  in  a  fhort-liv'd  flower  his  beauty  blows. 
Let  vain  Narciffus  warn  each  female  breaft, 
That  beauty's  but  a  tranfient  good  at  beft. 
Like  flowers  it  withers  with  th  advancing  year ; 
And  age,  like  winter,  robs  the  blooming  fair. 
Oh,  Arammta  !  ceafe  thy  wonted  pride, 
Nor  longer  in  thy  faithlefs  charms  confide  ; 
Ev'n  while  the  glafs  reflects  thy  fparkling  eyes, 
Their  luftre  and  thy  rofy  colour  flies ! 

Thus  on  the  Fan  the  breathing  figures  fhine, 
And  all  the  powers  applaud  the  wife  defign. 

The  Cyprian  queen  the  painted  gift  receives, 
And  with  a  grateful  bow  the  fynod  leaves. 
To  the  low  world  fhe  bends  her  fteepy  way, 
Where  Strephon  pafs'd  the  folitary  day. 
She  found  him  in  a  melancholy  grove, 
His  down  caft  eyes  betray'd  defponding  love ; 
The  wounded  bark  confefs'd  his  flighted  flame, 
And  every  tree  bore  falfe  Corinna's  name  : 
In  a  cool  fhade  he  lay  with  folded  arms, 
Curfes  his  fortune,  and  upbraids  her  charms  ; 
When  Venus  to  his  wondering  eyes  appears, 
And  with  thefe  words  relieves  his  amorous  cares  : 
Rife  !  happy  youth  ;  this  bright  machine  furvey, 
Whofe  rattling  fticks  my  bufy  fingers  fway  ; 
This  prefent  mall  thy  cruel  charmer  move, 
And  in  her  fickle  bofom  kindle  love. 

The  Fan  fhall  flutter  in  all  female  hands, 
And  various  fafhions  learn  from  various  lands. 
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For  this  fliall  elephants  their  ivory  fhed  ; 
And  poliPn'd  flicks  the  waving  engine  fpread  : 
His  clouded  mail  the  tortoife  (hall  rcfign, 
And  round  the  rivet  pearly  circles  fhine. 
On  this  fhall  Indians  all  their  art  employ, 
And  with  bright  colours  ftain  the  gaudy  toy  ; 
Their  paint  lhall  here  in  \vildefl  fancies  flow, 
Their  drcfs,  their  cuftoms,  their  religion,  fhow  : 
Sn  fhall  the  Britifli  fair  their  minds  improve, 
Ahd  on  the  Fan  to  diftant  climates  rove. 
Here  China's  ladies  fhall  their  pride  difplay, 
And  filver  figures  gild  their  loofe  array  ; 
This'boafts  her  little  feet  and  winking  eyes; 
That  tunes  the  fife,  or  tinkling  cymbal  plies 
Here  crofs-lcgg'd  nobles  in  rich  ftate  (hail  dine ; 
There,  in  bright  mail  diflorted  heroes  fhine. 
The  peeping  Fan  in  modern  times  fhall  rife, 
Through  which  unfeen  the  female  ogle  flies; 
This  fhall  in  temples  the  fly  maid  conceal, 
And  fhelter  love  beneath  devotion's  veil- 
Gay  France  fhall  make  the,  Fan  her  artift's  care, 
And  with  the  coftly  trinket  arm  the  fair. 
As  learned  orators;  that  touch  the  heart, 
With  various  action  raife  their  foothing  art, 
Both  head  and  hand  affe&  the  liftening  throng, 
And  humour  each  eXpreffion  of  the  tongue; 
So  fhall  each  paffion  by  the  Fan  be  feen, 
From  noify  anger  to  the  fullen  fpleen. 

While  Venus  fpoke,  joy  (hone  in  Strephon's 

eyes; 
Proud  of  the  gift,  he  to  Corinna  flies  r 


But  Cupid  (who  delights  in  amorous  ill, 
Wounds  hearts,  and  leaves  them  to  a  womar 

will) 

With  certain  aim  a  golden  arrow  drew, 
Which  to  Leander's  panting  bofom  flew. 
Leander  lov'd,  and  to  the  fprightly  dame 
In  gentle  fighs  reveal' d  his  growing  flame't 
Sweet  fmiles  Corinna  to  his  fighs  returns, 
And  for  the  fop  in  equal  paffion  burns. 

Lo,   Strephon  comes  !    and,  with  a  fupplia 

bdw, 
Offers  the  prefent,  and  renews  his  vow. 

When  flte  the  fate  of  Niobe  beheld, 
Why  has  my  pride  againfl  my  heart  rebell'd  ? 
She  flghing  cry'd.     Difdain  forfook  her  breaft, 
And  Strephon  now  was  thought  a  worthy  gueft. 

In  Procris'  bofom  when  fhe  faw  the  dart, 


She  juftly  blames  her  own  fufpicious  heart ; 

Imputes  her  difcontent  to  jealous  fear. 

And  knows  her  Strephon's  conftancy  fincetr. 

When  on  Camilla's  fate  her  eye  fhe  turns, 
No  more  for  (how  and  equipage  fhe  burns : 
She  learns  Leander's  paflion  to  defpife, 
And  loqks  on  merit  with  difcerning  eyes. 

Narciflus'  change  to  the  vain  virgin  mows, 
Who  trufts  to  beauty,  trufts  the  fading  rofe. 
Youth  flies  apace,  with  youth  your  beauty  flies; 
Love  then,  ye  virgins,  ere  the  bloflbm  dies. 

Thus   Pallas  taught;  her.     Strephon  weds  the 

•    dame ; 
And  Hymen's  torch  diffus'd  the  brighteft  flame. 


THE   SHEPHERD'S   WEEK, 

IN  SIX  PASTORALS.  1714. 
THE  AUTHOR'S   NOTES. 


Libeat  mihi  fordida  rUra, 

Atque  humiles  habitare  cafas. — "- 


PROEME  TO  THE  COURTEOUS  READER 


GREAT  marvel  hath  it  been  (and  that  not  un- 
worthily) to  divers  worthy  wits,  that  in  this  our 
ifland  of  Britain,  in  all  rare  fciences  fo  greatly 
abounding,  more  efpecially  in  all  kinds  of  poefy 
highly  flouriftiing,  no  poet  (though  otherwife  of 
notable  cunning  in  roundelays)  hath  hit  on  the 
right  fimple  eclogue,  after  the  true  ancient  guife 
cf  Theocritus,  beidre  this  mine  attempt. 

Other  poet  travailing  in  this  plain  high-way  of 
paftoral,  know  I  none.  \ret,certes,iuch  it  behoved 
a  paftoral  to  be,  as  nature,  in  the  country  affor  J- 
cth;  and  the  manners  alfo  meetly  copied  horn  the 
ruftical  folk  therein.  Iu  ihis  aifo  my  love  to  my 
native  country  (Britain)  much  pricketh  me  for- 
ward, to  defence  aright  the  manners  of  our  ovva 


honeft  and  laborious  ploughmen,  in  no  wife,  fure, 
more  unworthy  a  Britifh  poet's  imitation,  than 
thofe  of  Sicily  or  Arcadie ;  albeit,  not  ignorant  I 
am,  what  a  rout  and  rabblement  of  critical  galii- 
mawfry  hath  been  made  of  late  days  by  certain 
young  men  of  infipid  delicacy,  concerning,  I  wift 
not  what,  golden  age,  and  Other  outrageous  con- 
ceits, to  which  they  would  confine  paftoral.  Where- 
of, 1  avow,  I  account  nought  at  all,  knowing  no 
age  fo  jultiy  to  be  inftiled  golden,  as  this  of  our 
iovereign  lady  Queen  Anne. 

This  idle  trumpery  (only  fit  for  fchools  and 
fckool  boys)  unto  that  ancient  Doric  fhepherd, 
Theocritus,  or  his  mates,  wa.-  never  known  ;  he 
rightly,  throughout  his  filth  Idyll,  maketh  his-louta 
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give  full  language,  and  behold  their  goats  at  rut 
in  all  fimplicity  : 


aropvi 


an  a  rgatyoj  aft/raj  sysvro. 
THEOC.  Id.  i.  87. 

Verily,  as  little  pleafance  receiveth  a  true  home- 
bred tafte,  from  all  the  fine  finical  new-fangled 
fooleries  of  this  gay  Gothic  garniture,  wherewith 
they  fo  nicely  bedeck  their  court-clowns,  or  clown- 
courtiers  (Tor  which  to  call  them  rightly  I  wot 
pot),  as  "would  a  prudent  citizen  journeying  to  his 
country  farms,  ihould  he  find  them  occupied  by 
people  of  this  motley  make,  inftead  of  plain  down- 
right hearty  cleanly  folk,  fuch  as  be  no.w  tenants 
to  the  burgeflcs  of  this  realm. 

Furthermore,  it  is  my  purpo.fe,  gentle  reader,  to 
fet  before  thee,  as  it  were  a  picture,  or  rather  live- 
ly landfcape  of  thy  own  country,  juft  as  thou 
mighteft  fee  it,  didfl.  thou  take  a  walk  into  the 
fields  at  the  proper  feafon  :  even  as  Maifter  Mil- 
ton hath  elegantly  fet  forth  the  fame  : 

•*  As  one  who  long  in  populous  city  pcntt 

"  Where  houfes  thick,  and  fewers  annoy  the  air, 

"  Forth  ifiuing  on  a  fummer's  morn  to  breathe 

"  Among  the  pleafant  villages  and  farms 

'•'  Adjoin'd,  from  each  thing  met  conceives  de- 

"light; 

**  The  fmell  of  grain,  or  tedded  grafs,  or  kine, 
"  Or  dairy,  each  rural  fi^ht,  each  rural  found." 

Thou  wilt  not  find  my  ftiepherdeilcs  idly  piping 
on  oaten  reeds,  but  milking  the  kine,  tying  up  the 
fheaves,  or,  if  the  hogs  are  aft  ray,  driving  them  to 
the  ftryes.  My  fliepherd  gathereth  none  other 
nofegays  but  what  are  the  growth  of  our  own 
fields  ;  he  fleepeth  not  under  myrtle  {hades,  but 
under  a  hedge  ;  nor  doth  he  vigilantly  defend  his 
flocks  from  wolves,  b^caufe  there  are  none,  as 
Maifter  Spenfer  well  obfervuh  : 

"  Well  is  known  that,  fmce  the  Saxon  king, 
"  Never  was  wolf  feen,  many  or  fome, 
"  Nor  in  all  Kent  nor  in  Chriftendom." 

For  as  much  as  I  have  mentioned  Maifter  Spen- 
fer, foothly  I  muft  acknowledge  him  a  bard  of 
fweeteft  memorial.  Yet  hath  his  Ihepherd's  boy 
at  fome  times  raifed  his  ruftic  reed  to  rhymes  more 
rumbling  than  rural.  Divers  grave  points  alfp 
hath  he  handled  of  churchly  matter,  and  doubts 


in  religion  daily  arifing,  to  great  clerks  only  ap~ 
pertaining.  What  liketh  me  beft  are  his  names' 
indeed  right  fimple  and  meet  for  the  country* 
fuch  as  Lobbin,  Cuddy,  Hobbinol,  Diggon,  and 
others,  fome  of  which  I  have  made  bold  to  bor- 
row. Moreover,  as  he  called  his  Eclogues,  the 
"  Shepherd's  Calendar,"  and  divided  the  fame  into 
twelve  months,  I  have  chofen  (peradvcnture  not 
over  rafhly)  to  name  mine-  by  the  days  of  the 
week,  omitting  Sunday,  or  the  Sabbath,  ours  being 
fuppofed  to  be  Chriftian  fhepherds,  and  to  be  then 
at  church -worfmp.  Yet  further,  of  many  of  Maif- 
ter Spenfer's  eclogues  k  may  be  obferved,  though 
month*  they  be  c-alkd,  of  the  iaid  months  therein 
nothing  is  Ipecified  ;  whc-rein  I  have  alfoeflecmed 
him  worthy  mine  imitation. 

That  principally,  courteous  reader,  whereof  I 
would  have  thee  to  be  advertifed  (feeing  I  depart 
from  the  vulgar  ufage),  is  touching  the  language 
of  my  fliepherds  ;  which  is,  foothly  to  fay,  fuch  as 
is  neither  fpoken  by  the  country  maiden,  or  the 
cpurtly  dame  ;  nay,  not  only  fuch  as  in  the  prefent 
times  is  not  uttered,  but  was  never  uttered  in 
times  pail;  and,  if  I  judge  aright,  will  never  be 
uttered  in  times  future  :  it  having  too  much  of 
the  country  to  be  fit  for  the  court,  too  much  of 
the  court  to  be  fit  for  the  country ;  too  much  of 
the  language  of  old  times  to  be  fit  for  the  prefent, 
too  much  of  the  prefent  to  have  been  fit  for  the 
old,  and  con  much  of  both  to  be  fit  for  any  time 
to  come.  Granted  ajfo  h  is,  that  in  this  my  lan- 
guage I  fcem  unto  my  felt  as  a  l^ondon  mafyn, 
who  calculated!  his  work  for  a  term  of  years,  when 
he  buiUeth  with  old  materials  upon  a  ground-rent 
that  is  not  his  own,  which  .foon  turns  to  rubbiih 
and  ruins.  For  this  point  no  reafon  can  I  allege , 
only  deep -learned  enfamples  having  ltd  roe  there- 
unto. 

But  here  again  much  comfort  arifeth  in  me, 
from  the  hopes,  in  that  I  conceive,  when  thcfe 
words,  in  the  courfe  of  tranfitory.  things,  thall  de- 
cay, it  may  fo  hap,  in  meet  time,  that  iome  iovcr 
of  fimplicity  ftiall  arife,  who  {hall  ha  ye  the  hard- 
nefs  to  render  thefe  mine  eclogues  into  luch  mo- 
dern dialect  as  ftiall  be  then  uaderiiood,  to-  which 
end  glolTes  and  explications  of  uncouth  pailoral 
terms  are  annexed. 

Gentle  reader,  turn  over  the  leaf,  and  entertain 
thyfelf  with  the  prolped  t>f  thine  own  country, 
limned  by  the  painful  hand  of  thy  loving  country- 
man, JOHN  GAY. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE  LORD  VISCOUNT  BOLTNGBROKE. 


Lo  I,  who  erfl  beneath  a  tree, 
Sung  Bumkinet  and  Bowzybee, 
And  Blouzeiind,  and  Marian  bright, 
In  apron  blue,  or  apron  white, 
Now  write  my  fonnets  in  a  hook, 
For  my  good  Lord  of  Bolingbrok.e. 


As  lads  and  lafies  ftood  around 
To  hear  my  boxen  hautboy  found, 
Our  clerk  came  polling  o'er  the  green 
With  doleful  tidings  of  the  queen  ; 
The  queen,  he  fsid,  to.  whom  we  owe 
sue':,  that  niaksth  riches  flow  j. 

S 

• 
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That  queen,  who  easM  our  tax  of  late, 
Was  dead,  alas !  and  lay  in  flate. 

At  this,  in  tears  was  Cicely  feen, 
Buxoma  tore  her  pinners  clean, 
In  doleful  dumps  ftood  every  clown, 
The  parfon  rent  his  band  and  gown. 

For  me,  when  as  I  heard  that  death 
Had  fnatch'd  queen  Anne  to  Elizabeth,  3O 

I  broke  my  reed,  and  fighing.fwore 
I'd  weep  for  Blouzelind  no  more, 
i    While  thus  we  ftood  as  in  a  {round, 
And  wet  with  tears,  like  dew  the  ground, 
Full  foon  by  bor.efire  and  by  bell 
We  learnt  our  liege  was  pafling  well. 
A  fkilful  leach  (fo  God  him  ipeed) 
They  laid  had  wrought  this  blefled  deed. 
This  leach  Atbuthnot  was  yclept, 
Who  many  a  night  not  once  had  flept ;  30 

But  watch'd  our  gracious  Jbvtreign  ftill ; 
For  who  could  reft  wher  fhe  was  ill  ? 
Oh,  may'ft  thou  henceforth  fweetly  fleep  ! 
Sheer,  fwains,  rh    fheer  your  lofteft  fhecp, 
To  fwtll  his  couch  ;  for  well  1  ween, 
He  fav'd  the  realm,  who  fav'd  the  queen. 

Quoth  I,  pleaft  God,  I'll  hye  with  glee 
To  court,  this  Arbuthnot  to  Ice. 
I  fold  my  fhetp  and  lambkins  too, 
For  filver  loops  and  garment  blue  ;  40 

3VIy  boxen  hautboy,  fweet  of  found, 
For  lace  that  edg'd  mine  hat  around ;   • 
For  Lightfoot  and  my  fcrip,  I  got 
A  gorgeous  fword.  and  eke  a  knot. 

So  forth  I  far'd  to  court  with  fpeed, 
Of  foldier's  drum  withouten  dreed ; 
For  peace  allays  the  fhepherd's  fear 
Of  wearing  cap  of  grenadier. 

There  faw  I  ladies  all  a-row, 
Before  their  queen  in  feemly  fhow.  50 

No  more  I'll  fing  Buxcma  brown, 
JLike  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown ; 
Nor  Clumfilis,  nor  Marian  bright, 
Nor  damfel  that  Hobnelia  hight. 
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But  Lanfdowne,  frefh  as  flower  of  May, 
And  Berkeley,  lady  blithe  and  gay  ; 
And  Anglefea,  whofe  fpeech  exceeds 
The  voice  of  pipe,  or  oaten  reeds  ; 
And  blooming  Hyde,  wth  eyes  fo  rare ; 
And  Montague  beyond  compare  : 
Such  ladies  fair  would  I  depamt, 
In  roundelay  or  fonnet  quaint 

There  many  a  worthy  wight  I've  feen, 
In  ribbon  blue  and  ribbon  preen  : 
As  Oxford,  who  a  wand  doth  bear, 
Like  Mofes,  in  our  bibles  fair ; 
Who.  for  our  traffic  forms  defigns, 
And  gives  to  Britain  Indian  mine*. 
Now,  fhtpherds,  clip  your  fleecy  care; 
Ye  maids,  your  fpinning-wheels  prepare ; 
Ye  weavers,  all  your  {hurtles  throw, 
And  bid  broad  cloths  and  ferges  grow  j 
For  trading  frre  (hall  thrive  again, 
Nor  leafing*  lewd  affright  the  fwain. 

There  faw  I  St.  John,  fweet  of  mien, 
Full  fledfall  both  to  church  and  quern  ; 
With  w  hofe  fair  name  I'll  deck  my  ftrain  ; 
St  John,  right  courteous  to  the  fwain. 

For  thus  he  told  me  on  a  day, 
Trim  are  thy  fonnets,  gentle  Gay  ; 
And,  certes,  mirth  it  were  to  fee 
Thy  joyous  madrigals  twice  three, 
With  preface  meet,  and  notes  profound, 
Imprinted  fair,  and  well  y- bound. 
All  fuddenly  then  home  I  fped, 
And  did  ev'n  as  my  lord  had  faid. 

Lo,  here  thou  haft  mine  eclogues  fair, 
But  let  not  thefe  detain  thine  ear 
Let  not  th*  affairs  of  ftates  and  kings 
Wait,  while  our  Bowzybeus  fings. 
Rather  than  verfe  of  fimple  fwain 
Shi  uld  flay  the  trade  of  France  or  Spain  ; 
Or  for  the  plaint  of  parfon's  maid, 
Yon  emperor's  packets  be  delay'd; 
In  footh,  I  fwear  by  holy  Paul, 
I'd  burn  book,  preface,  notes,  and  all. 


MONDAY;  OR  THE  SQUABBLE, 


LOBBIN  CLOUr,  CUDDY,  CLODDIPOLE. 


Lvbb'in  Clout. 

THY  younglings,  Cuddy,  are  but  juft  awake, 
No  thruftles  thrill  the  bramble- bufh  forfake, 
No  chirping  lark  the  welkin  fheen  invokes, 
No  damfel  yet  the  fwelling  udder  ftrokcs  5 

Ver.  3.  Welkin,  the  fame  at  welken,  an  eld  Saxon 
ituwd^fignifying  a  cloud  ;  by  poetical  licence  it  is  fre- 
quently taken  for  tie  element  or  fky,  as  may  off  ear  by 
tkis  verfe  in  the  dream  of  (.haueer, 

"  Ne  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  cloud." 
•—Sheen  tr  fhine,  sn  old  u-irdfor  Ihimng  vr  bright. 


O'er  yonder  hill  does  fcant  the  dawn  appear  : 
Then  why  does  Cuddy  leave  his  cot  fo  rear  ? 

Cuddy. 

Ah  Lobbin  Clout  1  1  ween  my  plight  Is  gtieft, 
For  he  that  loves,  a  ftranger  is  to  reft  ; 
If  fwains  belie  not,  thou  haft  prov'd  the  fmart, 
And  Blouzelinda's  miftrefs  of  thy  heart.  IO 

.  [fcarce. 

Ver.  5    Scant,  tifed  in  the  ancient  Britijb  authors  for 
Per.  6    Rear,  an   expreffien  in  fever al  counties  tf 
England,  for  early  in  the  morning. 

>  er   7    Tt  ween,  derived  from  tf>:  Saxw,  to  think 
or  conceive.  ~i 
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This  rifing  rear  betokeneth  well  thy  mind, 
Thofe  arms  are  folded  for  thy  Blouzelind. 
And  well,  I  trow,  our  piteous  plights  agree: 
Thee  Blouzelinda  fmitts,  Buxoma  me. 
Lobbin  Clout. 

Ah,  Blouzelind  !   I  love  thee  more  by  half, 
Than  d->es  their  fawns,  or  cows  the  newn-fall'n 

calf: 

Woe  worth  the  tongue !  may  blifters  fore  it  gall, 
That  names  Buxoma  Blouzelind  withal. 
Cuddy, 

Hold,  witlefs  Lobbin  Clout,  I  thee  advife, 
Left  blifters  fore  on  thy  own  tongue  arife.         20 
Lo,  yonder,  Cioddipole,  the  blithfome  fwain, 
The  wifeft  lout  of  all  the  neighbouring  plain  ! 
From  Cioddipole  we  learn  to  read  the  fkies, 
To  know  when  hail  will  fall,  or  winds  arife. 
He  taught  us  erft  the  heifer's  tail  to  view,     [fue  : 
When  ftuck  aloft,  that  (bowers  would  ftraight  en- 
He  firft  that  ufeful  fecret  did  explain, 
That  pricking  corns  foretold  the  gathering  rain. 
When  fwallows  fleet  foar  high,  and  fport  in  air, 
He  told  us  that  the  welkin  would  be  clear.         JO 
Let  Cioddipole  then  hear  us  twain  rehearfe, 
And  praife  his  fweetheart  in  alternate  veife. 
I'll  wager  this  fame  oaken  ftaffwith  thee, 
That  Cioddipole  (hall  give  the  prize  to  me. 
Lebbin  Clout. 

See  this  tobacco-pouch,  that's  lin'd  with  hair, 
Made  of  the  ikin  of  fleekeft  fallow-deer. 
This  pouch,  that's  ty'd  with  tape  of  reddeft  hue, 
I'll  wager  that  the  prize  fhali  be  my  due. 
Cuddy. 

Begin  thy  carols  then,  thou  vaunting  flouch ! 

Be  thine  the  oaken  ftaff,  or  min^  the  pouch.       40 

Lobbin  Clout. 

My  Blouzelinda  is  the  blitheft  lafs, 
Than  primrofe  fwceter,  or  the  clover-glafs. 
Fair  is  the  king-cup  that  in  meadow  blows, 
Fair  is  the  daizy  that  befide  her  grows  ; 
Fair  is  the  gilliflower,  of  gardens  fweet, 
Fair  is  the  marygold,  for  pottage  meet  : 
But  Blouzelind's  than  gilliflower  more  fair, 
Than  daizy,  marygold,  or  king-cup  rare. 
Cuddy. 

My  brown  Buxoma  is  the  feateft  maid, 
That  e'er  at  wake  delightfome  gambol  play'd.  50 
Clean  as  young  lambkins  or  the  goofe's  down, 
And  like  the  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown. 
The  witlefs  lamb  may  fport  upon  the  plain, 
The  frifking  kid  delight  the  gaping  fwain, 
The  wanton  calf  may  fkip  with  many  a  bound, 
And  my  cur  Tray  play  defteft  feats  around ; 
But  neither  lamb,  nor  kid,  nor  calf,  nor  Tray, 
Dance  like  Buxoma  on  the  firft  of  May. 
Lobbin  Clout. 

Sweet  is  my  toil  when  Blouzelind  is  near ; 
Of  her  bereft,  'tis  winter  all  the  year.  60 

With  her  no  fukry  fummer's  heat  I  know  ; 
In  winter,  when  fhe's  nigh,  with  love  I  glow. 

Vtr.  25.  Erft,  a  contraction  of  ere  this  ;  itftgnijies 
fbme  time  ago,  or  formerly. 

r*  ,56.  Deft,  an  old  word,  Signifying  briik  or 


Come,  Blouzelinda,  cafe  thy  fwain's  defire, 
My  fummer's  Ihadow,  and  my  winter's  fire  ! 
Cuddy. 

As  with  Buxoma  once  I  work'd  at  hay, 
Ev'n  noon -tide  labour  feeru'd  an  holiday; 
And  holidays,  if  haply  fhe  were  gone, 
Like  worky-days  I  wifh'd  would  foon  be  done. 
Eftfoons,  O  fweetheart  kind  .  my  love  repay, 
And  all  the  year  fhall  then  he  holiday.  70 

Lobbin  Clout. 

As  Blouzelinda,  in  a  gamcfome  mood, 
Behind  a  haycock  loudly  laughing  ftood, 
I  flily  ran,  and  fnatch'd  a  hafty  kifs  ; 
She  wip'd  her  lip*,  nor  took  it  much  amifs. 
Believe  me,  Cuddy,  while  I'm  bold  to  lay, 
Her  breath  was  fweeter  than  the  ripen'd  hay. 
Cuddy. 

A*  my  Buxoma,  in  a  morning  fair, 
With  gentle  finger  ftrok'd  her  milky  care, 
I  queintly  ftole  a  kifs ;  at  firft}  'tis  true, 
She  frown 'd,  yet  after  granted  one  or  two.        80 
Lohbin,  I  Iwear,  believe  who  will  my  vows, 
Her  breath  by  far  excell'd  the  breathing  cows. 
Lobbin  Clout. 

Leek  to  the  Welch,  to  Dutchmen  butter's  dear, 
Of  iriih  fwains  potatoc  is  the  cheer ; 
Oats  for  their  feafts  the  Scottifh  (hepherds  grind, 
Sweet  turnips  are  the  food  of  Blouzelind. 
While  fhe  loves  turnips,  butter  I'll  defpife, 
Nor  leeks,  nor  oatmeal,  nor  potatoe,  prize. 
Cuddy. 

In  good  roaft-beef  my  landlord  flicks  his  knife, 
The  capon  fat  delights  his  dainty  wife,  90 

Pudding  our  parfon  eats,  the  fquire  loves  hare, 
But  white-pot  thick  is  my  Buxoma's  fare. 
While  flie  loves  white-pot,  capon  ne'er  fhall  be, 
Nor  hare,  npr  beef,  nor  pudding,  food  for  me. 
Lobbin  Clout. 

As  once  I  play'd  at  blindman's  buff,  it  hapt 
About  my  eyes  the  towel  thick  was  wrapt. 
I  mifs'd  the  fwains,  and  feiz'd  on  Blouzelind. 
True  fpeaksthat  ancient  proverb,"  Love  is  blind." 
Cuddy. 

As  at  hot-cockles  once  I  laid  me  down, 
And  felt  the  weighty  hand  of  many  a  clown;  ICO 
Buxoma  gave  a  gentle  tap,  and  I 
Q^uick  rofe,  and  read  foft  mifchief  in  her  eye. 

Ver.  69.  Eftfoons,  from  eft,  an  ancient  Brltijb 
iuord,figifying  foon.  So  that  eftfoons  is  a  doubling  of 
the  ivord  loon ;  lublcb  ist  as  it  "were,  to  fay,  twice  foon 
or  very  foon. 

Ver.  79.  Queint  has  various  Jignifications  in  the  an- 
cient Englijk  authors.  1  have  ufed  it  in  this  place  in 
the  fame  fe life  as  Chaucer  hath  done  In  bis  Miller's  Tale. 
"  As  Clerkes  being  full  fubtle  and  queint"  (by  -which 
be  means  arch  or  waggifh)  4  and  not  in  that  obfcene 
fenfe  -wherein  be  ufeib  it  in  the  line  immeJiatelly  follow* 
ing. 

Ver.  85. 

*   Populus  Alcidae  gratlffima,  Vitis  laccho, 
"  Formofas  Myrtus  Veneri,  fua  Laurea  Phaebo, 
"  Phillis  amat  Corylos.  Illas  dum  Philiis  armbit, 
"  Nee  Myrtus  vincet  Corylos  nee  Laurea  Phcebi." 
&c.  *       VJR? 

Sij 


THE    WORKS   OF    GAY. 


Lo!>lia  Clout. 

On  two  near  elms  the  flacken'd  cord  I  hung, 
Mow  high,  now  low,  my  Blouzelinda  fwung. 
With  the  rude  wiud  her  rumpled  garment  rofe, 
And  fhow'd  her  taper  leg,  and  fcarlet  hofe. 

Cuddy. 

Acrofs  the  fallen  oak  the  plank  I  laid, 
And  myfeli  pois'd  againft  the  tottering  m>.id. 
High  leap'd  the  plank  ;  adown  Buxoma  fell ; 
I  fpy'd — but  faithful  fweethearts  never  tell.     IIO 

Lobin  Chut. 

This  riddle,  Cuddy,  if  thou  canft  explain, 
This  wily  riddle  puzzles  every  fwain. 
*'  What  flower  if,  that  which  bears  the  virgin's 

"  name, 
*'  The  richeil  metal  joined  with  the  fame  ?" 

Cuddy. 

Anfwer,  thou  carle,  and  judge  this  riddle  right, 
I'll  frankly  own  thee  for  a  cunning  wight. 
"  What  flower  is  that  which  royal  honour  craves, 
"  Adjoin  the  virgin,  and  'tis  ftrown  on  graves  ?" 
Cloddifcle. 

Forbear,  contending  louts,  give  o'er  your  ftrains ! 
An  oaken  ftaff  each  merits  for  his  pains.          J»o 
But  fee  the  fun-beams  bright  to  labour  warn, 
And  gild  the  thatch  of  goodman  Hodge's  barn. 
Ypur  herds  for  want  of  water  ftand  a-dry, 
They're  weary  of  your  fongs — and  fo  am  I. 

TUESDAY;  OR,  THE  DITTY. 

Marian. 

YOUNG  Colin  Clout,  a  lad  of  peerlefs  meed, 
Full  well  could  dance,  and  deftly  tune  the  reed ; 
In  every  wood  his  carols  fweet  were  known, 
At  every  wake  his  nimble  feats  were  fhown. 
When  in  the  ring  the  ruftic  routs  he  threw, 
The  damfels'  plcafures  with  his  conquefts  grew  ; 
Or  when  aflant  the  cudgel  threats  his  head, 
His  danger  fmites  the  breaft  of  every  maid, 
But  chief  of  Marian,     Marian  lov'd  the  fwain, 
The  parfon's  maid,  and  neateft  of  the  plain  ;      10 
Marian,  that  foft  could  ftroke  the  udder'd  cow, 
Or  leffen  with  her  fieve  the  barley-mow ; 
Marbled  with  fage  thehardeningcheefe  fhe  prefs'd, 
And  yellow  butter  Marian's  Ikiil  confefs'd ; 
But  Marian  now,  devoid  of  country  cares, 
Kor  yellow  butter,  nor  fage  chede,  prepares ; 
For  yearning  love  the  witlefs  rnokl  employs, 
And  love,  fay  fwains,"  all  bufy  heed  deftroys." 
Colin  makes  mock  at  all  her  piteous  fmart ; 
Alafs  that  Cicely  hight  had  won  his  heartj       ao 
Cicely  the  weftern  lafs  that  tends  the  kee, 
The  rival  of  the  par(on's  maid  was  fhe. 
In  dreary  fhade  now  Marian  lies  along, 
And,  mixt  with  fighs,  thus  wails  in  plaining  fbng: 

Fir.  I03~-HO  wtre  n,t  in  tie  early  editions. 
Ver.  113.  Marygold. 
Ver.  117.  Rofemary. 

*'  Die  quibus  in  terris  infcripti  nomina  Regum 
*'  Nafcantur  Florea." — ~VIRG. 

/^r.  izo.  «  Etvitula  tu  dignuset  hie." — VJRG. 
Psr,  ii.  Kee,  a  -we/I  country  isjardfer  kine  or  cows- 


Ah,  woful  day  !  ah,  woful  noon  and  morn? 
When  firfl  by  thee  my  younglings  whits  were 

fhorn  ; 

Then  firft,  \  ween.  I  caft  a  lover'a  eye, 
My  fheep  were  fi'lj,  but  more  filly  I. 
Beneath  the  flicars  they  feJt  no  lafting  fmart, 
They  loft  but  fleeces,  while  I  loft  a  heart.  30 

Ah,  Colin?  canft  thou  leave  thy  fweetheart  true? 
What  I  have  done  for  thee,  will  Cicely  do  ? 
Will  fhe  thy  linen  wafh,  or  hofen  darn, 
And  knit  thee  gloves  made  of  her  own  fpun  yarn  ? 
Will  flie  with  hufwifc's  hand  provide  thy  meat  ? 
And  every  Sunday  morn  thy  neckcloth  plait, 
Which  o'er  thy  kerfey  doublet  fpreading  wide, 
In  fervice-time  drew  Cicely's  eyes  aiMe  ? 

Where'er  I  gad,  I  cannot  hide  my  care, 
My  new  difafters  in  my  look  appear,  40 

White  as  the  curd  my  ruddy  cheek  is  grown, 
So  thin  my  features  that  I'm  hardly  known. 
Our  neighbours  tell  me  oft,  in  joking  talk, 
Of  athes,  leather,  oatmeal,  bran,  acd  chalk  ; 
Unwittingly  of  Marian  they  divine, 
And  wift  not  that  with  thoughtful  love  I  pine. 
Yet  Colin  Clout,  untoward  mepherd  fwain, 
Walks  whiftling  blithe,  while  pitiful  \  plain. 

Whilom  with  thee  'twas  Marian's  dear  delighlj 
To  moil  all  day,  and  merry-make  at  night.         JO, 
If  in  the  foil  you  guide  the  crooked  (hare, 
Your  early  breakfaft  is  my  conftant  care  ; 
And  when  with  even  hand  you  ftrow  the  grain, 
I  fright  the  thievifh  rooks  from  off  the  plain. 
In  mifling  days,  when  I  my  thremer  heard, 
With  nappy  beer  I  to  the  barn  repair'd ; 
Loft  in  the  mufic  of  the  whirling  flail, 
To  gaze  on  thee  I  left  the  fmoking  pail : 
In  harveft  when  the  fun  was  mounted  high, 
My  leathern  bottle  did  thy  draught  fupply ;      6a 
Whene'er  you  mow'd,  I  follow'd  with  the  Jake,   47 
And  have  full  oft  been  fun-burnt  for  thy  fake  : 
When  in  the  welkin  gathering  mowers  werefeen, 
1  '"-fcg'd  the  laft  with  Calin  on  the  green  ; 
And  when  at  eve  returning  with  thy  car, 
Awaiting  heard  the  jingling  bells  from  far, 
Straight  on  the  fire  the  footy  pot  I  plac'd, 
To  warm  thy  broth  I  burnt  my  hands  for  hafte. 
When  hungry  thou  ftood'ft  ftaring,  like  an  oaf, 
I  flic'd  the  luncheon  from  the  barley-loaf;         70 
With  crumbled  bread  I  thicken'd  well  thy  mefs. 
Ah,  love  me  more,  or  love  thy  pottage  lefs ! 

Laft  Friday's  eve,  when  as  the  fun  was  let, 
I,  near  yon  ftile,  three  fallow  gypfies  met. 
Upon  my.hand  they  caft  a  poring  look, 
Bid  me  beware,  and  thrice  their  heads  they  fhook; 
They  faid  that  many  croffes  I  muft  prove  ; 
Some  in  my  wordly  gain,  but  moft  in  love. 
Next  morn  I  mifs'd  three  hens  and  our  old  cock, 
And  off  the  hedge  two  pinners  and  a  fmock  ;     8<2 
I  bore  thefe  lofles  with  a  Chriftian  mind, 
And  no  mifhaps  could  feel  while  thou  wert  kind. 
But  fince,  alas !  I  grew  my  Colin's  fcorn, 
I've  known  no  pleafure,  night,  or  noon,  or  morn. 
Help  me,  ye  gypfies;  bring  him  home  again, 
And  to  a'conitant  Jafs  give  back  her  fwain. 

Have  I  not  fat  with  thee  full  many  anight, 
When  dying  embers  were  oyr  only  light, 


P     O 

When  every  creature  (lid  in  lumbers  lie, 
Befides  our  cat,  my  Colin  Clout,  and  I?  90 

No  troublous  thoughts  the  cat  or  Colin  move, 
"While  I  alone  am  kept  awake  by  love. 

Remember,  Colin,  when  at  laft  year's  wake 
I  bought  the  coftly  prefent  for  thy  fake  ; 
Could'ft  thou  fpell  o'er  the  pofy  on  thy  knife, 
And  with  another  change  thy  ftate  of  life  ? 
If  thou  forget'ft,  I  wot,  I  can  repeat, 
My  memory" can  tell  the  verfe  fo  fweet : 
"  As  this  is  grav'd  upon  this  knife  of  thine, 
"  So  is  thy  image  on  this  heart  of  mine."          IOO 
But  woe  is  me  !  fuch  prefents  lucklefs  prove, 
For  knives,  they  tell  me,  always  fever  love. 

Thus  Marian  wail'd,  her  eyes  with  tears  brim- 
full, 

When  Goody  Dobbins  brought  her  cow  to  bull. 
With  apron  blue  to  dry  her  tears  fhe  fought  ; 
Then  faw  the  cow  well  ferv'd,  and  took  a  groat. 


WEDNESDAY ;  OR,  THE  DUMPS  *. 

Sfaralella. 

Trie  waitings  of  a  maiden  I  recite, 
A  maiden  fair  that  Sparabella  hight. 
Such  ftrains  ne'er  warble  in  the  linnet's  throat, 
Nor  the  gay  goldfinch  chaunts  fo  fweet  a  note. 
No  magpye  chatter'd,  nor  the  painted  jay, 
No  ox  was  heard  to  low,  nor  afs  to  bray  ; 
No  ruftling  breezes  play'd  the  leaves  among, 
While  thus  her  madrigal  the  damfel  fung. 

A  while,  O  d'Urfey,  lend  an  ear  or  twain 
Nor,  though  in  homely  guife,  my  verfe  difdain  ;  10 
Whether  thou  feck' ft  new  kingdoms  in  the  fun, 
Whether  thy  mufe  does  at  Newmarket  run, 
Or  does  with  goffips  at  a  feaft  regalet 
And  heighten  her  conceits  with  fack  and  ale, 
Or  elfe  at  wakes  with  Joan  and  Hodge  rejoice, 
Where  d'Urfey's  lyrics  (well  in  every  voice  ; 

*  Dumps,  or  dumbs,  made  ufe  of  to  exifrefs  a  Jtt  of 
tic  fullens.  Some  have  pretended  that  it  is  derived  f ram 
Dum'ops,  a  king  of  Egypt,  that  built  a  pyramid,  and  died 
vf  melancholy.  So  mopes,  after  the  fame  manner,  is 
thought  to  haie  come  from  Merops,  another  Egyptian 
king,  that  died  of  the  fame  dijlemper.  But  our  Englijb 
antiquaries  have  conjectured  that  dumps,  ivbicb  it  a 
grievous  heavinefs  of  fpirits,  comet  from  tht  -word 
dumplin,  the  heaviefl  kind  of  pudding  that  is  eaten  in  this 
teuniry  ;  mud  ufid  in  Norfolk,  and  other  counties  of 
England. 

r*r.  5. 

'  Immemor  herbarum  quos  eft  mirata  juvenca 
"  Certantes,  quorum  ftupefac5tae  carmine  lynces, 
"  Et  mutata  iuos  requierunt  flumina  curfus." 

VIRG. 

Ver.  9. 

c  Tu  mihi,  i*eu  magni  fuperas  jam  faxa  Timavi, 
"  Sivc  oram  lllyrici  legis  sequoris — " VIRG. 

Ver.  II.  An  opera  written  hy  thit  author,  called, 
:t  'The  World  in  the  Sun,  or  the  Kingdom  of  Birds  ;" 
he  is  alfo  famous  fir  his  Jang  on  the  Newmarket  horfe- 
'•«*,  and  fsvfral  others  J&ut  arc  fun*  ty  tie  Britfi 
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i  Yet  fuffer  me,  triou  bard  of  wond'rous  meed, 
|  Amid  thy  bays  to  weave  this  rural  weed. 

Now  the  fun  drove  ariown  the  weftern  road,      *>•  ~ 
And  oxen  laid  at  reft  forgot  the  goadT  2O 

The  clown  fatigued  trudg'd  homeward  with  his 

fpade, 

Acrofs  the  meadows  ftretch'd  the  lengthen'd  fhade ; 
When  Sparabella,  peniive  and  forlorn. 
Alike  with  yearning  iove  snd  labour  worn, 
Lean'd  on  her  rake,  arid  ilraight  with  doleful  guifc 
Did  this  fad  plaint  in  mournful  notes  devife. 

Come  night  as  dark  as  pitch,  furround  my  head, 
From  Sparabella  Bumkinct  is  ficd  ; 
The  ribbon  that  his  valorous  cudgel  won, 
Laft  Sunday  happier  Ciumfilis  put  on.  30 

Sure  if  he'd  eyes  (but  love  they  fay  has  none) 
I  whilom  by  that  ribbon  had  been  known. 
Ah,  well-a-day  !  I'm  fhent  with  baneful  fmart, 
For  with  the  ribbon  he  beftow'd  his  heart. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  laffes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Shall  heavy  Ciumfilis  with  me  compare  ? 
View  this,  ye  lovers,  and  like  me  defpair. 
Her  bluhber'd  lip  by  fmutty  pipes  is  worn, 
And  in  her  breath  tobacco  whiffs  are  borne  !     40 
The  cleanly  cheefe-prefr  file  could  never  turn, 
Her  aukward  fift  did  ne'er  employ  the  churn ; 
If  e'er  (he  brew'd,  the  drink  would  ftraight  go  four, 
Before  it  ever  felt  the  thunder's  power ; 
No  houfewifery  the  dowdy  creature  knew ; 
To  fum  up'  all,  her  tongue  confefs'd  the  fhrew. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  laffes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

I've  often  ieen  my  vifage  in  yon  lake, 
Nor  are  my  features*  of  the  homelieft  make  :     5^ 
Though  Ciumfilis  may  boaft  a  whiter  dye, 
Yet  the  black  floe  turns  in  my  rolling  eye  ; 
And  faireft  bioflbms  drop  with  every  blaft, 
But  the  brown  beauty  will  like  hollies  laft. 
Her  wan  complexion's  like  the  wither'd  leek, 
While  Katherine  pears  adorn  my  ruddy  check.     , 
Yet  fhe,  alas  !  the  witlefs  lout  hath  won, 
And  by  her  gain  poor  Sparabell's  undone ! 
Let  hares  and  hounds  in  coupling  ftraps  unite,  59 
The  clucking  hen  make  friendship  with  the  kite ; 

Ver.  17.  Meed,  an  old -word  fsr  fame,  or  renown. 
Ver.  18. 

— "  Hanc  fine  tempora  circum 
"  Inter  vi&nces  ederarn  tibi  ferpere  lauros." 

VIRG. 
Ver.  25.  "  Incumbens  tereti  Damon  fit  ccepit 

"  oliv.-E." VIRG. 

^"••33.    Shent,  an  »ld  'word,  f'gnifying  hurt  or 
harmed. 

Ver.  37.  "  Mopfo  Nifa  datur,  quid  non  fpcrer 

41  mus  amantes  ?" VIRG. 

Ver,  49.  "  Nee  fum  adeo  informis,  nuper  me  in 

"  littore  vidi." VIRG. 

Ffr'  33-  "  Alba  liguftra  cadunt,  vaccinia  nigra 

•'  leguntur." VIRG. 

Ver.  59. 

"  Jungencor  jam  gryphes  equis;  sevoque  fequcnti 
"  Cum  canibus  timidi  venknt  ad  pocula  dam^." 

YJRG. 
S  ii] 


THE   WORKS   OF  GAY. 


Let  the  fox  fimpiy  wear  the  nuptial  noofe, 
And  join  in  wedlock  with  the  wadd'ling  goofe  ; 
For  love  hath  brought  a  ftrangcr  thing  to  pafs, 
The  faireft  fhepherd  weds  the  fouleft  lafs. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lafles,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Sooner  fhall  cats  difport  in  waters  clear, 
And  fpeckled  mackrel  graze  the  meadows  fair; 
Sooner  fhall  fcreech-owls  bafk  in  funny  day, 
And  the  flow  afs  on  trees,  like  fquirrels,  play  ;   70 
Sooner  fhall  fnails  on  infe<5t  pinions  rove  ; 
Than  I  forget  my  fhepherd's  wonted  love. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lafles,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Ah  !  didft  thou  know  what  proffers  I  withftood, 
When  late  I  met  the  'fquire  in  yonder  weod  1 
To  me  he  fped,  regardlefs  of  his  game, 
While  all  my  cheek  was  glowing  red  with  (hame; 
My  lip  he  kifs'd,  and  prais'd  my  healthful  look, 
Then  from  his  purfe  of  filk  a  guinea  took,         80 
Into  my  hand  he  forc'd  the  tempting  gold, 
While  I  with  modeft  ftruggling  broke  his  hold. 
He  fwore  that  Dick,  in  livery  ftriped  with  lace, 
Should  wed  me  foon,  to  keep  me  from  difgrace  ; 
But  I  nor  footman  priz'd,  nor  golden  fee  ; 
For  what  is  lace  or  gold  compar'd  to  thee  ? 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lafles,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
**  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid." 

Now  plain  I  ken  whence  love  his  rife  begun ; 
Sure  he  was  born  fome  bloody  butcher's' fon,      90 
Bred  up  in  fhambles,  where  our  younglings  flain 
Erft  taught  him  mifchief,  and  to  fport  with  pain. 
The  father  only  filly  fheep  annoys, 
The  fon  the  fillier  fhepherdefs  deftroys. 
Does  fon  or  father  greater  mifchief  do  ? 
The  fire  is  cruel,  fi>  the  fon  is  too. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lafles,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid."  [flow  ; 

Farewell,  ye  woods,  ye  meads,  ye  ftreams  that 
A  fudden  death  fhall  rid  me  of  my  woe.  100 

This  penknife  keen  my  windpipe  fhall  divide. 
What !  fhail  I  fall  as  fqueaking  pigs  have  dy'd  ! 
No. — To  fome  tree  this  carcafe  I'll  fufpend. 
But  worrying  curs  find  fuch  untimely  end  ! 
Til  fpeed  me  to  the  pond,  where  the  high  ftool 
On  the  long  plank  hang.-,  o'er  the  muddy  pool, 

Per.  67. 

"  Ante  leves  ergo  pafcentur  in  aethere  cervi, 
11  Et  freta  deftituent  nudos  in  littore  pifces — 
"  Q^am  noftro  illius  labatur  pedore  vultus  " 

VlRG. 

Ver.  89.  To  ken.  Sdre.  Chaucer,  token,  <Wkend; 
iiotus  A.  S.  cunnan.  Gofi.kunnan.  Germanistkcnnen. 
Danis,  kien.de.  JJIandis>  kunna.  Bclgis,  kennen.  This 
•word  is  of  general  ufe,  but  not  very  common,  though  not 
unknown  to  the  vulgar.  Ken  for  profpicere  is  ivell 
tno'wn^andufsdto  difcoverby  the  eye — RAY,  F.  R.  S. 

"  Nunc  fcio  quid  fit  amor,  &c. 

"  Crudelis  mater  magis  an  puer  improbus  ille  ? 

"  Improbus  ille  puer,  crudelis  tu  quoque  mater." 

VlRG. 

Ver.  99.  «  — vivite  fylvw  : 

Prasceps  aerii  fpecula  de  mentis  in  undas 
"  Deferar." VJRQ. 


That  ftool,  the  dread  of  every  fcoldihg  qaeaa 
Yet,  fure  a  lover  mould  not  die  fo  mean  ! 
There  plac'd  aloft,  I'll  rave  and  rail  by  fits, 
Through  all  the  parifh  fay  I've  loft  my  wits  ;  xxv 
And  thence,  if  courage  holds,  myfelf  I'll  throw, 
And  quench  my  paflion  in  the  lake  below. 

"  Ye  lafles,  ceafe  your  burden,  ceafe  to  moan, 
"  And,  by  my  cafe  forewarn'd,  go  mind  yourown." 

The  fun  was  fet ;  the  night  came  on  apace, 
And  falling  dews  bewet  around  the  place  ; 
The  bat  takes  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings, 
And  the  hoarfe  owl  his  woful  dirges  fings ; 
The  prudent  maiden  deems  it  now  too  late, 
And  till  to-morrow  comes  defers  her  fate.        I  j» 

THURSDAY ;  OR,  THE  SPELL. 

Holntlia. 

HOBNELIA,  feated  in  a  dreary  vale, 
In  penfive  mood  rehears'd  her  piteous  tale ; 
Her  piteous  tale  the  winds  in  fighs  bemoan, 
And  pining  Echo  anfwers  groan  for  groan. 

I  rue  the  day,  a  rueful  day  I  trow, 
The  woful  day,  a  day  indeed  of  wo  ! 
When  Lubberkin  to  town  his  cattle  drove, 
A  maiden  fine  bedight  he  hapt  to  love  ; 
The  maiden  fine  bedight  his  love  retains, 
And  for  the  village  he  forfakes  the  plains.          19 
Return,  my  Lubbcrkin,  thefe  ditties  hear ; 
Spells  will  I  try,  and  fpells  fhall  cafe  my  care. 
"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 

"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 
When  firft  the  year  I  heard  the  cuckow  fing, 
And  call  with  welcome  note  the  budding  fpring, 
I  ftraightway  fet  a-running  with  fuch  halle, 
Deborah  that  won  the  fmock  fcarce  ran  fo  faft ; 
Till  fpent  for  lack  of  breath,  quite  weary  grown/ 
Upon  a  rifing  bank  I  fat  adown,  a« 

Then  doff'd  my  fhoe,  and  by  my  troth,  I  fwear, 
Therein  I  fpy'd  this  yellow  frizzled  hair, 
As  like  to  Lubberkin's  in  curl  and  hue, 
As  if  upon  his  comely  pate  it  grew. 

"  With  my  fharp  he«l  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

At  eve  laft  midfummer  no  fleep  I  fought, 
But  to  the  field  a  bag  of  hemp-feed  brought ; 
I  fcatter'd  round  the  feed  on  every  fide, 
And  three  times  in  a  trembling  accent  cry'd,     3* 
;<  This  hemp-feed  with  my  virgin  hand  1  fow, 
"  Who  fhall  my  true-love  be,  the  crop  fhall  mow." 
I  ftrait  look'd  back,  and,  if  my  eyes  fpcak  truth, 
With  his  keen  fcythe  behind  me  came  the  youth. 
'*  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.** 

Laft -Valentine,  the  day  when  birds  of  kind 
Their  paramours  with  mutual  chirpings  find ; 

Ver.  8.  Dight,  or  bedight,  from  tb'e  Saxon  ivorJ 
dightan,  ivbicb  ftgnifies  to  fet  in  order. 

Ver.  21.  Doff  and  don,  toatraffcd  from  tic  -worth 
do  on  and  do  en. 


O    E    M    3. 


Irearly  rofe,  juft  at  the  break  of  day, 
Before  the  fun  had  chas'd  the  ftars  away  ;          40 
A-field  I  went,  amid  the  morning  dew 
Tp  milk  my  kine  (for  fo  fhould  hufwives  do)  ; 
Thee  firft  I  fpy'd  ;  and  the  firft  fwain  we  fee, 
In  fpite  of  fortune  (hall  our  true-love  be. 
See,  Lubberkin,  each  bird  his  partner  take  ; 
And  canft  thou  then  thy  fweetheart  dear  forfake  ? 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground. 
'*  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

Laft  May-day  fair  I  fearch'd  to  find  a  fnail, 
That  might  my  fecret  lover's  name  reveal.         50 
Upon  a  goofeberry-bufli  a  fnail  I  found 
(For  always  fnails  near  fweeteft  fruit  abound). 
I  feiz'd  the  vermine,  whom  I  quickly  fped, 
-And  on  the  earth  the  milk-white  embers  fpread. 
Slow  crawl'd  the  fnail,  and,  if  a  right  can  (pell, 
In  the  foft  ames  mark'd  a  curious  L  ; 
Oh,  may  this  wond'rous  omen  lucky  prove  ! 
For  L  is  found  in  Lubberkin  and  Love,   [ground, 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

Two  hazel  nuts  I  threw  into  the  flame,          6 1 
And  to  each  nut  I  gave  a  fweetheart's  name  ; 
This  with  the  loudeft  bounce  me  fore  amaz'd, 
That  in  a  flame  of  brighteft  colour  bUz'd. 
As  blaz'd  the  nut,  fo  may  thy  paflion  grow ; 
For  'twas  thy  nut  that  did  fo  brightly  glow. 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

As  peafecods  once  I  pluck'd,  1  chanc'd  to  fee, 
One  that  was  clofely  fill'd  with  three  times  three, 
Which  when  I  cropp'd  I  fafely  home  convey'd,  71 
And  o'er  the  door  the  fpell  in  fecret  laid ; 
My  wheel  I  turn'd,  and  fung  a  ballad  new, 
While  from  the  fpindle  I  the  fleeces  drew  ;1       [in 
The  latch  mov'd  up,  when,  who  mould  firft  come 
But,  in  his  proper  perfon — Lubberkin. 
I  broke  my  yarn,  furpris'd  the  fight  to  fee ; 
"Sure  fign  that  he  would  break  his  word  with  me. 
Eftfoons  I  join'd  it  with  my  wonted  flight : 
So  may  again  his  love  with  mine  unite  !  80 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

This  lady-fly  I  take  from  off  the  grafs, 
Whofe  fpotted  back  might  fcarlet  red  furpafs, 
"  Fly,  lady-bird,  north,  fouth,  or  eaft,  or  weft, 
"  Fly  where  the  man  is  found  that  I  love  beft." 
He  leaves  my  band ;  fee  to  the  weft  he's  flown, 
To  call  my  true-love  from  the  faithlefs  town.  89 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

Ver.  66. 


THEOC. 
Ver.  66.  "  Daphnisme  malus  urit,  ego  hanc  in 

"  DaphniHe.1' VIRG  * 

Ver.  93.  "  Tnmfque  ca.>ut  jacej   ne  refpex- 

«  em."— .VJRC, 


I  pare  this  pippin  round  and  round  again, 
My  (hepherd's  name  to  flourifh  on  the  plain, 
I  fling  th1  unbroken  paring  o'er  my  head, 
Upon  the  grafs  a  perfect  L  is  read ; 
Yet  on  my  heart  a  fairer  L  is  feen, 
Than  what  the  paring  makes  upon  the  green. 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around? * 

This  pippin  (hall  another  trial  make, 
See  from  the  core  two  kernels  brown  I  take  ;  lot 
This  on  my  cheek  for  Lubberkin  is  worn ; 
And  Boobyclod  on  t'  other  fide  is  borne. 
But  Boobyclod  foon  drops  upon  the  ground, 
A  certain  token  that  his  love's  unfourtd  ; 
While  Lubberkin  fticks  firmly  to  the  laft  : 
Oh  were  his  lips  to  mine  but  join'd  fo  faft  ! 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  time*  mark  the 

ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

As  Lubberkin  once  flept  beneath  a  tree, 
I  twitch'd  his  dangling  garter  from  his  knee.  IIO 
He  wift  not  when  the  hempen  ftring  1  drew. 
Now  mine  I  quickly  doff,  of  inkle  blue. 
Together  faft  I  tye  the  garters  twain  ; 
And  while  I  knit  the  knot  repeat  this  (train : 
"  Three  times  a  true-love's  knot  I  tye  fecure, 
"  Firm  be  the  knot,  firm  may  his  love  endure!" 

*'  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.'* 

As  I  was  wont,  I  trudg'd  laft  market-day, 
To  town,  with  new-laid  eggs  prefer v'd  in  hay.  I2Q 
I  made  my  market  long  before  'twas  night, 
My  purfe  grew  heavy,  and  my  bafket  light. 
Strait  to  the  'pothecary's  (hop  I  went, 
And  in  love-powder  all  my  money  fpent. 
Behap  what  will,  next  Sunday  after  prayers, 
When  to  the  ale-houfe  Lubberkin  repairs, 
Thefe  golden  JJies  into  his  mug  I'll  throw, 
And  foon  the  fwain  with  fervent  love  (hall  glow. 

"  With  my  (harp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground,  129 

"  And  turn  me  thrice  aro'und,  around,  around." 

But  hold — our  Lightfoot  barks,  and  cocks  his 

ears, 

O'er  yonder  ftile  fee  Lubberkin  appears. 
He  comes !  he  comes !  Hobnelia's  not  bewray'd, 
Nor  (hall  (he  crown'd  with  willow  die  a  maid. 
He  vows,  he  fwears,  he'll  give  me  a  green  gown  : 
O  dear !  1  fall  adown,  adown,  adown  ! 


Ver.  109 

Nedte  tribus  nodis  ternos,  Amarylli,  colores : 
Necte,  Amarylli,  modo  ;  et  Veneris  die  vinctt. 
••  la  nedo." VIRG. 

Ver.  1*3. 

Has  herbas,  atque  haec  Ponto  mihi  le<5ta  venena 

Ipfe  deuit  Moeris." r-ViRG. 

Ver.  147.  — HOTOV  xccxov  tcvgtov  olcra.  THEOC. 

Ver.  131    "  Nefcio  quid  certe  eft;  et  Hylax  frl 
limine  latrat." VIR«. 


.fife  THE 

FPJDAY;  OR,  THE  DIRGE  ». 

BUMKINET,   CRUBBINOL. 

Bumkinet. 

WHY,  Grubbinol,  dofl  thou  fo  tviftf:;!  feem  ? 
There's  iorrow  in  thy  look,  if  right  I  deem. 
*Tis  true,  yon  oaks  with  yellow  tops  appear, 
And  chilly  blafts  begin  to  nip  the  year  ; 
From  the  tall  elm  a  ihower  of  leaves  is  borne, 
And  their  loft  beauty  riven  beeches  mourn. 
Yet  ev'n  this  feafon  pleafance  blithe  affords, 
Now   the   (queez'd  prefs  foams   with  our  apple 

hoards. 

Come  let  us  hie,  and  quaff  a  cheery  bowl, 
Let  cydct  new  "  wafli  fnrrow  from  thy  foul."   IO 

Grubbinol. 

Ah,  Bumkinet !  fmce  thou  from  hence  wert  gone, 
From  thefe  fad  plains  ajl  merriment  is  flown  ; 
Should  I  reveal  my  grief,  'twould  fpoil  thy  cheer, 
And  make  thine  eye  o'erflow  with  many  a  tear. 
Suinklnet. 

"  Hang  forrow '."  Let's  to  yonder  hut  repair, 
And  with  trim  fonnets  "  caft  away  our  care." 
«'  Gillian  of  Croydon"  well  thy  pipe  can  play; 
Thou  fmg'ft  moft  fwcet,"  O'er  hills  and  far  away." 
Of  "  Patient  Griffel"  I  devife  to  fing, 
And  catches  quaint  (hall  make  the  vallies  ring,  ao 
Come,  Grubbinol,  beneath  this  flielter,  come  ; 
From  hence  we  view  our  flocks  lecurely  roam. 
Grulbinol. 

Ye$,  blithfome  lad,  a  tale  I  mean  to  fing, 
But  with  my  woe  {hill  diftant  val'ies  ring. 
The  tale  (hall  make  our  kidlings  droop  their  head, 
For,  woes  is  me  ! — our  Blouzelind  is  dead ; 
Buuikinet. 

Is  Blouzelinda  dead  ?  farewell,  my  glee  !• 
No  happinefs  is  now  referv'd  for  me. 
As  the  wood-pigeon  cooes  without  his  mate, 
fco  fliall  my  doleful  dirge  bewail  her  fate.  30 

Of  Blouzelinda  fair  I  mean  to  tell, 
The  peerlcfs  maid  that  did  all  maids  excel. 

Henceforth  the  morn  ihall  dewy  forrow  flied, 
And  evening  tears  upon  the  grafs  be  fpread ; 
The  rolling  itreams  with  watery  grief  (hall  flow, 
Aiid  winds  Ihall  moan  aloud — when  loud  they 

blow. 

Henceforth,  as  oft'  as  autumn  {hall  return^ 
The  dropping  trees,  whene'er  it  rains,  fliall  mourn, 
.The  ieafon  quire  {hall  ftrip  the  country's  pride, 
Jor  'twas  in  autumn  Blouzelinda  dy'd.  40 


*  Dirge,  or  Dyrge,  a  mourrful  ditty,  or.fing  of  la- 
mentation  over  tie  dead  ;  not  a  contrarian  of  tie  La- 
tin Dirige,  in  the  Popijb  Hymn,  Dirige  greflus  meos, 
•as  fame-  pretend.  But  from  the  Teutonic  Dyrke,  Lau- 
Care,  to  praife  and  extol.  Whence  it  is  fojjille  their 
Dyrke,  and  our  dirge,  •voat  a  laudatory  fang  it  conms- 
mctate  and  applaud  the  dead.  COWELL'S  Interpreter. 

rer.  JJ. 

"  Iticipe,  Mopfe,  prior,  fi  quos  aut  Phyllidis  ignes 
*'  Aut  Alconis  habe&  laudcs,  aut  jurgia  Codri." 

VlRO 


O  R  K  5    OF    G  \  Y. 

Where'er  I  gad,  T  Blouzelind  frail  vie-**, 
Wooes,  dairy,  barn,  and  mows,  our  pafiion  knew, 
When  I  direct  my  eye*  to  yonder  wood, 
Frefh  rifinj?  forrow  curdles  in  my  blood. 
Thither  I've  often  been  the  damiel's  guii'.e, 
When  rotten  ftick>  our  fuel  have  fupply'd ; 
There  I  remember  how  her  faggots  large 
Were  frequently  thcfe  happy  Ihouldcrs  charge. 
Sometime^  this  crook  drew  hazel-boughs  tdowrr, 
And  ftuff'd  her  apron  wide  with  nuts  fo  brown;  50 
Or  when  her  feeding  hogs  had  mifs'd  their  way, 
Or  wallowing  'mid  a  fcait  of  acorns  lay  ; 
Th'  untoward  creatures  to  the  ftye  I  drove, 
And  whiftled  all  the  way — or  told  m/  love. 

If  by  the  dairy's  hatch  I  chanc'd  to  hie, 
I  {hall  her  goodly  countenance  efpy; 
For  there  her  goodly  countenance  I've  feen, 
Set  off  with  kerchief  rtarch'd  and  pinners  clean. 
Sometimes,  like  wax,  flic  rolls  her  butter  round, 
Or  with  the  wooden  lily  prints  the  pound.         60 
Whilom  I've  feen  her  flcim  the  clouted  cream, 
And  prefs  from  fpungy  curds  the  milky  dream  : 
But  now,  alas  !  thefe  ears  fliall  hear  no  more 
The  whining  fwine  furround  the  dairy  door; 
No  more  her  care  Ihall  fill  the  hollow  tray, 
To  fat  the  guzzling  hogs  with  floods  of  whey. 
Lament,  ye  iwine,  in  grunting  fpend  your  grief, 
For  you,  like  me,  have  loft  your  fole  relief. 

When  in  the  barn  the  founding  flail  I  ply, 
Where  from  her  fieve  the  chaff  was  wont  to  fly  ;1 
The  poultry  there  will  feem  around  to  ftand,     7t 
Waiting  upon  her  charitable  hand. 
No  fuccour  meet  the  poultry  now  can  find, 
For  they,  like  me,  have  loft  their  Blouzelind. 

Whenever  by  yon  barley-mow  I  pafs, 
Before  my  eyes  will  trip  the  tidy  lats. 
I  pitch'd  the  fheaves,  (oh,  could  I  do  fo  now  !) 
Which  flie  in  rows  pil'd  on  the  growing  mow. 
There  every  deale  my  heart  by  love  was  gain'd, 
There  the  fweet  kifs  mycourtfliip  has  explain'd.  80 
Ah,  Blouzelind !  that  mow  I  ne'er  fliall  fee, 
But  thy  memorial  will  revive  in  me. 

Lament,  ye  fields,  and  rueful  fymptoms  fliow ; 
Henceforth  let  not  the  fmelhng  primrofc  grow  j 
Let  weeds,  inftead  of  butter-flowers  appear, 
And  meads,  inftead  of  daifies,  hemlock  beur  ; 
For  cowflips  fweet,  let  dandelions  fpread; 
For  Blouzelinda,  blithfome  maid,  is  dead  ! 
Lament,  ye  fwains,  and  o'er  her  grave  bemoan, 
And  fpell  ye  right  this  verfe  upon  her  flone  :     96 
"  Here 'Blouzelinda  lies — Alas,  alas! 
"  Weep,  ihepherds- — and  remember  flelh  is  grafs." 

Cirublinol. 

Albeit  thy  fongs  are  Iweeter  to  mine  ear, 
Than  to  the  thirfty  cattle  rivers  clear; 


frer.  27. 
recreate. 


Glee  joy  ;  from  tie  Dutch  Glooren,  to 


Per.  84. 

"  Pro  molli  viola,  pro  purpureo  narciffo, 

"  Carduus  et  fpinis  furgit  paliurus  acutis."  VJRO. 

Ver.  90. 

'*  Et  tumulum  facite,  et  tumulo  fuperaddite  car- 
"  men."  VJRG. 

r».  93. 

'*  Tale  tuum  carmen  nobis,  divine  poeta, 

"  O^uale  fopor  feffis  in  gramine  :  quale  per  xftuns 


POEMS. 


Or  winter  porridge  to  the  labouring  youth, 
Or  buns  and  fugar  to  the  damfei's  tooth  ; 
Yet  Blouzelinda's  name  (hall  tune  my  lay, 
Of  her  I'll  fing  for  ever  and  for  aye. 

When  Biouzelind  expir'd,  the  wether's  bell  99 
Before  the  drooping  flock  tolFd  forth  her  knel)  ; 
The  folemn  death-watch  click'd  the  hour  fhe  dy'd, 
And  fhriiling  crickets  in  the  chimney  cry'd  ; 
The  boding  raven  on  her  cottage  fate, 
And  with  hoarfe  croaking  warrr'd  us  of  her  fate ; 
The  lambkin,  which  her  wonted  tendance  bred, 
i)ropp'd  on  the  plains  that  fatal  inftant  dead  ; 
Swarm'd  on  a  rotten  ftick  the  bees  I  fpy'd, 
"Which  erft  I  faw  when  Goody  Dobfon  dy'd. 

How  fnall  I,  void  of  tears,  her  death  relate, 
When  on  her  darling's  bed  her  mother  fate !   I IO 
Thefe  words  the  dying  Blouzelinda  fpoke, 
And  of  the  dead  let  none  the  will  revoke  : 

"  Mother,  quoth  fhe,  let  not  the  poultry  need, 
And  give  the  goofe  wherewith  to  raife  her  breed  : 
Be  thcfe  my  filher'o  care — snd  every  morn 
Amid  the  ducklings  let  her  fcatter  coin  ; 
The  fickly  calf  that's  hous'd  he  fure  to  t?nd, 
Feed  him  with  milk,  and  from  bleak  colds  defend. 
Yet  ere  I  die — fee,  mother,  yonder  fhelf, 
There  fecretly  I've  hid  my  worldly  pelf.          I2O 
Twenty  good  {hillings  in  a  rag  T  laid  j 
Be  ten  the  Parfon's,  for  my  fermon  paid. 
The  reft  is  yours — my  fpinning-wheel  and  rake 
Let  Sufan  keep  for  her  dear  lifter's  fake  ; 
My  new  ftraw  hat,  that's  trimly  lin'd  with  green, 
.Let  Peggy  wear,  for  (he's  a  damfel  clean. 
My  leathern  bottle,  long  in  harvefts  try'd, 
Be  Gruhbinol's — this  filver  ring  befide  : 
Three  filver  pennies,  and  a  nine  pence  bent, 
A  token  kind  to  Bumkinet  is  fent." 
Thus  fpoke  the  maiden,  while  the  mother  cry'd; 
And  peaceful,like  the  harmlefs  lamb,  fhe  dy'd. 

To  fhow  their  love,  the  neighbours  far  and  near 
Follow'd  with  wiftful  look  the  damfel's  bier. 
Sprigg'd  rofemary  the  lads  and  laffes  bore, 
While  difmally  the  Parfon  walk'd  before. 
Upon  her  grave  the  rofemary  they  threw, 
The  daify,  butter-flower,  and  endive  blue. 

After  the  good  man  warn'd  us  from  his  text, 
That  none  could  tell  whole  turn  would  be  the 

next ; 
He  faid,  that  Heaven  would  take   her  foul,   no 

dcuht, 
And  fpoke  the  hour-glafs  in  her  praife— *• quite  out. 

To  her  fweet  memory,  flowery  garlauds  ftrung, 
O'er  her  now  empty  feat  aloft  were  hung. 
With  wicker  rods  We  fenc'd  her  tomb  around, 
To  ward  from  man  and  bealt  the  hallow'd  ground; 
Left  her  new  grave  the  Parfon's  cattle  raze, 
For  both  his  horfe  and  Cow  the  church-yard  graze. 

Now  we  trudg'd  homeward  to   her  mother's 

farm, 
To  drink  new  cyder  mull'd,  with  ginger  warm. 

|{  Dulcis  aqua?  faliente  fitim  reftinguere  rivo. 

"  Nos  tamen   hsec  quocunque  modo  tibi  noftra 

"  vicifiim 
"  Dicemus,  Daphninque  tuum  tollemus  ad  aftra" 

YiRC. 
Fer.  96.  An  imitation 


For  Gaffer  Treadwell  told  us,  by  the  bye,        151 
"  Exceffive  forrow  is  exceeding  dry." 

While  bulls  bear  horns  upon  their  curled  brow, 
Or  laffes  with  foit  ftroakings  milk  the  c<Jw; 
While  paddling  duck?  the  (landing  lake  defire, 
Or  battening  hogs  roll  in  the  finking  mire  ; 
While  moles  the  crumbled  earth  in  hillocks  rat fe  ; 
So  long  fhall  fwauis  tell  Blouzelinda's  praife. 

Thus  wail'd  the  louts  in  melancholy  ftrain, 
Till  bonny  Sufan  fped  acrofs  the  plain. 
They  feiz'd  the  lais  in  apron  clean  array'd, 
And  to  the  ale-houfe  forc'd  the  willing  maid; 
In  ale  and  kiffes  they  forget  their  cares, 
And  Sufan  Blouzelinda's  lofs  repairs. 

SATURDAY ;  OR,  THE  FLIGHTS; 

Boiuzybeus. 

SUBLIMER  ftrains,  O  ruftic  mufe!  prepare; 
Forget  awhile  the  barn  and  dairy's  care; 
Thy  homely  voice  to  loftier  numbers  raife, 
The  drunkard's  flights  require  fonorous  lays ; 
With  Bowaybeus'  longs  exalt  thy  verfe, 
While  rocks  and  woods  the  various  notes  rehearfe. 

'Twas  in  the  feafon  when  the  reapers'  toil 
Of  the  ripe  harveft  'gan  to  rid  the  foil ; 
Wide  through  the  field  was  feen  a  goodly  rout,    9 
Clean  damfels  bound  the  gather'd  fheaves  about ; 
The  lads  with  fharpen'd  hook  and  fweating  brow 
Cut  down  the  labours  of  the  winter  plough. 
To  the  near  hedge  young  Sufan  fteps  afide, 
She  feign'd  her  coat  or  garter  was  unty'd; 
Whate'er  fhe  did,  fhe  ftoop'd  adown  unfeen, 
And  merry  reapers  what  they  lift  will  ween. 
Soon  fhe  rofe  up,  and  cry'd  with  voice  fo  fhrill, 
That  echo  anfwer'd  from  the  diftant  hill; 
The  youths  and  damfels  ran  to  Sufan's  aid, 
Who  thought  fame  adder  had  the  lafs  difmay'd  19 

When  faft  afleep  they  Bowzybeus  fpy'd, 
His  hat  and  oaken  ftaff  lay  clofe befide; 
That  Bowzyheus  who  could  fwectly  finjr, 
Or  with  the  rofin'd  bow  torment  the  ftring ; 
That  Bowzybeus  who,  with  fingers  fpeed, 
Could  call  fofe  warblings  from  the  breathing  reed"$ 
That  Bowzybeus  who,  with  jocund  tongue. 
Ballads  and  roundelays  and  catches  fung  : 
They  loudly  laugh  to  fee  the  damfel's  fright, 
And  in  difport  furround  the  drunken  wight.      30 

Ah,  Bowzybee,  why  didft  thou  ftay  fo  long  ? 
The  mugs  were  large,  the  drink  was  wond'rou* 

ftrong! 

Thou  fhould'ft  have  left  the  fair  before  'twas  night; 
But  thou  fat'ft  topping  till  the  morning  light. 

Cicely,  briik  maid,  fteps  forth  before  the  rout, 
And  kils'd  with  fmacking  lip  the  fnoaring  lout : 
(For  cuftom  fays,  *'  Whoe'er  this  venture  proves, 
"  For  fuch  a  kifs  demands  a  pair  of  gloves.") 

r<r.  153- 

**  Dum  juga  mentis  aper,  fiuvios  dum  pifcij 
*'  umabit,  [cadae, 

"  Dumque  thymo  pafcentur  apes,  dum  rore  ci- 

"  Semper  honos,  nomenque  tuum,  laudefque  ma- 

"  nebunt."  VIRG. 

Ver.  22.  "  Scrta  procul  tantum  rapiti  delapfa 

jacebant."  VIRG. 
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By  her  example  Dorcas  bolder  grows, 

And  plays  a  tic  ling  ftraw  within  hi   nofc.         4< 

He  rubs  his  noftril,  and  in  wonted  j  ke 

The  fneering  fwains  with  ftammering  fpeech  be 

fpoke : 

To  you,  my  lads;  I'll  fing  my  carols  o'er, 
As  for  the  maids — I've  fomething  elfe  in  (lore. 

No  fooner  'gan  he  raife  his  tuneful  fong, 
But  lads  and  laffes  rou.  d  about  him  throng. 
Not  ballad  finger  plac'd  above  the  crowd 
Sings  with  a  note  f<>  fhrilhng  fweet  and  loud  ; 
Nor  pariftj-clerk,  who  calls  the  pfalm  fo  clear, 
JLike  Bowzybeus  fooths  th'  attentive  ear.  JO 

Of  nature's  laws  his  carol?  firfl  begun, 
Why  the  grave  owl  can  never  face  th,  fun. 
For  owls,  as  fwains  obferve,  deteft  the  li^ht, 
And  only  fing  and  feek  their  prey  by  ni^ht. 
How  turnips  hide  their  fwelling  heads  below; 
And  how  the  doling  coleworts  upwards  grow ; 
How  Will-a-wifp  mifleads  night-faring  clowns 
O'er  hills,  and  finking  bogs-,  and  par^lefe  downs. 
Of  ftars  he  told,  that  (boot  with  ftiining  trail, 
And  of  the  glow-worm's  light. that  gilds  his  tail. 
He  fung  where  wood-cocks  in  the  fummer  feed, 
And  in  what  climates  they  renew  their  breed     6a 
(Some  think  to  northern  coafts  their  flight  they 

tend, 

Or  to  the  moon  in  midnight  hour^.  afcend)  ; 
Where  fwallows  in  the  winter's  feaf  n  keep, 
And  how  the  drowfy  bat  and  dormoufe  fleep; 
How  nature  does  the  pupry's  eyelid  clofe 
Till  tbe  bright  fun  has  nine  times  fet  and  rofe 
(For  huntfmen  by  their  long  experience  find, 
That  puppies  ftill  nine  rolling  funs  are  blind)      70 

NOW  he  goes  on,  and  fings  of  fairs  and  (hows, 
For  ftill  new  fairs  before  his  eyes  arofe. 
How  pedlars'  ftalis  with'glittering  toys  arc  laid, 
The  various  fairings  of  the  country-maid. 
Long  filken  laces  hang  upon  the  twine, 
And  rows  of  pins  and  amber  bracelets  fhine  ; 
How  the  tight  lal's,  knives,  combs,  and  f  ciffars  fpies, 
And  looks  on  thimbles  with  defiring  eyes. 
Of  lotteries  next  with  tuneful  note  he  told, 
Where  filver  fpoons  are  won,  and  rings  of  gold.  80 
The  lads  and  laffes  trudge  the  ftreet  along, 
And  all  the  fair  is  crowded  in  his  fong. 
Th<-  mountebank  now  treads  the  ftage,  and  fells 
His  pills,  hisbalfams,  and  his  agut-fpells; 
Now  o'er  and  o'er  the  nimble  tumbler  fprirgs, 
And  on  the  rope  the  venturous  maiden  fwings ; 

Vtr.  40.  "  Sanguineis  frontem  moris  et  tem- 
pora  pingit."  VIRG. 

Ver.  47. 

u   Carmina,  cmx  vultis,  cognofcite  :  carmina  vobis. 
"  Huic  aliud  mercedis  erit."  VIRG' 

11  Nee  tantnm  Phcebo  gaudet  Parnaffia  rupes : 
"  Nee  tantum  Rhodope  mirantur  et  Ifmarus  Or- 
"  phea."  VIRO. 

Ver.  51.  Qxrfvoain  bad  poflilly  read  Tu/er,  from 
•whence  be  might  Lave  colletfed  tbefe  plilcfobhical  obfer- 
•vations  : 

**  Naxnque  canebat,  uti  magnum  per  inane  co- 
"  afta,  &c." 


Jack  Pudding  in  his  party-colourM  jacket 
I'wfies  the  jjlove,  and  jokes  at  every  packet. 
Of  ra>  ee-(hows  he  fung,  and  Punch's  feats, 
Qf  pocke  spick'd  in  crowds,  and  various  cheats.  941 

Then  fad  he  fung  "  the  Children  in  the  Wood:rt 
(Ah,  barbarous  uncle,  ftain'd  with  infant  blood  !) 
How  blackberries  they  pluck'd  in  defarts  wild, 
And  fearlefs  at  the  glittering  faulchion  fmil'd  ; 
Their  little  corpfe  the  robin-red-breafts  found, 
And  ftrow'd  with  pious  bill  the  leaves  around. 
(  Ah  gentle  birds     if  this  verfe  iafts  fo  long, 
Your  names  (hall  live  for  ever  in  my  fong.) 

For  •*  Buxom  Joan"  he  fung  the  doubtful  ftrifc, 
How  the  fly  failor  made  the  maid  a  wife.          1C* 

To  loud'  r  Itrai-  s  he  rais'd  his  voice,  to  tell 
What  woeful  wars  in  "  Chevy-chace"  befell, 
When  "  Percy  drove  the  deer  with  hound  and 

"  horn, 

"   Wars  to  be  wept  by  children  yet  unborn  !" 
Ah,  Witherington,  more  years  thy  life  had  crown'd, 
If  thou  hadft  never  heard  the  horn  or  hound  ! 
Yet  (hall  the  f  quire,  who  fought  on  bloody  (lumps, 
Bv  future  bard*  be  wail'd  in  doleful  dumps 

"   All  in  the  land  of  Eflcx"  next  he  chaunts, 
How   to  fleek  mares  (larch    Quakers  turn   gal- 
lants : 

How  the  grave  brother  flood  on  bank  fo  green — 
Happy  f  r  him  if  mares  had  never  been  !  Hi 

1  hen  he  was  feiz'd  with  a  religious  qualm. 
And  on  a  fudden  fung  the  hundredth  pfalm. 

He  fung  of  «*  Taffcy   Welch,"  and  "  Sawney 

Scot," 

"  Lilly-bullero"  and  the  "  Irifti  Trot." 
Why  (hould  I  tell  of"  Bateman,"  or  of"  Shore," 
Or  •*  Wantley's  Dragon"  flain  by  valiant  Moore, 
14  The  Bower  of  Rofamond,"  or  "  Robin  Hood,*' 
And  how  tjie  *'  grafs  now  grows  where  Troy 
"  town  ftood?"  129 

His  carols  ceas'd  :  the  Uftening  maids  and  fwains 
Seem  ftill  to  hear  fome  foft  imperfect  drains. 
Sudden  he  rofe  ;  and,  as  he  reels  along, 
Swears  kifle-.  fweet  (hould  well  reward  his  fong. 
The  damfels  laughing  fly     the  giddy  clown 
Again  upon  a  wheat-(heaf  drops-  adown  ; 
The  power  that  guards  the  drunk,  his  fleep  at- 
tends. 
Till,  ruddy,  like  his  face,  the  fun  defcends. 

Ver.  97. 

"  Fortunati  ambo,  fi  quid  mea  carmina  poffunt, 
"  Nuila  dies  unquam  memori  vos  eximet  sevo." 

VIRO. 

Ver.  99.  A  Song  in  tbe  Comedy  of  "  Love  for 
"  Love.'"'  beginning  "  A  Soldier  and  a  Sailor"  &c. 

Ver.  109.  A  Song  of  Sir  J.  Denbaris.  See  bis 
Poms. 

Ver.  112. 

;<  Et  fortunatam,  fi  nunquam  armenta  fuiflent, 
;t  Pafiphaen."  ViR«. 


Ver.  117. 

Quid  loquar  aut  Scyllam  Nifi,  &c. 

Ver.  II7—1 30,     Old  Englijb  balladt, 
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TRIVIA; 

OR,  THE  ART  OF  WALKING  THE  STREETS  OF  LONDON. 


IN  THREE  BOOKS. 


**  Quo  te  Moeri  pedefi  ?  an,  quo  via  ducit,  in  urbem  ?"       .  Vi  R  c , 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  world,  I  believe,  will  take  fo  little  notice  of  me,  that  I  need  not  take  much  of  it.  The  critic* 
may  fee  by  this  poem,  that  I  walk  on  foot,  which  probably  may  fave  me  from  their  envy.  I 
fhould  be  forry  to  raife  that  paflion  in  men  whom  I  am  fo  much  obliged  to,  fince  they  allow  me 
an  honour  hitherto  only  fhown  to  better  writers,  That  of  denying  me  to  be  the  author  of  my 
own  works. 

Gentlemen,  if  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poem  good  enough  to  difpleafe  you,  and  if  it  be  any  ad- 
vantage to  you  to  afcribe  it  to  fome  perfon  of  greater  merit ;  I  fhall  acquaint  you,  for  your  com. 
fort,  that,  among  many  other  obligations,  I  owe  feveral  hints  of  it  to  Dr.  Swift.  And,  if  you 
•will  fo  far  continue  your  favour  as  to  write  againft  it,  1  beg  you  td  oblige  me  in  accepting  the 
following  motto : 

«  — Non  tu,  in  triviis,  indodle  folebas 

"  Stridcnti,  miferum,  ftipula,  difperdere  carmen." 


feOOK    I. 

O»THZ IMPLEMENTS  FOR  WALKINOTHE  STREETS, 
AND   SIGNS   OF  THE  WEATHER. 

THROUGH  winter  ftreets  to  fleer  your  courfe  a- 

right, 

How  to  walk  clean  by  day,  and  fafe  by  night; 
How  joftling  crowds  with  prudence  to  decline, 
When  to  affert  the  wall,  and  when  refign, 
I  fmg ;  thou,  Trivia,  goddefs,  aid  my  fong, 
Through  fpacious  ftreets  conduct  thy  bard  along ; 
By  thee  tranfported,  1  fecurely  ftray 
Where  winding  alleys  lead  the  doubtful  way, 
The  filent  court  and  opening  fquare  explore, 
And  long  perplexing  lanes  untrod  before.  10 

To  pave  thy  realm,  and  fmooth  the  broken  ways, 
Earth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays ; 
For  thee  the  flurdy  pavior  thumps  the  ground, 
Whilil  every  ftroke  his  labouring  lungs  refound  ; 
For  thee  the  fcavenger  bids  kennels  glide 
"Within  their  bounds,  and  heaps  of  dirt  fubfide. 
My  youthful  bofom  burns  with  third  of  fame, 
From  the  great  theape  to  build  a  glorious  name/ 


To  tread  In  paths  to  ancient  bards  unknown, 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  civic  crown  :         ac 
But  more  my  country's  love  demand*  my  lay* ; 
My  country's  be  the  profit,  mine  the  praife  ! 

When  the  black  youth  at  chofen  flands  rejoice, 
And  "  clean  your  fhocs"   refounds  from  every 

voice ; 

When  late  their  miry  fides  ftage-coaches  fhow, 
And  their  ftiff  horfes  through  the  town  move  flow; 
When  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  ruin  lies, 
And  damfels  firft  renew  their  oyfter-cries : 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  fhoes  provide, 
Not  of  the  Spanifh  or  Morocco  hide  ;  36 

The  wooden  heel  may  raife  the  dancer's  bound, 
And  with  the  fcallop'd  top  his  ftep  be  crown'd : 
Let  firm,  well-hammer 'd  foles  proted  thy  feet 
Through  freezing  fnows,  and  rains,  and  leaking 
Should  the  big  laft  extend  the  fhoe  too  wide,  [fleer. 
Each  ftone  will  wrench  th'  unwary  ftep  afide  ; 
The  fudden  tum  may  ftretch  the  fwelling  vein, 
Thy  cracking  joint  unhinge,  or  ankle  fprain  ; 
And,  when  too  fhort  the  modeft  ft>oes  are  worn* 
You'll  judge  the  ieafons  by  "your  fhooiing  corn. 


POEMS. 


NQT  {hould  tt  prove-thy  lefs  important  care,  41 
TO  choof.  a  vropci  coat  for  winter's  wear, 
Now  in  tiiy  crunk  thy  D'Oily  habit  fold, 
The  iiiken  drugget  ill  can  fence  the  cold ; 
The  frieze's  fpongy  nap  is  foak'd  with  rain, 
Andfhowersfoondrcnchthe  camlet's  cockled  grain ; 
True  Witney    broad-cloth,  with  its  fhag  unfhorn, 
Unpierc'd  is  in  the  lafting  tempeft  worn  : 
Be  this  the  horfeman's  fence,  for  who  would  wear 
Amid  the  town  the  fpoils  of  RufSa's  bear  ?          50 
Within  the  roquelaure's  clafp  thy  hands  are  pent, 
Hands,  that,  ttretch'd  forth,  invading  harms  pre- 
vent. 

Let  the  loop'd  bavaroy  the  fop  embrace, 
Or  his  deep  cloke  befpatter'd  o'er  with  lace. 
That  garment  beft  the  winter's  rage  defends, 
Whofe  ample  form  without  one  plait  depends, 
By  various  names  f  in  various  counties  known, 
Yet  held  in  all  the  true  furtout  alone  ; 
Be  thine  of  kerfey  firm,  though  fmall  the  coft, 
Then  brave  unwet  the  rain,  unchill'd  the  froft.  6p 

If  the  ftrong  cane  fupport  thy  walking  hand, 
Chairmen  no  longer  fhall  the  wall  command ; 
Ev'n  fturdy  carmen  fhall  thy  nod  obey, 
And  rattling  coaches  ftop  to  make  thee  way  : 
This  fhall  direct  thy  cautious  tread  aright, 
Though  not  one  glaring  lamp  enliven  night. 
Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tipt  produce  ; 
Be  theirs  for  empty  (how,  but  thine  for  ufe. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  eafe, 
And  lazily  enfure  a  life's  difeafe  ;  70 

While  fofter  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  Court,  to  White's  J,  affcmblies,  or  the  play  ; 
Rofy  complexion'd  health  thy  fteps  attends, 
And  exercise  thy  lafting  youth  defends, 
imprudent  men  Heaven's  choiceft  gifts  profane  : 
Thus  fome  beneath  their  arm  fupport  the  cane  ; 
The  dirty  point  oft  check  the  carelefs  pace, 
And  miry  i'pots  the  clean  cravat  diJgrace. 
Oh  I  may  1  never  fuch  mifsfortune  meet ! 
May  no  fuch  vicious  walkers  crowd  the  ftreet !  80 
May  Providence  o'erfhade  me  with  her  wings, 
While  the  bold  mufe  e.xperienc'd  danger  fmg» ! 

Not  that  I  wander  from  my  native  home, 
And  (tempting  peril*)  foreign  cities  roam- 
Let  Paris  be  the  theme  of  Gallia's  mufe, 
Where  flavery  treads  the  ftreets  in  wooden  fhpes. 
Nor  do  I  rove  in  Belgia's  frozen  clime, 
And  teach  the  clumfy  boor  to  fkate  in  rhyme  ; 
Where,  if  the  warmer  clouds  in  rain  dcfccnd, 
No  miry  ways  induftuous  fteps  offend  :  90 

The  rufhing  flood  from  Hoping  pavements  pours, 
Ar;d  blackens  the  canals  wkh  dirty  fhowers. 
Let  others  Naples'  fmoother  ftreets  rehearfe. 
And  with  proud  Rowan  (Irutfurt^grace  their  verfe 
Where  frequent  murders  wake  the   night  with 

groans, 

And  blood  in  purple  torrents  dies  the  ftones. 
Nor  fhall  the  mule  through  narrow  Venice  ftray, 
Where  gondolas  their  painted  oars  difplay. 
O  happy  ftreets!  to  rumbling  wheels  unknown, 
H$o  carts,  BO  coaches,  fhake  the  flouting  town  1  loo 

*  A  toion  in  Oxford/Lire. 
•^   A.  J'jftjpk)  J4*i'ap~raJ'cal, 
-}  A  fboiohtrbouft  in  Si.  'j 


Thus  was  of  old  Britannia**  city  blefs'd, 
ire  pride  and  luxury  her  fons  poflefs'd  ; 
Coaches  and  chariots  yet  unfafhion'd  lay, 
Sfor  late-in  vented  chairs  perplex'd  the  way  ; 
Then  the  proud  lady  tripp'd  along  the  town. 
And  tuck'd-up  petticoats  fecur'd  her  gown; 
Her  rofy  cheek  with  tMant  vifits  glow'4, 
And  exercife  tin-artful  charms  beftow'd: 
But  fince  in  braided  gold  her  foot  is  bound, 
And  a  long  training  mantua  fweeps  the  ground, 
Her  fhoe  difdains  the  ftreet ;  the  lazy  fair        ii\ 
With  narrow  ftep  affects  a  limping  air. 
Now  gaudy  pride  corrupts  the  lavifh  age, 
And  the  ftreets  flame  with  glaring  equipage  5 
The  tricking  gamefter  infolently  rides, 
With  loves  and  graces  on  his  chariot  fides  ; 
In  faucy  ftate  the  griping  broker  fit«. 
And  laughs  at  honefly  and  trudging  wit». 
For  you,  O  honeft  men,  thefe  ufeful  lays 
The  mufe  prepares !   I  feek  no  other  praife.      iao 

When  fleep  is  firft  difturb'd  by  morning  cries  ; 
From  fure  prognoftics  learn  to  know  the  ikies, 
Left  you  of  rheums  and  coughs  at  night  complain; 
Surpris'd  in  dreary  fogs,  or  driving  rain. 
When  fuffocating  mifts  obfcure  the  morn, 
Let  thy  worft  wig,  long  us'd  to  ftorms,  be  worn 
This  knows  the  powder *d  footman,  and  with  care  • 
Beneath  his  flapping  hat  fecures  his  hair. 
Be  thou  for  every  feafon  juftly  dreft, 
Nor  brave  the  piercing  froft  with  open  breafl ;  13$ 
And,  when  the  burfting  clouds  a  deluge  pour, 
Let  thy  furtouc  defend  the  drenching  fhower. 

The  changing  weather  certain  figns  reveal. 
Ere  winter  iheds  her  fnow,  or  frofts  congeal, 
You'll  fee,the  coals  in  brighter  flame  afpire, 
Andfulphur  tinge  with  blue  the  rifing  fire  ; 
Your  tender  flans  the  fcorching  heat  decline, 
And  at  the  dearth  of  coals  the  poor  repine ; 
Before  her  kitchen  hearth,  the  nodding  dame, 
In  flannel  mantle  wrapt,  enjoys  the  flame ;       140 
Hovering,  upon  her  feeble  knees  (he  bends, 
And  nil  around  the  grateful  warmth  afcends. 

Nor  do  lefs  certain  figns  the  town  advife 
Of  milder  weather  and  ferener  Ikies. 
The  ladies,  gaily  drefs'd,  the  Mall  adorn 
With  various  dyes,  and  paint  the  funny  morn  : 
The  wanton  fawns  with  friiking  pleafure  rangr, 
And  chirping  fparrows  greet  the  welcome  change; 

*  Not   that  their   minds  with  greater    flcill  arc 

fraught, 

Endued  by  inftindt,  or  by  reafon  taught :         150 
The  feafons  operate  in  every  breaft ; 
'Tis  hence  the  fawns  are  briflc,  and  ladies  dreft. 
When  on  his  box  the  nodding  coachman  fnores, 
And  dreams  of  fancy'd  fares;  when  tavern  doors 
The  chairman  idly  crowd  ;  then  ne'er  refufe 
To  truft  thy  bufy  fteps  in  thinner  ihoes. 

But  when  the  fwinging  iigns  your  ears  offend 
With  creaking  noife,  then  rainy  floods  impend  ; 
Soon  fhall  the  kennels,  fwell  with  rapid  ftreams, 
And  rufh  in  muddy  torrents  to  the  Thames.     i6« 
The  booklcller,  whofe  fhop's  an  open  fquare^ 
Forcfees  the  tempeft,  and  with  early  care 

*  "  Haud  equidem  credo,  quia  fit  divinitus  illis 
*'  Ingeuium,  aut  rcrum  fato  prudentia  major." 
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Of  learning  drips  the  rails ;  the  rowing  crew, 
To  tempt  a  fare,  clothe  all  their  tilts  in  blue  ; 
On  hofiers'  poles  depending  dockings  ty'd 
Flag  with  the  flacken'd  gale  from  fide  to  fide; 
Church  monuments  foretel  the  changing  air, 
Then  Niobe  diflblves  into  a  tear,  [founds 

And   fweats  with  facred  grief;  you'll  hear  the 
Of  whittling  winds,ere  kennels  break  their  bounds : 
Ungrateful  odours  common-fhores  diffufe,        1 7 1 
And  dropping  vaults  diftil  unwholefome  dews, 
Ere  the  tiles  rattle  with  the  fmoking  mower, 
And  fpouts  on  heedlefo  men  their  torrents  pour. 

All  (uperlthion  from  thy  bread  repel : 
Ler  credulous  boys  and  prattling  nurfes  tell, 
How,  if  the  feftival  of  Paul  be  clear, 
Plenty  from  liberal  horn  fhall  ftrew  the  year; 
"When  the  dark  fkies  diffolve  in  fnow  or  rain,  1 79 
The  labouring  hind  {hall  yoke  the  fteer  in  vain  ; 
But,  if  the  threatening  winds  in  tempefU  roar, 
Then  war  fhall  bathe  her  wafteful  fword  in  gore. 
How,  if  on  Swithin's  feaft  the  welkin  lours, 
And  every  penthoufe  dreams  with  hafty  fhowers, 
Twice  twenty  days  (hall  clouds  their  fleeces  drain, 
And  wafti  the  pavements  with  inceffant  rain. 
JLet  not  fuch  vulgar  tales  de!*afe  thy  mind ; 
Nor  Paul  nor  Swithin  rule  the  clouds  and  wind. 

If  you  the  precepts  of  the  mufe  defpife, 
And  flight  the  faithful  warning  of  the  fkies,     190 
Others  you'll  fee,  when  all  the  town's  afloat, 
Wrapt  in  th*  embraces  of  a  kerfey  coat, 
Or  double-bottom 'd  frieze;  their  guarded  feet 
Defy  the  muddy  dangers  of  the  dreet; 
While  you,  with  hat  unloop'd,  the  fury  dread 
Of  fpouts  high  dreaming,  and  with  cautious  tread 
Shun  every  d  filing  pool,  or  idly  flop, 
To  feck  the  kind  protection  of  a  {hop. 
But  bufinefs  fummons ;  now  with  hafty  feud 
You  joftle  for  the  wall ;  the  fpatter'd  mud        aoo 
Hides  all  thy  hofe  behind  ;  in  vain  you  fcower, 
Thy  wig,  alas  :  uncurl'd,  admits  the  fhower. 
So  fierce  Ale&o's  fnaky  treffes  fell, 
When  Orpheus   charm'd   the  rigorous  powers  of 

hell; 

Or  thus  hung  Glaucus'  beard,  with  briny  dew 
Clotted  and  ftrait,  when  firft  his  amorous  view 
Surpris'd  the  bathing  lair ;  the  frighted  maid 
Now  ftands  a  rock,  transform 'd  by  Circe's  aid. 

Go<,d  houfewives  all  the  winter's  rage  defpife, 
Defended  by  the  riding-hood's  difguife ;  2IO 

Or,  underneath  th'  umbrella's  oily  fhed, 
Safe  through  the  wet  on  clinking  pattens  tread. 
Let  Perfian  dames  th'  umbrella's  ribs  difplay, 
To  guard  their  beauties  from  the  funny  ray ; 
Or  Iweathig  {laves  fupport  the  {hady  load, 
When  eaftern  monarchs  (how  their  date  abroad  : 
Britain  in  winter  only  k.  ows  its  aid, 
To  guard  from  chilly  fhowers  the  walking  maid. 
But,  O     forget  not,  mufe,  the  patten's  praife, 
That  female  implement  fhall  grace  thy  lays ;    22® 
Say  from  what  art  divine  th'  invention  came, 
And  from  its  origin  deduce  its  name. 

Where  Lincoln  wide  extends  her  fenny  foil, 
A  goodly  yeoman  liv'd,  grown  white  with  toil ; 
One  only  daughter  blefs'd  his  nuptial  bed, 
Who  from  her  infant  hand  the  poultry  fed  ; 


Martha  (her  careful  mother's  name)  fhe  bore, 
But  now  her  careful  mother  was  no  more. 
Whild  on  her  father's  knee  the  damfel  play'd, 
Patty  he  fondly  call'd  the  fmiling  maid  ; 
As  years  increas'd,  her  ruddy  beauty  grew, 
And  Patty's  fame  o'er  all  the  village  flew. 

Soon  as  the  gray-ey'd  morning  dreaks  the  ikies, 
And  in  the  doubtful  day  the  woodcock  flies, 
Her  cleanly  pail  the  pretty  houfcwife  hears, 
And  finging  to  the  didant  field  repairs; 
And,   when  the  plains  with  evening   dews  are 

fpread, 

The  milky  burden  fmokes  upon  her  head, 
Deep  through  a  miry  lane  fhe  pick'd  her  way, 
Above  her  ancle  rofe  the  chalky  clay.  24* 

Vulcan  by  chance  the  bloomy  maiden  fpiei, 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyes : 
He  faw,  he  lov'd;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  known 
Sweet  innocence  and  beauty  meet  in  one. 
Ah,  Mulciber!  recal  thy  nuptial  vows, 
Think  on  the  graces  of  thy  Paphian  fpoufe, 
Think  how  her  eyes  dart  inexhauded  charms, 
And  cand  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  armsf 

The  Lemnian  Power  forfakes  the  realms, above, 
His  brfom  glowing  with  terredrial  love  :         25* 
Far  in  the  lane  a  lonely  hut  he  found  ; 
No  tenant  vcntur'd  on  th'  unwholfome  ground. 
Here  fmokes  his  forge,  he  bares  his  fmewy  arm, 
And  early  ftrokes  the  founding  anvil  warm  : 
Around  his  fhop  the  deely  fparkles  flew. 
As  for  the  deed  he  fhap'd  the  bending  fhoe. 

When  blue-ey'd  Patty  near  his  window  came, 
His  anvil  reds,  bib  forge  forgets  to  flame. 
To  hear  his  foothing  tales,  {he  feigns  delays ; 
What  woman  can  refid  the  force  of  praife  ?      a6o 

At  fird  fhe  coyly  every  kifs  withdood, 
And  all  her  cheek  was  flulh'd  with  moded  blood : 
With  headlefs  nails  he  now  furrounds  her  (hoes, 
To  fave  her  deps  from  rains  and  piercing  dews. 
She  lik'd  his  foothing  tales,  his  prefents  wore, 
And  granted  kifTes,  but  would  grant  no  more. 
Yet  winter  chill'd  her  feet,  with  cold  fhe  pines, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rofc  declines ; 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  their  ludre  boad, 
And  in  hoarfe  founds  her  melting  voice  islod.  17* 

This  Vulcan  faw,  and  in  his  heavenly  thought 
A  new  machine  mechanic  fancy  wrought. 
Above  the  mire  her  fhelter'd  fteps'to  raife, 
And  bear  her  fafely  through  the  wintery  way*. 
Strait  the  new  engine  on  his  anvil  glows, 
And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patren  rofe. 
No   more  her   lungs    are  (hook  with   dropping 

rheums, 

And  on  her  cheek  reviving  beauty  blooms. 
The  god  obtain'd  his  fuit  :  though  flattery  fail, 
Prefents  with  female  virtue  mud  prevail.         38* 
The  patten  now  fupports  each  frugal  dame, 
Which  from  the  blue-ey'd  Patty  takes  the  name. 

BOOK     II. 

Or  WALKING  THE   STREETS   BY  DAT. 

THUS  far  the  mufe  has  trac'd  in  ufeful  lays 
The  proper  implements  for  wintery  ways ; 


P    O    I 

Has  taught  the  walker,  with  judicious  eyes, , 
To  read  the  various  warnings  of  the  fkies  : 
Now  venture,  mufe,  from  home  to  range  the  town, 
And  for  the  public  fafety  rifle  thy  own. 

For  eafe  and  for  difpatch,the  morning's  beft  ; 
No  tides  of  nafiengers  the  ftreets  moleft  ; 
You'll  fee  a  draggled  damfel  here  and  there, 
From  Billingate  her  fiftiy  traffic  bear ;  IO 

On  doors  the  fallow  milk  maid  chalks  her  gains  : 
Ah  !  how  unlike  the  milk-maid  of  the  plains ! 
Before  proud  gates  attending  afles  bray, 
Or  arrogate  with  folemn  pace  the  way  ; 
Thefe  grave  phyficians  with  their  milky  cheer 
The  love-lick  maid  and  dwindling  beau  repair; 
Here  rows  of  drummers  Hand  in  ma-rial  file, 
And  with  their  vellum  thnuder  (hake  the  pile, 
To  greet  the  new-made   bride.     Are  founds  like 

thefe 

The  proper  prelude  to  a  ftate  of  peace  ?  1Q 

Now  induftry  a  .vakes  her  buiy  Ions  ; 
Full-charg'd  with  news  the  br<'arhlefs  hawkerruns: 
Shops  open,  coaches  roll,  cart-  (hake  tie  ground, 
And  all  the  ftreets  with  palling  cries  refound. 

If  cloth'd  in  black:  you  trcau    he  buly  town, 
Or  if  di'.tinguilh'd  by  the  reverend  gown. 
Three  t>ades  avoid     oft'  in  the  mingling  prefs 
The  barber's  apron  foils  the  fablt  drefs , 
Shun  the  perfumer's  touch  wit,;  caun  us  eye, 
No-  let  the  baker's  ftep  advance  to      igh.          30 
Ye  walkers  too,  thaf  youthful  colours  wear, 
Three  fullyinjj  trades  avoid  with  equal  care  ; 
The  little  chimnev -1  weeper  fkulks  along, 
Anc!  marks  with  footy  ftains  the  heediefs  throng  : 
When  fmall  coal  murmurs  in  the  hoarier  throat, 
From  fmutty  dangers  guard  thy  threatened  coat ; 
The  duitman'scart  offends  thy  clothes  and  eyes, 
When  through  the  ilreet  a  cloud  of  allies  flies; 
But,  whether  black  or  lighter  dyes  are  worn, 
The  chandler's  bafkec,  on  his  moulders  borne,  40 
Wifh  tallow  fpots  thy  coat  ;  refign  the  way, 
To  fhun  the  lurly  butcher's  greafy  tray, 
Butchers,  whofe  hands  are  dy'd  with  blood's  foul 

ttain, 
And  always  foremoft  in  the  hangman's  train. 

Let  due  civilities  be  ftridlly  paid' 
The  wall  furrender  to  the  hooded  maid  ; 
Nor  let  thy  fturdy  elbow's  hafty  rage 
Joftie  the  feeble  fteps  of  trembling  age : 
And  when  the  porter  bends  beneath  his  load,    49 
And  pants  lor  breath,  clear  thou  the  crowded  road 
But,  above  all,  the  groping  blind  direct ; 
And  from  the  preflin^  throng  the  lame  protect. 

You'll  fometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  niceft  tread, 
Whofe  manrlmg  peruke  veils  his  empty  head  ; 
At  every  ftep  he  dreads  the  wall  to  lofe, 
And  rifks,  to  fave  a  coach,  his  red-heel'd  fhoes  ; 
Him,  like  the  miller,  pafs  with  caution  by, 
Left  from  his  fhoulder  clouds  of  powder  fly. 
But  when  the  bully,  with  afluming  pace, 
Cocks  his  broad  hat,  edg'd  round  with  tarnifh'd 
lace,  60 

Yield  not  the  way,  defy  his  ftrutting  pride, 
And  thruft  him  to  the  muddy  kennel's  fide  ; 
He  never  turns  again,  nor  dares  oppofe, 
Jut  mutters  coward  curfes  as  he  goea. 


M    S.  ag; 

.If  drawn  by  bufinefs  to  a  ftreet  unknown, 
Let  the  fworn  porter  point  thee  through  the  town  j 
Be  fure  obferve  the  figns,  for  figns  remain 
Like  faithful  landmarks  to  the  walking  train. 
Seek  net  from  'prentices  to  learn  the  way, 
JThofe  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  fteps  ailray;     7* 
Afk  the  grave  tradefman  to  dire&  thee  right, 
He  ne'er  deceives — but  w..en  he  profits  by't. 

Where  fam'd  St   Giles's  ancient  limits  fpread. 
An  inrail'd  column  rears  its  lofty  head, 
Here  to  feven  ftreets  fe^en  dials  count  the  day, 
And  from  each  other  ca^ch  the  circling  ray. 
Here  oft*  the  peafant,  with  inquiring  face, 
Bewilder'd,  trudge;*  on  from  place  to  place ; 
He  dwells  on  every  fign  with  ftupid  gaze, 
Enters  the  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maze,  £• 

Tries  every  winding  court  and  ftreet  in  vain. 
And  doubles  o'er  hts  weary  fteps  again. 
Thus  hardy  Thefeus,  with  intrepid  feet, 
TVavers'd  the  dangerous  labyrmth  of  Crete; 
B.it  ilill  the  wandering  paflcs  force  his  ftay, 
i  id  .V  iadne's  clue  unwinds  the  way. 
But  do  not  thou,  'ike  that  bold  chief,  confide 
Thy  venturous  footrteps  ro  a  female  guide  ; 
She'll  lead  thee  with  delufive  froiles  along, 
Di  ve  in  thy  fob,  and  drop  «hee  in  the  throng.     90 

When  waggilh  boys  the  ftuntcd  befom  ply, 
To  rid  d  e  flabby  pavement,  pafs  no*  by         [flirt 
fcre  th.>u  haft   held   their  hands,    fome  heediefs 
Will  overfpread  thy  calves  with  fpattering  dirt. 
Where  porters  hogftieads  roll  from  carts  aflope, 
Or  brewers  down  ftefp  cellars  ftretch  the  rope. 
Where  counted  billets  are  by  carmen  toft, 
•>tay  thy  rafti  ftep,  and  walk  without  the  poft. 

What  though  the  gathering  mire  thy  feet  bc- 

fmear, 

The  voice  of  induftry  is  always  near.  *  IO* 

Hark     the  boy  calls  thee  to  his  deftin'd  (land, 
And  the  (hoe  {hiries  beneath  his  oily  hand, 
Here  let  the  mufe,  fatigued  amid  the  throng, 
A  iorn  her  precepts  with  digreffive  fong  ; 
Of  Ihirtieis  youths  the  fecret  rife  to  trace, 
And  ihow  the  parent  of  the  fable  race. 

Like  mortal  man,  great  Jove  (grown  fond  o£ 

change) 

Of  old  was  wont  this  nether  world  to  range, 
To  feck  amours;  the  vice  the  monarch  lov'd  IOJ 
Soon  through  the  wide  sethereal  court  improv'd  : 
And  ev'n  the  proudeft  goddefs  now  and  then 
Would  lodge  a  night  among  the  fons  of  men; 
To  vulgar  deities  defcends  the  fafhion, 
Each,  like  her  betters,  had  her  earthly  paflion. 
Then  *  Cloacina  (goddefs  of  the  tide 
Whofe  fable  ftreams  beneath  the  city  glide) 
Indulg'd  the  modilh  flame  ;  the  town  (he  rov'd, 
A  mortal  Icavenger  (he  faw,  (he  lov'd ; 
The  muddy  fpots  that  dry'd  upon  his  face, 
Like  female  patches,  heighten'd  every  grace  :  12* 

*  Cloacina  was  a  goddefs •,  whofe  image  Tatius  (M 
king  of  the  Sabinei )  found  in  the  common  Jbtrg  ;  andt 
not  knowing  -what  goddefs  it  was,  be  called  it  Cloacina^ 
from  the  place  in  which  it  -was  found,  and  paid  to  it 
divine  honours* — La&ant.  I.  ?o.  Minuc.  Fel.  Od;. 
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She  gaz'd  ;  me  figh'd ;  (for  love  can  beauties  fpy 
In  what  fecm  faults  to  every  common  eye.) 

Now  had   the    watchman   walk'd   his  fecond 

round, 

When  Cloacina  hears  the  rumbling  found 
Of  her  brown  lover's  cart  (for  well  fhe  knows 
That  pleafing  thunder)  :  fwift  the  goddefs,  rofe, 
And  through  the  ftreets  purfu'd  the  diftant  noife, 
Her  boiom  panting  with  expected  joys. 
With  the  night-wandering  harlot's  ajrs  {he  paft, 
Brufh'd  near  his  fide,  and  wanton  glances  call ;  130 
In  the  black  form  of  cinder-wench  {he  came, 
When    love,  the  hour,  the  place,  had  banifh'd 

fhamc  ; 

To  the  dark  alley,  arm  in  arm  they  move  : 
O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  lave  !      [fpace, 
When  the  pale  moon  had  nine  times  fill'd  her 
The  pregnant  goddefs  (cautious  of  difgrace) 
Defcends  to  earth ;  but  fought  no  midwife's  aid, 
Nor  'midft  her  anguifti  to  JLucina  pray'd; 
No  cheerful  golfip  wifh'd  the  mother  joy, 
Alone,  beneath  a  hulk  ftie  dropt  the  boy.  140 

The  child,  through  various  rilks  in  years  im- 

prov'd, 

At  firfl  a  beggar's  brat  companion  mov'd ; 
Bis  infant  tongue  foon  learnt  the  canting  art, 
£new  all  the  prayers  and  whines  to  touch  the 

heart. 

Oh  happy  unown'd  youths !  your  limbs  can  bear 
The  fcorching  dog-ftar,  and  the  winter'*,  air  ; 
While  the  rich  infant,  nurs'd  with  care  and  pain, 
Thirds  with  each,  heat,  and  coughs,  with  every  rain! 
The  goddefs  long  had  mark  d  the  child's  dif- 

trcfs, 

And  long  had  fought  his  fufferings  to  redrefs.  150 
She  prays  the  gods  to  take  the  foundling's  part, 
To  teach  his  hands  fome  beneficial  art 
$*ra6Us'd  in  ftreets  :  the  gods  her  fuitallow'd, 
And  made  him.  uieful  to  the  walking  crowd ; 
To  cleanfethe  miry  feet,  and  o'er  the  moe 
With  nimble  (kill  the  glofly  black  renew. 
Bach  power  contributes  to  relieve  the  poor : 
With  the  ftrong  briftles  of  the  mighty  boar 
Diana  forms  his  brufh ;   the  god  of  day 
A  tripod  gives,  amid  the  crowded  way  160 

To  raifc  the  dirty  foot,  and  eafe  his  toil ; 
Kind  Neptune  fills  his  vafe  with  fetid  oil 
Preft  from  th'  enormous  whale  ;  the  god  of  fire, 
From  whofe  dominions  fmoky  clouds  a/pire, 
Among  theft  generous  prefents  joins  his  part, 
And  aids  with  foot  the  new  japanning  art. 
Pleas' d  Ihe  receives  the  gifts;  fhe  downward  glides, 
Lights  in,  Fleet-ditch,  and  (hoots  beneath  the  tides. 

Now  dawns  the  morn,  the  tturdy  lad  awakes, 
Leaps  from  his  flail,  his  tangled  hair  he  {hakes ; 
Then  leaning  o'er  the  rails,  he  mufing  flood,   171 
And  view'd  below  the  black  canal  of  mud, 
Where  common  fhores  a  lulling  murmur  keep, 
Whofe  torrents  rufti  from  Holborn's  fatal  fleep  : 
Penfive  through  idlenefs,  tears  flow'd  apace, 
Which  eas'd  his  loaded  heart,  and  wafh'd  his  face ! 
At  length  he  fighing  cry'd,  That  boy  was  bleft, 
Whofe  infant  lips  have  drain'd  a  mother's  breaft  ; 
]^ut  happier  far  are  thofe  (if  fuch  be  known) 
Whom  both  a  father  and  a  Bother  own ;        180 


,  alas  !  hard  fortune's  utmofr,  fcorn, 
Who  ne'er  knew  parent,  was  an  orphan  born .' 
Some  beys  are  rich  by  birth  beyond  all  wants, 
Belov'd  by  uncles,  and  kind  good  old  auivs; 
When  time  comes  round,  a  (Jhriftmas  box  they. 

bear, 

And  one  day  makes  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 
Had  I  the  precepts  of  a  father  learn'd, 
Perhaps  I  then  the  coachman's  fare  had  earn'd, 
For  lefler  boys  can  drive  ;  I  thirfty  ftand, 
And  fee  the  double  flaggon  charge  their  hand,  100 
See  them  puff  off  the  froth,  and  gulp  amain, 
While  with  dry  tongue  I  lick  my  lip*  in  vain. 

While  thus  he  fervent  prays,  the  heaving  tide, 
In  widen'd  circles,  beats  on  either  fide ; 
The  goddefs  rofe  amid  the  inmoft  round, 
With  wither'd  turnip-tops  her  temples  crown'd  ; 
Low  rcach'd  her  dripping  trefics,  lank,  and  black 
As  the  fmooth  jet,  or  gloffy  raven's  back  ; 
Around  her  waifl  a  circling  eel  was  twin'd,    IQO 
Which  bound  her  robe  that  hung  in  rags  behind. 
Now  beckoning  to  the  boy,  fhe  thus  begun  : 
Thy  prayers  are  granted  ;  weep  no  more,  my  fon: 
Go  thrive.  At  feme  frequented  corner  ftand ; 
This  brufh  I  give  thee,  grafp  it  in  thy  hand, 
Temper  the  foot  within  this  vafe  of  oil, 
And  let  the  little  tripod  aid  thy  toil ; 
On  this  rnethinks  I  fee  the  walking  crewr, 
At  thy  requeft,  fupport  the  miry  {hoe  ;  [brown'd, 
The  foot  grows  black  that   was  with  dirt  em- 
And  in  thy  pocket  gangling  halfpence  found.  210 
The  goddefs  plunges  fwift  beneath  the  flood, 
And  dafhes  all  around  her  fliowers  of  mud  : 
The  youth  ftrait  chofc  hb  poft  ;  the  labour  ply'd 
WherebranchingftreetgfromCharing-Crofs  divide; 
His  treble  voice  refounds  along  tht  Meufe, 
And  Whitehall  echoes — "  Clean  your  Honour'* 

"{hoes!" 

Like  the  fweet  ballad,  this  amufing  lay 
Too  long  detains  the  walker  on  his  way  ; 
While  he  attends,  new  dangersround  him  throng-; 
The  bufy  city  afks  inftrudhve  fong.  220 

Where,  elevated  o'er  the  gaping  crowd, 
Clafp'ti  in  the  board  the  perjur'd  head  is  bow'd, 
Betimes  retreat;  here,  thick  as  hailftones  pour, 
Turnips  and  half-hatch 'd  eggs  (a  mingled  fhower) 
Among  the  rabble  rain  :  fome  random  throw 
May  with  the  trickling  yolk  thy  cheek  o'erflow. 

Though  expedition  bids,  yet  never  ftray 
Where  no  rang'd  pofts  defend  the  rugged  way. 
Here  laden  carts  with  thundering  waggons  meet, 
Wheels  clafh  with  wheels,  and  bar  the  narrow 

ftreet ; 

The  lafhing  whip  refounds,  the  horfes  flrain, 
And  blood  in  anguifh  burfts  the  {welling  vein. 
O,  barbarous  men  !  your  cruel  brea'.ls  alluage  ; 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  generous  fteed  your  rage  ? 
Does  not  his  fervice  earn  your  daily  bread  ? 
Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  labours  feed ! 
If,  as  the  Samian  taught,  the  foul  revives, 
And,  {hifting  feats,  in  other  bodies  lives  ; 
Severe  {hall  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change,  239 
Doom'd  in  a  hackney  horfe  the  town  to  range ; 
Carmen,transform'd,  the  groaning  load  fhall  druw, 
Whom  other  tyrants  with  the  lain,  fhali  awe. 
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Who  wouW  of  Watfing-ftreet  the  dangers  {hare, 
When  the  broad  pavement  of  Cheapficle  is  near  ? 
Or  who  that  rugged  ftreet  *  would  traverfe  o'er, 
That  ftrctches,  O  Fleet-ditch,  from  thy  black  (here 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls  ?  Here  (teams  afcend 
That,  in  mix'd  fumes,  the  wrinkled  nofe  < -ffaiui. 
Where  chandlers'  cauldrons  hoil ;  where  fifty  prey 
Hide  the  wet  flail,  long  abfeut  from  the  fea ;  250 
And  v.here  the  cleaver  chops  t\\e  heifer's  fpoil, 
And  where  huge  hogfheads  fwsat  with  trainy  oil ; 
Thv  breathing  noftril  hold ;  but  how  ihall  I 
Pafs,  where  in  piles  Carnavian  f  chcefes  lie  ;  • 
Checfe,  that  the  table's  doling  rites  denies, 
And  bids  me  with  th'  unwilling  chaplain  rife? 

O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pall-mall ! 
Jjafe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  faicll ! 
At  diftance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach, 
Nor  flurdy  carmen  on  thy  walks  encroach;      zdo  . 
No  lets  would  bar  thy  ways  were  chairs  deny'd, 
The  fofr.  fuppoits  of  lazinefs  and  pride  :         [glow, 
Shops  breathes  perfumes,  through  fafhea  ribbons 
The  mutual  arms  of  ladies  and  the  beau. 
Yet  ftiil  ev'n  here,  when  rains  the  pafTige  hide, 
Oft  the  loofe  ftonefpirts  up  a  muddy  tide 
Beneath  thy  carelefs  foot ;  and  from  on  high, 
Where  manfions  mount  the  ladder,  fragments  fly, 
Mortar  and  crumbled  lime  in  fhowers  detcend, 
And  o'er  thy  head  deftrudive  tiles  impend.     170 

But  fometimes  let  me  leave  the  noify  roads, 
And  filent  wander  in  the  clofe  abodes, 
Where  wheels  ne'er   fluke   the   ground ;    there 

penfive  flray, 

In  ftudious  thought,  the  fong  uncrowded  way. 
Here  I  remark  each  walker's  different  face, 
And  in  their  look  their  various  bufmefs  trace. 
The  broker  here  hisfpacious  beaver  wears, 
Upon  his  brow  fit  jealoufces  and  cares; 
Bent  on  fome  mortage  (to  avoid  reproach) 
He  f-el:s  by-ftreets,  and  fares  th'  expenfive  coach. 
Soft,  at  low  doors,  o*d  letchers  tap  their  cane,  281 
For  fair  reclufe,  who  travels  Drury-Lane;      ' 
Here  roams  uncomb'd  the  lavifh  rake,  to  (hun 
His  Fleet-ftreet  draper's  everlifh'ng  dun. 

Careful  obfervers,  fludious  of  the  town, 
Shun  the  misfortunes  that  difgrace  the  clown  5 
Untempted,  they  contemn 'the  juggler's  feat?4 
Pafs  by  the  M?ufe,  nor  try  the  '*  thimble's  cheats. 
"When  drays  bound  high,  they  never  croft  behind, 
Where  bubbling  yeft  is  blown  by  gufls  of  wind  : 
And  when  up  Ludgate-hill  hu^e  carts  move  flow, 
Far  from  the  draining  fteeds  f/curely  go,          391 
Whofe  dafhing  hoofs  behind  them  fling  the  mire, 
And  mark  with  muddy  blof  t  the  gazing  'fquire. 
The  Parthian  thus  his  javf  Vu  backward  throws, 
And  as  he  flies  infeils  pur  .uing  foes. 

The  thoughtlefs  wits  (hull  frequent  forfeits  pay, 
Who  'gainft  the  fentry's  hox  difcharge  their  tea. 
Do  thou  fome  court  or  fecret  corner  feek,         299 
Nor  flufh  with  fliame  t're  palfing  virgin's  cheek. 

Yet  let  me  not  defceiKJi  to  trivial  fong, 
Nor  vulgar  circumftauce  my  verfe  prolong. 

*  Tlames-f.reet.         f  IJbsftire,  anciently  fo  called. 
\   A    cutat   commonly    prutiiftd   in   the  jirtets   ivltl 
tkree  thimbles  and  a  little  ball. 
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Why  fhould  I  teacJi  the  rr;aid%%vJ:<°n  torrents  pour, 
Her  head  to  flicker  from  the  fudd',-n  fliuwer  ? 
Nature  will  befl;  her  ready  hand 'in  form, 
With  her  fpread  petticoat  to  fence  the  flo'rm. 
Does  not  each  walker  know  the  warning  fi^n, 
When  wilps  of  draw  depend  upon  the  twine 
Crofs  the  clofe  frreet ;  that  then  the  paver's  art 
Renews  the  ways,  deny'd  to  coach  and  cart  ?  310 
Who  knows  not  that  the  Coachman  lafhing  by 
Oft  with  his  flourJfb  cuts  the  heedlefs  eye ; 
And  when  he  takes  his .fland,  to  wait  a  fare, 
His  horfes  foreheads  fhun  the  winter's  air  ? 
Nor  will  I  roam  where  fummer's  hiltry  rays 
Parch  the  dry  ground,  and  fpread  with  dull  the, 

ways ; 

With  whirling  gufts  the  rapid  atoms  rife, 
Smoke  o'er  the  pavement,  and  involve  the  ikies. 
Winter  my  theme  confines ;  whofe  nitry  wind 
Shall  cruft  the  flabby  mire,  and  kennels  bind  ;  32* 
She  bids  the  fnow  defceud  in  flaky  flieete, 
And  in  her  hoary  mantle  clothe  the  fleets. 
L.et  not  the  virgin  tread  thefe  fiippe/y  roads, 
The  gathering  fleece  the  hollow  pn/ten  loads; 
But  if  thy  footftep  flide  with  clorr^d  froft, 
Strike  off  the  breaking  balls  aga'/Ul  the  poll. 
On  fileut  wheel  the  puffing  coa.-hcs  roll; 
Oft  look  ^behind,  and  ward  thd  threatening  pole. 
In  harden'd  orbs  the  fchool-'^oy  moulds  the  fnow, 
To  murk  the  coachman  \vit\i  a  dexc'rous  throw. 
Why  do  ye,  boys,  the  kennel's  furface  fpread,  331 
To  tempt  with  faithlefs  rxifs  the  matron's  tread  i 
How  can  you  laugh  tof^e  the  damfel  fpurn, 
Sink  in  your  frauds,  anj  her  green  ilocking  mourn  ? 
At  White's  the  harn.<?{Vd  chairman  idly  ftands, 
And  fwings  aroum}  liis  waill  his  tingling  hands ; 
Thtf   fempdrcfs  ipceds  to   change   with   rcd-tipt 

nofe ;  'C&A~>$4, 

'The  Belgian  fjr>ve  beneath  her  footdool  glows; 
'in  half-whipr  muflin  needles  ufclefs  lie, 
And  fhtittlc  cocks  acrofs  the  counter  fly.  340 

Thefe  fports  warm  harmlefs ;  why  then  will  ye 

prove, 
Deluded  maids,  the  dangerous  flame  of  love  ? 

Where  Covent-garden's  famous  temple  ftands, 
That  boafts  the  work  of  Junes'  invnortal  hands  j 
Columns  with  plain  magnificence  appear, 
And  graceful  porches  It-ad  along  the  ftpare  : 
Here  oft  my  courfe  I  bend ;  when  lu  !  from  far 
I  fpy  the  furies  of  the  foot-ball  war  : 
The  'prentice  quits  his  fhop,  to  join  the  crew, 
Increafing  crowds  the  flying  game  puifue.        350 
Thus,  as  you  roll  the  b^iil  o'er  f'nowy  ground, 
The  gathering  globe  augments  with  every  round. 
Cut  whither  fnall  I  run  !  the  throng  dtaws  nigh, 
The  ball  now  fkims  the  flreet,  now  foars  on  high ; 
The  dext'rous  glazier  ftrong  returns  the  bound, 
And  jingling  fiflies  on  the  pent-houfe  found. 

O,  roving  mufe  !  recal  that  wondrous  year, 
When  winter  reign'd  in  bleak  Britannia's  air; 
When  hoary  Thames,  with  frofted  oziers  crown'd, 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  bound.      360 
The  waterman,  forlorn,  along  the  fhore, 
Penfive  reclines  upon  his  ufelefs  oar ; 
See  harnefs'd  fteeds  defert  the  ftony  town,. 
And  wander  roads  unftable,  not  their  <*\vn  j 
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Wheels  o'er  the  hardened  waters  fmoothly  glide, 
And  rafe  with  whiteo'd  tracks  the  flippery  tide  ; 
Mere  the  fat  cook  piles  high  the  blazing  fire 
And  fcarce  the  fpit  can  turn  the  fteer  entire; 
Booths  iirdd en  hide  the  Thames,  long  ftreets  ap- 
pear, 

And  numerous  games  proclaim  the  crowded  fair. 
So  when  a  general  bids  the  martial  train  571 

Spread  their  encampment  o'er  the  fpacious  plain  : 
Thick  rifing  tents  a  canvas  city  build, 
And  the  loud  dice  refound  through  all  the  field. 
'Twas  here  the  matron  found  a  doleful  fate  : 
Let  elegiac  lay  the  woe  relate, 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  diftant  flutes,  at  hours 
"tortien  filent  evening  clofes  up  the  flowers ; 
Lulling  as  falling  water's  hollow  noife  i 
Indulging  grief,  like  Philomela's  voice.  380 

Doll  every  day  had  walk'd   thefe   treacherous 

ro*ds ; 

Tier  Heck  grew  warpt  beneath  autumnal  loads 
Of  various  ftuit  :  fhe  now  a  baflcet  bore  ; 
That  head,  alas !  fhall  bafket  bear  no  more. 
Each  booth  fhe  frequent  paft,  in  queft  of  gain, 
And  boys  with  pleafure  heard  her  fhrilling  ftrain. 
Ah,  Doll !  all  mortals  muft  refign  their  breath, 
And  induftry  itfelffubmit  to  death  !  388 

The  cracking  cryftaj  yields;  fhe  finks,  fhe  dies, 
Her  head,  chopt  off, from  her  loft  fhoulders  flies; 
fippins  fhe  cry'd  ;  but  death  her  voice  confounds; 
And  pip-  pip-  ftp-  along  the  ice  refounds. 

So  when  the  Thracian  furies  Orpheus  tore, 
And  left  his  bleeding  trunk  deform'd  with  gore, 
His  fever'd  head  floats  down  the  filver  tide, 
His  yet  warm  tongue  for  his  loft  confort  cry'd; 
Eurydice  with  quivering  voice  he  mourfi'd, 
And  Heber's  banks  Eurydice  return'd. 

But  now  the  weftern  gale  the  flood  unbinds, 
And  blackening  clouds   move  on    with  warmer 
wiiiqs ;  400 

The  wooden  town  its  frail  foundation  leaves, 
And  Thames'  full  urn  rolls  down  his  plenteous 

waves ; 
From    every    pent-houfe    ftreams    the    fleeting 

fnow, 
And  with  diffolving  freft  the  pavements  flow. 

Experienc'd  men,  inur'd  to  city  ways, 
Need  not  the  calendar  to  count  their  days. 
"When  through  the  town  with  flow  and  iblemn  air, 
Led  by  the  noftril,  walks  the  muzzled  bear  ; 
Behind  him  moves,  majeftically  dull, 
The  pride  of  Hockley-hole,  the  furly  bull.        410 
Learn  hence  the  periods  of  the  week  to  name , 
Mondays  and  Thurfdays  are  the  days  of  game. 
"When  fifhy  flails  with  double  (lore  are  laid  ; 
The  golden-belly'd  carp,  the  broad-finn'd  maid, 
Red  fpeckled  trouts,  the  falmon's  filver  jowl, 
The  jointed  lobfter,  and  unfcaly  foal, 
Anxi  lufcious  'fcaliops  to  allure  the  taftes 
Of  rigid  zealots  to  delicious  fafts; 
Weduefdays  and  'Fridays  you'llobferve  from  hence, 
Days  when  our  fires  were  doom'd  to  abftinettce. 

When  dirty  waters  from  balconies  drop,       431 
And  dcxt'rous  damfels  twirl  the  fprinkling  mop, 
And  clean/e  the  fpatter'd  faih,and  fcrub  the  ftairs  ^ 
Know  Saturday's  conclufive  morn  appears. 


Succeffive  cries  the  feafbns'  change  declare, 
And  mark  the  monthly  progyefs  of  the  year. 
Hark  !  how  the  ftreets  with  treble  voices  ring, 
To  fell  the  bounteous  producl  of  the  fpring  -. 
Sweet-fmelling  flowers,  and  jtlder/s  early  bud, 
With  nettle's  tender  fhoots,  to  cleanfe  the  blood; 
And,  when  June's  thunder  cools  the  faltry  fkies, 
E'en  Sundays  are  profan'd  by  mackrel  cries.    4$% 

Walnuts  the  fruiterer's  hand  in  autumn  flain, 
Blue  plumbs  and  juicy  pears  augment  his  gain  ; 
Next  oranges  the  longing  boys  entice, 
To  truft  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rofemary,  and  bays,  the  poet's  crown, 
Are  bawl'd,  in  frequent  cries,  through  all  the  town, 
Then  judge  the  feftival  <»f  Chriftmas  near, 
Chriftmas,the  joyous  period  of  the  year.  440 

Now  with  bright  holly  all  your  temples  ftrow, 
With  laurel  green,  and  facred  mifletoe. 
Now,  heaven  born  Charity  !  thy  bleffings  fhed  ; 
Bid  meagre  Want  uprear  her  fickly  head ; 
Bid  fhivering  limbs  be  warm ;  let  Plenty's  bowl 
In  humble  roofs  make  glad  the  needy  foul  I 
See,  fee  !  the  heaven-born  maid  her  bleffings  fhed  ; 
Lo  !  meagre  Wane  uprears  her  fickly  head ; 
Cloth'd  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad, 
While  felfifh  Avarice  alone  is  fad.  450 

Proud  coaches  pafs,  regardlefs  of  the  moan 
Of  infant  orphans,  and  the  widow's  groan  ; 
While  Charity  ftill  moves  the  walker's  mind, 
His  liberal  purfe  relieves  the  lame  and  blind. 
Judicioufly  thy  halfpence  are  beftow'd, 
Where  the  laborious  beggar  fweeps  the  road. 
Whate'er  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand, 
Nor  let  old  age  long  ftretch  his  palfy'd  hand. 
Thofe  who  gtvejate  are  importun'd  each  day, 
And  ftill  are  teas'd  becaufe  they  ftill  delay.      460 
If  e'er  the  mifer  durft  his  farthings  fpare, 
He  thinly  fpreads  them  through  the  public  fquare, 
Where,  all  befide  the  rail,  rang'd  beggars  lie, 
And  from  each  other  catch  the  doleful  cry  ; 
With  Heaven,  for  two-pence,  cheaply  wipes  his 

Icore, 
Lifts  up  his.  eyes,  and  haftes  to  beggar  more. 

Where  the  brafs-knocker,  wrapt  in  flannel  band, 
Forbids  the  thunder  of  the  footman's  hand  ; 
Th'  upholder,  rueful  harbinger  of  death, 
Waits  with  impatience  for  the  dying  breath  ;  470 
As  vultures  o'er  a  camp,  with  hovering  flight, 
Snuff  up  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight. 
Here  canft  thou  pafs,  unmindful  of  a  prayer, 
That  Heaven  in  mercy  may  thy  brother  fpare  ? 

Come,  Fortefcue,  fincere,  experienc'd  friend, 
Thy  briefs,  thy  deeds,,  and  ev'n  thy  fees  fufpeud; 
Come  let  us  leave  tha  Temple's  filent  walls, 
Me  bufineis  to  my  diftant  lodging  calls; 
Through  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  ftray  ; 
With  thee  converfing,  I  fcrget  the  way.  480 

Eehold  that  narrow  ftreet  -.vhich  fteep  defcends, 
Whole  building  to  the  flimy  more  extends, 
Here  Arundel's  fam'd  ftru<5ture  rear'd  iu  frame, 
The  ftreet  alone  retains  the  empty  name. 
Where  Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvas  warm'd, 
And  Raphael's  fair  delign,  \tith  judgment,  charm'd- 
Now  hangs  the  bellman's  fong,  and  paftcd  hers 
The  colour'd  prints  of  Oveitou  appear. 
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"Where   ftatues  breath'd  the  works  of    Phidias' 

hands,  489 

A  wooden  pump,  or  lonely  watch-houfe,  flands. 
There  EfTex'  ftately  pile  adorn'd  the  fhore, 
There  Cecil's,  Bedford's,  Villiers',  now  no  more. 
Yet  Burlington's  fair  palace  ftill  remains  ; 
Beauty  within,  without  proportion  reigns. 
Beneath  his  eye  declining  art  revives, 
The  wall  with  animated  pidlure  lives  ; 
There   Handel   ftrikes  the   firings,    the   melting 

ftrain 
Tranfports  the  foul,  and   thrills    through  every 

vein ; 

There  oft'  I  enter  (but  with  cleaner  fhoes), 
For  Burlington's  belov'd  by  every  mule.  500 

O  ye  aflocUte  walkers,  O  my  friends, 
Upon  your.ftate  what  happinefs  attends  ! 
What  though  no  coach  to  frequent  vifit  rolls, 
Nor  for  your  (hilling  chairmen  fling  their  poles ; 
Yet  dill  your  nerves  rheumatic  pains  defy, 
Nor  lazy  jaundice  dulls  your  faffron  eye  ; 
No  wafting  cough  discharges  founds  of  death, 
Nor  wheezing  afthma  heaves  in  vain  lor  breath ; 
Nor  from  your  redlefs  couch  is  heard  the  groan 
Of  burning  gout,  or  fedentary  ftone.  510 

Let  others  in  the  jolting  co^ach  confide, 
Or  in  the  leaky  boat  the  Thames  divide  ; 
Or,  box'd  within  the  chair,  contemn  the  ftreet, 
And  truft  their  fafefy  to  another's  feet : 
Still  let  me  walk ;  for  oft'  the  fudden  gale 
Ruffles  the  tide,  and  fhiftsthe  dangerous  fail ; 
Then  fhall  the  paflenger  too  late  deplore 
The  whelming  billow,  and  the  faithlefs  oar ; 
The  drunken  chairman  in  the  kennel  fpurns, 
The  glafles  fhatters,  and  his  charge  o'erturns.  520 
Who  can  recount  the  coach's  various  harms, 
The  legs  disjointed,  and  the  broken  arms? 
I've  feen  a  beau,  in  fome  ill-fated  hour, 
When  o'er  the  ftones  choak'd  kennels  fwell  the 

fhower, 

In  gilded  chariot  loll ;  he  with  difdain     * 
Views  fpatter'd  paffengers  all  drench'd  in  rain. 
With  mud'fiird  high,  the   rumbling  cart  draws 

near; 

Now  rule  thy  prancing  deeds,  lac'd  charioteer  : 
The  duftman  ladies  on  with  fpireful  rage,        530 
His  ponderous  fpokes  thy  painted  wheel  engage  ; 
Crufh'd  is  thy  pride,  down  falls  the  {bricking  beau, 
The  flabby  pavement  cryftal  fragments  ftrow  ; 
Black  floods  of  mire  th'  embroider'd  coat  difgrace, 
And  mud  enwraps  the  honours  of  his  face. 
»io,  when  dread  Jove  the  fon  of  Phoebus  hurl'd, 
Scar'd  with  dark  thunder,  to  the  nerher  world, 
The  headftreng  courfers  tore  the  filver  reins, 
And  the  fun's  beamy  ruin  gilds  the  plains. 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  with  weakening  ills, 
His  fickly  hand  is  ftor'd  with  friendly  bills  ;     540 
From  hence  he  learns  the  feventh-born  doctor's 

fame, 
From  hence  he  learns  the  cheapeft  tailor's  name. 

Shall  the  large  mutton  fnaoke  upon  your  boards  ? 
Such  Newgate's  copious  market  beft  affords. 
Would'ft   thou  with   mighty  beef  augment  thy 

meal  ? 
Ssek  Leaden  hall ;  St.  James's  fends  thee  veal;' 


Thames-flreet  gives  cheefes  ;  Co  vent-  garden  fruits; 
Moorfields  old  books  ;  and  Monmouth-ftreet  old 

fuits. 

Hence  mayft  thou  well  fupply  the  wants  of  life, 
Support  thy  family,  and  clothe  thy  wife.          550 

Volumes  on  fhelter'd  ftalls  expanded  lie, 
And  various  fcience  lures  the  learned  eye  : 
The  bending  (helves  with  ponderous  fcholiafl«  * 

groan, 

And  deep  divines,  to  modern  {hops  unknown  ; 
Here,  like  the  bee,  that  on  indulbious  wing 
Collects  the  various  odours  of  the  fpring, 
Walkers'  at  leifure,  learning's  flowers  may  fpoil, 
Nor  watch  the  wafting  of  the  midnight  oil  ; 
May  morals  fnatch  from  Plutarch's  tatter'd  page, 
A  mildew'd  Bacon,  or  Stagyra's  fage  :  560    * 

Here  fauntering  'prentices  o'er  Otway  weep, 
O'er  Congreve  fmile,  or  over  D'Urfey  fleep  ; 
Pleas'd  fempftrefles  the  Lock's  fam'd  Rape  unfold  ; 
And  *  Squirts  read  Garth,  till  apozemsgrow  cold. 

O  Lintot  !  let  my  labours  obvious  lie, 
Rang'd  on  thy  ft  all,  for  every  curious  eye  ! 
So  fhall  the  poor  thefe  precepts  gratis  know, 
And  to  my  verfe  their  future  fafeties  owe. 

What  walker  fhall  his  mean  ambition  fix 
On  the  falfe  luftre  of  a  coach  and  fix  ?  570 

Let  the  vain  virgin,  lur'd  by  glaring  fhow, 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  th'  embroider'd  beau. 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  its  braces  fwing, 
With  Flanders  mares,  and  on  an  arched  fpring. 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place, 
Betray'd  his  fifter  to  a  lewd  embrace. 
This   coach    that   with  the  blazon'd   'fcutcheon 

glows, 

Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  (bows. 
Here  the  brib'd  lawyer,  funk  in  velvet,  fleeps; 
The  ftarving  orphan,  as  he  paffes,  weeps  ;         580 
There  flames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tiofel  flaves, 
Who  waftes  the"  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves  ; 
That  other,  with  a  cluttering  train  behind, 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  fordid  mind  ! 
This  next  in  court-fidelity  excels, 
The  public  rifles,  and  his  country  fells. 
May  the  proud  chariot  never  be  my  fate, 
If  purchas'd  at  fo  mean,  fo  dear  a  rate  \ 
Or  rather  give  me  fweet  content  on  foot, 
Wrapt  in  my  virtue,  and  a  good  furtout  !          390 

'       BOOK  III. 

OF  WALKING  THE  STREETS  BY  NIGHT. 

O  TRIVIA,  goddefs  !  leave  thefe  low  abodes, 
And  traverie  o'er  the  wide  etherial  roads  ; 
Celeftial  queen  !  put  on  thy  robes  of  light, 
Now  Cynthia  nam'd,  fair  regent  of  the  night. 
At  light  of  thee,  the  villain  fheathes  hisfword, 
Nor  fcales  the  wall,  to  fteal  the  wealthy  hoard. 
O  may  thy  filver  lamp  from  heaven's  high  bower 
Direct  my  footfteps  in  the  midnight  hour  ! 

When  night  firft  bids  the  twinkling  ftars  ap- 

pear. 
Or  with  her  cloudy  veft  inwraps  the  air,  to 

*  An  afotlecarfs  ley,  in  *'  The  Dijfenfary." 

T  ij 


Then  fwarmsthe  bufy  ftrect 

Where  the  (hop-windows  *  falling  threat  thy  he;id; 

Now   labourers   home    return,     arjd    join   their 

ftrength 

To  hear  the  tottering  plank,  or  ladder's  length ; 
Still  fix  thy  eyes  intent  upon  the  throng, 
And,  ae  the  pafles  open,  wind  along. 

Where  the  fair  columns  of  St.  Clement  ftand, 
Whoie  ftraiten'd  bounds  encroach  upon  the  Strand; 
Where  the  low  p-nthoufe  bows  the  walker's  head, 
And  the    rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding 
tread  ;  s° 

Where  not  a  poft  prote^sthe  narrow  fpace, 
And,  lining  in  twines,  combs  dandle  in  thy  face ; 
Summon  at  once  thy  courage,  rouze  thy  care, 
Stand  firm,  look  back,  be  reiblute,  beware. 
Forth  iiluing  from  fteep  lanes,  the  collier's  fteeds 
Drag  the  black  load  ;  another  cart  fucceeds  ; 
Team  follows  team,  crowds  heap'd  on  crowds  ap- 
pear, 

And  wait  imparient  till  the  road  grow  clear. 
>.'ow  all  the  pavement  (bunds  with  trampling  feet, 
And  the  mix'd  hurry  barricades  the  ftreet.          30 
Entangled  here,  the  waggon's  lengthen'd  team 
Cracks  the  tough  harnefs;  here  a  ponderous  beam 
Lies  Qver-turn'd  athwart  ;  for  flaughter  fed, 
it  ere  lowing  bullocks  raife  their  horned  head. 
Now  oaths  grow  loud,  with  coaches  coaches  jar, 
Atd  thefmart  blow  provokes  the  fturdy  war ; 
From  the  high  box  they  whirl  the  thong  around, 
And  with  the  twining  lafh  their  fhins  refound  : 
Their  rage  ferments,  more  dangerous  wounds  they 

try, 

And  the  blood  gufhes  down  their  painful  eye.    40 
And  now  on  foot  the  frowning  warriors  light, 
And  with  their  ponderous  fifts  renew  the  fight ; 
Blow  anfwers  blow,  their  cheeks  are  fmear'd  with 

blood^ 

Till  down  they  fall,  and  grappling  roll  in  mud. 
So  when  two  boars,  in  wild  Ytene  -f  bred, 
Or  on  Wcftphalia's  fattening  chefnuts  fed,      [fire, 
Gnafh  their  fharp  tu{ks,  and,  rous'd  with  equal 
Difpute  the  reign  of  fome  luxurious  mire  , 
In  the  black  flood  they  wallow  o'er  and  oVr,     49 
Till  thcirann'd  jaws  dilHl  with  foam  and  gore. 

Where  the'mob  gathers  fwiftly  fhoot  along, 
Nor  idly  mingle  in  the  noify  throng  : 
JLur'd  by  the  filver  hilt,  amid  the  fwarm, 
The  fubtle  artift  will  thy  Tide  difarm. 
Nor  is  the  flaxen  wig  with  fctfety  worn  ; 
High  on  the  fhoutder.in  a  bafket  borne, 
Lurks  the  fly  boy,  whvfe  hand,  to  rapine  bred, 
P'ucks  ojEFthe  curling,  honours  of  thy  head. 
Here  dives  the  fkulking  thief, with  pru<Stii'd  fleight, 
And  unfelt  fingers  make  thy  pocket  light.  60 

Where's  now  the  watch,  with  all  it*  trinkets.flown? 
And  thy  late  fnuff-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
But  !o  !  his  bolder  thefts  fome  tradefman  fpies, 
Swift  from  his  prey  thefcudding  lurcher  flies; 
Ikxr'rou*  he  'fcapes  the  coach  with  nimble  bounds, 
Whilft     fvfry  honeft    tongue   *'  flop    thief"  re- 
founde. 

*   A  fpecles  of  tL-indoiti  noiv  almojl  forgotten. 

Fweji  in  Hu^pjklrtt  untintlyjt  calltJ. 
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with  caution  trcaJ,  .  So  fpeeds  the  wily  fox,  alarmM  by  fear, 


Who  lately  filch'd  the  turkey's  callow  care ; 
Hounds  following  hounds  grow  louder  as  he  flici; 
And  injur'd  tenants  join  the  hunter's  cries.         73 
Breatlilefs,  he  ftumbling  falls.     Ill-fated  boy  ! 
Why  did  not  honeft  work  thy  youth  employ  ? 
Seiz'd  by   rough  hands,  he's  dragg'd   amid  the 

rout. 

And  ftretch'd  beneath  the  pump's  inceflant  fpout, 
Or,  plung'd  in  miry  ponds,  he  gafping  lie*, 
Mud  choaks  his  mouth,  and  plaifters  o'er  his  eyes. 

Let  not  the  ballad-finger's  fhrilling  drain 
Art. id  the  fwarm  thy  lilu-ning  car  detain  : 
Guard  well  thy  pocket;  for  thefe  fyrens  ftand 
To  aid  the  labours  of  the  diving  hand  ;  8<3 

Confederate  in  the  cheat,  they  draw  the  throng, 
And  cambric  handkerchiefs  reward  the  fong. 
But  foon  a->  coach  or  cart  drives  rattling  on, 
The  rabble  part,  in  fhoah  they  backward  run. 
So  Jove's  loud  bolts  the  mingled  war  diTide, 
And  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  either  fide. 

If  the  rude  throng  pour  on  with  furious  pacej 
And  hap  to  break  thee  from  a  friend's  embrace, 
Stop  fnort ;  nor  ftrugglc  through  the  crowd  in 

vain, 

But  watch  with  careful  eye  the  paffing-  train.     90 
Yet  I  (perhaps  too  foryd),  if  chance  the  tide 
Tumultuous  bear  my  partner  from  my  fide, 
Impatient  venture  buck  ;  dcfpifing  harm, 
I  force  my  palfige  where  the  thickeft  fwarm. 
Thus  his  loft  bride  the  Trojan  fought  in  vain 
Through  night,  and  arms,  and  flumes,  and  hills  of 

flain. 

Thus  Nifus  wander'd  o'ef*  the  pathlefa  grove, 
To  find  the  brave  companion  of  his  love. 
The  pathlefs  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o'er  : 
Eurya!uR,alas  !  is  now  no  more.  100 

That  walker,  who,  regardlefs  of  his  pace, 
Turns  oft'  to  pore  upon  the  damfel's  face, 
From  fide  to  fide  by  thrufting  elbows  toft, 
Shall  ftrike  his  aching  breaft  againft  a  poft; 
Or  water,  dafh'd  from  fifhy  ftalls,  fnall  {tain. 
His  hapk-fs  ccat  with  fpirts  of  fculy  rain. 
But,  if  unwarily  he  chance  to  ftray 
Where  twirling  turnfliles  intercept  the  way, 
The  thwarting  paffcngcr  fhall  force  them  round, 
And  beat  the  wretch  half  breathlefs  to  the  ground. 
Let  conftant  vigilance  thy  footfteps  guide,    ill 
|.And  wary  circurnfpe&ion  guard  thy  fide  ; 
'  I'hen  fhalt  thou  walk  unharm'd  the  dangerout 

night, 

Nor  need  th'  officious  linkboys  fmoky  light. 
Thou  never  wilt  attempt  to  crofs  the  read, 
Where  ale  houfe  benches  reft  the  porter's  load, 
Grievous  to  heedlefs  fhins ;  no  barrows  wheel, 
That  bruifes  oft'  the  truant  fchool-boy's  heel, 
Behind  thee  rolling,  with  infidious  pace, 
Shall  mark  thy  flocking  with  a  miry  trace,     izo 
Let  not  thy  venturous  fteps  approach  too  nigh, 
Where,  gaping  wide,  low  fteepy  cellars  lie. 
Should  thy  (hoe  wrench  afide,  down,  down  you 

And  overturn  thefcolding  huckfter's  ft  ill ; 
The  fcolding  huckfter  fhall  not  o'er  thee  moan, 
But  pence  cxad  for  nuts  and  pears  o'erihrowa. 
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293 


Though  you  through  cleanlier  allies  wind  by 

day, 

To  fhun  the  hurries  of  the  public  way, 
Yet  ne'er  to  thofe  dark  paths  by  night  retire  ; 
Mind  only  fafety,  and  contemn  the  mire.         130 
Then  no  impervious  courts  thy  hade  detain. 
Nor  fntering  alewives  bid  thee  turn  again. 
Where  Lincoln's-inn,  wide  (pace,  is  raii'd  around, 
Crofs  not  with  venturous  ftep  ;  there  oft'  is  found 
The  lurking  thief,  who  while  the  day-light  fhone 
Made  the  wails  echo  with  his  begging  tone  : 
That  crutch,   which  late  coinpaflion  mov'd,   dial] 

wound 

Thy  bleeding  head,  and  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 
Though  thou  art  tempted  by  the  link-man'*  call, 
Yet  truft  him  not  along  the  lonely  wail  ;  140 

In  the  rnid-way  he'll  quench  the  flaming  brand, 
And  {hare  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  hand. 
Still  keep  the  public  Greets,  where  oily  rays, 
Shot  from  the  cryftal  lamp,  o'crfpread  the  ways. 

Happy  Augufta  !  law-defended  town  ! 
Here  no  dark  lanterns  (hade  the  vi!  Iain's  frown  ; 
No  Spanifh  jealoufies  thy  lanes  infeft, 
Nor  Roman  vengeance  ftabs  th'  unwary  brcaft  ; 
Here  tyranny  ne'er  lifts  kcr  purple  hand, 
But  liberty  and  jullice  guard  the  la«nd ;  I  jo 

No  bravos  here  profefs  the  bloody  trad?, 
Nor  is  the  church  the  murderer's  refuge  made. 

Let  not  the  chairman,  with  a/Tunning  irridc, 
PrelV  near  the  wall,  and  rudely  thruft  thy  fi<ie  : 
The  laws  have  fet  him  bound*  ;  hisfervile  feet 
Should  ne'er  encroach  where   pojts   defend  the 

ftreet. 

Yet  who  the  footman's  arrogance  can  quell, 
Whofe  flambeau  gilds  the  fa&es  of  Pall-mall, 
When  in  long  rank  a  train  of  torches  {lame, 
To  light  the  midnight  vifit*  of  the  dame  ?        160 
Others,  perhaps,  by  happier  guidance  led, 
May  where  the  chairman  rells  with  fafety  tread; 
Whene'er  I  pafs,  their  poles  (unfeen  below) 
Make  my  knee  tremble  with  a  jarring  biow. 

If  wheels  bar  up  the  road,  where   itreets  are 

croft, 

With  gentle  words  the  coachman's  ear  accoft  : 
He  ne'er  the  threat  or  harfh  command  obeys, 
But  with  contempt  the  fpatter'd  fhoe  furveys. 
Now  man  with  utmoft  fortitude  thy  foul,  169 

To  crois  the  way  where  carts  and  coaches  roll ; 
Yet  do  not  in  thy  hardy  {kill  confide, 
Nor  rafhly  rilk  the  kennel's  fpacious  ftride ; 
Stay  till  afar  the  diftant  wheel  you  hear, 
Like  dying  thunder  in  the  breaking  air  ; 
Thy  foot  will  flide  upon  the  miry  {lone, 
And  pafling  coaches  crufh  thy  tortur'd  bone, 
Or  wheels  inclofe  the  road  ;  on  either  hand 
Pent  <round  with  perils,  in  tie  midft  you  {land, 
And  call  for  aid  in  vain;  the  coachman  fwears, 
And  carmen  drive,  unmindful  of  thy  prayers,   j  8.3 
Where  wilt  thou  turn?    ah  1   whither  wilt  thou 
fly? 

-On  every  fide  the  preffing fpokes  are  nigh. 
So  failors,  while  Charybdis'  gulf  they  ihun, 
Amaz'd  en  Scylla's  craggy  dangers  run. 

Be  fure'obferve  where  brown  Oftrea  {lands, 
Who  boafh  her  fhelly  ware  from  Walfleet  fands ; 


There  may'ft  thou  pafs  with  fafe  unmiry  feet, 
Where  the  rais'd   pavement    leads  athwart    the 

ftreet, 

If  where  Fleet-ditch  with  muddy  current  flows, 
You  chance  to-roam  ;   where  oyfter-tubs  in  rows 
Are.  rang'd  befide  thepo^s;   there  ftay  thy  hafte, 
And  with  the  favoury  fifh  indulge  thy*  taile      io.t 
The  'damfel'a  knife  the  gaping  fhell  commands, 
While  the  fait  liquor  ftreams  between  her  hands. 

The  man  had  fure  a  palate  cover'd  o'er 
With  brafs  or  fteel,  that  on  the  rocky  ftiore 
Firft  broke  the  oozy  oyfter's  pearly  coat, 
A'.id  rifk'd  the  living  morfel  down  his  tnroit. 
What  will  not  luxury  tafte      Earth,  fea,  and  air, 
Are  daily  ranfack'd  for  the  bill  of  tare  !  303 

Blond  ftuff'd  in  fkins  is  Britifh  Chriftian's  food  ; 
And  France  robs  marfhes  of  the  croaking  brood  ! 
Spungy  morels  in  ftrong  ragouts  are  found, 
And  in  the  foup  the  flimy  4'nail  is  drown'd. 

When  from  hij;h  Ipours  the  daflung  torrents  fall, 
Ever  be  watchful  to  maintain  the  wall ; 
For  fhould'ft  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  rufhing 

throng 

Will  with  impetuous  fury  drive  along  ; 
All  prcfs  to  gain  thofe  honours  thou  haft  Joft, 
And  rudely  fhove  thee  far  without  the  poft.     210 
Then  to  retrivc  the  tht:d  you  ffrive  in  vain, 
Drawled  all  o'er,  and  i'oak'd  in  floods  of  rain. 
Yet  rather  bsar  the  {hower,  and  toils  of  mud, 
Than  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  riik  thy  blood. 
O  think  on  CEdipus'  detefled  ftate, 
And  by  his  woes  be  warn'd  to  fhun  thy  fat?. 
Where  three  roads  join'd,  he  met  his  fire  un- 
known ; 

(Unhappy  fire,  but  more  unhappy  fon  !) 
liachclaim'd  the  way,  their  {"words  the  flrife  deride, 
The  hoary  monarch  fell,  he  groan'd,  and  died!  s?o 
Hence  ff-rung  the  fatal  plague  that  thinu'd  thy 

reign, 

Thy  curfcd  inceft  !  and  thy  children  fhirj  ! 
Hence  wert  thoa  dcom'd  in  endlefs  night  to  flray, 
Through  Theban  ftrects,  and  chcerlels  grope  thy 

way. 

Contemplate,  mortal,  on  thy  fieeting  years  ; 
See,  with  black  train  the  funeral  pomp  appears  ! 
Whether  fame  heir  attends  in  fabie  ftare, 
And  mourns  with  outward  grief  a  parent's  fate; 
Or  the  fair  virgin,  nipt  in  beauty  s  bloom, 
A  crowd  of  lovers  follow  to,  her  tomb  :  430 

Why  is  the  hearfc  with'fcurcheons  blaz'.ni'd  round, 
And  with  the  nodding  plume  of  clinch  ctown'd  ?• 
No  :   the  dead  know  it  nor,  nor  profit  gain  j 
It  only  fcrves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 
How  fliort  is  life  !  how  frail  is  human  truft  ! 
Is  all  this  pomp  for  laying  duft  to  duft  ? 

Where  the  nail'd  hoop  defends  the  painted  ftall, 
Brufii  not  thy  fwceping  fkirt  too»near  the  wall : 
I'hy  heedlefs  flrcve  will  drink  the  colqur'd  oil. 
And  fyot  indelible  thy  pocket  foil.  240 

Has  not  wife  nature  (Irung  the  legs  and  feet 
With  f.rmcft  nerves,  dcfign'd  to  walk  the  ftreet  ? 
Has  flie  not  given  us  hands  to  grope  aright, 
Amidl  the  frequent  dangers  of  the  night  ?, 
And  thirk'ft  thou  riot  the  double  noftril  meant, 
To  warn  fruai  oily  woes  by  previous  i'cent  ? 
T  ii} 
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Who  can  the  various  city  frauds  *  recite, 
With  all  the  petty  rapines  of  the  night  ? 
Who  now  the  guinea  dropper's  bait  regards, 
Trick'd  by  the  fharper's  dice,  or  juggler's  cards  ? 
Why  fhould  T  warn  thee  ne'er  to  join  the  fray,  251 
Where  the  fham  quarrel  interrupts  the  way  i 
Lives  there  in  thefe  our  days  fo  foft  a  clown, 
Brav'd  by  the  bully's  oaths,  or  threatening  frown  ? 
I  need  not  ftriifr.  enjoin  the  pocket's  care, 
When  from  the  crowded  play  thou  lead'ft  the  fair; 
Who  has  not  here  or  watch  or  fnuff-box  loft, 
Or  handkerchiefs  that  India's  fhuttle  boaft  ? 
O  !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  through  the  roads 
Of  Drury's  mazy  courts,  and  dark  abodes  !      260 
The  harlots'  guileful  paths,  who  nightly  ft  and 
Where  Catharine-ftreet  defcends  into  th.6  Strand ; 
Say,  vagrant  mufe,  their  wiles  and  fubtle  arts, 
To  lure  the  ftrangers'  unfufpedh'ng  hearts  : 
So  fhall  our  youth  on  healthful  finews  tread, 
And  city  cheeks  grow  warm  with  rural  red. 

'Tis  fhe  who  nightly  ftrolls  with  fauntering  pace, 
No  ftubborn  ftays  her  yielding  fhape  embrace  ; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdry  ribbons  glare,    269 
The  new-fcour'd  manteau,  and  the  flattern-air  ; 
High-draggled  petticoats  her  travels  fhow, 
And  hollow  cheeks  with  artful  blufhes  glow; 
With  flattering  founds  fhe  fooths  the  credulous  ear, 
"  My  noble  captain  !  charmer  !  love  !  my  dear  1" 
In  riding-hood,  near  tavern-doors  fhe  plies, 
Or  muffled  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes. 
With  empty  bandbox  fhe  delights  to  range, 
And  feigns  a  diftant  errand  from  the  'Change  ; 
Nay,  fhe  will  oft'  the  Quaker's  hood  profane, 
And  trudge  demure  the  rounds  of  Prury-lane.  280 
Shexdarts  from  farfenet  ambufh  wily  leers, 
Twitches  thy  flteve,  or  with  familiar  airs 
Her  fan  will  pat  thy  cheek  ;  thefe  fnares  difdain, 
Nor  gaze  behind  thee,  when  fhe  turns  again. 

I  knew  a  yeoman,  who,  for  thirft  of  gain, 
To  the  great  city  drove,  from  Devon's  plain, 
His  numerous  lowing  herd  ;  his  herds  he  fold, 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  bagg'd  with  gold. 
Drawn  by  a  fraudful  nymph,  he  gaz'd,  he  figh'd  : 
Unmindful  of  his  home,  and  diftant  bride,        290 
She  leads  the  willing  victim  to  his  doom, 
Through  winding  alleys  to  her  cobweb  room. 
Thence  through  the  flreet  he  reels  from  pofl  to 

poft, 

Valiant  with  wine,  nor  knows  his  treafure  loft. 
The  vagrant  wre,tch  th'  aflembled  watchmen  fpies, 
He  waves  his  hanger,  and  their  poles  defies; 
Deep  in  the  round-houfe  pent,  all  night  he  fnores, 
And  the  next  morn  in  vain  his  fate  deplores. 

Ah,  haplefsfwain  :  unus'd  to  pains  and  ills! 
Canft  thou  forego  roaft-beef  for  naufeous  pills    300 
How  wilt  thou  lift  to  heaven  thy  eyes  and  hands, 
When  the  long  fcroll  the  furgcon's  fees  demands  ! 
Or  elfe  (ye  gods  avert  that  worft  difgrace  !; 
Thy  ruin'd  nofe  falls  level  with  thy  face  ! 
Then  fhall  thy  wife  thy  loathfome  kifs  difdain, 
And  wholefome  neighbours  from  thy  mug  refrain. 

Yet  there  arewatchmen,  who  withiriendly  light, 
Will  teach  thy  reeling  fteps  to  tread  aright ; 

*    Carious  cheats  formerly  in  praflics. 


For  fixpence  will  fupport  thy  helpkfs  arm, 

And  home  conduct  thee,  fafe  from  nightly  harm. 

But,  if  they  fhake  their  lanterns,  from  afar 

To  call  their  brethren  to  confederate  war, 

When  rakes  refift  their  power  ;  if  haplefs  you 

Should  chance  to  wander  with  the  fcowering  crew; 

Though  fortune  yield  thee  captive,  ne'er  defpair, 

But  fe<.  k  the  conftable's  confederate  car  ; 

He  will  reverfe  the  watchman's  harfh  decree, 

Mov'd  by  the  rhetoric  of  a  filver  fee. 

Thus,  .would  you  gain  fome  favourite  courtier's 

word, 
Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  lord.      320 

Now  is  the  time  that  rakes  their  revels  keep  ; 
Kindlers  oYriot,  enemies  of  fleep. 
Hisfcatter'd  pence  the  flying  nicker  *  flings, 
And  with  the  copper  fhower  the  cafement  rings. 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Scowerer's  midnight  fame  ? 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name  ? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  hourly  rounds, 
Safe  from  their  blows,  or  new-invented  wounds? 
I  pafs  their  defperate  deeds,  and  mifchiefs  done, 
Where  from  Snow  hill  black  fteepy  torrents  run; 
How    matrons,    hoop'd    within    the    hogfhead's 
womb,  331 

Were  tumbled  furious  thence  ;  the  rolling  tomb 
O'er  the  ft  ones   thunders,  bounds  from  fide   to 

fide: 
So  Regulus  to  fave  his  country  dy'd. 

Where  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  kmthorn  throw* 
O'er  the  mid  pavement,  heapy  rubbifh  grows; 
Or  arched  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extend, 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common  fhores  defcend  ; 
Oft'  by  the  winds  cxtindt  the  fignal  lies, 
Or  fmother'd  in  the  glimmering  focket  dies,    440 
Ere  night  has  half  roll'd  round  her  ebon  throne  ; 
In  the  wide  gulph  the  fhatter'd  coach  o'erthrown 
Sinks  with  the  fnorting  fteeds ;  the  reins  are  brokej 
And  from  the  clacking  axle  flies  the  fpoke. 
So,  when  fam'd  Eddyftont's  far-fhooting  ray, 
That  led  the  faflor  through  the  ftormy  way, 
Was  from  its  rocky  roots  by  billows  torn, 
And  the  high  turret  in  the  whirlwind  borne; 
Fleets  bulg'd  their  fides  againft  the  craggy  land, 
And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  ftrand.         350 

Who  then  through  night  would  hire  the  har- 

nefs'd  fteed  ? 
And  who  would  choofc  the  rattling  wheel  for  fpeed? 

But  hark!    diftrefs  with  fcreaming  voice  draws 

nigher, 

And  wakes  the  flumbering  ftreet  with  cries  of  fire. 
At  firft  a  glowing  red  inwraps  the  ikies, 
And  borne  by  winds  the  fcattering  {parks  arife  ; 
From  beam  to  beam  the  fierce  contagion  fyreads  j 
The  fpiry  flames  now  lift  aloft  their  head*; 
Through  the  burft  fafh  a  blazing  deluge  pours, 
And  fplitting  tiles  defcend  in  rattling  fhowers ; 
Now  with  thick  crowds  th'  enlighten'd  pavement 
fwarms,  361 

The  fireman  fweats  beneath  his  crooked  arms ; 
A  leathern  cafque  his  venturous  head  defends, 
Boldly  he  climbs  where  thickeft  fmoke  afcends; 

Gentlemen  tvb*  delighted  to  break  windows  "H  iti 
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Mov'd  by  the  mother's  dreaming  eyes  and  pray- 
ers, 

The  helplefs  infant  through  the  flame  he  bears, 
With  no  lefs  virtue,  than  through  hofiile  fire 
The  Dardan  hero  bore  his  aged  fire. 
See  forceful  engines  fpout  their  levell'd  ftreams, 
To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams  ; 
The  grappling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  the  fmoky  ruin  falls ;        372 
Blown  by  ftrong  winds,  the  fiery  tempeft  roars, 
Bears  down  new  walls,  and  pours  along  the  floors; 
The  heavens  are  all  a-blaze,  the  face  of  night 
Is  cover'd  with  a  fanguine  dreadful  light. 
Twas  fuch  a  light  involv'd  thy  towers,  O  Rome ! 
The  dire  prefage  of  mighty  Cajfar's  doom, 
When  the  fun  veil'd  in  ruft  his  mourning  head, 
And  frightful  prodigies  the  ikies  o'erfpread.     380 
Hark  !  the  drum  thunders  J  far,  ye  crowds  retire ; 
Behold  :   the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire, 
The  nitrous  ftore  is  laid,  the  fmutty  train 
With  running*  blaze  awakes  thebarrel'd  grain; 
Flames  fudden  wrap  the  walls ;  with  fullen  found 
The  (hatter'd  pile  finks  on  the  fmoky  ground. 
So,  when  the  years  fhall  have  revolv'd  the  date, 
Th'  inevitable  hour  of  Naples'  fate, 
Her  fap'd  foundations  fhall  with  thunders  fhake, 
And  heave  and  tofs  upon  the  fulphurous  lake;  390 
Earth's  womb  at  ooce  the  fiery  flood  fhall  rend, 
And  in  th'  abyfs  her  plunging  towers  defcend. 


Confider,  reader,  what  fatigues  I've  known, 
The  toils,  the  perils  of  the  wintery  town ; 
What  riots  feen,  what  buttling  crowds  I  bore, 
How  <  ft'  I  crofs'd  where  carts  and  coaches  roar; 
Yet  fhall  I  blefs  my  labours,  if  mankind 
Their  future  fafety  from  my  dangers  find. 
Thus  the  bold  traveller  (inur'd  to  toil, 
Whofe  fleps  have  printed  Afia's  defert  foil,      400 
The  barbarous  Arabs  haunt ;  or  fhivering  croft 
Dark  Greenland's  mountains  of  eternal  f'roil ; 
Whom  Providence  in  length  of  years  reftores 
To  the  wifh'd  harbour  of  his  native  fhores) 
Sets  forth  his  journals  to  the  public  view, 
To  caution,  by  his  woes,  the  wandering  crew* 

And  now  complete  my  generous  labours  lie, 
Finifh'd,  and  ripe  for  immortality. 
Death  fhall  entomb  in  duft  this  mouldering  frame, 
But  never  reach  th'  eternal  part,  my  fame.      4?© 

When  W and  <J— — — ,  mighty  names  !*  are 

dead ; 

Or  but  at  Chelfea  under  cuftards  read  ; 
When  critics  crazy  bandboxes  repair, 
And  tragedies,  turn'd  rockets,  bounce  in  air ; 
High  rais'd  on  Fleet-ftreet  pofts,  confign'd  to  fame, 
This  work*  fhail    fhine,   and  walkers   blefs  my 
name. 

*  Probably  Ward  (tnd  Gildon. 
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EPISTLES  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


EPISTLE    I. 

y<>  a  Lady.     Occafioned  by  the  Arrival  of  her  Royal 
Highnefs  the  Princefs  of  Wales. 

MADAM,  to  all  yourcenfures  I  fubmit, 
And  frankly  own  I  fhould  long  fince  have  writ. 
You  told  me,  filence  would  be  thought  a  crime, 
And  kindly  ftrove  to  teaze  me  into  rhyme  : 
Mo  more  let  trifling  themes  your  mufe  employ, 
Nor  lavifli  verfe,  to  paint  a  female  toy  : 
No  more  on  plains  with  rural  damfels  fport ; 
But  fing  the  glories  of  the  Britifh  court. 
By  your  commands  and  inclination  fway'd, 

I  call'd  th'  unwilling  mufes  to  my  aid  : 
Refolv'd  to  write,  the  noble  theme  I  chofe, 
And  to  the  princefs  thus  the  poem  rofe. 

"  Aid  me,  bright  Phoebus  !  aid,  ye  facred  nine  1 
'*  Exak  my  genius,  and  my  verfe  refine. 

0  My  ftrains  with  Carolina's  name  1  grace, 
"  The  lovely  parent  of  our  royal  race.  . 

**  Breathe  foft,  ye  winds !  ye  waves,  in  filence  fleep ! 
•*  Let  profperous  breezes  wanton  o'er  the  deep, 
"  Swell  the  white  fails,  and  with  the  ftreamers 

"  play. 

II  To  waft  her  gently  o'er  the  watery  way." 
Here  I  to  Neptune  form'd  a  pompous  prayer, 

To  rein  the  winds,  arid  guard  the  royal  fair  ; 
Bid  the  blue  tritons  found  their  twifted  fhelis, 
And  call  the  nereids  from  their  pearly  cells. 

Thus  my  warm  zeal  had  drawn  the  mufe  along, 
Yet  knew  no  method  to  conduct  her  fong  : 

1  then  refolv'd  fome  model  to  purfue, 
Perus'd  French  critics,  and  began  anew. 
Long  open  panegyric  drags  at  beft, 

And  praife  is  only  praife  when  well  addrefs'd. 

Straight  Horace  for  fome  lucky  ode  I  fought : 
And  all  along  I  trac'dhim  thought  by  thought. 
This  new  performance  to  a  friend  I  fhow'd  : 
For  fhame  !  fays  he  ;  what,  imitare  an  ode  ! 
I'd  rather  ballads  write,  and  Orub-ftreet  lays, 
Than  pillage  Csefar  for  my  patron's  praife  : 
One  common  fate  all  imitators  (hare, 
To  fave  miace-pyes,  and  cap  the  grocer's  ware. 


Vex'd  at  the  charge,  I  to  the  flames  commit 
Rhymes,  fimilies,  lords  names,  and  end»  of  wit : 
In  blotted  ftanzas  fcraps  of  odes  expire, 
And  fuftian  mounts  in  pyramids  of  fire. 

Ladies  !  to  you  I  next  infcrib'd  my  lay, 
And  writ  a  letter  in  familiar  way  : 
For  ftill  impatient  till  the  princefs  came, 
You  from  defcription  wifli'd  to  know  the  dame* 
Each  day  my  pleafing  labour  larger  grew, 
For  ftill  new  graces  open'd  to  my  view. 
Twelve  lines  ran  on  to  introduce  the  theme ; 
And  then  I  thus  purfued  the  growing  fcheme  : 

•'  Beauty  and  wit  we're  fure  by  nature  join'd, 
"  And  charms  are  emanation*  of  the  mind  ; 
"  The   foul,    tranfpiercing   through   the   fhining- 

"  frame, 

"  Forms  all  the  graces  of  the  princely  dame  : 
"  Benevolence  her  converfation  guides, 
"  Smiles  on  her  cheek,  and  in  her  eye  refides. 
"  Such  harmony  upon  her  tongue  is  found, 
"  As  foftens  fenglifh  to  Italian  found  : 
"  Yet  in  tho£e  founds  fuch  fentiments  appear, 
"  As  charm  the  judgment,  while  they  ioothe  the 
"  ear. 

"  Religion's  cheerful  flame  her  bofom  warms, 
"  Calms  all  her  hours,  and  brightens  all  her  charms. 
"  Henceforth,  ye  fair,  at  chapel  mind  your  pray. 

"  ers, 

"  Nor  catch  your  lover's  eyes  with  artful  airs ; 
"  Reftrain  your  looks,  knee!  more,  and  whifper  Icfs, 
"  Nor  moil  devoutly  criticife  on  drcf*. 

"  From  her  form  all  your  characters  of  life, 
"  The  tender  mother,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
"  Oft  have  I  feen  her  little  infant-train, 
*'  The  lovely  primrofe  of  a  future  reign  ; 
"  Obferv'd  with  pleafure  every  dawning  grace, 
"  And  all  the  mother  opening  in  their  face. 
"  The  fon  fhall  add  new  honours  to  the  line, 
"*«  And  early  with  paternal  virtues  fhine  : 
"  When  he  the  tale  of  Audenard  repeats, 
<l  His  little  heart  with  emulation  beats  ; 
"  With  conquefts  yet  to  come  his  bofom  glows, 
"  Hq  dreams  of  triumphs,  and  of  vancjuifh'd  foes; 


Q     E    JM    S. 


w  Each  year  with  arts  fliall  ftore  his  ripening  brain,^ 
««  And  from  his  grandfire  he  ihall  learn  to  reign." 

Thus  far  I'd  gone  :  Propitious  rifing  gales 
NOW  bid  the  failor  hoift  the  fwelling  fails. 
Fair  Carolina  lands;  the  cannons  roar  ; 
White  Albion's  cliffs  refoxmd  from  fhore  to  fhore. 
Behold  the  bright  original  appear, 
All  praife  is  faint  when  Carolina's  near. 
Thus  to  the  nation's  joy,  but  poet's  coft, 
The  princefs  came,  and  my  new  plan  was  loft. 

Since  all  my  fchemes  were  baulk'd  (my  laft  re- 
I  left  the  mufes,  to  frequent  the  court :         [fort), 
Penfive  each  night  from  room  to  room  I  walk'd, 
To  one  1  bow'd,  and  with  the  other  talk'd  ; 
Inquir'd  what  news,  or  fuch  a  lady's  name, 
And  did  the  next  day,  and  the  next,  the  fame. 
Places,  I  found,  were  daily  given  away, 
And  yet  no  friendly  gazette  mention'd  Gay. 

I  aflc'd  a  friend  what  method  to  purfue ;        N 
He  cry'd,  I  want  a  place  as  well  as  you. 
Another  afk'd  me,  why  I  had  not  writ; 

A  poet  owes  his  fortune  to  his  wit. 
Straight  I  reply 'd,  with  what  a  courtly  grace 
Flows  eafy  verfe  from  him  that  has  a  place  ! 
Had  Virgil  ne'er  at  court  improv'd  his  drains, 
He  ftill  had  fung  of  flocks  and  homely  fwains; 
And,  had  not  Horace  fweet  preferment  found, 
The  Roman  lyre  had  never  learnt  to  found. 

Once  ladies  fair  injiomely  guife  I  fung,    [rung. 
And  with  their  names  wild  woods  and  mountains 
O  teach  me  now  to  ftrike  a  fofter  ftrain  ! 
The  court  refines  the  language  of  the  plain. 

You  muft,  cries  one,  the  miniftry  rehearfe, 
And  with  each  patriot's  name  prolong  your  verfe : 
But  fure  this  truth  to  poets  fhould  be  known, 
That  praifmg  all  alike,  is  praifing  none. 

Another  told  me,  if  I  wifh'd  fuccefs, 
To  fome  diftinguifh'd  lord  I  muft  addrefs ; 
One  whofe  high  virtues  fpeak  his  noble  blood, 
One  always  zealous  for  his  country's  good; 
Where  valour  and  ftrong  eloquence  unite, 
In  council  cautious,  refolute  in  fight ; 
Whofe  generous  temper  prompts  him  to  defend, 
And  patronife  the  man  that  wants  a  friend. 
You  have,  'tis  true,  the  noble  patron'fhown  ; 
But  I,  alas  :  am  to  Argyll  unknown. 

Stili  every  one  I  met  in  this  agreed, 
That  writing  was  my  method  to  fucceed  ; 
But  now  preferments  lo  poffefs'd  my  brain, 
That  fcarce  I  could  produce  a  fmgle  ftrain  : 
Indeed  I  fometimes  hammer'd  out  a  line, 
Without  connection,  as  without  defign. 
One  morn  upon  the  princefs  this  I  writ, 
An  epigram  that  boafts  more  truth  than  wit. 

"  The  pomp  of  titles  eafy  faith  might  (hake, 

II  She  fcorn'd  an  empire  for  religion's  fake  : 

"  For  this  on  earth  the  Britifh  crown  was  given, 
"  And  an  immortal  crown  decreed  in  heaven." 
Again,  while  George's  virtues  rais'd  my  thought, 
The  following  lines  prophetic  fancy  wrought. 
"  Methinks  I  fee  fome  bard,  whofe  heavenly 

"  rage 

"  Shall  rife  in  fong,  and  warm  a  future  age ; 
ft  Look  back  through  time,  and,  wrapt  in  wonder, 

"  trace 


"  The  gloriaus  feries  of  the  Brunfwick  race. 
"  From  the  firft  George  thefe  godlike  kings 

"  defcend, 

A  line  which  only  with  the  world  fhall  end. 
"  The  next  a  generous  prince  renown'd  in  arms, 
"  And  blefs'd,  long  blefs'd,  in  Carolina's  charms  ; 
"  From  thefe  the  reft.  '  f  is  thus,  fecure  in  peace, 
"  We  plough  the  fields,  and  reap  the  year's  in- 

"  creafe  : 

"  Now  commerce,  wealthy  goddefs,  rears  her  head, 
"  And  bids  Britannia's  fleets  their  canvas  fpreadj 
*'  Unnumber'd  fhips  the  peopled  ocean  hide, 
"  And  wealth  returns  with  each  revolving  tide.'* 
Here  paus'd  the  fullen  mufe ;  in  hafte  1  drefs'd, 
And  through  the  crowd  of  needy  courtiers  prefs'd  j 
Though  unfuccefsful,  happy  whilft  1  fee 
Thofe  eyes,  that  glad  a  nation,  fhine  on  me. 

EPISTLE    II. 

To  the  Right  Honourabli  the  Earl  of  Burlington. 
A  "Journey  to  Exeter.    1716. 

WHILE  you,  my  lord,  bid  ftately  piles  afcend, 
Or  in  your  Chifwick  bowers  enjoy  your  friend  ; 
Where  Pope  unloads  the  boughs  within  his  reach. 
The  purple  vine,  blue  plum,  and  bkifhing  peach  ^ 
I  journey  far. — You  knew  fat  bards  might  tire, 
And,  mounted,  fent  me  forth  your  trufty  'fquire. 

'Twas  on  the  day  when  city-dames  repair 
To  take  their  weekly  dofe  of  Hyde-park  air  ;      < 
When  forth  we  trot :  no  carts  the  road  infeft, 
For  ftill  on  Sundays  country  horfes  reft. 
Thy  gardens,  Kerifington>  we  leave  unfeen  ; 
Through  Hammerfmith  jog  on  to  Turnriam-greeiu 
That  Turnham-green,  which  dainty  pigeons  fed, 
But  feeds  no  more:  for  *  Solomon  is  dead. 
Three  dufty  miles  reach  Brentford's  tedious  town, 
For  dirty  ftrects  and  white-legg'd  chickens  known  r. 
Thence,  o'er  wide  fhrubby  heaths  and  furrow'ci; 
lanes,  [Stains.. 

We  come  where  Thames  divides  the  meads  o£^ 
We  ferry'd  o'er  ;  Ifor  late  the  winter's  flood 
Shook  her  frail  bridge,  and  tore  her  piles  of  wood^ 
Prepar'd  for  war,  now  Bagfhot-heath  we  crofs, 
Where  broken  gamefters  oft  repair  their  lofs. 
At  Hartley-row  the  foaming  bit  we  preft, 
While  the  fat  landlord  welcom'd  every  gueft. 
Supper  was  ended,  healths  the  glaffes  crown'd, 
Our  hoft  extoll'd  his  wine  at  every  round  ; 
Relates  the  juftices  late  meeting  there, 
How  many  bottles  drank,  and  what  their  cheer  ;  - 
What  lords  had  been  his  guefts  in  days  of  yore, 
And  prais'd  their  wifdom  much,  their  drinking 
more. 

Let  travellers  the  morning-vigils  keep  : 
The  morning  rofe,  but  we  lay  fail  afleep. 
Twelve  tedious  miles  we  bore  the  fultry  fun, 
And  Pcrpham-lane  was  fcarce  in.  fight  by  one  : 
The  ftraggling  village  harbour'd  thieves  of  old, 
'Twas  here  theftage-coach'd  lafs  refign'd  her  gold; 
That  gold  which  had  in  London  purchas'd  gownS| 
And  lent  her  home  a  belle  to  country  towns. 

*  A  man  once  famous  for  feeding  figtonst 


JOD 
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But  robberi  haunt  no  moretheneighbourlngwood  : 
Here  unown'd  infants  find  their  daily  food  ; 
TOT  fhould  the  maiden-mother  nurfe  her  fon. 
?Twould  fpoii  her  match  when  her  good  name  is 

gone. 

Our  jolly  hoftefs  nineteen  children  bore, 
>[or  fail'd  her  bread  to  fuckle  nineteen  more. 
Be  juft,  ye  prudes,  wipe  cff  the  long  arrear  : 
JBe  virgins  ftili  in  town,  but  mothers  here. 

Sutton  we  pafs,  and  leave  her  fpactous  down, 
And  with  the  fetting  fun  reach  Stockbridge  town. 
O'er  our  parch'd  tongue  the  rich  metheglin  glides, 
And  the  red  dainty  trout  our  knife  divides. 
Sad  melancholy  every  vifage  wears  ; 
What,  no  election  come  in  feven  long  years  ! 
Of  all  our  race  of  mayors,  (hall  Snow  *  alone 
Be  by  Sir  Richard's  dedication  known  ? 
Our  dr£ets  no  more  with  tides  of  ale  fhall  float, 
NOT  coblers  fead  thee  years  upon  one  vote,  [plain, 

Next  morn,  twelve  miles  led  o'er  th'  unbounded 
Where  the  cloak'd  fhepherd  guideshis  fleecy  train. 
!No  leafy  bowers  a  noon-day  (belter  lend, 
Uor  from  the  chilly  dews  at  ni^ht  defend: 
[With  wond'rous  art,  he  counts  the  draggling  flock, 
,And  by  the  fun  informs  you  what'*  o'clock. 
Jioware  your  fhepherds  fall'n  from  ancieut  days  ! 
!No  Amaryllis  chaunts  alternate  lays  ! 
from,  her  no  liftening  echoes  learn  to  Cng, 
iStfor  with  his  reed  the  jocund  valleys  ring. 

Here  (beep  the  padure  hide,  there  harvefts  bend, 
iSee  iSarum's  fteeple  o'er  yon  hill  afcend  ; 
jOur  horfes  faintly  trot  beneath  the  heat, 
iAnd  our  keen  ftomachs  know  the  hour  to  eat. 

Who  can  forfake  thy  walls,  and  not  admire 
The  proud  cathedral,  and  the  lofty  fpire  ? 
?Whac  fempftrefs  has  not  prov'd  thy  fciflars  good  ? 
•From  hence  firft  came  th'  intriguing  riding-hood. 
iAmid  f  three  boarding-lchools  well  dock'd  with 
miffee,  [fes? 

(Shall  three  knight-errants  ftarve  for  want  of  kif- 

O'er  the  green  turf  the  miles  flide  fwift  away, 
'And  Blandford  ends  the  labours  of  the  day. 
The  morning  rofe  ;  the  fupper  reckoning  paid, 
And  our  due  fees  difcharg'd  to  man  and  maid, 
The  ready  oftler  near  the  ftirrup  iiands, 
And,  as  we  mount,  our  half-pence  load  his  hands. 

Now  the  deep  hill  fair  Dorchedtr  o'crtookc, 
'Border'd  by  meads,  and  w<tft\'d  by  filver  brooks. 
'.Here  fleep  my  two  companions  eyes  fuppreft, 
,And  propt  in  elbow-chairs  they  Jnoring  red  : 
»I  weary  fit,  and  with  my  pencil  trace 
iTheir  painful  poftures,  and  their  eyelefs  face  ; 
'Then  dedicate  each  glafs  to  fome  fair  name, 
And  on  the  faih  the  diamond  fcrawls  ni>y  flame. 
!Now  o'er  true  Roman  way  our  horfes  found, 
•Grssvius  would  kneel,  and  kifs  the  facred  ground. 
On  either  fide  low  fertile  valleys  lie, 
The  didant  profpccls  tire  the  travelling  eye. 
^Through  Biidport's  deny  lanes  our  rout  we  take, 
the  proud  deep  defccnd  to  Morcombe's  lake. 


*  Sir  Ridard  Stetle,  mtmler  for  Stoclbridge^  wrote 
*  treatift  called  '*  Ybt  Importance  of  Dunkirk  conjider- 
"  sd"  anJ^  dtjicatetl  it  to  Mr.  Join  Sxoivt  bailiff  of 
iteekbridgS. 

f  Ybtrt  *rs  tbrti  btardltig-filotfs  in  tktt  tttvn» 


As  hearfes  pafs'd,  our  landlord  robbM  th* 
Andxvith  the  mournful  'fcutcheon  hung  L 
On  unadulterate  wine  we  here  regale, 
And  flrip  the  lobder  of  his  fcarletmail. 

We  climb'd  the  hills,  when  ftarry  night  arofc. 
And  Aiminder  affords  a  kind  repule. 
The  .maid,  fubdued  by  fees,  her  trunk  unlocks, 
And  gives  the  cleanly  aid  of  dowlafs-fmocks. 
Mean  time  our  fliirts  her  bufy  finger*  rub, 
While  the  foap  lathers  o'er  the  foaming  tub. 
If  women's  geer  fuch  pleafing  dreams  incite, 
L«nd  us  your  fmocks,  ye  damfels,  every  ni-ht  '. 
We  rife,  our  beards  demand  the  harbor's  art ; 
A  female  eaters,  and  performs  the  part. 
The  weighty  golden  chain  adorns  her  neck, 
And  three  gold  rings  her  Ikilful  hand  bt  !<  ck  : 
Smooth  o'er  our  chin  her  eafy  ringers  move, 
Soft  as  when  Venus  droak'd  the  beard  of  Jove.    I 
Now  from  the  deep,  'ruidd  fcatter'd  farms  and 

groves, 

Our  eye  through  Honkon's  fair  valley  roves. 
Behind  us  loon  the  bufy  town  we  leave, 
Where  fined  lace  indudrious  lafies  weave. 
Now  f welling  clouds  roil'd  on  ;  the  rainy  load 
Stream'd  down  pur  hats,  and  fmok'd  along  thft 

road ; 

When  (O  bled  Cght !)  a  friendly  fi^n  we  fpy'M 
Our  fpurs  arc  flacken'd  from  the  hcrles  fide  ; 
For  fure  a  civil  hod  the  houfe  commands, 
Upon  whofc  iign  this  courteous  motto. dands  : 
"  1'his  is  the  ancient  hand,  and  eke  the  pen  ; 
"  Here  is  for  horfes  hay,  and  meat  for  men." 
How  rhyme  would  fioorifh,  did  each  fon  of  fama  < 
Know  his  own  genius,  and  direct  his  flame  ! 
Then  he,  that  could  not  epic  flights  rehcarfe, 
Might  fweetly  mourn  in  elrgiac  verfe. 
But  were  his  mufe  for  elegy  unfit, 
Perhaps  a  diHich  might  not  drain  his  wit : 
If  epigram  offend,  his  harmlcfs  lines 
Might  in  gold  letter*  fwing  on  ale-houfe  figns. 
Then  Hobb»n;l  might  propagate  his  bays, 
And  Tuttle-ficlds  record  his  fimplc  lays  ;       [ffyc$^ 
Where  rhymes  like  thefe  might  lure  the  nurfen 
While  gaping  infants  fquawl  for  farthing  pics  : 
"  Treat  here,  ye  fliepheids  blithe,  your  ddiufeltl 

**  fweet, 

"  For  pies  and  checfe-cakes  are  for  damfels'  meet.'^' 
Then  Maurus  in  his  proper  fphere  might  fhinr ,  • 
And  thefe  proud  numbers  grace  great  Wilham*t! 

fign  : 

"  This  is  the  man,  this  the  Naflbvian,  whom 
u  I  nani'd  the  brave  deliverer  to  come  *." 
But  now  the  driving  gales  fufpend  the  rain, 
We  mount  our  deeds,  and  Devon's  city  gain. 
Hail,  happy  native  land  ! — but  1  forbear 
What  other  counties  mud  with  envy  hear. 

EPISTLE    III. 

To  the  R''ght  Honourable  William  Pulizney ,  Efy.  1717. 

PULTENET,  mcthinks  you  blame  my  breach  of 

word ; 
What !  cannot  Paris  one  peor  page  afford  I 

*  Blaehmore't Prince  <2r/£«r,  beck  T.  ' 
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Ye*,  t  can  fagely,  when  the  tfmes  are  paft, 
Laugh  at  thofe  follies  which  I  ftrove  to  tafle. 
And  each  arnufement,  which  we  fhar'd,  review, 
Pleas'd  with  mere  talking,  fince  t  talk  to  you. 
But  how  (hall  I  defer ibe  in  humble  profe 
Their  balls,  alTemblies,  operas,  and  beaux  ? 
In  profe  ?  you  cry  :  oh  no,  the  mufe  muft  aid, 
And  leave  Parnaflusfor  the  Tuilleries'  ihade  : 
Shall  he  (who  late  Britannia's  city  trod, 
And  led  the  draggled  mufe,  with  pattens  (hod, 
Through  dirty  lanes,  and  alleys'  doubtful  way$) 
Refufe  to  write,  when  Paris  afks  hi»  lr,ys ! 

Well  then,  I'll  try.  Defcend,ye  beauteous  Nine, 
In  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  ihinc, 
JLet  fparkling  frars  your  neck  and  ear  adorn, 
Lay  on  the  bluihes  of  the  crimfon  morn  ; 
So  may  ye  bal>s  and  gay  afiemblies  grace, 
And  at  the  opera  claim  the  foremoft  place. 

Travellers  fhould  ever  fit  expreflion  choofe, 
Nor  with  low  phrafe  the  lofry  theme  abufe. 
When  they  defcribe  the  ftate  of  eaftern  lords, 
Pomp  and  magnificence  fhould  fwell  their  words; 
And,  wh«n  they  paint  the  fcrpent's  fcaly  \>r\Ae, 
Their  lines  Ihould  hifs,  their  number*  fmoothly 

Hide; 

But  they,  unmindful  of  poetic  rules, 
Defcrihe  alike  Mockavrs  and  Great  Moguls. 
Dumpier  would  thus,  without  ill-meaning  fatirc, 
Drefs  forth  in  fimple  ftyle  the  Petit-maitrt  : 

"  In  Paris  there's  a  race  of  animals 
"  I've  feen  them  at  their  operas  and  halls)  : 
"  They  ftand  creel,  they  dance  whene'er  they  walk, 
*'  Monkeys  in  action,  parroquetsin  talk  ; 
4<  They're  crow  n'd  with  feathers,  like  the  cockatoo, 
*'  And, like  cameHons,  daily  change  thtir  hue  ; 
"  From  patches  juftly  plac'd  they  borrow  graces, 
**  Andwirh  vermilion  lacquer  o'er  their  faces. 
**  This  cuftom,  as  we  vifibly  difccrn, 
"  They,  by  frequenting  ladies  toilettes,  learn." 
Thus  might  the  trareller  cafy  truth  impait. 
Into  the  iubjeft  let  me  nobly  ftart. 

How  happy  lives  the  m*n,  how  Cure  to  charm, 
Whofe  knot  embroider'd  flutters  down  his  arm  '. 
On  him  the  ladies  caft  the  yielding  glance, 
Sigh  in  his  fongs,  and  languifli  in  his  dance  ' 
While  wretched  is  the  wit,  contemn'd,  forlorn, 
Whofe  gummy  hat  no  fcarlet  plumes  adorn ; 
No  broider'd  flowers  his  worfted  ankle  grace, 
Nor  cane  embofs'd  with  gold  directs  his  pace; 
No  lady's  favour  on  his  fword  is  hung ; 
What  though  Apollo  dictate  from  his  tongue, 
His  wit  is  fpiritlefs  and  void  of  grace, 
Who  wants  th'  affurance  of  brocade  and  lace. 
While  the  gay  fop  genteelly  talks  of  weather, 
The  lair  in  raptures  doat  upon  his  feather ; 
Like  a  court-lady  though  he  write  and  fpell, 
His  minuct-ftep  was  faihion'd  by  Marceil  * ; 
He  drefies,  fences.     What  avails  to  know  ? 
For  women  choofe  their  men,  like  filks,  for  mow. 
Is  this  the  thing,  you  cry,  that  Paris  boarts  ? 
I*  this  the  thing  renown'd  among  our  toafts  ? 
For  luch  a  fluttering  fight  we  need  not  roam  ; 
Our  own  affsmblies  fhine  with  thefe  at  home. 


y/  jjmsui  dune'''?  mafizr. 


Let  us  into  the  field  of  beauty  ftart \ 
Jeauty's  a  theme  that  ever  warm'd  my  heart, 
hink  not,  ye  fair,  that  I  the  fex  accufe  : 
low  (hall  I  fpare  you,  prompted  by  the  mufe  ? 
The  mufes  all  are/>r?/</«  /)  She  raik,  fhe  frets, 
Amidft  this  fprightly  nation  of  coquettes  : 
?et  let  not  us  their  look  coquetry  blame  ; 
Afomen  of  every  nation  are  the  fame. 

You  aik  me,  if  Parifian  dames,  like  ours, 
With  rattling  dice  profane  the  Sunday's  hour* ; 
f  they  the  gamefter's  pale-ey'd  vigils  keep, 
And  ftake  their  honour  while  their  hufbindsfleep? 
Ves,  Sir;  like  Englilh  tnaft*,  the  dames  of  France 
Will  rifle  their  income  on  a  fingle  chance, 
^annette  laft  night  arrtcking/^rflM  play'd, 
The  cards  the  Taillier's  Hiding  hand  obey'd  a 
To-day  her  neck  no  brilliant  circle  wears, 
tfor  the  ray-darting  pendant  loads  her  ears* 
-Vhy  does  old  Chloris  an  aflembly  hold  ? 
Chloris  each  night  divides  the  fharper's  gold. 

orinna's  cheek  with  frequent  lofles  burns, 
And  no-  bold  Trente  It  va  her  fortune  turns. 
Ah,  too  rafh  virgin  1  where's  thy  virtue  flown  2 
She  pawns  her  perfon  for  the  {harper's  loan. 
Yet  who  with  juftice  can  their  fair  upbraid, 
Whofe  debts  of  honour  are-fo  duly  paid  ? 

But  let  rrrs  not  forget  the  toilette's  cares, 
Where  art  each  morn  the  languid  cheek  repairs; 
This  red's  too  pale,  nor  gives  a  diftant  grace  ; 
Madame  t«-dny  'pats  on  her  opera  face ; 
From  this  we  fcarce  extract  the  milk  maid's  blooms 
Bring  the  deep  dye  that  warfns  acrofs  the  room  - 
Now  flames  her  cheek, fo  ftrong  her  charmsprevaH, 
That,  on  her  gown  the  filken  rofe  looks  pale  ! 
Not  but  that  France  fome  native  beauty  boafts, 
Ciermunt  and  Charolois  might  grace  our  toafts. 
When  the  fweet  breathing  fpring  unfolds  the  buds, 
Love  flies  the  dufty  town  for  fhady  woods. 
Then  Tottenham-fields  with  roving  beauty  fwariB) 
And  Hamftead  balls  the  city  virgin  warm  ? 
Then  Chelfea's  meads  o'erhear  perfidious  vows, 
And  the  preft  grafs  defrauds  the  grazing  cows. 
'Tis  here  the  fame;  but  in  a  higher  fphere, 
For  ev'n  court-ladies  fm  in  open  air. 
What  cit  with  a  gallant  would  truft  his  fpoufe 
Beneath  the  tempting  fhade  of  Greenwich  boughs? 
What  peer  of  France  would  let  his  duchefs  rove. 
Where  Boulogne's  clofeft  woods  invite  to  love  ? 
But  here  no  wife  can  blaft  her  hufband's  fame, 
Cuckold  i*  grown  an  honourable  name. 
Stretch'd  on   the    grafs,  the   fhepherd  fighs   hi* 

pain; 

And  on  the  graft  what  (hepherd  fighs  in  vain  \ 
On  Chloe's  lap  here  Damon  laid  along, 
Melts  with  the  languifli  of  her  amorous  fong; 
There  Iris  flies  Palacmon  through  the  glade, 
Nor  trips  by  chance — till  in  the  thickeil  fhadc  ; 
Here  Celin^ene  defends  her  lips  and  breaft, 
For  kifles  are  by  ftruggling  clofer  preft  : 
Alexis  there  with  eager  flame  grows  bold, 
Nor  can  the  nymph  his  wanton  fingers  hold  : 
Be  wife  ;  Alexis,  what,  fo  near  the  road  ! 
Hark,  a  coach  rolls,  and  hufbands  are  abroad  ! 
Such  were  our  pleafures  in  the  days  of  yore, 
When  amorous  Charles  Britannia's  fceptre  bore  j 
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The  nightly  fcene  of  joy  t!ie  Park  was  made, 
And  Love  in  couples  peopled  every  {hade. 
But,  fince  at  court  the  rural  tafte  is  loft, 
What  mighty  fums  have  velvet  couches  coft ! 

Sometimes  the  Tuilleries'  gaudy  walk  [  love, 
Where  I  through  crowds  of  ruftling  mantuas  rove, 
As  here  from  fide  to  fide  my  eyes  I  caft , 
And  gaz'd  on  all  the  glittering  train  that  paft, 
Sudden  a  fop  fteps  forth  before  the  reft ; 
I  knew  the  bold  embroidery  of  his  veft. 
He  thus  accofts  me  with  familiar  air, 
"  Parbieu  !  on  a  fait  cet  habit  en  Angleterre  ! 
ft  Quelle  manche !  cegalon  eft  groflierement  range ; 
*l  Voila  quelque  chofe  de  fort  beau  et  degagge !" 
This  faid  :  on  his  red  heel  be  turns,  and  then 
Hums  a  foft  minuet,  and  proceeds  again  : 
'*  Well ;  now  you've  Paris  feen,  you'll  frankly  own 
"  Your  boafted  London  feems  a  country  town. 
"  Has  Chriftianity  yet  reach'd  your  nation  ? 
"  Are  churches  built?  Are  mafqucrades  in  fafliion  ? 
cc  Do  daily  foups  your  dinners  introduce  ? 
"  Are  mufic,  fnuff,  and  coaches,  yet  in  ufe  ?" 
Pardon  me,  Sir ;  we  know  the  Paris  mode, 
And  gather  folitejfi  from  courts  abroad. 
lake  you,  our  courtiers  keep  a  numerous  train 
To  load  their  coach,  and  tradefmen  dun  in  vain. 
Nor  has  religion  left  us  in  the  lurch  ; 
And,  as  in  France,  our  vulgar  crowd  the  church  : 
Our  ladies  too  fupport  the  mafquerade ; 
The  fex  by  nature  love  th'  intriguing  trade. 
Straight  the  vain  fop  in  ignorant  raptures  cries, 
"  Paris  the  barbarous  world  will  civilize  !" 
Pray,  Sir,  point  out  among  the  pafling  band 
The  prefent  beauties  who  the  town  command. 
"  See  yonder  dame;  ftricl:  virtue  chills  her  bread, 
"  Mark  in  her  eye  demure  the  prude  profeft; 
"  That  frozen  bofom  native  fire  muft  want, 
*'  Which  boafts  of  conftancy  to  one  gallant ! 
"  This  next  the  fpoils  of  fifty  lovers  wears, 
"  Rich  Dandia's  brilliant  favours  grace  her  ears ; 
K  The  necklace  Florio's  generous  flame  beftow'd, 
"  Clitander's  fparkling  gems  her  finger  load; 
"  But  now  her  charms  grow  cheap  by  conftant  ufe, 
"  She  fins  for  fcarfs,  clock'd-ftockings,  knots,  and 

"  (hoes. 

*l  This  next,  with  fober  gait  and  ferious  le^r, 
"  Wearies  her  knees  with  morn  and  evening  prayer; 
"  She  fcorns  th'  ignoble  love  of  feeble  pages, 
**  But  with  three  abbots  in  one  night  engages. 
"  This  with  the  cardinal  her  night  employs, 
"  Where  holy  finevvs  conffrcrate  her  joys. 
"  Why  have  I  prpmis'd  things  beyond  my  power? 
*'  Five  affixations  wait  me  at  this  hour  ! 
"  The  fprightly  countefs  firft  my  vifit  claims, 
ct  To-morrow  fhall  indulge  inferior  dames. 
M  Pardon  me,  Sir,  that  thus  I  take  my  leave ; 
IC  Gay  Florimclla  flily  twitch'd  my  fleeve." 

Adieu, Monfieur  I — The  opera  hour  draws  near. 
Not  fee  the  opera !  all  the  world  is  ther*  ;  [France 
Where  on  the  ftage  th'   embroider'd  youth   of 
In  bright  array  attract  the  female  glance  : 
This  langnifhes,  this  ftruts,  to  {how  his  mien, 
And  not  a  gold-clock'd  {locking  moves  unfeen. 
But  hark  !  the  full  orcheftra  ftrike  the  ftrings; 
The  hero  fc uts,  and  the  whole  audience  fings. 


My  jarring  ear  harfli  grat'ng  murmurs  wound, 
Hoarfe  and  confus'd,  like  Babel's  mingled  found. 
Hard  chance  had  plac'd  me  near  a  noify  throat, 
That  in  rough  quivers  bellow'd  every  note. 
Pray,  Sir,  fays  I,  fufpend  awhile  your  fong  ; 
The  opera's  drown'd  ;  your  lungs  are  woudroat 

ftrong ; 

I  wifh  to  hear  your  Roland's  ranting  ftrain, 
While  he  with  rooted  forefts  ftrows  the  plain. 
Sudden  he  ftmigs  furprife,  and  anfwers  quick, 
"  Monfieur  apparement  n'aime  pas  la  mufique!" 
Then  turning  round,  hr,  join'd  th'  ungrateful  noifc- 
And  the  loud  chorus  thunder'd  with  his  voice. 

O  foothe  me  with  fome  foft  Italian  air, 
.Let  ha-  mony  compofe  my  tortur'd  ear  ! 
When  Anaftafia's  voice  commands  the  ftrain, 
The  melting  warble  thrills  through  every  vein  ; 
Thought  ftandsfufpenfe,andfilence  pleas'd attends, 
While  in  her  notes  the  heavenly  choir  defcends. 
But  you'll  imagine  I'm  a  Frenchman  grown, 
Pleas'd  and  content  with  nothing  but  my  own, 
So  ftrongly  with  this  prejudice  poficft, 
He  thinks  French  mufic  and  French  painting  beft, 
Mention  the  force  of  learn'd  Corefli's  notes, 
Some  fcraping  fiddler  of  their  ball  he  quotes ; 
Talk  of  the  fpirit  Raphael's  pencil  gives, 
Yet  warm  with  life  whofe  fpeaking  picture  lives ; 
Yes,  Sir,  fays  he,  in  colour  and  defign, 
Rigaut  and  Raphael  are  extremely  fine  ! 

Tis  true  his  country's  love  tranfports  hisbreaft 
With  warmer  zeal  than  your  old  Greeks  profeft. 
Ulyfles  lov*d  his  Ithaca  of  yore, 
Yet  that  fage  traveller  left  his  native  fhore. 
What  ftronger  virtue  in  the  Frenchman  fhincs! 
He  to  dear  P;iris>  all  his  life  confines. 
I'm  not  fo  fond.     There  are,  I  muft  confefs, 
Things  which  might  make  me  love  my  country  lefs. 
I  fliould  not  think  my  Britain  had  fuch  charms, 
If  loft  to  learning,  if  enflav'd  by  arms. 
France  has  her  Richlieus  and  her  Colberts  known; 
And  then,  I  grant  it,  France  in  fcience  fhone. 
We  too,  I  own,  without  fuch  aids  may  chance 
In  ignorance  and  pride  to  rival  France. 

But  let  me  not  forget  Corneille,  Racing,  [fcene. 
Boileau's  ftrong  fcnfe,  and   Moliere's  humorous 
Let  Cambray's  name  be  iung  above  the  reft, 
Whofe  maxims,  Pulteney,  warm  thy  patriot  breaft  j 
In  Mentor's  precepts  wifdom  ftrong  and  clear 
Dictates  fubhme,  and  diftant  nations  hear. 
Hear,  all  ye  princes,  who  the  world  controul, 
What  cares,  what  terrors,  haunt  the  tyrant's  foul; 
Hi>  conftant  train  are,  Anger,  Fear,  Diftruft. 
To  be  a  king,  js  to  be  good  and  juft ; 
His  people  he  protects,  their  rights  he  faves, 
And  fcorns  to  rule  a  wretched  race  of  flavcs. 

Happy,  thrice  happy,  fhall  the  monarch  reign, 
Where  guardian  laws  defpotic  power  reftrain  ! 
There  fhall  the  ploughfhare  break  the  ftubborn  land, 
And  bending  harveft  tire  the  peafant's  hand  : 
There  Liberty  her  fettled  manfion  boafts, 
There  Commerce  plenty  brings  from  foreign  coaft*. 
O  Britain  1  guard  thy  laws,  thy  rights  defend  : 
So  fhall  theie  bleilings  to  thy  fons  defcend  ! 

You'll  think  'tis  time  fome  other  theme  tochoofe, 
And  not  with  beaux  and  fops  fatigue  the  mufc  ; 
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Should  I  let  fatire  loofe  on  Englifh  ground, 
There  fools  of  various  character  abound  ; 
But  here  my  verfe  is  to  one  race  confin'd, 
All  Frenchmen  arc  of  fetit-maltrs  kind. 

EPISTLE    IV. 

To  tie  Right  Honourable  Paul  Metluen,  F.fq. 
THAT  'tis  encouragement  makes  fcience  fpread, 
Is  rarely  pradtis'd,  though  'tis  often  faid. 
When  learning  droops  and  fickens  in  the  land, 
What  patron's  found,  to  lend  a  faving  hand  ? 
True  generous  fpirits  profperous  vice  deteft, 
And  love  to  cherifh  virtue  when  diftreft  : 
But,  ere  our  mighty  lords  this  fcheme  purfue, 
Our  mighty  lords  muft  think  and  act  like  you. 

Why  muft  we  climb  the  Alpine  mountain's  fides, 
To  find  the  feat  where  harmony  refides  ? 
Why  touch  we  not  fo  foft  the  filver  lute, 
The  cheerful  hautboy,  and  the  mellow  flute  ? 
'  Tis  not  th'  Italian  clime  improves  the  found ; 
But  there  the  patrons  of  her  fons  are  found. 

Why  flourifh'd  verfe  in  great  Auguftus'  reign  ? 
He  and  Maecenas  lov'd  the  mufe'sftrain. 
But  now  that  wight  in  poverty  muft  mourn 
Who  was  (O  cruel  ftars  !)  a  poet  born. 
Yet  there  are  ways  for  authors  to  be  great ; 
Write  rancorous  libels  to  reform  the  ftate  : 
Or,  if  you  choofe  more  fure  and  ready  ways, 
Spatter  a  minifter  with  fulfome  praife  : 
Launch  out  with  freedom,  flatter  him  enough; 
Fear  not — all  men  are  dedication  proof. 
Be  bolder  yet,  you  mull  go  farther  ftill, 
Dip  deep  in  gall  thy  mercenary  quill. 
He,  who  his  pen  in  party -quarrels  draws, 
Lifts  an  hir'd  bravo  to  fuppon  the  caufe  ; 
He  muft  indulge  his  patron's  hate  and  fpleen, 
And  ftab  the  fame  of  thofe  he  ne'er  had  i'een. 
Why  then  fhould  authors  mourn  their  defperate 

cafe  ? 

Be  brave,  do  this,  and  then  demand  a  place. 
Why  art  thou  poor  ?  Exert  the  gifts  to  rife, 
And  banifh  timorous  virtue  from  thy  eyes. 

All  this  feems  modern  preface,  where  we're  told 
That  wit  is  prais'd,  but  hungry  lives  and  cold : 
Againft  th'  ungrateful  age  thefe  authors  roar, 
And  fancy  learning  ftarves  becaufe  they're  poor. 
Yet  why  fhould  learning  hope  fuccefs  at  court  ? 
Why  fhould  our  patriots  virtue's  caufc  fupport  ? 
Why  to  true  merit  fhould  they  have  regard  ? 
They  know  that,  virtue  is  its  own  reward. 
Yet  let  not  me  of  grievances  complain, 
Who  (though  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes'  train) 
Can  boa  ft  fubfcriptions  to  my  humble  lays, 
And  mingle  profit  with  my  little  praife. 

Afk  Painting,  why  fhe  loves  Hefperian  air  ? 
Go  view,  fhe  cries,  my  glorious  labours  there ; 
There  in  rich  palaces  I  reign  in  ftate, 
And  on  the  temples  lofty  domes  create. 
The  noble  view  my  works  with  knowing  eyes, 
They  love  the  fcierice,  and  the  painter  prize. 

Why  didft  thou,  Kent,  forego  thy  native  land, 
To  emulate  in  picture  Raphael's  hand  ? 
Think'ft  thou  for  this  to  raife  thy  name  at  home  ? 
Go  back,  adorn  the  palaces  of  Rome ; 


There  on  the  walls  let  thy  juft  labours  5iine,  - 
And  Raphael  live  again  in  thy  defign. 
Yet  ftay  awhile ;  call  all  thy  genius  forth, 
For  Burlington  unbiafs'd  knows  thy  worth  ; 
His  judgment  in  thy  mafter-ftrokes  can  trace 
Titian's  ftrong  fire,  and  Guide's  fofter  grace. 
But,  oh,  confider,  ere  thy  works  appear, 
Casft  thou  unhurt  the  tongue  of  Envy  hear  ? 
Cenfure  will  blame  ;  her  breath  was  ever  fpenfi 
To  blaft  the  laurels  of  the  eminent. 
While  Burlington's  proportion'd  columns  rife, 
Does  not  he  ftand  the  gaze  of  envious  eyes  ? 
Doors,  windows,  are  condemn'd  by  paffing  fools. 
Who  know  not  that  they  damn  Pal ladio's  rules* 
If  Chandos  with  a  liberal  hand  beftow, 
Cenfure  imputes  it  all  to  pomp  and  fhow ; 
When,  if  the  motive  right  were  underftood, 
His  daily  pleafure  is  in  doing  good. 

Had  Pope  with  groveling  numbers  fill'd  hi» 
Dennis  had  never  kindled  into  rage. 
'Tis  the  fublime  that  hurts  the  critic's  eafe ; 
Write  nonfenfe,  and  he  reads  and  fleeps  in  peace. 
Were  Prior,  Congreve,  Swift,  and  Pope,  unknownj 
Poor  flander-felling  Curll  would  be  undone. 
He,  who  would  free  from,  malice  pafs  his  dnys, 
Muft  live  obfcure,  and  never  merit  praife. 
But  let  this  tale  to  valiant  virtue  tell 
The  daily  perils  of  deferving  well. 

A  crow  was  ftrutting  o'er  ttje  ftubbled  plain, 
Juft  as  a  lark  defcending  clos'd  his  ftrain. 
The  crow  befpoke  him  thus,  with  folemn  grace  : 
"  Thou  moft  accomplifh'd  of  the  feather'd  race  I 
"  What  force  of  lungs  !  how  clear  1  how  fweet  yota 

"fing! 

"  And  no  bird  foars  upon  a  ftronger  wing." 
The  lark,  who  fcorn'd  foft  flattery,  thus  replies : 
"  True,  I  fing  fweet,  and  on  ftrong  pinion  rife; 
"  Yet  let  me  pafs  my  life  from  envy  free, 
"  For  what  advantage  are  thefe  gifts  to  me  ? 
"  My  fong  confines  me  to  the  wiry  cage, 
"  My  flight  provokes  the  falcon's  fatal  rage. 
"  But,  as  you  pafs,  I  hear  the  fowler's  fay, 
"  To  fhoot  at  crows  is  powder  flung  away." 

EPISTLE    V. 

ToherGrace  Henrietta,  Ducbefi  ofMarlt>ffrougt>t  iytZ. 

EXCOSE  me,  madam,  if  amidft  your  tears 
A  mufe  intrudes,  a  mufe  who  feels  your  cares  ; 
Numbers,  like  mufic,  ean  ev'n  grief  controul, 
And  lull  to  peace  the  tumults  of  the  foul. 

If  partuei  s  in  our  woes  the  mind  relieve, 
Confider  for  your  lofs  ten  thoufand  grieve  ; 
Th'  affliction  burthens  not  your  heart  alone ; 
When  Marlborough  died,  a  nation  gave  a  groan/ 
Could  I  recite  the  dangerous  toils  he  chofe, 
To  blefs  his  coustry  with  a  fix'd  repofe ; 
Could  I  recount  the  labours  he  o*ercame, 
To  raife  his  country  to  the  pitch  of  fame ; 
His  councils,  fieges,  his  victorious  fights, 
To  lave  his  country's  laws  and  native  rights; 
No  father  (every  generous  heart  muft  own) 
Has  ftronger  fondnefs  to  his  darling  fhowiu 
Britannia's  fighs  a  double  lofs  deplore, 
Her  father  and  her  hero  is  no  more. 
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Does  Britain  only  pay  her  debt  of  tears  ? 
Yes.     Holland  fighs,  and  for  her  freedom  fears. 
When  Gallia's  monarch  pour'd  his  wafteful  bands, 
Like  a  wide  deluge,  o'er  her  level  lands, 
She  faw  hjer  frontier  towers  in  ruin  lie, 
Ev'n  Liberty  had  prun'd  her  wings  to  fly : 
Then  Marlborough  came,  defeated  Gallia  fled; 
And  fhatter'd  Belgia  rais'd  her  languid  head; 
In  him  fecure,  as  in  her  ftrongeft  mound 
That  keeps  the  raging  fea  within  its  bound. 

O  Germany  !  remember  Hockftet's  plain, 
Where  prottrate  Galli?.  bled  at  every  vein  : 
Think  on  the  refcue  of  th'  imperial  throne, 
Then  think  of  Marlborough's  death  without   a 
groan  ! 

Apollo  kindly  whifpers  me  :  "  Be  wife  :- 
*'  How  to  his  glory  (hall  thy  numbers  rife  ? 
"  The  force  of  verfe  another  theme  might  raife, 
*'  But  here  the  merit  muft  tranlcend  the  praife. 
l<  Haft   thou,  prefumptuous  bard  1    that   godlike 

"  flame 
"  Which  with  the  fun  fhall  laft,  and  Marlborough's 

«  fame  ? 

"  Then  fing  the  man.  But  who  can  boaft  this  fire  ? 
*'  Refign  the  taflc,  and  filently  admire." 

Yet  mail  he  not  in  worthy  lays  be  read  ? 
Raife  Homer,  call  up  Virgil  from  the  dead. 
But  he  requires  not  the  ftrcng  glare  of  verfe  : 
Let  punctual  hiftory  his  deeds  rehearfe  ; 
Let  truth  in  pative  purity  appear, 
You'll  find  Achilles  and  jEnea*  there. 

Is  this  the  comfort  which  the  mule  beftows  ? 
I  but  indulge  and  aggravate  your  woes. 
A  prudent  friend,  who  feeks  to  give  relief, 
Ne'er  touches,  on  the  fpring  that  mov'd  the  grief. 
3s  it  not  barbarous,  to  the  fighing  maid 
To  mention  broken  vows  and  nymphs  betray 'd  ? 
Would  you  the  ruin'd  merchant's  foul  appeale, 
With  talk  of  funds,  and  rocks,  and  ftormy  feas  ? 
Ev'n  while  I  ftrive  on  Marlbovough's  fame  to  rife, 
]  call  up  forrow  in  a  daughter's  eyes.   . 

Think  on  the  laurels  that  his  temple's  fhade, 
Laurels  that  (fpite  of  time)  fliall  never  fade. 
Immortal  honour  has  enroll'd  his  name  ; 
Detraction's  dumb,  and  Envy  put  to  fliatne. 
Say,  who  can  fear  beyond  his  eagle  flight ; 
Has  he  not  reach'd  to  glory's  utmoft  height.  ? 
What  could  he  more,  had  Heav'n  prolong'd  his 

date  ? 
All  human  power  is  limited  by  fate. 

Forbear.  'Tig  cruel  further  to  commend; 
I  wake  your  forrow,  and  again  offend. 
Yet  fure  your  goodnefs  muft  forgive  a  crime, 
Which  will  be  fpread  through  every  age  and  clime; 
Though  in  your  life  ten  theufaud  fummers  roll, 
And  though  you  compafs  earth  from  pole  to  pole, 
Where'er  men  talk  of  war  and  martial  fame, 
7'hey'il  mention  Marlborough's  and  Cafar's  name. 

But  vain  are  all  the  counsels  of  the  mufe  ; 
A  foul  like  yours  could  not  a  tear  rei'ufe  : 
Could -you  your,  birth  and  filial  love  forego, 
Still  fighs  muft  rife,  and  generous  forrow  flow  ; 
For,  when  from  earth  fuch  matchlefs  worth  re- 
moves, 
A  great  mind  fuffers,     Virtue  virtue  loves. 


EPISTLE   VI. 

to  Mr,  Pofe,  on  bis  having  Jimjbed  bis  Tranjlalian  of 
Homer''*  Iliad. 

A  WELCOME  FROM   GREECE. 
I. 

LONG  haft  thou,  friend  !  been  abfent  from  my  foil, 

Like  patient  Ithacus  at  fiege  of  Troy  ; 
I  have  been  witnefs  of  thy  fix  years  toil, 

Thy  daily  labours,  and  thy  night's  annoy, 
Loft  to  thy  native  land,  with  great  turmoil, 

On  the  wide  fea,  oft  threatening  to  dedroy  : 
Methinks  with  thee  I've  trod  Sigacan  ground, 
And  heard  the  fhores  of  Heilefpont  refouud. 

ii. 
Did  I  not  fee  thee  when  thou  firft  fett'ft  fail 

To  feek  adventures  fair  in  Homer's  land  ? 
Did  I  not  fee  thy  finking  fpirits  fail, 

And  wifh  thy  bark  had  never  left  the  ftrand  ? 
Ev'n  in  mid  ocean  often  didft  thou  quail, 

And  oft  lift  up  thy  Holy  eye  and  hand, 
Praying  the  virgin  dear,  and  fainrly  choir, 
Back  to  the  port  to  bring  thy  bark  entire. 

in. 
Cheer  up,  my  friend !  thy  dangers  now  are  oVr  ; 

Methinks — nay,  fure  the  riling  coafts  appear ;  - 
Hark  1  how  the  guns  filute  from  either  fhore, 

As  thy  trim  veflel  cut§  the  Thames  fo  fair  : 
Shouts  anfwering  Clouts  from  Kent  and  Effex  roar, 

And  bells  break  loud  through  every  guft  of  air  : 
Bonfires  do  blaze,  and  bones  and  cleavers  ring, 
As  at  the  coming  of  fome  mighty  kin  j. 

IV. 

Now  pafa  we  Gravefend  with  a  friendly  wind, 

And  Tilbury'?  white  fort,  and  long  Blackball; 
Greenwich,  where  dwells  the  friend  of  human 
kind, 

More  viiited  than  or  her  park  or  hall, 
Withers  the  good,  and  (with  htm  evar  join'd) 

Facetious  Difney,  greet  thee  firft  of  all  : 
I  fee  his  chimney  fmoke,  and  hear  him  fay, 
Duke*  !  that's  the  room  for  Pope,  and  that  for 
Gay. 

v. 
Come  in,  my  friends '.  here  fhall  ye  dine  and  lie, 

And  here  fliall  breakfaft,  and  here  dine  again  ; 
And  fup  and  breakfaft  on  (if  ye  comply), 

For  I  have  ftill  lome  dozens  of  champaign  : 
His  voice  ftill  lefiens  as  the  fliip  iails  by ; 

He  waves  his  hand  to  bring  us  back  in  vain ; 
For  now  I  fee,  I  fee  proud  London's  fpires  ; 
Greenwich  is  Ioft4  and  Deptford  dock  retires. 

VI. 

Oh,  what  a  concourfe  fwarms  on  yonder  quay ! 

The  flcy  re-echoes  with  new  fhoutsof  joy  ; 
By  all  this  {how,  I  ween,  'tis  Lord  Mayor's  day ; 

I  hear  the  voice  of  trumpet  and  hautboy. — 
No,  now  I  fee  them  near. — Oh,  t'ncfe  are  they 

Who  come  in  crowds  to  welcome  thee  from 

Troy. 

Hail  to  the  bard,  whom  long  as  loft  we  mourn'd ; 
From  fiege,  from  battle,  and  from  ftorm,  return'd ! 

*  He  "was  ufaally  calW  Duke  Difney" 
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t)f  goodfy  dames,  and  courteous  knights,  I  view 

.  The  iilken  petticoat,  and  broider'd  veil ; 

Yea  peers,  and  mighty  dukes,  with  ribbands  blue 

(True  blue,  fair  emblem  of  unftained  bread). 
^Others  I  ice,  as  noble,  and  more  true, 

By  no  court-badge  diftinguiOVd  from  the  reft : 
tirft  fee  I  Methuen,  of  fincereft  mind, 
As  Arthur  grave,  as  foft  as  womankind, 

viu.  ,,,.*•.«•? 

What  lady's  that,  to  whom  he  gently  bends  ? 

Who  knows  not  her?  ah!   thofe  are  Worttey's 

e7es:      .    .  .     , 

Howart  thou  honour *d,number'd  with  herfdtends! 

.  For  fh!e  didinguifhes  the  good  and  wife. 

The  fweet-tongu'd  Murray  near  her  fide  attends  ; 

Now  to  my  heart, the  glance  of  Howard  flies  j 
Now  Harvey,  fair  of  face,  I  mark  full  well, 
With  thee,  youth's  younged  daughter,  fvveet  Le- 
pell. 

ix. 

I  fee  two  lovely  fitters,  hand  in  hand, 
.   The  fair-hair'd  Martha,  and  Terefa  brown  ; 
Madge  Bellenden,  the  tailed  of  the  land; 

Andfmiling  Mary,  foft  and  fair  as  down. 
Yonder  I  fee  the  cheerful  duchefs  ftand,  [known  : 
,    For  friendlhip,  zeal,  and  bluhefome  humours 
Whence  that  loud  fhout  in  fuch  a  hearty  drain  ? 
Why,  all  the  Hamiltons  are  in  her  train. 

x. 
See  next  the  decent  Scudamore  advance, 

With  Winchelfea,  dill  meditating  i'oug  : 
Withherperhaps  Mifs  Howe  came  there  by  chance, 

Nor  knows  with  whom,  or  why  (he  comes  along. 
Far  off  from  thefe  fee  Santlow,  fam'd  for  dance; 
,    And  frolic  Bicknell,  and  her  filter  young ; 
With  other  names,  by  me  not  to  be  nam'd, 
Much  lov'd  in  private,  not  in  public  fam'd  ! 

Xi. 
But  now  behold  the  female  band  retire, 

And  the  mrill  mufic  of  their  Voice  is  dill'd ! 
Methinks  I  fee  fam'd  Buckingham  admire, 

That  in  Troy's  ruin  thouhadft  not  been  kill'd  ; 
Sheffield,  who  knows  to  ftrike  the  living  lyre 

With  hand  judicious,  like  thy  Homer  ikill'd, 
Bathurft  impetuous  haftens  to  the  coaft, 
Whom  you  and  I  drive  who  mall  love  the  mod. 

XII. 

See  generous  Burlington,  with  goodly  Bruce 
(But  Bruce  comes  wafted  in  a  foft  fedan ;) 

Dan  Prior  next,  belov'd  by  every  Mufe; 

And  friendly  Congreve,  unreproachful  man  I 

(Oxford  by  Cunningham  hath  fent  txcufe;) 
See  hearty,  Watkins  comes  with  cup  and  can  ; 

And  Lewis,  who  has  never  friend  forfaken ; 

And  Laughton  whifpering  afks — Is  Troy  town 
taken  ? 

3NII. 

Earl  Wanvick  comes,  of  free  and  hone  ft;  mind  ; 
Bold,  generous  Craggs,  whofe  heart  was  ne'er 

.  difguis'd  : 

Ah  why,  fweet  St.  John,  cannot  I  thee  find  ( 
St.  John,  for  every  focial  virtue  priz'd.— « 
Alas',  to  foreign  climates  he's  confin'd, 
Or  elfe  to  fee  thee  her*  I  well  furrals'd  ; 
VOL.  VIII, 


Thou  too,  my  Swift,  dod  breathe  Bfcotian  air  ; 
When  wilt  thou  bring  hack  wit  and  humour  here  * ' 

XIV. 

Harcourt  I  fee,  for  eloquence  reriown'd, 

The  mouth  of  juftice,  oracle  of  law  I 
Another  Simon  is  betide  him  found, 

Another  Simon,  like  as  draw  to  ftraw. 
How  Lanfdown  fmiles,  with  lading  Uurcl  crown'J " 

What  mitred  prelate  there  commands  our  awe  t 
See  Rocheder  approving  nods  his  head, 
And  ranks  one  modern  wich  the  mighty  dead. 

xv. 
Carleton  and  Chandos  thy  arrival  grace  ; 

Hanmer,  whofe  eloquence  th'  unbiafs'd  fways  ; 
Harley,  whofe  goodnefs  opens  in  his  face, 

And  (hows  his  heart  the  feat  where  virtue  days. 
Ned  Blouut  advances  next,  with  bufy  pace, 

In  hade,  but  fauntering,  hearty  in  his  ways  : 
I  fee  the  friendly  Carylls  come  by  dozens,  [coufine. 
Their  wives,  their  uncles,  daughters,  fons,  and 

XVI. 

Arbuthnot  there  I  fee,  in  phyfic's  art, 
As  Galen  learn'd,  or  famed  Hippocrate; 

Whofe  company  drives  forrow  from  the  heart, 
As  all  difeafe  his  medicines  diffipate  : 

Kneller  amid  the  triumph  bears  his  part, 

Who  could  (were  mankind  lod)  anew  create  s 

What  can  th'  extent  of  his  vad  foul  confine  ? 

A  painter,  critic,  engineer,  divine ! 

XVII. 

Thee  Jervashsils,  robud  and  debonair,         [criers 

Now  have  [we]  conquer'd  Homer,  friends,  ha 
Darteneuf,  grave  joker,  joyous  Ford  is  there, 

And  wondering  Maine,  fo  fat  with  laughing 

•  ,     eyes, 
(Gay,  Maine,  and  Cheney,  boon  companions  dear, 

Gay  fat,  Maine  fatter,  Cheney  huge  of  fize) 
Yea  Dennis,  Gildon  (hearing  thou  haft  riches), 
And  honed,  hatlefs  Cromwell,  with  red  breeches, 

XVIII. 

O  Wanlcy,  whence  com'd  thou  with  fhorten'd  hair, 
And  vifage  from  thy  ftieives  with  dud  befprent ; 

"  Forfooth  (quoth  he)  from  placing  Homer  there, 
"  For  ancients  to  compyle  is  inyne  entente  : 

*  Of  ancients  only  hath  Lord  Harley  care  ; 

"  But  hither  me  hath  my  meekle  lady  fent  :— 

*  In  manufcHpt  of  Greeke  rede  we  thilke  fame, 

'  But  book  yprintbed  plefyth  myn  gude  dame.'* 

xix. 
Yonder  I  fee,  among  th'  expecling  crowd, 

Evans  with  laugh  jocofe,  and  tragic  Young ; 
rligh-bufkin'd  Booth,  grave  Mawbcrt,  wandering1 

Frowde, 

And  Titcomb'ts  belly  waddles  flow  along. 
See  Digby  faints  at  Southerne  talking  loud, 

Yea  Steele  and  Tickell  mingle  in  the  throng : 
Tickell,  whofe  fkiff  (in  partnership  they  fay) 
Set  forth  for  Greece,  but  founder'd  in  the  way« 

xx. 
Lo,  the  two  Doncadles  in  Berldhire  known  I 

Ln  Bickford,  Fortefcue,  of  Devon  land  ! 
Lo  Tooker,  Eckerihall,  Sykes,  Rawlinfon  ! 

See  hearty  Mnrley  takes  thee  by  the  hand ; 
Ayrs,  Graham,  Buckridge,  joy  thy  voyage  done  ; 
But  who  can  coan;  the  leaves,  the  dars,  the  fand  * 
U 


I.o  Stonor,  Fenton,  Caldwell,  Ward,  and  Broomc! 
'  JLo  thoufands  more  ;  but  I  want  rhyme  and  room! 

XXI. 

How  lov'd  !  how  honour'd  thou  !  yet  be  not  vain  : 
And  fure  thou  art  not,  for  I  hear  thee  fay, 

All  this,  my  friends,  I  owe  to  Homer's  flrain, 
On  whole  ftrong  pinions  I  exalt  my  lay. 

What  from  contending  cities  did  he  gain  ? 
And  what  rewards  his  grateful  country  pay  ? 

None,  none  were  paid — why  then  all  this  for  me? 

Thefe  honours,  Homer,  had  been  juft  to  thee. 

EPISTLE    VII. 

*To  Mr.  Thomas  Snoiu,  Goldfmith,  near  Temple-Bar. 
A  Panegyric,  occasioned  by  bis  buying  and  felling  of 
the  third  South  •  Sea  fubfcriptions,  taken  in  by  the  Di- 
i-eflors  at  a  thoufand per  cent. 

DISDAIN  not,  Snow,  my  humble  verfc  to  hear  : 
Stick  thy  black  pen  awhile  behind  thy  ear. 
"Whether  thy  compter  fhine  with  fums  untold, 
Andthy  wide-grafpinghand  grow  black  with  gold; 
"Whether  thy  mien  creel,  and  fable  locks, 
In  Crowds  of  brokers  overawe  the  flocks  ; 
Sufpend  the  worldly  bufmefs  of  the  day, 
And,  to  enrich  thy  mind,  attend  my  lay. 

O  thou,  whofe  penetrative  wifdom  found 
The  South-Sea  rocks  and  fhslves,  where  thoufands 

drown'd  ! 

When  credit  funk,  and  commerce  gafping  lay, 
Thou  ftood'ft  ;  nor  fent'ft  one  bill  unpaid  away. 
When  not  a  guinea  chink'd  on  Martin's  boards, 
And  AtwelFs  felf  was  drain'd  of  all  his  hoards,  " 
Thou  ftood'ft  (an  Indian  king  in  fize  and  hue), 
Thy  unexhaufted  (hop  was  our  Peru. 
Why  did  'Change- Alley  wafte  thy  precious  hours 
Among  the  fools  who  gap'd  for  golden  fhowers  ? 
No  wonder  if  we  found  fome  poets  there, 
Who  live  on  fancy,  and  can  feed  on  air ;  [fchemes, 
No   wonder   they    were    caught    by    South-Sea 
Who  ne'er  enjoy'd  a  guinea,  but  in  dreams  ; 
No  wonder  they  their  third  fubfcriptions  fold, 
iFor  millions  of  imaginary  gold  ; 
No  wonder, .that  their  fancies  wild  can  frame 
Strange  reafons,  that  a  thing  is  ftill  the  fame, 
Though  chang'd  throughout  in  fubitance  and  in 

name. 

But  you  (whofe  judgment  fcorns  poetic  flights) 
With  contracts  furnifh  boys  for  paper  kites. 

Let  vulture  Hopkins  ftretch  his  nifty  throat, 
Who'd  ruin  thoufands  for  a  fingle  groat. 
I  know  thou  fpurn'ft  his  mean,  his  fordid  mind  ; 
Nor  with  ideal  debts  would'ft  plague  mankind. 
Why  ftrive  his  greedy  hands  to  grafp  at  more  ? — 
The  wretch  was  born  to  want,  whofe  foul  is  poor. 

Madmen  alcme  their  empty  dreams  purfue, 
And  ftill  believe  the 'fleeting  vifion  true; 
They  fell  the  treafure  which  their  {lumbers  get, 
Then  wake,  and  fancy  all  the  world  in  debt. 
If  to  inftru'ft  thee  all  my  reafons  fail, 
Yet  be  diverted  by  this  moral  tale.  ,  [feat, 

Through  fam'd   Moorfields  extends,  a  fpacious 
Where  mortals  of  exalted  wit  retreat ; 
"Where,  wrapp'd  in  contemplation  and  in  ftraw 
The  wifer  few  from  the  mad  world  withdraw. ' 
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There,  in  full  opulence,  a  banker  dwelt, 
Who  all  the  joys  and  pangs  of  riches  felt  : 
His  fideboard  glitter'd  with  imagin'd  plate  ; 
And  his  proud  fancy  held  a  vaft  eftate. 

As  on  a  time  he  pafs'd  the  vacant  hours, 
In  raifmg  piles  of  ftraw  and  twifted  bowers  ; 
A  poet  enter'd,  of  the  neighbouring  cell, 


And  with  fix'd  eyes  obferv'd  the  ftruclure  well; 
A  fharpen'd  fkewer  crofs  hi-,  bare  fhouldcrs  bound 
A  tatter'd  rug,  which  dragg'd  upon  the  ground. 

The  banker  cry'd,  "  Behold  my  caftle  walls, 
"  My  ftatues,  gardens,  fountains,  and  canals; 
"  With  land  of  twenty  thoufand  acres  round  ; 
"  All  thefe  I  fell  thee  for  ten  thoufand  pound." 

The  bard  with  wonder  the  cheap  purchafe  faw, 
So  fign'd  the  contract  (as  ordains  the  law),  [clear  ; 

The  banker's  brain  was  cool'd,  the   mift  grew 
The  vifionary  fcene  was  loft  in  air. 
He  now  the  vanifh'd  pr  >fpec~l  underftood, 
And  fear'd  the  fancied  bargain  was  not  good : 
Yet,  loath  the  fum  entire  fhould  be  deftroy'J, 
"  Give  me  a  penny,  and  thy  contract's  void." 

The  ftartled  bard  with  eye  indignant  frown'd. 
"  Shall  I,  ye  gods  (he  cries),  my  debts  compound!'* 
So  faying,  from  hi-<  rug  the  fkewer  he  takes, 
And  on  the  Hick  ten  equal  notches  makes  ; 
With  juft  refcntmcnt  flings  it  on  the  ground; 
"  There,  take  my  tally  of  ten  thoufand  pound  ?" 

EPISTLE    VIII. 
Mary  Gulliver  to  Captain  Lemuel  Gulliver. 

Argument. 

The  captain,  fome  time  after  his  return,  being  re- 
tired to  Mr.  Sympfon's  in  the  country  ;  Mrs. 
Gulliver,  apprehending  from  his  late  behaviour 
fome  eftrangement  of  his  aflff  Aions,  writes  hini 
the  following  cxpoftulating,  iucthing,  and  ten- 
derly-complaining epiftle. 

WELCOME,  thrice  welcome,  to  thy  native  place  ! 
— .What !  touch  me  not  ?  What  1  fhun  a  wife's  em- 
brace ? 

Have  I  for  this  thy  tedious  abfence  borne,    [turn  ? 
And  wak'd  and  wifh'd  whole  nights  for  thy  re- 
in five  long  years  I  took  no  fecoud  fpoufe ; 
What  Rcdriff  wife  fo  long  hath  kept  her  vows  ? 
Your  eyes,  your  nofe,  inconftancy  betray  ; 
Your,  nofe  you  flop,  your  uyes  you  turn  away." 
'Tis  faid  that  thou  fhould'fl  cleave  unto  thy  wife ; 
Once  thou  didft  cleave,  and  I  could  cleave  for  life. 
Hear,  and  relent !  hark  how  thy  children  moan  : 
Be  kind  at  leail  to  thefe — they  are  thy  own ! 
Be  bold,  and  count  them  all ;  fecure  to  find 
The  honeft  number  that  you  left  behind. 
See  how  they  pat  thee  wi:h  their  pretty  paws ; 
Why  ftart  you  ?  are   they  fnakes  ?  or  have  they 

claws  ? 

Thy  Chriftian  feed,  our  mutual  fkfh  and  bone  : 
Be  kind  at  leaft  to  thefe— they  are  thy  own  ? 

*  Biddel,  like  thee,  might  fartheft  India  rove; 
He  chang'd  his  country,  but  retains  his  love  : 

*  Namts  of  the  fea-captains  mentioned  in  tit  Trawls, 


POEMS. 


There's  Captain  *  Panne!,  abfent  half  his  life, 
Comes  back,  and  is  the  kinder  to  his  wife ; 
Yet  Pannel's  wife  is  brown,  compar'd  to  me, 
And  Miflrefs  Biddel  fure  is  fifty-three! 

Not  touch  me  !  never  neighbour  call'd  me  flue ; 
Was  Flimnap's  dame  morelweet  in  Lilliput  ? 
I've  no  red  hair,  to  breathe  an  odious  fume  ; 
At  leaft  thy  confort's  cleaner  than  thy  groom. 
Why  then  that  dirty  ftabie-boy  thy  care  ? 
What  mean  thofe  vifits  to  the  forrel  mare  ? 
Say,  by  what  witchcraft,  or  what  dzer.on  led,     • 
Prcferr'ft  thou  litter  to  the  marriage-bed  ? 

Some  fay  the  devil  himfelf  is  in  that  mare  : 
If  fo,  our  dean  fhall  drive  him  forth  by  prayer. 
Some  think  you  mad  ;  fome  think  you  are  pofTeft  ; 
That  Bedlam  and  clean  ftraw  will  fuit  you  beft. 
Vain  means,  alas,  this  phrenzy  to  appeale ! 
That  ftraw,  that  llraw  would  heighten  the  difeafe. 

My  bed  (the  fcene  of  all  our  former  joys, 
Witnefs  two  lovely  girls,  two  lovely  boys) 
Alone  I  prefs ;  in  dreams  I  call  my  dear, 
I  ftretch  my  hand ;  no  Gulliver  is  there  ! 
I  wake,  I  rife,  and,  fhivering  with  the  froft, 
Search  all  the  houfe  :  rny  Gulliver  is  loft  ! 
Forth  in  the  iftreets  I  rufh  with  frantic  cries ; 
The  windows  open  ;  all  the  neighbours  rife  : 
Where  fleeps  my  Gulliver  ?  O  .tell  me  where  ! 
The  neighbours  ani'wer,  "  With  the  forrel  mare  1" 

At  early  morn,  I  to  the  market  hafte 
(Studious  in  every  thing  to  pleafe  thy  tafte)  ; 
A  curious  fowl  and  'fparagus  I  chofs 
(For  I  remember'd  you  were  fond  of  thofe)  : 
Three  Ihillings  coft  the  firft,  the  laft  feven  groats; 
Sullen  you  turn  from  both,  and  call  for  oats. 

Others  bring  goods  and  treafure  to  their  houfes, 
Something  to  deck  their  pretty  babes  and  fpoufes ; 
My  only  token  was  a  cup  like  horn, 
That's  made  of  nothing  but  a  lady's  corn. 
*Tis  not  for  that  I  grieve  ;  no,  'tis  to  fee 
The  groom  and  forrel  mare  preferred  to  me  ! 

Thefe  for  fome  moments  when  you  deign  to  quit, 
And  (at  due  diilance)  fweet  difcourfe  admit, 
Tis  all  my  pleafure  thy  paft  toil  to  know, 
For  pleas'd  remembrance  builds  delight  on  woe. 
At  every  danger  pants  thy  confort's  breaft, 
And  gaping  infants  fquall  to  h;ear  the  reft. 
How  did  1  tremble  when,  by  thoufands  bound, 
I  faw  thee  ftretch'd  on  Lilliputian  ground  ! 
When  fcaling  armies  climb'd  up  every  part, 
Each  ftep  they  trod  I  felt  upon  my  heart. 
But  when  thy  torrent  quench'd  the  dreadful  blaze, 
King,  queen,  and  nation,  flaring  with  amaze, 
Full  in  my  viev.  how  all  my  hufband  came  ! 
And  what  extinguifh'd  theirs,  increas'd  my  flame. 
Thofe  fpeclacles,  ordain'd  thine  eyes  to  fave, 
Were  once  my  prefent ;  love  that  armour' gave. 
How  did  I  mourn  at  Bolgolam's  decree! 
For,  when  he  fign'd  thy  death,  he  fentenc'd  me. 

When  folks  might  fee    thee   all   the   country 

round 

For  iixpence,  I'd  have  given  a  thoufand  pound. 
Lord  !  when  that  giant  babe  that  head  of  thine 
Got  in  his  mouth,  my  heart  was  up  in  mine  ! 

*  Names  of  tic fea-caf  tains  mentioned  in  tie 


When  in  the  marrow-bone  I  fee  thee  ramm'd, 
Or  on  the  houfe-top  by  the  monkey  cramm'd, 
The  piteous  images  renew  my  pain, 
And  all  thy  dangers  I  weep  o'er  again. 
But  on  the  maiden's  nipple  when  you  rid, 
Pray  Heav'n  'twas  all  a  wanton  maiden  i-lid  ! 
Glumdalclifch  too  ! — with  thee  I  mourn  her  cafe  j 
Heaven  guard  the  gentle  girl  from  all  dilgrace  t 
O  may  the  king  that  one  neglect  forgive, 
And  pardon  her  the  fault  by  which  I  live  ! 
Was  there  no  other  way  to  fet  him  free  ? 
My  life,  alas  !  1  fear,  prov'd  death  to  thee. 

O  teach  me,  dear,  new  words  to  fpeak  my  flame  * 
Teach  me  to  woo  thee  by  thy  beft-lov'd  name. 
Whether  the  ftyle  of  Grildrig  pleafe  thee  moft, 
So  call'd  on  Brobdingnag's  ftupendous  coaft, 
When  on  the  monarch's  ample  hand  you  fate, 
And  hailoo'd  in  his  ear  intrigues  of  ftate; 
Or  Quinbus  Fleftrin  more  endearment  brings, 
When  like  a  mountain  you  look'd  down  on  kings  j 
If  Ducal  Nardac,  Lilliputian  peer, 
Or  Glumblum's  humbler  title  footh  thy  ear  ; 
Nay,  would  kind  Jove  my  organs  fo  difpofe, 
To  hymn  harmonious  Houyhnhnm  through  the 

nofe, 

I'd  call  the  Houyhnhnm,  that  high-founding 
Thy  children's  nofes  all  mould  twang  the  fame, 
So  migh't  I  firid  my  loving  fpoufe  of  courfe 
Endued  with  all  the  virtues  of  a  horfe. 

EPISTLE    IX. 

BOUNCE    TO    FOP. 
Fram  a  Dog  at  'Twickenham,  to  a  Dog  at  Court  t 

To  thee,  fweet  Fop-,  thefe  lines  I  fend, 
Who,  though  no  fpaniel,  am  a  friend. 
Though  once  my  tail  in  wanton  play, 
Now  friiking  this,  and  then  that  way, 
Chanc'd,  with  a  touch  of  juft  the  tip, 
To  hurt  your  lady-lap-dog-fhip  ; 
Yet  thence  to  think  I'd  bite  your  head  off, 
Sure  Bounce  is  one  you  never  read  of. 

Fop  :  you  can  dance,  and  make  a  leg, 
Can  fetch  and  carry,  cringe  and  beg  ; 
And  (what's  the  top  of  all  your  tricks) 
Can  ftoop  to  pick  up  firings  and  flicks. 
We  country  d<..gf  love  nobler  fport, 
And  fcorn  the  pranks  of  dogs  at  court, 
Fy,  naughty  Fop !  where'er  you  come 
To  fart  and  pifs  about  the  room, 
To  lay  your  head  in  every  lap, 
And  when  they  think  not  of  you— fnap  ; 
The  Worft  that  eiivy,  or  that  fpite, 
E'er  laid  of  me  is,  I  can  bite  ; 
That  fturdy  vagrants,  rogues  in  rags, 
Who  poke  at  me,  can  make  no  brags ; 
And  that  to  touze  fuch  things  as  flutter, 
The  honed  Bounce  is  bread  and  butter. 

While  you  and  every  courtly  fop 
Fawri  on  the  devil  for  a  chop  ; 
I've  the  humanity  to  hate 
A  butcher,  though  he  brings  me  meat : 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  have  a  nofa 
(Whatever  flinktngjops  fuppofe) 
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That,  under  cloth  of  gold"  or  tiflue, 

Can  fmell  a  plafter,  or  an  iffue. 

Your  pilfering  lord,  with  fimple  pride, 

May  wear  a  pick-lock  at  his  fide  : 

My  mafler  wants  no  key  of  flate, 

For  Bounce  can  keep  his  houfe  and  gate. 

When  allfuch  dogs  have  had  their  days, 
A**  knavifh  Pains,  and  fawning  Trays  : 
When  pamper'd  Cupids,  beaftly  Veni's, 
And  motly,  fquinting  Harlequini's  *, 
Shall  lick  no  more  their  lady's  breech, 
But  die  of  loofenefs,  claps,  or  itch  ; 
Fair  Thames  from  either  echoing  fhore 
Shall  hear  and  dread  my  manly  roar. 

See  Bounce,  like  Berecynthia  crown'd, 
With  thundering  offspring  all  around, 
Beneath,  befide  ine,  and  at  top, 
A  hundred  fons  !  and  not  one  Fop. 
Before  my  children  fet  your  beef, 
Not  one  true  Bounce  will  be  a  thief; 
Not  one  without  permifilon  feed 

(Though  fome  of  J 's  hungry  breed) ; 

But  whatfoe'er  the  father's  race, 
From  me  they  fuck  a  little  grace  : 
"While  your  fine  whelps  learn  all  to  fteal, 
DBred  up  by  hand  on  chick,  and  veal. 

My  eldeft-borh  refides  not  far 
"Where  fhines  great  Stafford's  glittering  ftar  j 
IMy  fecond  (child  of  fortune  ' )  waits 
At  Burlington's  Palladlan  gates; 
A  third  majeftically  ftalks 
(Happieft  of  dogs)  in  Cobham's  walks  I 
One  ufhers  friends  to  Bathurft's  door, 
One  fawns  at  Oxford's  on  the  poor. 

Nobles,  whom  arms  or  arts  axiom, 
Wait  for  my  infants  yet  unborn. 
^Nohe  *but  a  peer  of  wit  and  grace 
Can  hope  a  puppy  of  my  race  : 
And,  oh  !  would  fate  the  blifs  decree 
To  mine  (a  blifs  too  great  for  me), 
That  two  my  talleft  fons  might  grace, 
Attending  each  with  ftately  pace, 
lulus'  fide,  as  crft  Evander'sf , 
To  keep  off  flatterers,  fpies,  and  panders; 
To  let  no  noble  Have  come  near, 
And  fcare  Lord  Fannies  from  his  ear  : 
Then  might  a  royal  youth,  and  true, 

Enjoy  at  leaft  a  friend or  two  ; 

A  treaiure,  which,  of  royal  kind, 
Few  but  himfelf  deferve  to  find  ; 
Then  Bounce  ('tis  all  that  Bounce  can  crave) 
Shall  wag  her  tail  within  the  grave. 
And  though  no  do&ors,  Whig  or  Tory  ones, 
•Except  the  fed  of  Pythagoreans, 
Have  immortality  affign'd 
To  any  beaft  but  Dryden's  hind  f : 
Yet  Mafter  Pope,  whom  truth  and  fcnfe 
Shall  call  their  friend  fomc  ages  hence, 
Though  now,  on  loftier  themes  he  lings, 
Than  to  beft6w  a  word  on  kings, 

*  Alii  legimt  Harveguini's. 
f  Virg.  .SEn,  viii. 

.$  "  A    milk-white   hind,    immortal   and   un- 
chang'ci." Hind  and  J?ar.tbery  ver.  I. 
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Has  fworn  by  Styx  *,  the  poet's  oath, 
And  dread  of  dogs  and  poets  both, 
Man  and  his  works  he'll  foon  renounce, 
And  roar  in  numbers  worthy  Bounce. 

EPISTLE   X. 

To  tit  Learned  Ingenious  Author  f  of"  Licentia  Po- 
"  etica  Difcuffed;"  or,  tit  "  True  Teft  of  Po- 
"  etry."  Written  in  1709. 

THE  vulgar  notion  of  poetic  fire 

Is,  that  laborious  art  can  ne'er  afpire, 

Nor  conftant  ftudies  the  bright  bays  acqui 

And  that  high  flights  the  unborn  bard  receives, 

And  only  nature  the  doe  laurel  gives  : 

But  you,  with  innate  fhining  flames  endow'd, 

To  wide  Caftalian  fprings  point  out  the  god; 

Through  your  perfpedUve  we  can  plainly  fee 

The  new-difcoverr'd  r«ad  of  poetry ; 

To  ftcep  Parnaffus  you  direct  the  way 

So  fmooth,  that  venturous  travellers  cannot  ftraj, 

But  with  unerring  fteps  rough  ways  difdain, 

And  by  you  led,  the  beauteous  fummit  gain, 

Where  polifh'd  lays  fhall  raife  their  growing  fames, 

And  with  their  tuneful  guide  enrol  their  honour'd 


EPISTLE    XI. 

T»  my  Ingenious  and  Worthy  Friend^  WlLUAM 
LowNDS.^/y.  Author  of  that  Celebrated  Treaty, 
in  folio,  called  "  The  Land-Tax  Bill." 

WHEN  poets  print  their  works,  the  fcribbling  cre^r 

Stick  the  bard  o'er  with  bays,  like  Chriftmas-pew. 

Can  meagre  poetry  fuch  fame  deferve  ? 

Can  poetry,  that  only  writes  to  ftarve  ? 

And  fhall  no  laurel  deck  that  famous  head, 

In  which  the  fenate's  annual  law  is  bred  ? 

That  hoary  head,  which  greater  glory  fires, 

By  nobler  ways  and  means  true  fame  acquires. 

O  had  1  Virgil's  force,  to  fing  the  man, 

Whofe  learned  lines  can  millions  r&ik  fer  ann.t 

Great  Lownds's  praiie  fhould  fwell  the  trump  of 
fame, 

And  rapes  and  weapontake*  refound  his  name  1 
If  the  blind  poet  gain'd  a  long  renown 

By  finding  every  Grecian  chief  and  town  ; 

Sure  Lownds's  prof  e  much  greater  fame  requires,*^ 

Which  fweetly  counts  five  thoufand  knighcs  and  f 
fquircs,  I* 

Their  feats,  their  cities,  parifhes,  and  fhires.        3 
Thy  copious  preamble  fo  fmoothly  runs, 

Taxes  no  more  appear  like  legal  duns :         [obey; 

Lords,  knights,  and  'fquires,  th'  afleffor's  power 

We  read  with  pleafure,  though  with  pain  we  pay. 
Ah  !  why  did  Coningiby  thy  works  defame  !  - 

That  author's  long  harangue  betrays  his  name. 

After  his  fpeeches  can  his  pen  fuccecd  ? 

Though  forc'd  to  hear,  we're  not  oblig'd  to  read- 
Under  what  fcience  fhali  thy  works  be  read  ? 

All  know  thou  were  not  poet  born  and  bred. 


*  Orrg.  Sticks  ;  purfofely  mis-ffeltt  to  make  it 

dread  of  c^ogs." 

f  Dr.  W:ill«m  Cwar<t. 
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Or  doft  thou  boaft.  tV  hiftorian's  lading  pen, 
Whofe  annals  are  the  acts  of  worthy  men  I 
No.  Satire  is  thy  talent ;  and  each  lafli 
Makes  the  rich  mifer  tremble  o'er  his  cafh. 
What  on  the  drunkard  can  be  more  fevere, 
Than  direful  taxes  on  his  ale  and  beer  ? 

Ev'n  Button's  wits  are  nought,  compared  to  thee 

Who  ne'er  were  known  or  prais'd  but  o'er  his 
tea ;  [fpread 

While   thou  through  Britain's  diftant  iile  {halt 

In  every  hundred  and  divifion  read. 

Critics  in  claffics  «ft  interpolate, 

But  every  word  of  thine  is  fix'd  as  fate. 

Some  works  come  forth  at  morn,  but  die  at  night, 

In  blazing  fringes  round  a  tallow-light. 

Some  may  perhaps  to  a  whole  week  extend, 

Like  Steele  (when  unaffifted  by  a  friend)  : 

But  thou  (halt  live  a  year,  in  fpite  of  fate ; 

And  where's  your  author  boafts  a  longer  date  ? 

Poets  of  old  had  fuch  a  wond'rou?  power, 

That  with  their  verfes  they  could  raife  a  tower  : 

But  in  thy  profe  a  greater  force  is  found ; 

What  poet  ever  rais'd  ten  thoufand  pound  ? 

Cadmus,  by  fowing  dragons  teeth,  we  read, 

Rais'd  a  vaft  army  from  the  poifonous  feed. 

Thy  labours,  Lownds,  can  greater  wonders  do  ; 

Thou  raifefl  -armies,  and  canfl  pay  them  too. 

Truce  with  thy  dreaded  pen  ;  thy  annals  ceafe ; 

Why  need  we  armies  when  the  land's  in  peace  ? 

Soldiers  are  perfect  devils  in  their  way  ;          [lay. 

When  once  they're  rais'd,  they're  curfed  hard  to 

EPISTLE    XII. 

70  a  young  Lady,  iiultbfamt  Lamprtyt, 

WITH  lovers  'twas  of  old  the  fafhion 

By  prefents  to  convey  their  paffion ; 

No  matter  what  the  gift  they  fent, 

The  lady  faw  that  love  was  meant. 

Fair  Afalanta,  as  a  favour, 

Took  the  boar's  head  her  hero  gave  her ; 

Nor  could  the  briftly  thing  affront  her ; 

*Twas  a  fit  prefent  from  a  hunter. 

When  'fquires  fend  woodcocks  to  the  dame^ 

It  ferves  to  ftiow  their  abfent  flame. 

Some  by  a  fnip  of  woven  hair, 

In  poefy'd  lockets,  bribe  the  fair. 

How  many  mercenary  matches 

Have  fprungfrom  diamond-rings  and  watches  ? 

But  hold — a  ring,  a  watch,  a  locket, 

Would  drain  at  once  a  poet's  pocket ; 

He  ftiould  fend  fongs  that  coft  him  nought. 

Nor  ev'n  be  prodigal  of  thought. 

Why  then  fend  lampreys  ?  Fye,  for  fhame  J 
*Twill  fet  a  virgin's  blood  on  flame. 
This  to  fifteen  a  proper  gift ! 
It  might  lend  futy-fivc  a  lift. 

I  know  your  maiden  aunt  will  fcold, 
And  think  my  prefent  fomewhat  bold. 
I  fee  her  lift  her  hands  and  eyes  : 
"  What ;  eat  it,  niece ;  eat  Spaniib  flies ! 
'  Lamprey's  a  moft  immodeft  diet  : 
"  You'll  neither  wake  nor  fleep  in  quiet. 
H  Should  I  to-night  eat  Sago-cream, 
g  'r\youl^  make  UK  blufh  to  tell  my  dream ; 


"  If  I  eat  lobfter,  'tis  fo  warming, 
"  That  every  man  I  fee  looks  charming. 
"  Wherefore  had  not  the  filthy  fellow 
M  Laid  Rochefter  upon  your  pillow  ? 
"  I  vow  and  fwear,  I  think  the  prefent 
"  Had  been  as  modeft  and  as  decent. 

"  Who  has  her  virtue  in  her  power  ? 
**  Each  day  has  its  unguarded  hour ; 
"  Always  in  danger  of  undoing, 
•*  A  prawn,  a  ftuimp,  may  prove  our  ruin ! 

"  The  (hepherdefs,  who  lives  on  fallad, 
"  To  cool  her  youth,  controuls  her  palate. 
"  Should  Dian's  maids  turn  liquorifli  livers, 
"  And  of  huge  lampreys  rob  the  rivers, 
"  Then,  all  befide  each  glade  and  vifto, 
"  You'd  fee  nymphs  lying  like  Califto. 

"  The  man,  who  meant  to  heat  your  bloodj 
"  Needs  not  himfelf  fuch  vicious  food—" 

In  this,  I  own,  your  aunt  is  clear, 
I  fent  you  what  I  well  might  fpare  : 
For,  when  I  fee  you  (without  joking), 
Ynur  eyes,  lips,  breads,  are  fo  provoking, 
They  fet  my  heart  more  cock-a-hoop, 
Than  could  whole  feas  of  craw-fifh  foup. 

EPISTLE    XIII. 
y»  a  Lady,  en  her  Paffion  for  Old  Clinc* 

WHAT  ecftafies  her  bofom  fire  ! 

How  her  eyes  languith  with  defire  ! 

How  bleft,  how  happy,  ftiould  I  be, 

Were  that  fond  glance  beftow'd  on  me  1 

New  doubts  and  fears  within  me  war  • 

What  rival's  near  ?  a  china  jar. 
China's  the  paffion  of  her  foul : 

A  cup,  a  plate,  a  dim,  a  bowl, 

Can  kindle  wlfhes  in  her  breaft, 

Inflame  with  joy,  or  break  her  reft.  • 
Some  gems  collect,  fome  medals  prize, 

And  view  the  rufl  with  lovers  eyes ; 

Some  court  the  ftars  at  midnight  hours ; 

Some  doat  on  nature's  charms  in  flowers  ; 

Jut  every  beauty  I  can  trace 

n  Laura's  mind,  in  Laura's  face  ; 

My  ftars  are  in  this  brighter  fphere, 

Vly  lily  and  my  rofe  is  here. 
Philofophers,  mor«  grave  than  wife, 

iunt  fcience  down  in  butterflies ; 
Or,  fondly  poring  on  a  fpider, 
~tretch  human  contemplation  wider. 

'oflils  give  joy  to  Galen's  foul ; 

ie  digs  for  knowledge,  like  a  mole ; 

n  fliells  fo  learn'd,  that  all  agree 
No  lifb  that  fwims  knows  more  than  he  ! 
In  fuch  purfuits  if  wifdom  lies, 
Who,  Laura,  fliall  thy  tafte  defpife  ? 

Where  I  fomc  antique  jar  behold, 
Or  white,  or  blue,  or  fpeck'd  with  gold  ; 
Veflels  fo  pure,  and  fo  refin'd, 
Appear  the  types  of  womankind  : 
Are  they  not  valued  for  their  beauty, 
Too  fair,  too  fine,  for  houfehold  duty  ? 
With  flowers,  and  gold,  and  azure,  dy'd, 
Of  every  houjfc  the  grace  and  pride  ? 
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How  white,  how  polifh'd  is  their  flcin, 
And  valued  moft  when  only  feeri  ! 
She,  who  before  was  higheft.  priz'd, 
Is  for  a  crack  or  flaw  defpis'd. 
I  grant  they're  frail;  yet  they're  fo  rare, 
The  treaiure  cannot  coft  too  dear  ! 
But  man  is  made  of  coarfer  fluff, 
And  ferves(convenience  well  enough; 
He's  a  ftrong  earthen  veffel,  made 
For  drudging,  labour,  toil,  and  trade  ; 
And,  when  wives  lofe  their  other  felf, 
With  eafe  they  bear  the  lofs  of  pelf. 

Hufbands,  more  covetous  than  fage, 
Condemn  this  china-buying  rage  ; 
They  count  that  woman's  prudence  little, 
Who  fets  her  heart  on  things  fo  brittle. 
But  are  thofe  wife  men's  inclinations 
F^c'd  on  more  ftrong,  more  Cure  foundations  ? 
if  all  that's  frail  we  mufl  defpife, 
No  human, view  or  fchenie  is  wile. 
Are  not  Ambition's  hopes  as  weak  ? 
They  fweli  like  bubbles,  fhine,  and  break. 
A  courtier's  promife  is  fo  flight, 
*Tis  made  at  noon,  and  broke  at  night. 
What  pkafure's  fure  ?  The  mifs  you  keep 
Breaks  both  your  fortune  and  your  flcep. 
The  man  who  loves  a  country  life 
Breaks  all  the  comforts  of  his  wife  ; 
Andj  if  he  quit  his  farm  and  plough. 
His  wife  in  town  may  break  her  vow. 
Love,  Laura,  love,  while  youth  is  warm, 
For  each  new  winter  breaks  a  charm  ;    • 
And  woman's  not  like  china  fold, 
But  cheaper  grows  in  growing  old  ; 
Then  quickly  choofe  the  prudent  part, 
Or  elfe  you  break  a  faithful  heart. 

EPISTLE    XIV. 
On  a  Mifeellany  of  Poems.     To  Bernard  Lintott. 

4t  Ipfa  varietate  tentamus  efficere  ut  alia  aliis,  qux- 
*'  dam  fortaife  omnibus  place^nt."  PLIN.  Epift. 

r 

As  when  fome  fkilful  cook,  to  pleafe  each  gueft, 
Would  in  one:mixture  comprehend  a  feaft, 
With  due  proportion  and  judicious  care 
He  fills  his  difh  with  different  forts  of  fare, 
Fifties  and  fowls  delicioufly  unite, 
To  feaft  at  once  the  tafte,  the  fmell,  and  fight. 

So,  Bernard,  mtift  a  mifcellany  be 
Compounded  of  all  kinds  of  poetry  ; 
The  mufes  olio,  which  all  taftes  may  fit, 
And  treat  each  reader  with  his  darling  wit. 

Would'ft  thou  for  mifcelianies  raife  thy  fame, 
And  btavely  rival  Jacob's  mighty  name, 
Let  all  the  mufes  in  the  piece  confpire  ; 
The  lyric  bard  muft  ftrike  th'  harmonious  lyre  ; 
Heroic  flrains  muft  here  and  there  be  found',- 
And  nervous  fenfe  be  fung  in  lofty  found;  i 
Let  elegy  in  moving  numbers  flow, 
And  fill  fome  pages  with  melodious  woe  ; 
Let  not  your  amorous  fongs  too  numerous  prove, 
!Nor  glut  thy  reader  with  abundant  love  ; 
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Satire  muft  interfere,  whpfe  pointed  rage 

May  lafli  the  rriadnefs  of  a  vicious  age  ; 

Satire  !  the  mufe  that  never  fails  to  hit, 

For  if  there's  fcandal;  to  be  fure  there's  wit. 

Tire  not  our  patience  with  Pindaric  lays, 

Thole  fwell  the  piece,  but  very  rarely  pleafe  ; 

Let  fhort-breath'd  epigram  its  force  confine, 

And  ftrike  at  follies  in  a  fingle  line.  [fown, 

Tranflations    fhould    throughout    the    work    be 

And  Homer's  godlike  mufe  be  made  our  own  j 

Horace  in  ufeful  numbers  fhould  be  fung, 

And  Virgil's  thoughts  adorn  the  Britifh  tongue. 

Let  Ovid  tell  Coriuna's  hafd  difdain, 

And  at  her  door  in  melting  notes  complain; 

His  tender  accents  pitying  virgins  move, 

Ar-1  charm  the  liftening  ear  with  tales  of  love. 

Let  every  claffic  in  the  volume  fhine, 

And  each  contribute  to  thy  great  dcfign ; 

Through  various  fubjedh  let  the  reader  range, 

And  raife  his  fancy  with  a  grateful  change. 

Variety's  the  fource  of  joy  below, 

From  whence  ftill  frefh  revolving  pleafures  flow. 

In  books  and  love,  the  mind  one  end  purfues, 

And  only  change  th'  expiring  flame  renews- 

Where  Buckingham  will  condefcend  to  give, 
That  honour'd  piece  to  diftant  times  muft  live; 
When  noble  Sheffield  ftrikesthe  trembling  firings, 
The  little  loves  rejoice,  and  clap  their  wings  ; 
Anacreon  lives,  they  cry,  th'  harmonious  fwain 
Retunes  the  lyre,  and  tries  his  Wonted  ftrain, 
'Tis  he— our  loft  Anacreon  lives  again. 
But,  when  th'  illuftrious  poet  foars  above 
The  fportive  revels  of  the  God  of  Love, 
Like  Maro's  mufe,  he  takes  a  loftier  flight, 
And  towers  beyond  the  wondering  Cupid's  fight. 
If  thou  would'ft  have   thy  volume  ftand  che 

left, 

And  of  all  others  be  reputed  heft, 
Let  Congreve  teach  the  liftening  groves  to  mourn, 
As  when  he  wept  o'er  fair  Paftora's  urn. 

Let  Prior's  mufe  with  foftening  accents  move, 
Soft  as  the  drains  of  conftant  Emma's  love  : 

Or  let  his  fancy  choofe  fome  jovial  theme, 
As  when  he  told  Hans  Carvel's  jealous  dream  ; 

Prior  th'  admiring  reader  entertains 

With  Chaucer's  humour,  and  with  Spenfer'sftrains. 
Waller  in  Granville  lives;  when  Mira  fings, 

With    Waller'*   hand   he    ilrikes    the    founding 
firings, 

With  fprightly  turns  his  noble  genius  fhines, 

And  manly  fenfe  adorns  his  eaiy  lines. 
On  Addiion's  fweet  lays  attention  waits, 

And  filence  guards  the  place  while  he  repeats  ; 

His  mufe  alike  on  every  fubjedt  charms, 

Whether  fhe  paints  the  god  of  love,  or  arms  : 

In  him  pathetic  Ovid  fings  again, 

And  Homer's  Iliad  fhines  in  his  campaign. 

Whenever  Garth  fhall  raife  his  fprightly  fong, 

Senfe  flows  in  eafy  numbers  from  his  tongue ; 

Great  Phoebus  in  his  learned  fon  we  fee, 

Alike  in  phyfic,  as  in  poetry. 

When  Pope's  harmonious  mufe  with  pleafure 
roves,  [groves, 

Amids  the  plains,  the  murmuring  (breams, 
i 
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I     Attentive  echo\  pleas'd  to  hear  his  fongs, 

Through  the  glad  {hade  each  warbling  note  pro- 
longs ; 

His  various  numbers  charm  our  ravifh'd  ears, 
His  fteady  judgment  far  out-fhoots  his  years, 
And  early  in  the  youth  the  god  appears. 

From  thefe  fuccefsful  bards  colled  thy  ftrains; 
And  praife  with  profit  fhall  reward  thy  pains  : 
Then,  while  calves-leather-binding  bears  the  fway, 
And  fheep-Jkin  to  its  flecker  glofs  gives  way  ; 
While  neat  old  Elzevir  is  reckon'd  better 
Than    Pirate    Hill's  brown    flieets    and    fcurvy 

letter ; 

While  print  admirers  careful  Aldus  choofe, 
Before  John  Morphew,  or  the  weekly  news; 
So  long  fhall  live  thy  praife  in  books  of  fame, 
And  Tonfon  yield  to  Lintott's  lofty  name. 
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EPISTLE   XV. 


To  the  mojl  honourable  tie  Earl  of  Oxford,   the  Lord 
High  Treafurer. 

The  Epigrammatical  Petition  of  your  Lordfhip's 
moft  humble  Servant, 

JOHN  GAT. 

I'M  no  more  to  converfe  with  the  fwains, 

But  go  where  fine  people  refort.: 
One  can  live  without  money  on  plains, 

But  never  without  it  at  court. 

If  when  with  the  fwains  I  did  gambol, 

I  array'd  me  in  filver  and  blue  ; 
When  abroad  and  in  courts  I  fhall  ramble, 

Pray,  my  lord,  how  much  money  will  do  ? 


ECLOGUES. 


THE   BIRTH    OF   THE    SQJJIRE. 
In  Imitation  of  the  Pollio  of  Virgil. 

YE  fylvan  mules,  loftier  ftrains  recite  : 
Not  at  all  in  (hades  and  humble  cots  delight. 
Hark  !   the  bells  ring  ;  along  the  diftant  grounds 
The  driving  gales  convey  the  fwelling  fountls; 
Th'  attentive  fwain,  forgetful  of  his  work, 
With  gaping  wonder,  leans  upon  his  fork. 
What  fudden  news  alarm-  the  waking  morn  ? 
To  the  glad  Squire  a  hopeful  heir  is  born. 
Mourn,  mourn,  ye  flags,  and  all  ye  beafts  of  chafe  ; 
This  hour  deftruction  brings  on  all  your  race  : 
See  the  pleas'd  tenants  duteous  Qfferings  bear, 
Turkeys  and  geefe,  and  grocer's  fweeteft  ware  ; 
With  the  new  health  the  ponderous  tankard  flows, 
And  old  OvSlober  reddens  every  nofe. 
Beagles  and  fpaniels  round  his  cradle  ftand, 
Kifs  his  moid  lip,  and  gentiy  lick  his  hand. 
He  joys  to  hear  rhe  fhrill  horn's  echoing  founds, 
And  learns  to  lifp  the  names  of  all  the  hounds. 
With  frothy  ale  to  make  his  cup  o'erflow, 
Barley  (hall  in  paternal  acres  grow; 
The  bee  fhall  fip  the  fragrant  dew  from  flowers, 
To  give  metheglin  for  his  morning-hours ; 
For  him  the  cluttering  hop  fhall  climb  the  poles, 
And  his  own  orchard  fparkle  in  his  bowls. 
'     His  fire's  exploits  he  now  with  wonder  hears, 
The  monftrous  tales  indulge  his  greedy  ears; 
How,  when  youth  ftrung  his  nerves  and  waim'd 

his  veins, 

He  rode  the  mighty  Nimrod  of  the  plains. 
He  leads  the  flaring  infant  through  the  hall, 
Points  out  the  horny  fpoils  that  grace  the  wall ; 
Tells,  how  this  flag  through  three  whole  counties 

fled, 

What  rivers  fwam,  wherebay'd,and  where  he  bled. 
Now  he  the  wonders  of  the  fox  repeats, 
Defcribes  the  defperate  chafe,  and  all  his  cheats ; 


How  in  one  day,  beneath  his  furious  fpeed, 
He  tir'd  feven  courfers  of  the  fleeteft  breed; 
How  high  the  pale  he  leap'd,  how  wide  the  ditch, 
When  the  hound  tore  the  haunches  of  the  *  witch! 
Thefe  ftories,  which  deicend  from  fon  to  fon, 
The  forward  boy  fhall  one  day  make  his  own. 

Ah,  too  fond  mother,  think  the  time  draws  nigh, 
That  calls  the  darling  from  thy  tender  eye ; 
How  fhall  his  fpirit  brook  the  rigW  rules, 
And  the  long  tyranny  of  grammar-fchools  ? 
Let  younger  brothers  o'er  dull  authors  plod, 
Lafh'd  into  Latin  by  the  tingling  rod  ; 
No,  let  him  never  feel  that  fmart  d  if  grace  : 
Why  fhould  he  wifer  prove  than  all  his  race  ? 
When  ripening  youth  with  down  o'erfhades  his 

chin. 

And  every  female  eye  incites  to  fin  ; 
The  milk-maid  (thoughtlefs  of  her  future  fhame) 
With  fmacking  lip  fliall  raife  his  guilty  flame  ; 
The  dairy,  barn,  the  hay -loft,  and  the  grove, 
Shall  oft  be  confcious  of  their  ftolen  love. 
But  think,  Prifcilla,  on  that  dreadful  time, 
When  pangs  and  watery  qualms  fhall  own  thy  crime. 
How  wilt  thou  tremble  when  thy  nipple's  preft, 
To  fee  the  white  drops  bathe  thy  fwelling  breafl '. 
Nine  moons  fhall  publicly  divulge  thy  fhame, 
And  the  young  fquire  foreflall  a  father's  name. 

When  twice  twelve  times  the  reaper's  fweeping 

hand 

With  levell'd  harvefls  has  beftrown  the  land  ; 
On  fam'd  St.  Hubert's  feaft,  his  winding  horn 
Shall  cheer  the  joyful  hound,  and  wake  the  morn  : 
This  memorable  day  his  eager  fpeed 
Shall  urge  with  bloody  heel  the  rifing  fteed. 
O  check  the  foamy  bit,  nor  tempt  thy  fate, 
Think  on  the  murders  of  a  five-bar  gate  ! 

*   The  mojl  common  accident  tofportfmcnt  to  hunt  is 
•witch  in  thejiafe  of  a  hare. 
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yet,  prodigal  of  life,  the  leap  he  tries, 
Low  in  the  cluft  his  groveling  honour  lies, 
Headlong  he  falls,  and  on  the  rugged  ftone 
Diftorts  his  neck,  snd  cracks  the  collar-bone. 
O  venturous  youth,  thy  thirft  of  game  allay  : 
May'ft  thou  furvive  the  perils  of  this  day  ! 
He  (hall  furvive  ;  and  in  late  years  be  fent 
To  fnore  away  debates  in  parliament. 

The  time  (hall  come,  when  his  more  folid  fenfe 
With  nod  important  (hall  the  laws  difpenfJe  ; 
A  Juftice  with  grave  Juftices  {hall  fit  ; 
He  praife  their  wifdom,  they  admire  his  wit. 
No  greyhound  (hall  attend  the  tenant's  pace, 
No  rufty  gun  rhe  farmer's  chimney  grace  ; 
"Salmons  fhall  leave  their  covers  void  of  fear, 
l^or  dread  the  thievifh  net  or  triple  fpear; 
Poachers  (hall  tremble  at  his  awful  name,  [game. 
Whom  yengeance   now   overtakes  for   murder 'd 

Affift  me,  Bacchus,  and  ye  drunken  powers, 
To  fing  his  frieridfhips  and  his  midnight  hours  ! 

Why  doft  thou  glory  in  thy  ftrerigth  of  beer, 
Firm  cork'd  and  mellow'd  till  the  twentieth  year; 
Brew'd,  or  when  Phoebus  warms  the  fleecy  fign, 
Or  when  his  languid  rays  in  Scorpio  fhine  ?  " 
Think  on  the  mifchiefs  which  from  hence  have 

fprung ! 

It  arms  with  curfes  dire  the  wrathful  tongue ; 
Foul  fcandal  to  the  lying  lip  affords, 
And  prompts  the  memory  with  injurious  words. 

0  where  is  wifdom  when  by  this  overpower 'd  ? 
The  ftate  is  cenfur'd,  and  the  maid  deflowcr'd  ! 
And  wilt  thou  ftill,  O  Squire,  brew  ale  fo  ftrong  ? 
Hear  then  the  dictates  of  prophetic  fong. 

Methinks  I  fee  him  in  his  hall  appear, 
"Where  the  long  table  floats  in  clammy  beer, 
*Mid(l  mugs  and  glaffes  (hatter'd  o'er  the  floor,  f 
Dead  drunk,  his  fervile  crew  fupinely  fnore  ; 
Triumphant,  o'er  the  proftrate  brutes  he  ftands, 
The  mighty  bumper  trembles  in  his  hands; 
Boldly  he  drinks,  and,  like  his  glorious  fires, 
In  copious  gulps  of  potent  ale  ocpires.  • 

THE    TOILETTE, 

. 

A  TOWN   FCI.OCUE. 
Lyiia. 

NOW  twenty  fprings  had  cloth'd  the  park  with 

green, 

Since  Lydia  knew  the  bloflbm  of  fifteen  ; 
No  loveis  now  her  morning  hours  molefr, 
And  catch  her  at  her  toilette  half  undreft ; 

1  he  thundering  knocker  wakes  the  ftreet  no  more, 
No  chairs,  no  coaches,  crowd  her  filent  door ; 
Her  midnights  once  at  cards  and  hazard  fled, 
Which  now,  alas  !  fhe  dreams'away  in  bed. 
Around  her  wait  fhocks,  monkeys,  and  incckaws, 
To  fill  the  place  of  fops  and  perjur'd  beaux^ 

In  thefe  file  views  the  mimickry  of  man. 
And  fmiles  when  grinning  Pug  gallants  her  fan  ; 
When  Poll  repeats,  the  ibunds  deceive  her  ear 
(For  founds  ?ike  his  once  told  her  Damon's  care)  ; 
With  thefe  alone  her  tedious  mornings  pafs ; 

,  Or,  at  the  dumb  devotion  of  her  glafs, 
She  fmooths  her  brow,  and  frizxjes  forth  her  hairs, 

,Ar.d  fancies  youthful  dr«fs  gives  youthful  aits; 


With  crimfon  wool  fhe  fixes  etery  grace, 
That  not  a  blufh  can  difcompofc  her  face. 
Reclin'd  upon  her  arm,  fhe  penfive  fate, 
And  curs' d  th'  inconflaniy  of  youth  too  late. 

O  youth  !   O  fpring  of  life  !   for  ever  loft  1 
No  more  my  name  Ihall  rtign  the  favourite  toaft;; 
On  glafs  no  more  the  diamond  grave  my  name, 
And  rhymes  mif-fpelt  record  a  lover's  flame  : 
Nor  mail  fide-boxes  watch  my  rcftlefs  eyes, 
And,  as  they  catch  the  glance,  in  rows  arife 
With  humble  bows ;  nor  white  lov'd  beaux  en- 
croach 

In  crowds  behind,  to  guard  me  to  my  coach. 
Ah,  haplefs  nymph  !  fuch  conqucfts  are  no  more  ;; 
For  Chloe's  now  what  Lydia  wa»  before  ! 

'Tis  true,  this  Chloe  boafls  the  peach's  bloom. 
But  does  her  nearer  whifper  breathe  perfume  ? 
I  own,  her  taper  (hape  is  form'd  to  pleafe. 
Yet  if  you  faw  her  unconfin'd  by  ftays ! 
Fhe  doubly  to  fifteen  may  make  pretence j 
Alike  we  read  it  in  her  face  and  fenfc. 
Her  reputation  !  but  that  never  yet 
Could  check  the  freedoms  of  a  young  coquette. 
Why  will  ye  then,  vain  fops,  her  eyes  believe  ? 
Her  eyes  can,  like  your  perjur'd  tongues,  deceive. 

What  fhall  I  do?  how  fpend  the  hateful  day  ? 
At  chapel  fliall  I  wear  the  mom  away  ? 
Who  there  frequents  at  thefe  unmodifh  hours, 
But  ancient  matrons  with  their  friz/led  towers, 
And  gray  religious  maids?  My  prefence  there 
Amid  that  fober  train  would  own  defpair  ; 
Nor  am  I  yet  fo  old  ;  nor  is  mjr  glance 
As  yet  fixt  wholly  to  devotion's  trance.        [range 

Straight  then  I'll  drcfs,  and  take  my  wontei 
Through  every  I  ndian  fhop  through  all  the  Change  ; 
Where  the  tall  jar  erc&s  his  coftly  pride, 
With  aritic  ihapes  in  china's  azure  dy'd  ; 
There  carelefs  lies  the  rich  brocade  unroll'd; 
Here  fhincs  a  cabinet  with  burnifh'd  gold  : 
But  then  remembrance  will  my  grief  renew, 
'Twas  there  the  raffling  dice  falfe  Damon  threw; 
The  raffling  dice  to  him  decide  the  prise  ; 
Twas  there  he  firft  convers'd  with  Chloe's  eyes. 
Hence  fprung  th'  ill-fated  caufe  of  all  my  fmart ; 
To  me  the  toy  he  gave,  to  her  his  heart. 
But  foon  thy  perjury  in  the  gift  was  found, 
The  fhiver'd  china  dropt  upon  the  ground  ; 
Sure  omen  that  thy  vows  would  faithlcfs  prove  j 
Frail  was  thy  prefcnt,  frailer  is  thy  love. 

O  happy  Pell,  in  wiry  poifon  pent ; 
Thou  ne'er  haft  known  what  love  or  rivals  meant, 
And  Pug  with  plcalure  can  his  fetters  bear, 
Who  ne'er  believ'd  the  vows  that  lovers  fwear  1 
How  am 'I  curft  (unhappy  and  forlorn) 
With  perjury,  with  love,  and  rival's  fcorn  ! 
Falfe  are  the  loofe  coquette's  inveigling  airs, 
Falfe  is  the  pompous  grief  of  youthful  heirs, 
Falfe  is  the  cringing  courtier's  plighted  word, 
Falfe  are  the  dice  when  gamefters  ftamp  the  boarda 
Falfe  is  the  fprightly  widow's  public  tear; 
Yet  thefe  to  Damon's  oaths  are  all  fincere. 

Fly  from  perfidious  man, "the  fex  difdaln; 
Let  fervile  Chlee  wear  the  nuptial  chain. 
Damon  is  pra&iB'd  in  the  modifh  -life, 
Can  hate,  and  yet  be  civil  to  a  wife. 


£    O 

He  games ;  Le  fvrears ;  he  drijaJcs ;  he  fights ;  he 

roves ; 

Yet  Chloe  can  believe  he  fondly  lovea. 
Miftrefs  and  wife  can  well  fupply  his  heed ; 
A  mifs  for  pleafure,  and  a  wife  for  bread. 
But  Chloe's  air  is  unconfin'd  and  gay, 
And  can  perhaps  an  injur'd  bed  repay  ; 
Perhaps  her  patient  temper  can  behold 
The  rival  of  her  love  adorn'd  with  gold. 
Powder'd  with  diamonds ;  free  from  thought  and 

care, 

A  hufband's  fullen  humours  (he  can  bear,     [eyes  ? 
Why  are  thefe  fobs  ?  and  why  thefe  dreaming 
Is  love  the  caufe  ?  No,  1  the  fex  defpife  ; 
I  hate,  I  lothe  his  bafe  perfidious  name. 
Yet  if  he  mould  but  feign  a  rival  flame  ? 
But  Chloe  boafts  and  triumphs  in  my  pains ; 
To  her  he's  faithful,  'tis  to  me  he  feigns. 

Thus  love-fick  Lydia  rav'd.  Her  maid  appears; 
A  band-box  in  her  fteady  hand  fhe  bears. 
How  well  this  ribband's  glofs  becomes  your  face  ; 
She  cries,  in  raptuacs  ;  then,  fo  fweet  a  lace! 
How  charmingly  you  look  1  fo  bright !  fo  fair ! 
*Tis  to  your  eyes  the  head-drefs  owes  its  air. 
Straight  Lydia  fmil'd  ;  the  comb  adjufts  her  locks 
And  at  the  playhoufe  Harry  keeps  her  box. 

THE  TEA-TABLE, 

A  TOWN  ECLOGUE. 

Doris   and  Melantbe. 

SAINT  James's  noon-day  bell  for  prayers  had  toll'd, 
And  coaches  to  the  patron's  levee  roll'd, 
When  Doris  rofe.  And  now  through  all  the  room 
From  flowery  tea  exhales  a  fragrant  fume. 
Cup  after  cup  they  fipt,  and  talk'd  by  fits, 
For  Doris  here,  and  there  Melanthe  fits, 
poris  was  young,  a  laughter-loving  dame, 
Nice  of  her  own  alike  and  others'  fame  : 
JVIelanthe's  tongue  could  well  a  tale  advance, 
And  fooner  gave  than  funk  a  circumftance  ; 
Lock'd  in  her  memory,  fecrets  never  dy'd. 
Doris  begun  :  Melanthe  thus  reply'd. 

Doris. 

Sylvia  the  vain  fantaftic  fop  admires ; 
The  rake's  loofc  gallantry  her  bofom  fires  ; 
Sylvia  like  that  is  vain,  like  this  fhe  roves; 
In  liking  them,  fhe  but  herfelf  approves. 

Melantbe. 

Laura  rails  on  at  men,  the  fex  reviles, 
Their  vice  condemns,  or  at  their  folly  fmiles. 
"Why  mould  her  tongue  in  juft  refentment  fail, 
Since  men  at  her  with  equal  freedom  rail  ? 

Doris. 

Laft  mafquerade  was  Sylvia  nymph-like  feen, 
Her  hand  a  crook  fuftain'd,  her  drefs  was  green; 
An  amorous  fhepherd  led  her  through  the  crowd, 
The  nymph  was  innocent,  the  fhepherd  vow'd; 
But  nymphs  their  innocence  with  fhepherds  truft ; 
So  both  withdrew,  as  nymph  and  fhtpherd  muft. 

Melantbe. 

Name  but  the  licence  of  the  modern  ftage, 
Laura  takes  fire,  and  kindles  into  rage; 
The  whining  tragic  love  fhe  fcarce  can  bear, 
But  naufeous  comedy  ne'er  fhock'd  her  «ar  9 
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Yet,  in  the  gallery  mobb'd,  fhe  fita  fecure, 
And  laughs  at  jefts  that  turn  the  box  demure. 

Doris. 

Truft  not,  ye  ladies,  to  your  beauty's  power, 
For  beauty  withers  like  a  fhrivel'd  flower ; 
Yet  thofe  fair  flowers,  that  Sylvia's  temples  bincJ9 
Fade  not  with  fudden  blights  or  winter's  wind  ; 
Like  thofe,  her  face  defies  the  rolling  year*  ; 
For  art  her  rofcs  and  her  charms  repairs. 

Melantbe. 

Laura  defpifes  every  outward  grace, 
The  wanton  fparkling-  eye,  the  blooming  face ; 
The  beauties  of  the  foul  are  all  her  pride, 
For  other  beauties  nature  has  deny'd  : 
If  affectation  fhow  a  beauteous  mind, 
Lives  there  a  man  to  Laura's  merits  blind  ? 

Doris. 

Sylvia  be  fure  defies  the  town's  reproach, 
Whofe  difhabille  is  foii'd  in  hackney  coach ; 
What  though  the  fafh  was  clos'd,  muft  we  con-* 

elude, 
That  fhe  was  yielding,  when  her  fop  was  rude  ? 

Melantbe. 

Laura  learnt  caution  at  too  dear  a  coft, 
What  fair  could  e'er  retrieve  her  honour  loft  ? 
Secret  fhe  loves ;  and  who  the  nymph  can  blame,t 
Who  durft  not  own  a  footman's  vulgar  flame  ? 

Doris. 

Though  Laura's  homely  tafte  defcends  fo  low  ; 
Her  footman  well  may  vie  with  Sylvia's  beau. 

Melanthe. 

Yet  why  fhould  Laura  think  it  a  difgrace, 
When   proud  Miranda's  groom  wears  Flanders* 
lace  ? 

Doris. 

What  though  for  mufic  Cynthio  boafts  an  ear  ? 
Robin  perhaps  can  hum  an  opera  air. 
Cynthio  can  bow,  takes  fnuff,  and  dances  well ; 
Robin  talks  common-fenfe,  can  write  and  fpell. 
Sylvia's  vain  fancy  drefs  and  fhow  admires ; 
But  'tis  the  man  alone  whom  Laura  fires. 

Melantbe. 

Plato's  wife  morals  Laura's  foul  improve  r 
And  this,  no  doubt,  muft  be  Platonic  love  I        N 
Her  foul  to  generous  adls  was  ftill  inclin'd. 
What  fhows  more  virtue  than  an  humble  mind  ? 

Dorif. 
What  though  young  Sylvia  love  the  park's  coot 

fhade, 

And  wander  in  the  dufk  the  fecret  ghde  ? 
Mafqu'd  and  alone  (by  chance)  fhe  met  her  fparkj 
That  innocence  is  weak  which  fhuns  the  dark, 

Melantbe. 

But  Laura  for  her  flame  has  no  pretence ; 
Her  footman  is  a  footman  too  in  fenfe. 
All  prudes  I  hate ;  and  thofe  are  rightly  curft 
With  fcandal's  double  load,  who  cenfure  firft, 

Doris. 

And  what  if  Cynthio  Sylvia's  garter  ty'd  ? 
Who  fuch  a  foot  and  fuch  a  leg  would  hide  ; 
When  crook-kneed  Phyllis  can  expofe  to  view 
Her  gold-clock'd  flocking,  and  her  tawdry  fhoc  j> 

Melantbe. 

If  pure  devotion  centre  in  the  face, 
If  cenfuring  others  fljow  intrinfic  grace,, 
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If  guilt  to  public  freedoms  be  combin'd, 
Prudes  (all  muft  own  ;  are  of  the  holy  kind  ! 

Doris. 

Sylvia  difdain*  referve,  and  flies  conftraint ; 
fihe  neither  is,  nor  would  be  thought,  a  faint. 

Mclanthe. 

Love  is  a  trivial  paflion,  Laura  cries : 
May  I  be  bleft  with  friendfhip's  ftricter  ties ! 
To  fuch  a  brcaft  all  fc crets  we  commend  ; 
Sure  the  whole  drawing-room'is  Laura's  friend. 

Deris, 

At  marriage  Sylvia  rails ;  who  men  would  truft  ? 
Yet  hufbands'  jealoufies  are  fometimes  juft. 
Her  favours  Sylvia  {hares  among  mankind  : 
Such  generous  love  fhould  never  be  confin'd. 

As  thus  alternate  chat  employ'd  their  tongue. 
With  thundering  raps  the  brazen  knocker  rung. 
Laura  and  Sylvia  came  ;  the  nymphs  arjfe  ; 
«  This  unexpected  vifit,"  Doris  cries, 
"  Is  doubly  kind  !"  Melanrhe  Laura  led  : 
**  Since  i  was  laft  fo  bleft,  my  dear,"  fhe  faid, 
"  Sure  'tis  an  age."    They  fate  ;  the  hour  was  fet; 
And  all  again  that  night  at  ombre  met. 

THE  FUNERAL. 

A    TOWN    ECLOGUE. 

Sabina.  Lucy. 

TWICE  had  the  moon  perform'd  her  earthly  race, 
Since  firft  the  veil  o'ercaft  Sabina's  face. 
Then  dy'd  the  tender  partner  of  her  bed. 
And  lives  Sabina  when  Fidelio's  dead  ? 
Fidelio's  dead,  and  yet  Sabina  lives. 
But  fee  the  tribute  of  her  tears  fhe  gives  ; 
Their  abfent  lord  her  rooms  in  fable  mourn, 
And  all  the  day  the  glimmering  tapers  burn ; 
Stretch'd  on  the  couch  of  ftate  Ihe  penfive  lies, 
While  oft'  the  friowy  cambric  wipes  her  eyes. ' 
Ncfw  enter'd  Lucy  ;  trufty  Lucy  knew 
To  roll  a  fleeve,  or  bear  a  billet-doux  ; 
Her  ready  tongue,  in  fecret  fervice  try'd, 
With  equal  fluency  fpoke  truth  or  ly'd; 
She  well  could  flulh  or  humble  a  gallant, 
And  ferve  at  once  as  maid  and  confidant  1 
,A  letter  from  her  faithful  ftays  fhe  took, 
"Sabina  fnatch'd  it  with  ah  angry  look, 
And  thus  in  hafly  words  her  grief  confeft  ; 
While  Lucy  ftrove  to  foothe  her  troubled  breaft. 

Sab'wa. 

What,  ftill  MyrtilloYhand  1  his  flame  I  fcorn  ; 
Give  back  his  paflion  with  the  feal  untorn. 
To  break  our  foft  repofe,  has  man  a  right  ? 
And  are  we  doom'd  to  read  whate'er  they  write? 
Not  all  the  fex  my  firm  refolves  fhall  move ; 
My  life's  a  life  of  forrow,  not  of  love. 
May  Lydia's  wrinkles  all  my  forehead  trace, 
And  Celia's  palenefs  ficken  e'er  my  face ; 
May  fops  of  mine,  as  Flavia's  favours,  boaft, 
And  coquettes  triumph  in  my  honour  loft  ; ' 
May  cards  employ  my  nights,  and  never  more 
May  thefe  curft  eyes  behold  a  matadore  ; 
Break  china,  perifh  fhock,  die  perroquet ; 
When  I  Fidelio's  dearer  love  forget ! 
Fidelio's  judgment  fcorn'd  the  foppifti  train  ; 
His  air  was  eafy,  and  his  drefs  was  plain ; 


His  words  fincere,  refpeA  his  prefenae  drew, 
And  on  his  lips  fweet  converfation  grew. 
Where's  wit,  where's  beauty,  where  is  virtue  fle4) 
Alas  !  they're  now  no  more  ;  Fidelio's  dead  i 

Lucy. 

Yet,  when  he  liv'd,  he  wanted  every  grace; 
That  eafy  air  was  then  an  aukward  pace  : 
Have  not  your  fighs  in  whifpers  often  faid, 
His  drefs  was  flovenly,  his  fpeecli  ill-bred  ? 
Have  not  I  heard  you,  with  a  fecret  tear, 
Call  that  fweet  converfe  fullen  and  fevere  ? 
Think  not  I  come  to  take  Myrtillo's  part: 
Let  Chloe,  Daphne,  Doris,  fhare  his  heart  ; 
Let  Chine's  love  in  every  ear  exprefs 
His  graceful  perfon  and  genteel  addrefs  ; 
All  well  may  judge  what  fhaft  has  Daphne  hitx 
Who  fuffers  filence,  to  admire  his  wit. 
His  equipage  and  liveries  Doris  move  ; 
But  Chloe,  Daphne,  Doris,  fondly  love. 
Sooner  fhall  cits  in  fafhions  guide  the  court, 
And  beaux  upon  the  bufy  Change  refort  ; 
Sooner  the  nation  fhall  from  fnuff  be  freed, 
And  fops  apartments  fmoke  with  India's  weed  ; 
Sooner  I'd  wifh  and  figh  through  nunnery  grates  ; 
Than  recommend  the  flame  Sabina  hates. 


Becaufe  fome  widows  are  in  hafte  fubdued  ; 
Shall  every  fop  upon  our  tears  intrude  ? 
Can  I  forget  my  lov'd  Fidelio's  tongue, 
Soft  as  the  warbling  of  Italian  fong  ?    . 
Did  not  his  rofy  lips  breathe  forth  perfume, 
Fragrant  as  fleams  from  tea's  imperial  bloom  ? 

Lucy* 

Yet  once  you  thought  that  tongue  a  greater  cuife, 
Than  fqualls  of  children  for  an  abfen'  nurfe. 
Have  you  not  fancy'd,  in  his  frequent  kifs, 
Th'  ungrateful  leavings  of  a  filthy  mifs  ? 

Satin  >. 

Love,  I  thy  power  defy  ;  no  fecond  flame 
Shall  ever  raze  my  dear  Fidelio's  name. 
Fannia  without  a  tear  might  lofe  her  lord, 
Who  ne'er  enjoy'd  his  prefcnce  but  at  board. 
And  why  fhould  forrow  fit  on  Lcfbia's  fat«  ? 
Are  there  fuch  comforts  in  a  fot's  embrace  ? 
No  friend,  no  lover,  is  to  Lefbia  dead  ; 
For  Lefbia  long  had  kno.^n  a  ferrate  bed.  [breaft; 
Gufh  forth,  ye  tears;  wafte,  wafle,  ye  fighs,  my 
My  days,  rny  nights,  were  by  Fidelio  bleit  1 

•     Lucy. 

You  cannot  fure  forget  how  oft'  you  faid, 
His  teazing  fondnefs  jealoufy  betray'd  ! 
When  at  the  play  the  neighbouring  box  he  took, 
You  thought  you  read  fufpicion  in  his  look. 
Wn  en  cards  and  counters  flew  around  the  board, 
Have  you  not  wifh'd  the  abfence  of  your  lord  2 
His  company  was  then  a  poor  pretence, 
To  check  the  freedom  of  a  wife's  expence. 

Sabina. 

But  why  fhould  I  Myrtillo's  paflion  blame, 
Since  love's  a  fierce  involuntary  flame  ? 

Lucy. 

Could  he  the  fallies  of  his  heart  withftand, 
Why  fhould  he  not  to  Chloe  give  his  hand  ? 
For  Chloe's  handfome  ;  yet  he  flights  her  flame  j 
Laft  night  fhe  fainted  at  Sabina's  name, 
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Why,  Daphne,  dofl  thou  blame  Sabina's  charms  ? 
Sabina  keeps  no  lover  from  thy  arms 
At  crimp  Myrtillo  play'd  ;  in  kind  regards 
Dori   threw  love,  unmindful  of  the  cards; 
Doris  was  touch'd  with  fpleen  ;  her  fan  he  rent, 
Flew  from  the  table,  and  to  tears  gave  vent. 
Why,  Doris,  doft  thou  curfe  Sabina's  eyes  ? 
To  her  Myrtillo  is  a  vulgar  prize. 
Sabina. 

Yet  fay,  I  lov'd  ;  how  loud  would  cenfure  rail  ! 

So  foon  to  quit  the  duties  of  the  veil  ! 

No,  fooner  plays  and  operas  I'd  forfwear, 

And  change  thefe  china  jars  for  Tunbridge  ware  j 

Or  trufl  my  mother  as  a  confidant, 

Or  fix  a  friendfhip  with  my  maiden  aunt  ; 

Than  till  —  to-morrow  throw  my  weeds  away* 

Yet  let  me  fee  him,  if  he  comes  to-day  1 

THE  ESPOUSAL, 

A   SOBER  ECLOGUE. 

JB  ft  ween  two-  of  the  People  called  ^ualers» 

CALEB.    TABITHA. 

BENEATH  the  fhadow  of  a  beaver  hat, 
Meek  Caleb  at  a  filent  meeting  fat  ; 
His  eye  -balls  oft*  forgot  the  holy  trance, 
While  Tabitha  demure  return'd  the  glance. 
The  meeting  ended,  Caleb  filence  broke, 
And  Tabitha  her  inward  yearnings  fpoke. 
Caleb. 

Beloved,  fee  how  all  things  follow  love  ; 
Lamb  fondleth  lamb,  and  dove  difports  with  dove; 
Yet  fondled  lambs  their  innocence  fecure, 
And  none  can  call  the  turtle's  bill  impure. 
O  faireft  of  our  fitters,  let  me  be 
The  billing  dove  and  fondling  lamb  to  thee. 
TabitLa. 

But,  Caleb,  know  that  birds  of  gentle  mind 

a  mate  among  the  fober  kind  ; 
Not  the  mockaws,  all  deck'd  in  fcarlet  pride, 
Entice  their  mild  and  modeft  hearts  afide  ; 
But  thou,  vain  man  1  beguil'd  by  Popifh  fhows, 
Doatefl  on  ribbands,  flounces,  furbelows. 
If  thy  falfe  heart  be  fond  of  tawdry  dyes, 
Gfl,  wed  the  painted  arch  in  fummer-fkies  ; 
Such  love  will  like  the  rainbow's  hue  decay, 
Strong  at  the  firft,  but  paffeth  foon  away. 


not  the  frailties  of  my  youthful  days, 
When  vice  mifled  me  through  the  harlot's  ways  ; 
When  I  with  wanton  look  the  fex  beheld, 
And  nature  with  each  wanton  look  rebell'd  ; 
Then  party-colour'd  pride  my  heart  might  move 
With  lace,  the  net  to  catch  unhallow'd  love. 
AH  fuch  like  love  is  fading  as  the  flower, 
Springs  in  a  day,  and  with'ereth  in  an  hour  : 
But  now  I  feel  the  fpoufal  love  within, 
And  fpoufal  love  no  fifter  holds  a  fin. 

Tabitba. 

I  know  thou  longcft  for  the  flauating  maid, 
Thy  falfehood  own,  and  fay  I  am  betray'd; 
The  tongue  of  man  is  blifter'd  o'er  with  lies, 
But  truth  is  ever  read  in  woman's  eyes. 
O  that  my  lip  obey'd  a  tongue  like  thine  ! 
GV  that  thiue  eye  bewray  d  a  love  li&e  mine  I 


Cahl. 


How  bitter  are  thy  words !  forbear  t*  teafe, 

too  might  blame — but  love  delights  to  pleafe, 
Why  (hould  I  tell  thee,  that,  when  laft  the  fur\ 
Painted  the  downy  peach  of  Newington, 
Jofiah  led  thee  through  the  garden's  walk, 
And  mingled  melting  kiffes  with  his  talk  ? 
Ah,  jeajoufy  !  turn,  turn  thine  eyes  afide : 
How  can  I  fee  that  watch  adorn  thy  fide  ? 
For  verily  no  gift  the  fitters  take, 
For  lull  of  gain,  but  for  the  giver's  fake. 

Tabltba. 

[  own,  Jofiah  gave  the  golden  toy, 
Which  did  the  righteous  hand  of  Quare  employ; 
When  Caleb  hath  aflign'd  fome  happy  day, 
I  look  on  this,  and  chide  the  hours  delay  : 
And,  when  Jofiah  would  his  love  purfue, 
On  this  I  look,  and  fhun  his  wanton  view. 
Man  but  in  vain  with  trinkets  tries  to  move ; 
The  only  prefent  love  demands  is  love. 

Cat*. 

Ah,  Tabitha,  to  hear  thefe  words  of  thine, 
My  pulfe  beats  high,  as  if  enflam'd  with  wine ! 
When  to  the  brethren  firft  with  fervent  zeal 
The  fpirit  mov'd  the  yearnings  to  reveal, 
How  did  I  joy  thy  trembling  lip  to  fee 
Red  as  the  cherry  from  the  Kentilh  tree  ! 
When  ecftafy  had  warm'd  thy  look  fo  meek, 
Gardens  of  rofes  bluihed  on  thy  cheek  !         [eyes  f 
With  what  fweet  tranfport  didft  thou  roll  thine 
How  did  thy  words  provoke  the  brethren's  fighs  I 
Words  that  with  holy  fighs  might  others  move, 
But,  Tabitha,  my  fighs  were  fighs  of  love. 

Talitba. 

Is  Tabitha  beyond  her  wiflies  blefl  ? 
Does  no  proud  worldly  dame  divide  thy  breafl  ? 
Then  hear  me,  Caleb,  witnefs  what  I  fpeak, 
This  folemn  promife  death  alone  can  treak  : 
Sooner  I  would  bedeck  my  brow  with  lace, 
And  with  immodeft  favourites  (hade  my  face, 
Sooner  like  Babylon's  lewd  whore  be  dreft 
In  flaring  diamonds  and  a  fcarlet  veft, 
Or  make  a  curtfey  in  Cathedra}  pew, 
Than  prove  inconftant,  while  my  Caleb's  trne. 

Caleb. 

When  I  prove  falfe,  and  Tabitha  forfake, 
Teachers  fhall  dance  a  jig  at  country  wake ; 
Brethren  unbeaver'd  then  fhall  bow  their  head, 
And  with  profane  mince-pies  our  babes  be  fed. 

Tabitba. 

If  that  Jofiah  were  with  pafiion  fir'd, 
Warm  as  the  zeal  of  youth  when  firft  infpir'd; 
In  fteady  love  though  he  might  perfevere, 
Unchanging  as  the  decent  garb  we  wear, 
And  thou  wert  fickle  as  the  wind  that  blows, 
Light  as  the  feather  on  the  head  of  beaux  ; 
Yet  I  for  thee  would  all  thy  fex  refign  : 
Sifters,  take  all  the  reft — be  Caleb  mine. 

Caleb. 

Though  I  had  all  that  finfal  love  affords, 
And  all  the  concubines  of  all  the  lords, 
Whofe  couches  creak  with  whoredom's  finful  fhame, 
Whofe  velvet  chairs  are  with  adultery  lame ; 
•Ev'n  in  the  harlot's  hall,  I  would  not  fip 
The  dew  of  lewdnefo  from  her  lying  lip  ; 


I'd  flmn  her  paths,  upon  thy  mouth  to  dwell, 
Morefweet  than  powder  which  the  merchants  fell. 
O  fohce  me  with  kifies  pure  like  thine  ! 
Enjoy,  ye  lords,  the  wanton  concubine. 
The  fpring  now  calls  us  forth;  come,fiftcr,  come, 
To  fee  the  primrofc  and  the  daify  bloom. 
Let  ceremony  bind  the  worldly  pair ; 
Sifters  efteera  the  brethren's  words  fincere. 
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Tati.'ka. 

Efpoufals  are  but  forms.  O  lead  me  li 
For  fecret  love  can  never  give  offence 


„ 


Then  hand  in  hand  the  loving  mates  withdraw 
True  lave  is  nature  unrejlrain'cl  by  lam. 
This  tenet  all  the  holy  feel  allows ; 
So  Tabitha  took  earned  of  a  fpoufc. 


ELEGIES. 


P  AN  T  H  E  A. 

&ONC  had  Panthea  felt  love's  fecret  fmart, 
And  hope  and  fear  alternate  rul'd  her  heart; 
Confenting  glances  had  her  flame  confeft  . 
In  woman's  eyes  her  very  foul's  expreft. 
Perjur'd  Alexis  fawthe  blufhing  maid, 
He  faw,  he  fwore,  he  conqucr'd,  and  betray'd. 
Another  love  now  calls  him  from  her  arms, 
His  fickle  heart  another  beauty  warms ; 
Thofe  oaths,  oft'  whifper'xl  in  Panthea's  ears, 
He  now  again  to  Galatea  fwears. 
Beneath  a  beech  th'  abandon'd  virgin  laid, 
In  grateful  folitude  enjoys  the  made  ;         [drains, 
There  with  faint  voice  me  breath'd  thefe  moving 
While  fighing  zephyrs  fhar'd  her  amorous  pains. 

Pale  fettled  forrow  hangs  upon  my  brow, 
Dead  arc  my  charms ;  Alexis  breaks  his  vow  ! 
Think,  think,  dear  ihepherd,  on  the  day*  you 

knew, 

When  I  was  happy,  when  my  fwain  was  true  ; 
Think  how  thy  locks  and  tongue  are  form'd  to 

move ; 

And  think  yet  more — that  all  my  fault  was  love. 
Ah,  could  you  view  me  in  this  wretched  Hate, 
You  might  not  love  me,  but  you  could  not  hate. 
Could  you  behold  me  in  this  confcious  made, 
Where  firft  thy  vows,  where  firft  my  love  was 

paid, 

Worn  out  with  watching,  fullen  with  defpair, 
And  fee  each  eye  fwell  with  a  gufhing  tear ; 
Could  you  behold  me  on  this  moffy  bed, 
From  my  pale  cheek  the  lively  crimfon  fled, 
Which  in  my  fofter  hours  you  oft'  have  fwora, 
With  rofy  beauty  far  outblum'd  the  morn ; 
Could  you  untouch'd  this  wretched  object  bear, 
And  would  not  loft  Panthea  claim  a  tear  ?     [fteal, 
You  could  not,  fure — tears  from  your  eyes  would 
And  unawares  thy  tender  foul  reveal. 
Ah  no  !  thy  foul  with  cruelty  is  fraught, 
Ko  tendernefs  difturbs  thy  favage  thought ; 
Sooner  fliall  tigers  fpare  the  trembling  lambs, 
And  wolves  with  pity  hear  their  bleating  dams ; 
Sooner  fliall  vultures  from  their  quarry  fly  j 
Than  faifc  Alexis  for  Panthea  figh. 
J 


Thy  bofom  ne'er  a  tender  thought  confeft, 
Sure  ftubborn  flint  has  arm'd  thy  cruel  breaft  5 
But  bardeft  flints  are  worn  by  frequent  rains, 
And  the  foft  drops  diffolve  their  foiid  veins  ; 
While  thy  relentlcfs  heart  more  hard  appears, 
And  is  not  fofcen'd  by  a  flood  of  tears. 

Ah,  what  is  love  !   Panthea'*  joys  are  gone, 
Her  liberty,  her  peace,  her  re^fon,  flown  1 
And  when  I  view  me  in  the  watery  glafs, 
1  find  Panthea  now,  not  what  fhe  was. 
As  northern  winds  the  new-blown  rofes  Waft, 
And  on  the  ground  ..heir  fading  ruins  caft  ; 
A»  fudden  blights  corrupt  the  ripen'd  grain, 
And  of  its  verdure  fpoil  the  mournful  plain  ; 
So  haplcfs  love  on  blooming  features  preys, 
So  haplefs  love  deftroys  our  peaceful  days. 

Come,  gentle  fleep,  relieve  thefe  wcary'd  eyes, 
All  forrow  in  thy  foft  embraces  dies  : 
Ther«,  fpite  of  all  thy  perjur'd  vows,  I  find 
Faithlefs  Alexis  languifhingly  kind: 
Sometimes  he  leads  me  by  the  mazy  ftream, 
And  pleafmgly  deludes  me  in  my  dream  ; 
Sometimes  he  guides  me  to  the  fecret  grove, 
Where  all  our  looks,  and  all  our  talk  is  love. 
Oh,  could  I  thus  confume  each  tedious  day, 
And  in  fweet  flumbers  dream  my  life  away  ! 
But  fleep,  which  now  no  more  relieves  thefe  eyes, 
To  my  lad  foul  the  dear  deceit  denies. 

Why  does  the  fun  dart  forth  its  cheerful  rays  ? 
Why  do  the  woods  refound  with  warbling  lays  ? 
Why  does  the  rofe  her  grateful  fragrance  yield, 
And  yellow  cowflips  paint  the  fmiling  field  ? 
Why  do  the  ftreams  with  murmuring  mufic  flow, 
And  why  do  groves  their  friendly  fhade  bellow  J 
Let  fable  clouds  the  cheerful  fun  deface, 
Let  mournful  filence  feize  the  feather'd  race  ; 
No  more,  ye  rofcs,  grateful  fragrance  yield, 
Droop,  droop,  ye  cowflips,  in  the  blafted  field ; 
No   more,  ye  ftreams,    with  murmuring 

flow, 

And  let  not  groves  a  friendly  fhade  beftow  : 
With  fympathifing  grief  let  nature  mourn, 
And  never  know  the  youthful  fpring's  return* 


OEMS. 


And  (hall  I  never  more  Alexis  fee? 

Then  what  is  fpring,  or  grove,  orflream,  to  me  ? 
Why  fport  the  (kipping  lambs  on  yonder  plain  ? 

"Why  do  the  birds  their  tuneful  voices  ftrain  ? 

Why  frifk  thofe  heifers  in  the  cooling  grove  ? 

Their  happier  life  is  ignorant  of  love. 
Oh,  lead  me  tofome  melancholy  cave, 

To  lull  my  forrows  in  a  living  grave ; 
,    From  the  dark  rock  where  daftiing  waters  fall, 
|    And  creeping  ivy  hangs  the  craggy  wall ; 
|    Where  I  may  wafte  in  tears  my  hours  away, 
i    And  never  know  the  feafons  or  the  day  ? 

Die,  die,  Panthea — fly  this  hateful  grove ; 

for  what  is  life  without  tke  fwain  I  love  ? 

A  R  A  M  I  N  TA. 

AN  ELEGY. 

Uow  Phoebus  rofe,  and  with  his  early  beams 
Wak'd  flumbering  Delia  from  her  pleafing  dreams ; 
Her  wifhes  by  her  fancy  were  fupply'd, 
And  in  her  fleep  the  nuptial  knot  was  ty'd. 
With  fecret  joy  (he  faw  the  morning  ray 
Chequer  the  floor,  and  through  the  curtains  play ; 
The  happy  morn  that  (hall  her  blifs  complete, 
And  all  her  rivals'  envious  hopes  defeat. 
In  hafte  (he  rofe,  forgetful  of  her  prayers, 
Flew  to  the  glafs,  and  praclis'd  o'er  her  airs : 
Her  new-fet  jewels  round  her  robe  are  plac'd, 
Some  in  a  brilliant  buckle  bind  her  waift, 
Some  round  her  neck  a  circling  light  difplay, 
Some  in  her  hair  difFufe  a  trembling  ray ; 
The  filver  knot  o'erlooks  the  Mechlin  lace, 
And  adds  becoming  beauties  to  her  face  ; 
Brocaded  flowers  o'er  the  gay  mantua  (hine, 
And  the  rich  flays  her  taper  (hape  confine  ; 
Thus  all  her  drefs  exerts  a  graceful  pride, 
And  fporting  loves  furround  th'  expecting  bride ; 
For  Daphnis  now  attends  the  blufhing  maid, 
JBefore  the  prieft  the  folemn  vows  are  paid  ; 
This  day,  which  ends  at  once  all  Delia's  cares, 
Shall  fvvell  a  thoufand  eyes  with  fecret  tears. 
Ceafe,  Araminta,  'tis  in  vain  to  grieve, 
Canft  thou  from  Hymen's  bonds  the  youth  re- 
trieve ? 

Difdain  his  perjuries,  and  no  longer  mourn  : 
Recal  my-lov^,  and  find  a  fure  return. 

But  dill  the  wretched  maid  no  comfort  knows, 
And  with  refentment  cherifhes  her  woes; 
Alune  (He  pines,  and,  in  thefc  mournful  (trains, 
Of  Daphnis'  vows,  and  her  own  fate  complains : 

Was  it  for  this  I  fparkled  at  the  Play, 
And  loiter'd  in  the  Ring  whole  hours  away  ? 
When  if  thy  chariot  in  the  circle  (hone, 
Our  mutual  paflion  by  our  looks  was  known : 
Through  the  gay  crwwd  my  watchful  glances  flew, 
Where'er  I  paf«,  thy  grateful  eyes  purfue.    [pain  ; 

"  Ah,  faithlcfs  youth!  too  well  you  faw  my 
**  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

Think,  Daphnis,  thiak  that  fcarce  five  days  are 
fled,  [you  faid; 

Since  (O  falfe  tongue  !)  thofe  treacherous  things 
How  did  you  ^raiie  my  (hape  and  graceful  air  1 
And  woman  thinks  ail  compliments  fincere, 
Didft  thou  not  then  in  rapture  fpeaJt  thy  flame, 
And  in  foft  fighs  breathe  Aramiata's  name  I 


Didft  thou  not  then  with  oaths  thy  paflion  prove, 
And  with  an  awful  trembling,  fay — IJlove  ?  [pain  ; 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth !  too  well  you  faw  my 
"  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

How  could'ft  thou  thus,  ungrateful  youth,  de- 
ceive ? 

How  could  I  thus,  unguarded  maid,  believe  J 
Sure  thou  canft  well  recal  that  fatal  night, 
When  fubtle  love  firft  enter'd  at  my  fight  t 
When  in  the  dance  I  was  thy  partner  chofe, 
Gods !  what  a  rapture  in  my  bofom  rofe  ! 
My  trembling  hand  my  fudden  joy  confefs'd, 
My  glowing  cheeks  a  wounded  heart  exprefs'd ; 
My  looks  fpokc  love ;  while  you,  with  anfwering 

eyes, 

In  killing  glances  made  as  kind  replies.          [faid 
Think,  Daphnis,  think  what  tender  things  you 
,Think  what  confufion  all  my  foul  betray'd. 
You  call'd  my  graceful  prefence  Cynthia's  air; 
And,  when  I  fung,  the  fyrens  charm'd  your  ear : 
My  flame,  blown  up  by  flattery,  ftrongcr  grew  • 
A  gale  of  love  in  every  whifper  flew.       [•«  pajn  ; 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth !  too  well  you  faw  my 
"  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

Whene'er  I  drefs'd,  my  maid,  who  knew  mv 

flame, 

Cherifh'd  my  paflion  with  thy  lovely  name  j 
Thy  picture  in  her  talk  fo  lively  grew, 
That  thy  dear  image  rofe  before  my  view ; 
She  dwelt  whole  hours  upon  thy  (hape  and  mieny 
And  wounded  Delia's  fame,  to  footh  my  fpleen  : 
When  (he  beheld  me  at  the  name  grow  pale-, 
Strait  to  thy  charms  (he  chang'd  her  artful  tale- 
And,  whe^j  thy  matchlefs  charms  were  quite  rwi 

o'er, 

I  bid  her  tell  the  pleafing  tale  once  more. 
Oh,  Daphnis !  from  thy  Araminta  fled  ! 
Oh,  to  my  love  for  ever,  ever  dead! 
Like  death,  his  nuptials  aM  my  hope  remove, 
And  ever  part  me  from  the  man  I  love.  ["  pain  ; 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth !  too  well  you  faw  n>y 
"  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

O  might  I  by  my  cruel  fate  be  thrown, 
In  fome  retreat  far  from  this  hateful  town ! 
Vain  drefs  and  glaring  equipage,  adieu  ! 
Let  happier  nymphs  thofe  empty  (hows  porfue. 
Me  let  fome  melancholy  (hade  furround, 
Where  not  the  print  of  human  ftep  is  found. 
In  the  gay  dance  my  feet  no  more  (hall  move 
But  bear  me  faintly  through  the  lonely  grove. 
No  more  thefe  hands  (hall  o'er  the  fpinnet  bound, 
And  from  the  fleeping  ftrings  call  forth  the  founds 
Mufic,  adieu!  farewell,  Italian  airs  ! 
The  croaking  raven  now  (hall  footh  my  cares. 
On  fome  old  ruin,  loft  in  thought,  I  reft, 
And  think  how  Araminta  once  was  bleft  • 
There  o'er  and  o'er  thy  letters  I  perufe, 
And  all  my  grief  in  one  kind  fentence  lofe  ; 
Some  tender  line  by  chance  my  woe  beguiles, 
And  on  my  cheek  a  fhort-liv'dpleafure  fmiles. 
Why  is  this  dawn  of  joy  ?  flow,  tears,  again ! 
Vain  arc  thefe  oaths,  and  all  thefe  vows  arc  vain  ; 
Daphnis,  alas  !  the  Gordian  knot  has  ty'd ; 
Nor  force  nor  cunning  can  the  band  divide,  [plain, 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth !  fmce  eyes  the  foul  cx- 
"  Why  knew  I  not  that  artful  tongue  could  feign*'* 
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AN  ELEGY  ON  A  LAP-DOG. 

SHOCK'S  fate  I  mourn ;  poor  Shock  is  now  no 

more; 

Ye  mufes,  mourn  ;  ye  chambermaids,  deplore. 
Unhappy  Shock  !  yet  more  unhappy  fair, 
Doom'd  to  furvive  thy  joy  and  only  care  ! 
Thy  wretched  fingers  now  no  more  (hall  deck, 
And  tie  the  favourite  ribband  round  his  neck  ; 
No  more  thy  hand  (hall  fmooth  his  glofly  hair, 
And  comb  the  wavings  of  his  pendent  ear. 
Yet  ceafe  thy  flowing  grief,  forfaken  maid; 
All  mortal  pleafures  in  a  moment  fade ; 
Our  fureft  hope  is  in  an  hour  deftroy'd ; 
And  love,  beft  gift  of  Heaven,  not  long  enjoy'd. 

Methinks  I  fee  her  frantic  with  defpair, 
Her  ftreaming  eyes,  wrung  hands,  and  flowing 

hair; 


Her  Mechlin  pinners,  rent,  the  floor  beftrow, 
And  her  torn  fan  gives  real  figns  of  woe. 
Hence  fuperftition.  that  tormenting  gueft, 
That  haunts  with  fancy'd  fears  the  coward  breaft; 
No  dread  events  upon  this  fate  attend, 
Stream  eyes  no  more,  no  more  thy  trefles  rend. 
Though  certain  omens  oft'  forewarn  a  ftate, 
And  dying  lions  (how  the  monarch's  fate  ; 
Why  mould  fuch  fears  bid  Caelia's  forrow  rife  ? 
For,  when  a  lap-dog  falls,  no  lover  dies. 

Ceafe,  Caelia,  ceafe  ;  reftrain  thy  flowing  tears  ; 
Some  warmer  paflion  will  difpel  thy  cares. 
In  man  you'll  find  a  more  fubftantial  blifs, 
More  grateful  toying,  and  a  fweeter  kifs. 

He's  dead.     Oh  lay  him  gently  in  the  ground  I 
Arid  may  his  tomb  be  by  this  verfe  renown'd  : 
"  Here  Shock,  the  pride  of  all  his  kind,  is  laid  : 
*c  Who  fawn'd  like  man,  but  ne'er  like  man  be- 
"  tray'd." 


SONGS    AND    BALLADS. 


SWEET  WILLIAM'S  FAREWELL  TO 
BLACK-EYED  SUSAN. 

ALL  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moor'd, 

The  ftreari  UTS  waving  in  the  wind, 
When  black-ey'd  Sufan  came  aboard. 
.     Oh  !  where  (hall  I  my  true-love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  failors,  tell  me  true, 
If  my  fweet  William  fails  among  the  crew. 
William,  who  high  upon  the  yard 

Rock'd  with  the  billow  to  and  fro, 
Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  heard, 

He  figh'd,  and  caft  his  eyes  below  : 
The  cord  flides  fwiftly  through  his  glowing  hands, 
And  (quick  as  lightning)  on  the  deck  be  (lands. 
So  the  fweet  lark,  high  pois'd  in  air, 
Shuts  clofe  his  pinions  to  his  breaft 
(If  chance  his  mate's  (brill  call  he  hear), 

And  drops  at  once  into  her  neft. 
The  nobleft  captain  in  the  Britifli  fleet 
Might  envy  William's  lip  thofe  kifics  fweet. 
O  Sufan,  Sufan,  lovely  dear, 

My  vows  (hall  ever  true  remain  ; 
Let  me  kifs  off  that  falling  tear  ; 

We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change,  as  ye  lift,  ye  winds ;  my  heart  (hall  be 
The  faithful  compafs  that  dill  points  to  thee. 
Believe  not  wbat  the  landmen  fay, 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  conftant  mind. 
They'll  tell  thee,  failors,  when  away, 

In  every  port  a  miftrefs  find  : 
Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  fo, 
jfor  thou  art  prefent  wherefoe'er  I  go. 


If  to  fair  India's  coaft  we  fail, 

Thy  eyes  are  feen  in  diamonds  bright, 
Thy  breath  is  Afric's  fpicy  gale, 

Thy  (kin  is  ivory  fo  white. 
Thus  every  beauteous  object  that  I  view, 
Wakes  in  my  foul  fome  charm  of  lovely  Sue. 
Though  battle  call  me  from  thy  arms, 

Let  not  my  pretty  Sufan  mourn; 
Though  cannons  roar,  yet,  fafe  from  harms, 

William  (hall  to  his  dear  return. 
Love  turns  afide  the  balls  that  round  me  fly, 
Left  precious  tears  mould  drop  from  Sufan's  eye. 
The  boatfwain  gave  the  dreadful  word, 
The  fails  their  fwelling  bofom  fpread  ; 
No  longer  muft  (he  ftay  aboard  : 

They  kifs'd,  (he  figh'd,  he  hung  IT--  head. 
Her  leflening  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land  :  • 
Adieu  I  (be  cries  ;  and  wav'd  her  lily  hand, 

A    BALLAD, 

FROM  THE  WHAT-DrYE-CALL-lT. 

'TWAS  when  the  feas  were  roaring 

With  hollow  blafts  of  wind ; 
A  damfel  lay  deploring, 

All  on  a  rock  reclin'd. 
Wide  o'er  the  foaming  billows 

She  caft  a  wiftlul  look ; 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  willows. 

That  trembled  o'er  the  brook. 
Twelve  months  are  gone  and  over, 

And  nine  long  tedious  days. 
Why  didft  thou,  venturous  lover, 

Why  didft  thou  truft  the  fea«j; 


POEMS. 


Ceafe,  ceafe,  thou  cruel  ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  reft  : 
Ah  !  what's  thy  troubled  motion 

To  that  within  my  bread  ? 
The  merchant,  robb'd  of  pleafure, 

Sees  tempefts  in  defpair ; 
But  what's  the  lofs  of  treafure, 

To  lofing  of  my  dear  ? 
Should  you  fome  coaft  be  laid  on, 

Where  gold  and  diamonds  grow, 
You'd  find  a  richer  maiden, 

But  none  that  loves  you  (o. 
How  can  they  fay  that  »ature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain ; 
Why  then  beneath  the  water 

Should  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 
No  eyes  the  rocks  difcover, 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep, 
To  wreck  the  wandering  lover, 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep. 

All  melancholy  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  (he  for  her  dear ; 
Repay'd  each  blaft  with  fighing, 

Each  billow  with  a  tear ; 
When  o'er  the  white  wave  (looping, 

His  floating  corpfe  (he  fpy'd; 
Then,  like  a  lily  drooping, 

She  bow'd  her  head,  and  dy'd. 

THE  LADY'S  LAMENTATION. 

A  BALLAD. 

PHYLLIDA,  that  lov'd  to  dream 
In  the  grove,  or  by  the  ftream  ; 

Sigh'd  on  velvet  pillow. 
What  alas !  mould  fill  her  head, 
Bat  a  fountain,  or  a  mead, 

Water  and  a  willow  ? 

Love  in  cities  never  dwells, 
He  delights  in  rural  cells 

Which  fweet  woodbine  covers. 
What  are  your  aflemblies  then  ? 
There,  'tis  true,  we  fee  more  men  ; 

But  much  fewer  lovers. 
Oh,  how  chang'd  the  profpect  grows ! 
Flocks  and  herds  to  fops  and  beaux, 

Coxcombs  without  number  ! 
Moon  and  ftars  that  (hone  fo  bright, 
To  the  torch  and  waxen  light, 

And  whole  nights  at  ombre. 

Pleafant  as  it  is,  to  hear 
Scandal  tickling  in  our  ear, 

Ev'n  of  our  own  mothers; 
In  the  chit-chat  of  the  day, 
To  us  is  pay'd,  when  we're  away, 

What  we  lent  to  others. 

Though  the  favourite  toaft  I  reign ; 
Wine,  they  fay,  that  prompts  the  vain, 

Heightens  defamation. 
Muft  1  live  'twixt  fpite  and  fear, 
Every  day  grow  handfomer, 

And  lofc  my  reputation  ? 


Thus  the  fair  to  fighs  gave  way, 
Her  empty  purfe  befide  her  lay. 

Nymph,  ah,  ceafe  thy  forrow. 
Though  curd  fortune  frown  to-night, 
This  odious  town  can  give  delight, 

If  you  win  to-morrow. 

DAMON  AND  CUPID. 

A  SONG. 

THE  fun  was  now  withdrawn, 

The  (hepherds  home  were  (pt4; 
The  moon  wide  o'er  the  lawn 

Her  filver  mantle  fpread  ; 
When  Damon  (lay'd  behind, 

And  faunter'd  in  the  grove. 
Will  ne'er  a  nymph  be  kind, 

And  give  me  love  for  love  ? 
Oh !  thofe  were  golden  hours, 

When  love,  devoid  of  cares, 
In  all  Arcadia's  bowers 

Lodg'd  fwains  and  nymphs  by  pairs; 
But  now  from  wood  and  plain 

Flies  every  fprightly  lafs ; 
No  joys  for  me  remain, 

In  (hades,  or  on  the  grafs. 

The  winged  boy  draws  near, 

And  thus  the  fwain  reproves : 
While  beauty  revel'd  here, 

My  game  lay  in  the  groves ; 
At  court  I  never  fail 

To  fcatter  round  my  arrows ; 
Men  fall  as  thick  as  hail, 

And  maidens  love  like  fparrows. 
Then,  fwain,  if  me  you  need, 

Straight  lay  your  fhcep-hook  down ; 
Throw  by  your  oaten  reed, 

And  hafte  away  to  town. 
So  well  I'm  known  at  court, 

None  aflcs  where  Cupid  dwells ; 
But  readily  refort 

To  Bellenden's  or  Lepell's. 

DAPHNIS  AND  CHLOE. 

A  SONG. 

DAPHNIS  (lood  penfive  in  the  (hade, 

With  arms  acrofs,  and  head  reclin'd ; 
Pale  looks  accus'd  the  cruel  maid, 

And  fighs  reliev'd  his  love-fick  mind: 
His  tuneful  pipe  all  broken  lay; 
Looks,  fighs,  and  a&ions,  feem'd  to  fay, 

My  Chloe  is  unkind. 
Why  ring  the  woods  with  warbling  throats  I 

Ye  larks,  ye  linnets,  ceafe  your  drains ; 
I  faintly  hear  in  your  fweet  notes 

My  Chloe's  voice  that  wakes  my  pains: 
Yet  why  ftiould  you  your  fong  forbear  J 
Your  mates  delight  your  fong  to  hear ; 

But  Chloe  mine  difdains. 
As  thus  he  melancholy  dood, 

Deje<5ted  as  the  lonely  dove, 
Sweet  founds  broke  gently  through  the  woodi 

I  feel  the  found ;  my  hear t-driogs  move. 


sfr 
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'Twas  not  the  nightingale  that  fung; 

No.     'Tis  my  Chloe's  fweeter  tongue. 

Hark,  hark,  what  fays  my  love  ? 

How  foolifli  is  the  nymph  (flxe  cries) 
Who  trifles  with  her  lover's  pain  ! 

Nature  ftill  fpeaks  in  woman's  eyes, 
Our  artful  lips  were  made  to  feign. 

O  Daphnis,  Daphnis,  'twas  my  pride, 

'Twas  not  my  heart  thy  love  deny'd;' 
Come  back,  dear  youth,  again. 

As  t'other  day  my  hand  he  feiz'd, 
My  blood  with  thrilling  motion  flew; 

Sudden  I  put  on  looks  difpleas'd, 
And  hafty  from  his  hold  withdrew. 

'Twas  fear  alone,  thou  fimple  fwain  ; 

Then  hadft  thou  preft  my  hand  again, 
My  heart  had  yielded  too ! 

'Tis  true,  thy  tuneful  reed  I  blam'd, 
That  fwell'd  thy  lip  and  rofy  cheek; 

Think  not  thy  fkill  in  fong  defam'd, 
That  lip  mould  other  pleafures  feck : 

Much,  much  thy  mufic  I  approve  ; 

Yet  break  thy  pipe,  for  more  I  love, 
Much  more  to  hear  thee  fpeak. 

My  heart  forbodes  that  I'm  betray'd, 

Daphnis,  I  fear,  is  ever  gone ; 
Laft  night  with  Delia's  dog  he  play.'d, 

Love  by  fuch  trifles  firft  comes  on. 
Now,  now,  dear  fhepherd,  come  away, 
My  tongue  would  now  my  heart  obey. 

Ah,  Chloe,  thou  art  won  ! 

The  youth  ftepp'd  forth  with  hafty  pace, 
And  found  where  wiftung  Chloe  lay  ; 

Shame  fudden  lighten'd  in  her  face, 
Confus'd,  fhe  knew  not  what  to  fay. 

At  laft,  in  broken  words,  fhe  cry'd ; 

To-morrow  you  in  vain  had  try'd, 
But  I  am  loft  to-day. ! 

THE  COQUETTE  MOTHER  AND 
DAUGHTER. 

A  SONG. 

AT  the  clofe  of  the  day, 
When  the  bean-flower  and  hay 

Breath'd  odours  in  every  wind; 
L,ove  enliven'd  the  veins 
Of  the  damfels  and  fwain s ; 

Each  glance  and  each  action  was  kind. 
Molly,  wanton  and  free, 
Kifs'd,  and  fat  on  each  knee, 

Fond  ecftafy  fwam  in  her  eyes. 
See,  thy  mother  is  near  ; 
Hark  !  (lie  calls  thcc  to  hear 

What  age  and  experience  advife. 
Haft  thou  feen  the  blithe  dove 
Stretch  her  neck  to  her  love, 

All  gltfly  with  purple  and  gold  ? 
If  akifi  he  obtain, 
She  returns  it  again  : 

What  follows,  you  need  not 


Look  ye,  mother,  me  cry'J, 
You  inftrudt  me  in  pride, 

And  men  by  good  manner*  are  won, 
She  who  trifles  with  all 
Is  lefs  likely  to  fall 

Than  (he  who  but  trifles  with  one. 
Pr'ythec,  Molly,  be  wife, 
Left  by  fudden  furprife 

Love  (hould  tingle  in  every  rein : 
Take  a  fliepherd  for  life, 
And  when  once  you're  a  wife, 

You  fafely  may  trifle  again. 
Molly  fmiling  reply'd, 
Then  I'll  foon  be  a  bride; 

Old  Roger  has  gold  in  his  cheft. 
But  I  thought  all  you  wives 
Chofe  a  man  for  your  lives, 

And  trifled  no  more  with  the  reft. 

MOLLY    MOG: 
Or,  tbt  Fair  Maid  of  tie  Inn.      A 
SAJS  my  uncle,  I  pray  difcover 

What  hath  been  the  caufe  of  your  woes  ; 
Why  you  pine  and  you  whine  like  a  laver ! 
— I  have  feen  Molly  Mog  of  the  Rofe. 

0  nephew  1  your  grief  is  but  folly, 
In  town  you  may  find  better  prog ; 

Half  a  crown  there  will  get  you  a  Molly, 
A  Molly  much  better  than  Mog. 

1  know  that  by  wits  'tis  recited 

That  women  are  beft  at  a  clog ; 
But  I  am  notfo  eafily  frighted 

From  loving  of  fweet  Molly  Mog, 

The  fchool-boy'a defire  is  a  play-day; 

The  fchoolmaftcr's  joy  is  to  flog; 
The  milk-maid's  delight  is  on  May-day; 

But  mine  is  on  fweet  Mally  Mog. 

Will-a-wifp  leads  the  traveller  gadding         [bog ; 

Through  ditch,   and  through   quagmire,  aacl 
But  no  light  can  let  me  a-madding 

Like  the  eyes  of  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
For  guineas  in  other  men's  breeches 

Your  gamefters  will  palm  and  will  cog ; 
But  I  envy  them  none  of  their  riches, 

So  I  may  win  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
The  heart  when  half  wounded  is  changing, 

It  here  and  there  leaps  like  a  frog; 
But  my  heart  can  never  be  ranging, 

'Tis  fo  fix'd  upon  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

Who  follows  all  ladies  of  pleafure, 

In  pleafure  is  thought  but  a  hog ; 
All  the  fex  cannot  give  fc  good  meafurc 

Of  joys,  as  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
[  feel  I'm  in  love  to  diftra&ion, 

My  fenfes  all  loft  in  a  fog  ; 
And  nothing  can  give  fatisfadlion, 

But  thinking  of  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

*  This  ballad  -was  written  on  an  inn-keeper's 
fer  at  Oakingbam  in  Berkjbire,  tvho  in  ber  youth  iuat  a 
•elebrated  btauty  and  toajl :  Jbe  lived  to  a  very  aJvanttd 

,  dying  fo  lately  at  the  month  of  March)  1766. 


F    O    E    M    S. 


A  letter  wtfer  I  am  inditing,      ..    „ 

,  Comes  Cupid  and  gives  me  a  jog1, 

And  I  fill  all  the  paper  with  writing 

Of  nothing  but  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
If  I  would  not  give  up  the  three  Graces, 

I  wifti  I  were  hang'd  like  a  dog, 
And  at  court  all  the  drawing-room  faces,' 

For  a  glance  of  my  iweet  Molly  Mog. 
Thofe  faces  want  nature  and  fpirit, 
.   And  feem  as  cut  out  of  a  log : 
Juno,  Venus,  grid  Pallas's  merit, 

Unite  in  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
Thofe  who  toaft  all  the  Family  Royal, 
,;  In  bumpers  of  Hogan  and  Nog, 
Have  hearts  not  more  true  or  more  loyalf 

Than  mine  to  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

Were  Virgil  alivs  with  his  Phyllis, 
,   And  writing  another  eclogue  ; 
Both  his  Phyllis  and  fair  Amaryllis 
He'd  give  up  for  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

When  fhe  fmiles  on  each  gueft,  like  her  liq|uof ,' 

Then  jealoufy  fets  me  agog  ; 
To  be  fure  (he's  a  bit  for  the  Vicar. 

And  fo  I  fhall  lofe  Molly  Mog. 

B  A  L  LAD 

Or  all  the  girls  that  e'er  were  feen, 

There's  none  fo  fine  as  Nelly, 
For  charming  face,  and  (hape,  and  mferij 

And  what's  not  fit  to  tell  ye  : 
Oh  !  the  ttirn'd  neck,  and  fmooth  white  flfcifll,' 

Of  lovely  deareft  Nelly  ! 
For  many  a  fwain  it  well  had  been 

Had  Ihe  ne'er  been  at  CalaU. 
For  when  as  Nelly  came  to  France 

(Invited  by  her  coufihs), 
Acrofs  the  Tuilleries  each  glance 

Kill'd  Frenchmen  by  whole  dozens. 
The  king,  as  he  at  dinner  fat, 

Did  beckan  te  his  huffar, 
And  bid  him  bring  his  tabby  cat, 

For  charming  Nell  to  bufs  her. 

^The  ladies  were  with  rage  provok'd, 

To  fee  he?  fo  reflected; 
The  men  look'd  arch,  as  Nelly  flrok'd, 

And  pufs  her  tail  eredted. 
But  not  a  man  did  look  employ, 

Except  on  pretty  Nelly  ; 
Then  faid  the  Duke  de  Villeroy, 

"  Ah  !  qu'elle  eft  bien  jolie  '." 

But  who's  that  great  philofopher, 

That  carefully  looks  at  her  ? 
By  his  concern  it  fhould  appear, 

The  fair  one  is  his  daughter. 
Mjfoy  !  (quoth  then  a  courtier  fly) 

He  on  his  child  does  leer  too  : 
I  wifh  he  has  nq  mind  to  try 

What  fome  papa's  will  here  do. 
The  courtiers  all,  with  one  accord, 

Broke'out  in  Nelly's  praifes, 
Admir'd  her  rofe,  and  lys  fans  far  Jc, 

(W"hich  are  your  termcs,  £raricoijit\ 
Vot.  VIU. 


Then  might  you  fee  a  painted  ring 

Of  dames  that  flood  by  Nelly; 
She  like  the  pride  of  all  the  fpring, 

And  they,  like  Fleurs  de  Palais. 

In  Marli's  gardens,  and  St.  Clou'j 

f  faw  this  charming  Nelly, 
Where  (liamelefs  nymphs,  expos' d  to  view, 

Stand  naked  in  each  allee : 
But  Venus  had  a  braeen  face 

Both  at.  Verfailles  and  Mcudon, 
Or  elfe  (he  had  refign'd  her  place, 

And  left  the  ftone  (he  flood  on. 
Were  Nelly's  figure  mounted  there, 

Twould  put  down  all  th'  Italian  : 
Lord  !  how  thofe  foreigners  would  ftare  ! 

But  I  fhould  turn  Pygmalion  : 
For,  fpite  of  lips,  and  eyes,  and  mien, 

Me  nothing  can  delight  fo, 
As  does  that  part  that  lies  between 

Her  left  toe  and  her  right  toe. 

A  BALLAD  ON  QUADRILLE. 

WHEN  as  corruption  hence  did  go, 

And  left  the  nation  free ; 
When  Ay  faid  ay,  and  No  faid  no, 

Without  or  place  or  fee  ; 
Then  Satan,  thinking  things,  went  ill, 
Sent  forth  his  fpirit  called  Quadrille. 

Quadrille,  Quadrille,  &c. 
Kings,  queens,  and  knaves,  made  up  his  pack, 

And  four  fair  fuits  he  wore ;  ^ 
His  troops  they  were  with  red  and  black 

All  blotch'd  and  fpo'tted  o*er ; 
And  every  houfe,  go  where  you  will, 
Is  haunted  by  this  imp  Quadrille,  &C. 
Sure  cards  he  has  for  every  thing, 

Which  well  court  cards  they  name, 
And,  flatefman-like,  calls  in  the  king, 

To  help  out  a  bad  game ; 
But,  if  the  parties  manage  ill, 
The  king  is  forc'd  to  lofe  Codille,  &c. 

When  two  and  two  were  met  of  old, 

Though  they  ne'er  meant  to  many, 
They  were  in  Cupid's  books  enroll'd, 

And  call'd  a  Partie  Quarree  ; 
But  now,  meet  when  and  where  you  will. 
A  Partie  Quarree  is  Quadrille,  &c. 
The  commoner,  and  knight,  and  peer, 

Men  of  all  rank*  and  fame, 
Leave  to  their  wives  the  only  care 

To  propagate  their  name ; 
And  well  that  duty  they  fulfil,- 
When  the  good  hvrfband's  at  Quadrille,  &£} 
When  patients  lie  in  piteous  cafe, 

In  comes  th*  apothecary ; 
And  to  the  dodor  cries,  Alas  ! 

Nan  deles  Quadrlllare : 
The  patient  dies  without  a  pill : 
For  why  ?  the  doctor's  at  Quadrille,  &c. 
Should  France  and  Spain  again  grow  loud, 

The  Mufcovite  grow  louder; 
Britain,  to  curb  her  neighbours  proud, 

Would  want  both  ball  and  powder  J 
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Muft  want  both  fword  and  gun  to  kill : 
For  why  ?  the  general's  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

The  king  of  late  drew  forth  his  fword 
(Thank  God  'twas  not  in  wrath), 

And  made,  of  many  a  'fquire  and  lord, 
An  unwafh'd  Knight  of  Bath  : 

What  are  their  feats  of  arms  and  Ikill  ? 

They're  but  nine  parties  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

A  party  late  at  Cambray  met, 

Which  drew  all  Europe's  eyes; 
'Twas  calPd  in  Pofl-Boy  and  Gazette 

The  Quadruple  Allies ; 
But  fomebody  took  fomethjng  ill, 
So  broke  this  party  at  Quadrille,  &c. 
And  nowGod  fave  this  noble  realm, 

And  God  fave  eke  Hanover  ; 
And  God  fave  thofe  who  hold  the  helm, 

When  as  the  king  goes  over  ; 
But  let  the  king  go  where  he  will, 
His  fubje As  muft  play  at  Quadrille, 
Quadrille,  Quadrille,  &c. 

.      A  NEW  SONG  OF  NEW  SIMILIES, 
MY  paflion  is  as  muftard  flrong  ; 

I  lit  ail  fober  fad  ; 
Drunk  as  a  piper  all  day  long, 

Or  like  a  March-hare  mad.     • 
Round  as  a  hoop  the  bumpers  flow  ; 

I  drink,  yet  can't  forget  her ; 
for,  though  as  drunk  as  David's  fow, 

I  love  her  ftill  the  better. 
Pert  as  a  pear-monger  I'd  be, 

If  Molly  were  bat  kind ; 
Gool  as  a  cucumber  could  fee 

The  reft  of  womankind. 
.Like  a  (luck  pig  I  gaping  ftare, 

And  eye  her  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Lean  as  a  rake  with  fighs  and  care, 

Sleek  as  a  moufe  before. 
Plump  as  a  partridge  was  I  known, 

And  foft  as  filk  my  Ikin, 
My  cheeks  as  fat  as  butter  grown  ; 

But  as  a  groat  now  thin  1 
I,  melancholy  as  a  cat, 

And  kept  awake  to  weep ; 
But  fhe,  infenfible  of  that, 

Sound  as  a  top  can  fleep. 
Hard  is  her  heart  as  flint  or  ftone, 

She  laughs  to  fee  me  pale ; 
And  merry  as  a  grig  is  grown, 

And  brifk  as  bottled  ale. 

The  God  of  Love  at  her  approach 

Is  bufy  as  a  bee  ; 
Hearts,  found  as  any  bell  or  roach, 

Are  fmit  and  figh  like  me. 
Ay  me  ! ,  as  thick  ?.s  hops  or  hail, 

The  line  men  crowd  about  her; 
But  foon  as  dead  as  a  door  nail 

Shall  I  be,  if  without  her. 
Straight  as  my  leg  her  fhape  appears; 

©  were  vi  e  join'd  together  ;' 
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My  heart  would  be  fcot-free  from 

And  lighter  than  a  feather. 
As  fine  as  fivepence  is  her  mien, 

No  drum  was  ever  tighter; 
Her  glance  is  as  the  razor  keen, 

And  not  the  fun  is  brighter. 
As  foft  as  pap  her  kifles  are, 

Methinks  I  tafte  them  yet ; 
Brown  a&  a  berry  is  her  hair, 

Her  eyes  as  black  as  jet : 

As  fmooth  as  glafs,  as  white  as  curds. 

Her  pretty  hand  invites; 
Sharp  as  a  needle  are  her  words ; 

Her  wit,  like  pepper,  bites  : 
Brifk  as  a  body-loufe  fhe  trips, 

Clean  as  a  penny  drcft  ; 
Sweet  as  a  rofe  her  breath  and  lips, 

Round  as  the  globe  her  breaft. 
Full  as  an  egg  was  I  with  glee  ; 

And  happy  as  a  king. 
Good  Lord  !  how  all  men  envy'd  me  I 

She  lov'd  like  any  thing. 
But,  falfe  as  hell '.  fhe,  like  the  wind, 

Chang'd,  as  her  fex  muft  do  ; 
Though  feeming  as  the  turtle  kind, 

And  like  the  gofpel  true. 
If  I  and  Mdily  could  agree, 

Let  who  would  take  Peru  ! 
Great  as  an  emperor  fhould  I  be, 

And  richer  than  a  Jew. 
Till  you  grow  tender  as  a  chick, 

I'm  dull  as  any  poft  ; 
Let  us,  like  burs,  together  flick, 

And  warm  as  any  toaft. 
You'll  know  me  truer  than  a  dye ; 

And  wifh  me  better  fped  ; 
Flat  as  a  flounder  when  I  lie, 

And  as  a  herring  dead. 
Sure  as  a  gun,  fhe'll  drop  a  tear, 

And  figh,  perhaps,  and  wifh, 
When  I  am  rotten  as  a  pear, 

And  mute  as  any  fifh. 


NEWGATE'S  GARLAND: 

BEING  A  NEW  BALLAD, 

Showing  low  MR.  JONATHAN  WILD'S  Threat 
cut  from  Ear  to  Ear  ivith  a  Penknife,  by  Ml 
BLAKE,  alias  B  L  u  E  s  K I N ,  the  bold  Highway  mi 
at  bejloodat  bis  Trial  in  the  Old-B*iley,  1725. 

To  the  Tune  of—"  The  Cut-purfe." 

YE  gallants  of  Newgate,  whofc  fingers  are  nice, 

In  diving  in  pockets,  or  cogging  of  dice ; 

Ye  (harpers  fo  rich,  who  can  buy  off  the  noofe; 

Ye  honefter  poor  rogues,  who  die  in  your  (hoes  : 
Attend  and  draw  near, 
Good  news  you  (hall  hear,  [t« 

How  Jonathan's  throat  was  cut  from  ear 

How  Bluelkin's  (harp  penknife  hath  let  you 
eafe, 

And  every  man  rgund  me  may  rob  if  he 


When  to  the  Old-Baiky  this  Bluelkin  was  led, 
He  held  up  his  hand,  his  indi&ment  was  read, 
Loud  rattled  his  chains,  near  him  Jonathan  ftood, 
For  full  forty  pounds  was  the  price  of  his  biood. 

Then,  hopelefs  of  life, 

He  drew  his  penknife, 

And  made  a  fad  widow  of  Jonathan's  wife. 
But  forty  pounds  paid  her,  her  grief  Ihall  appeafe, 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 

Some  fay  there  are  courtiers  of  higheft  renown, 
Who  fteal  the  king's  gold,  and  leave  him  but  a 
crown ;  [men. 

Some  fay  there  are  peers,  and  fome  parliament- 
Who  meet  once  a  year,  to  rob  courtiers  again  : 

Let  them  all  take  their  fwing, 

To  pillage  the  king, 

And  pet  a  blue  ribbon  inftead  of  a  firing. 
Now  Bluefkin's  {harp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe, 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 
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Knaves  of  old,  to  hide  guilt  by  their  cunning  in- 
ventions, [fions  ; 
Call'd  briberies  grants,  and  plain  robberies  pen- 
Phyficians  and  lawyers  (who  take  their  degrees 
To  be  learned  rogues)  call'd  their  pilfering  fees  : 

Siace  this  happy  day, 

Now  every  man  may 

Rob  (as  fafe  as  in  office)  upon  the  highway. 
For  Bluefkin's  fharp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe, 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 
Some  cheat  in  the  cuftomi,  fome  rob  the  excife, 
But  he  who  robs  both  is  efteemed  moft  wife. 
Church-wardens,  too  prudent  to  hazard  the  halter, 
As  yet  only  venture  to  fteal  from  the  altar  : 

Rur  now  to  get  gold, 

They  may  be  more  bold,  [cold. 

And  rob  on  the  highway,  fince  Jonathan's 
For  Bluelkin's  lharp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe, 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 


MISCELLANIES. 


PROLOGUE, 

Difigried for  the  Pajloral  Tragedy  nf  Dlone. 

THERE  was  a  time  (O  were  thofe  days  renew'd!) 
Ere  tyrant-laws  had  woman's  will  fubdued; 
Then  nature  rul'd  ;  and  love,  devoid  of  art", 
Spoke  the  confenting  language  of  the  heart. 
Love  uncontroul'd  :  infipid,  poor  delight  1 
*  Tis  the  reftraint  that  whets  our  appetite. 
Behold  the  beafts  who  range  the  forefts  free  j 
Behold  the  birds  who  fly  from  tree  to  tree; 
In  their  amours  fee  nature's  power  appear  ! 
And  do  they  love  ?  Yes — 'one  month  in  the  year, 
Were  thofe  the  pleafures  of  the  golden  reign  ? 
And  did  free  nature  thus  inftrudl  the  fwain  ? 
1  envy  not,  ye  nymphs,  your  amorous  bowers  : 
Such   harmlefs   fwains! — I'm  ev'n  content  witli 

ours. 

But-  yet  there's  fomething  in  thefe  fylvan  fcenes, 
That  tells  our  fancy  what  the  lover  means. 
Name  but  the  mofTy  bank,  and  moon-light  grove, 
Is  there  a  heart  that  does  not  beat  with  love  ? 

To-night  we  treat  you  with  fuch  country  fare : 
Then  for  your  lover's  fake  our  author  fpare. 
He   draws   no   Hemfkiik   boors,    or   home-bred 

clowns, 
But  the  foft  (hephefds  of  Arcadia's  downs. 

When  Paris  on  the  three  his  judgment  pafs'd  ; 
I  hope  you'll  own  the  fliepherd  ihow'd  his  tafte  : 
And  Jove,  all  know,  was  a  good  judge  of  beautyj 
Who  made  the  nymph  Califto  break  her  duty  ; 
Then  was  the  country -nymph  no  aukward  thing. 
See  \yhat  ftrange  revolutions  time  can  bring  1 
Yet  ftiil  methinks  an  author's  fate  I  dread, 
Were  it  nut  fafer  beaten  paths  to  tread 
t)f  tragedy ;  than  o'er  wide  heaths  to  ftray, 
And  fcekhig  ftrange  adventures  lofe  hi*  way  ? 
3  . 


trumpet's  clangour  makes  his  heroine  ftart, 
And  tears  the  foldier  from  her  bleeding  heart. 
rTe,  focltfh  bard  !  rror  pomp  nor  fhow  regards. 
Without  the  witneis  of  a  hundred  guards 
rlis  lovers  figh  their  vows. — If  fleep  fhould  take  ycj 
rie  has  no  battle,  no  loud  drum  to  wake  ye. 
What,  no  fuch  Hiifts  ?  there's  danger  iri't,  'tis  true  ; 
Yet  fpare  him,  as  he  gives  you  fomething  new. 

,'vi..'. 

A  CONTEMPLATION  ON  NIGHT. 

WHETHER  amid  the  gloom  of  night  I  ftray, 
Or  my  glad  eyes  enjoy  revolving  day, 
Still  nature's  various  face  informs  my  fenfe, 
Of  an  all-wife,  all-powerful  Providence. 

When  the  gay  fun  firft  breaks  the  {hades  of  night, 
And  ftrikes  the  diftant  eaftern  hills  with  light, 
Colour  icturns,  the  plains  their  livery  wear, 
And  a  bright  verdure  clothes  the  fmiling  year; 
The  blooming  flowers  with  opening  beauties  glow"! 
And  grazing  flocks  their  milky  fleeces  fhow  j 
The  barren  cliffs  with  chalky,  fronts  arife, 
And  a  pure  azure  arches  o'er  the  Ikies. 
But  when  the  gloomy  reign  of  night  returns, 
Stript  of  her  fading  pride  all  nature  mourns  : 
The  trees  no  more  their  wonted  verdure  boaft, 
But  weep  in  dewy  tears  their  beauty  loft  : 
No  diftant  landfcapes  draw  our  curious  eyes; 
Wrapt  in  night's  robe  the  whole  creation  lies.      -t 
Yet  ft  ill,  ev'n  now,  while  darknefs  clothes  the  Iand3 
We  view  the  traces  of  th'  Almighty  hand  ; 
Millions  of  ftars  in  heaven's  wide  vault  appear, 
And  with  new  glories  hangs  the  boundlefs  fpherc  j 
The  filver  moon  her  wcftern  couch  forfakes, 
And  o'er  the  ikies  her  nightly  circle  makes  j 
Her  folid  globe  beats  back  the  funny  rays, 
Ajid  to  the  world  her  borrow'd  light  rer: 
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Whether  thofe  ftara,  that  twinkling  luftre  fenc 
Are  funs,  and  rolling  worlds  thofe  funs  attend, 
Ivlan  may  conjecture,  and  new  fchemes  declare  ; 
1'et  all  his  fyitems  but  conjectures  are. 
But  this  we  know^hat  heaven's  eternal  King, 
Who  bade  this  univcrfe  from  nothing  fpring, 
Can  at  his  word  bid  numerous  worlds  appear, 
And  rifing  worlds  th'  all-powerful  word  (hall-  hear 

When  to  the  wcftern  main  the  fun-  defcends, 
T"o  other  lands  a  rifing  day  he  lends; 
The  fpreading  dawn  another  fliepherd  fpies, 
The  wakeful  flocks  from  their  warm  folds  arife  ; 
Refrefh'd,  the  pcafant  feeks  hi's  early  toil, 
.And  bids  the  plough  ebrredl  the  fallow  foil. 
"While  we  in  fleep's  embraces  wafte  the  night, 
The  climes  oppos'd  enjoy  meridian  light : 
And  when  thofe  lands  the  bufy  fun  forfakcs, 
With  us  again  the  rofy  morning  wakes ; 
In  lazy  fleep  the  night  rolls  fwift  away, 
And  neither  clime  laments  his  atsfent  ray. 

When  the  pure  foul  is  from  the  body  flown, 
IfcJo  more  (hall  night's  alternate  reign  be  known  : 
The  fun  no  more  fliall  rolling  light  beftow, 
3ut  from  th'  Almighty  ftreams  of  glory  flow. 
Oh,  may  fome  nobler  thought  my  foul  employ, 
Than  empty,  tranfient,  fublunary  joy  ! 
The  ftars  ihadl  drop,  the  fun  fliall  lofe  his  flame  : 
But  thou,  O  God  !  for  ever  fhine  the  fame. 

A  THOUGHT  ON  ETERNITY. 

ERE  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  laid, 
lire  kindling  light  th'  Almighty  word  obey'd, 
Thou  wert ;  and  when  the  fubterraneous  flam'e 
Shall  burft  its  prifon,  and  devour  this  frame, 
From  angry  heaven  \vhen  the  keen  lightrring  flies', 
When  fervent  heat  diffolves  the  melting  fkies, 
Thou  ftill  flialt  be  ;  ftill  as  thou  wert  before, 
And  know  no  change,  when  time  fliall  be  no  more. 
O  endlefs  thought !  divine  Eternity  ! 
Th'  immortal  foul  fliares  but  a  part  of  thee  ! 
Tor  thou  wert  prefent  when  our  lite  began, 
When  the  warm  duft  fliot  up  in  breathing  man. 

Ah  !  whar  is  life  ?  with  ills  cneompafs'd  round, 
Amidil  our  hopes,  fate  ftrikcfrthe  ffcdden  waund  : 
To-day  the  (laiefman  of  new  honour  dreams, 
To-morrow  death  deftroys  hfs  airy  fchemes  j 
Is  mouldy  trealr.re  in  thy  cheft  confin'd? 
Think  all  that  tn-afurc  thou  mufl  leave  b'eh'?nd; 
Thy  heir  with  fmiks  fhall  view   thy  blazon'd 

herfe, 

And  ali  thy  hoards  with  Lviftr  haifcd  difperfe. 
Should  certain  fate  th1  impending  blow  delay* 
Thy  mirth  will  ficken,  and  rhy  Mo5>n  decay  ; 
Then  feeble  agt  tviil  all  thy  nerves  diiarm, 
}Jo  more  thy  blood  res  narrow  channels  warm. 
Who   then  would  wife  to  ftreteh   this  narrow 

fpan, 
To  fuifei  life  beyond  the  date  of  ma'n  ? 

The  virtuous  foul  purfues  a  nobler  aim, 
And  life  regards  but  as  a  fleeting  dre^m  : 
She  longs  to  wake,  and  wifhes  <:O  get  freCj 
To  launch  from  earth  into  eternity. 
¥or  while  the  boundlefs  theme  extends  our  thoiic-ht 
T«  |fcotj(aii(i  thcafand  roljjn j  years  arc  nought.  ' 


A    N 


EPIGRAMMATICAL  EXPOSTULATION  *. 

FROM  Mohock  and  from  Hawkubite, 

Good  Lord  deliver  me  ! 
Who  wander  through  the  ftreets  by  night, 

Committing  cruelty. 

They  flafli  our  fons  with  bloody  knives, 

And  on  our  daughters  fall; 
And  if  they  ravifh  not  our  wives, 

We  have  good  luck  withal. 

Coaches  and  chairs  they  overturn, 

Nay  carts  moft  eafily  : 
Therefore  from  Gog,  and  eke  Magog, 

Good  Lord  deliver  me  ! 

EPITAPH  OF  BVE-WORDS. 

HERE  lies  a  round  woman,  who  thought  mighty 
odd  [GoA 

Every  word  fhe  e'er  heard  in  this  church  abou* 

To  convince  her  of  God,  tht  good  dean  did  en- 
deavour, 

But  ftill  in  her  heart  (he  held  nature  more  clever. 

Though  he  talk'd  much  of  virtue,  her  head  alway* 
run 

Upon  fomething  or  other,  fhe  found  better  fun. 

For  the  dame,  by  her  {kill  in  affairs  aftrtnomical, 

Imagin'd  to  live  in  the  clouds  was  but  comical. 

In  this  world  flie  dcfpis'd  every  foul  flie  met  here, 

And  now  (he's  in  t'  other,  fhe  think*  it  but  quecc. 

MY  OWN  EPITAPH. 
LIFE  rs  a  jeft,  and  all  things  mow  it; 
I  thought  fo  once,  but  now  I  know  it. 

A  MOTTO 
For  the  Optra  of  Mutius  Scmnla  f. 

Wuo  here  blames  words,   or   verfes,  fongs,   « 

fingers, 
Like  Mutiu's  Scaevola  will  burn  his  fingers. 

WINE: 

A   POEM. 

"  Nulla  placere  diu,  nee  vivere  carmina  poflunt, 
"  Quae  fcribuntur  aqua  potoribus." 

)F  happinefs  terreftrial,  and  the  fource      [mufe  ; 
Whence    human    pleafures   flow,   fing,  heavenly 

)f  fparkting  juices,  of  th'  enlivening  g'ape, 

Vhofe  quickening  tafte  adds  vigour  to  the  foul, 
Whofe  fovercin  power  revive*  decaying  nature, 
And  thaws  the  frozen  bloud  of  hoary  age, 
A  kindly  warmth  djffufing; — youthful  fires 
Gild  his  dim  eyes,  and  paint  with  ruddy  hue 

l*s  wrinkled  vifage,  ghaftly  wan  before  : 

Cordial  reftorative  to  mortal  man, 

Vrith  copious  hand  by  bounteous  gods  beftow'o! ! 

*  Annexed,  in   1712,   to  Gay's  "  Wondirful  Prc* 
Lecv"  a  humorous  ireitife  on  tie  Mokoch. 
t  An  opera  by  Mr.  RoW, perform J  ht  j;^i, 
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Bacchus  divine,  and  my  adventurous  fong, 
That  with  no  middle  flight  intends  to  foar. 
Jnfpir'd,  fublime,  on  Pegafean  wing, 
By  thee  upborne.  I  draw  Miltonic  air. 

When  fumy  vapours  clog  our  loaded  brows 
With  furrow'd  frowns;  whenftupid,  downcaft  eyes, 
Th'  external  fymptoms  of  remorJ'e  within, 
Exprefs  our  grief ;  or  when  in  fullen  dumps, 
With  head  incumbent  on  expanded  palm, 
Moping  we  fit,  in  filent  forrow  drown'd  : 
Whether  inveigling  Hymen  has  trepann'd 
Th'  unwary  youth,  and  tied  the  Gorclian  knot 
Of  jangling  wedlock  not  to  be  diffolv'd  ; 
Worry'd  all  day  by  loud  Xantippe's  din, 
Who  fails  not  to  exalt  him  to  the  ftars, 
A*nd  fix  him  there  among  the  branched  crew 
,(Taurus,  and  Aries,  and  Capricorn, 
The  greateft  nvmfters  of  the  .zodiac)  : 
,Or  for  the  lofs  of  anxious  worldly  pelf, 
/Or  Cilia's  fcornful  flights,  and  cold  difdain, 
Which  check'd  his  amorous  flame  with  coy  repulfe ; 
The  worft  events  that  mortals  can  befall  : 
By  citres  deprcfs'd,  in  penfive  hyppifh  mood, 
With  flowed  pace  the  tedious  miuutes  roll. 
Thy  charming  fight,  but  much  morecharming  guft, 
New  life  incites,  and  warms  our  chilly  blood. 
^Straight  with  pert  looks,  we  raife  our  drooping 

fronts, 

And  pour  in  cryftal  pure,  thy  purer  juice  ;— - 
With  cheerful  countenance  and  fteady  hand 
•JUiie  it  lip  high,  then  fix  the  fpacious  rim 
To  the  expediting  mouth  ; — with  grateful  tafte, 
The  ebbing  wine  glides  fwiftly  o'er  the  tongue  ; 
The  circling  blood  with  quicker  motion  flies  : 
Such  is  thy  powerful  influence,  thou  ftraight 
Difpell'ft  thofe  cloud?,  that,  louring  dark,  eclips'd 
The  whilom  giories  of  the  gladfome  face  ;— 
While  dimpled  cheeks,  and  fparkling,  rolling  eyes, 
£"hy  cheering  virtues  and  thy  worth  proclaim. 
So  mifts  and  exhalations,  that  arife 
From  Mils' or  fteamy  lake,  dufky  or  gray. 
Prevail    till  Phesbus  fheds  Titanian  rays, 
And  paints  their  fleecy  fkrrts  with  ihining  gold : 
Unable  to  refift,  the  foggy  damps, 
That  veil'd  the  furface  of  the  verdant  fields, 
At  the  god's  penetrating  beams  difpcrfe  ; 
f  he  earth  again  in  former  beauty  fmiles, 
In  gaudieft  livery  dreft,  all  gay  and  clear. 

When  difappointed  Strephon  meets  repulfe? 
Scoff'd  at,  delpis'd,  in  melancholic  mood, 
Joylefs  he  waltes  in  fighs  the  lazy  hours  j 
Till,  reinforc'd  by  thy  moft  potent  aid,  . 
He  ftorms  the  breach,  and  wins  the  beauteausfert. 

To  pay  thee  homage,  and  receive  thy  bkffing, 
The  Britifh  feamen  quits  his  native  fhore, 
And  ventures  through  the  tr^cklefs,  deep  abyfs, 
Ploughing  the  ocean,  while  the  upheav'd  oak, 
*  With  beaked  prow,  rides  tilting  o'er  the  waves  ;" 
Shock'd  by  tempeftuous  jarring  winds,  the  rolls 
In  dangers  imminent,  till  fhe  arrives     '        {fence. 
At  tlftofe  beft  climes  thou  favour'ft  with  thy  pre- 
Whether  at  Lufitania's  fultry  coaft, 
Or  lofty  Teneriff,  Palma,  Ferro, 
Provence,  or  at  the  Celtiberian  fliores; 

With  gaz&g  pleafiars  and 


At  Paradife  (feat  of  our  ancient  fire) 
He  thinks  himfelf  arriv'd;  the  purple  grapes, 
In  largeft  clufters  pendant,  grace  the  vines 
In  numerous ;  in  fields  groteftjue  and  wild 
They  with  implicit  curls  the  oak  entwine, 
And  load  with  fruit  divine  his  fpreading  boughs^ 
Sight  moft  delicious !  not  an  irkfome  thought, 
Or  of  left  native  ifle,  or  Sbfent  friends, 
Or  deareft  wife,  or  tender  fucking  babe, 
His  kindly-treacherous  memory  now  prefents  j 
The  jovial  god  has  left  no  room  for  cares. 
Celeftial  liquor  !  thou  that  didft  infpire 
Maro  and  Flaccus,  and  the  Grecian  bard, 
With  lofty  numbers,  and  heroic  ilrains 
Unparallel'd  ;  with  eloquence  profound. 
And  arguments  convictive,  didft  enforce 
Fam'd  Tully,  and  Demofthenes  renownM  •; 
Ennius,  firft  fam'd  in  Latin  fong,  in  vain 
Drtw  Heliconian  ftreams,  ungrateful  wheft 
To  jaded  mufe,  and  oft,  with  vain  attempt, 
Heroic  ads,  in  flagging  numbers  dull, 
With  pains  effay'd;  but,  abjedl  ftill  and  low, 
His  unrecruited  mufe  could  never  reach 
The  mighty  theme,  till,  from  the  purple  fount 
Oi  bright  Lense-an  fire,  her  barren  drought 
He  quench'd,  and  with  infpiring  nectarous  juice 
Her  drooping  fpirits  cheer'd ; — aloft  fhe  towers. 
Borne  on  ftiff  pennons,  and  of  war's  alarms. 
And  trophies  won,  in  lofticft  numbers  fings. 
'Tis  thou  the  hero's  breaft  to  martial  adls, 
And  refolution  bold,  and  ardour  brave, 
Excit'ft :  thou  check" ft  inglorious,  lolling  eafe, 
And  fluggifil  minds  with  generous  fires  infiam'fh 

0  thouy  that  firft  nay  quicken'd  foul  didft  warm, 
Still  with  thy  aid  affift  me,  that  thy  praife, 
Thy  univerfal  fvvay  o'er  all  the  world, 

In  cverlafting  numbers,  like  the  theme, 

1  may  record,  and  fing  thy  matchlefs  worth. 

Had  the  Oxonian  bard  thy  praife  rehears'd, 
His  mufe  had  yetrctain'd  her  wonted  height ; 
Such  as  of  late  o'er  Blenheim's  field  Ihe  foar'd 
Aerial  .  now  in  Ariconian  bogs 
She  lies  inglorious  floundering,  like  her  theme 
Languid  and  faint,  and  on  damp  wing,  immerg'<J 
In  acid  juice,  in  vain  attempts  to  rife. 

With  what  fublimeft  joy  from  noify  towo, 
At  rural leat,  Lucretelus  rctirM  : 
Flaccus,  untainted  by  perplexing  care's, 
Where  the  white  poplar,  and  the  lofty  pine, 
Join  neighbouring  boughs,  fweet  hofpitable  fhadft 
Creating,  from  Phoebean  rays  fecure, 
A  cool  retreat,  with  few  well-chofen  friends, 
On  flowery  mead  recumbent,  fpent  the  hours 
In  mirth  imiocuous,  and  alternate  verfe  ! 
With  rofes  interwoven,  poplar  wreaths  $ 

Their  temples  bind,  drefs  of  fyiveftrian  gods ! 
Choiceft  ne&arean  juice  crown'd  largeft  bowls-, 
And  overlook'd  the  brim,  alluring  fight, 
Of  fragrant  fjcent,  attractive,  tafte  Divine  ! 
Whether  from  Formian- grape  deprefs'd,  Falern, 
Or  betin,  Mafllc,  Ganran,  or  Sabine, 
Lefbian,  0r  Ccecuban,  the  cheering  bowl 
Mov'd  brifkiy  round,  and  fpurr'd  their  heighton'4 

wit 
To  fing  M^ceca?'  praife,  their  patron  ty*gf 
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But  we  not  aspur.priftine  fires  repair 
T*  umbrageous  grot  or  vale;  but,  when  the  fun 
Faifttly  from  weftern  fkics  his  rays  oblique 
Darts  floping,  and  to  Thetis'  watery  lap 
Haftens  in  prone  career,  with  friends  fele& 
£wiftly  we  hie  to  Devil  *,  young  or  old, 
Jocund  and  boon,  where  at  the  entrance  ftands 
A  ftripling,  who  with  fcrapes  and  humil  cringe 
Greets  us  in  winning  fpeech,  and  accent  bland  ; 
With  lighted  bound,  and  fafe,  unerring  ftep, 
He  fkips  before,  and  nimbly  climbs  the  ftairs: 
Melampus  thus,  panting  with  lolling  tongue, 
And  wagging  tail,  gambols,  and  friflcs  bifore 
His  fequent  lord,  from  penfive  walk  return'd, 
Whether  in  fliady  wood,  or  pafture  green, 
And  waits  his  coming  at  the  well-known  gate— 
Nigh  to  the  ftairs' afcent,  in  regal  port, 
Sits  a  majeflic  dame,  whofe  looks  denounce 
Command  and  foyereignty  ;  with  haughty  air, 
And  ftudied  mien,  in  femi-circular  throne 
Enclos'd.  flie  deals  around  her  dread  commands ; 
Behind  her  (dazzling  fight !)  in  order  rang'd, 
Pile  above  pile,  cryftalline  veflels  (hine ; 
Attendant  flaves  with  eager  ftrides  advance, 
And,  after  homage  paid,  bawl  out  aloud 
Words  unintelligible,  noife  confus'd  : 
She  knows  the  jargoix  founds,  and  ftraight  de- 

fcribes, 

In  characters  myfterious,  words  obfcure  ; 
More  legible  are  algebraic  figns, 
pr  myftic  figures  by  magicians  drawn, 
\Vhen  they  invoke  th'  infernal  fpirits  aid. 

Drive  hence  the  rude  and  barbarous  difTonance 
pf  favage  Thracians,  and  Croarion  boors ; 
The  loud  Centaurian  broils  with  Lapithae 
Sound  harfh  and  grating  to  Lenasan  god; 
Chafe  brutal  feuds  of  Belgian  fkippers  hence 
(Amid  their  cups,  whofe  innate  temper's  (hown), 
In  QJumfy  fift  wielding  fcymmeterian  knife, 
"Who  flaili  each  other's  eyes  and  blubber'd  face, 
Profaning  Bacchanalian,  folemn  rites: 
DVIufic's  harmonious  numbers  better  fuit 
His  fedivals,  from  inftruments  or  voice, 
Or  Gafperini's  hand  the  trembling  firing 
Should  touch  ;  or  from  the  dulcet  Tufcau  dames, 
Or  warbling  Toft's  far  more  melodious  t<;ngue, ' 
.Sweet  Symphonies  foould  flow,  the  Deli.?n  god 
Tor  airy  Bacchus  is  affociate  meet. 

The  ftairs  afcent  now  gain'd,  our  guide  unbars 
The  doors  of  fpacious  room,  and  creeking  chairs 
(To  ear  pffenfive)  round  the  table  fets. 
We  fit,  when  thus  his  florid  fpeech  begins  : 

Namr,   Sirs,  the  wine,  that  moll  invites  your 

tafte, 

Ce  Champaign,  or  Burgundy,  or  Florence  pure, 
"  Or  Hock  antique,  or  Lifbon  new  or  old, 
c  Bourdcaux,  or  neat  French  wine,  or  /ilicarjt." 
Ppr  Bourdeaux  we  with  voice  unanimous 
Declare  (fuch  fympathy's  in  boon  compeers). 
He  quits  the  room  alert,  but  foon  returns ; 
One  hand  capacious  glifterhig  veffels  bears 
keijpicndeiit ;  t'other  with  a  gra'fp  fecure; 

*   We  DsvM-tava-n,   Ten fls-bar,  frequented  by  bis 

frit**, 


A  bottle  (mighty  charge)  !  upftaid,  full  fraught 

With  goodly  wine.     He,  with  extended 

Rai'.'d  high,  pours  forth  his  fanguine  frothy  juice,  I 

O'erfpread  with  bubbles,  diflipat^d  foon  : 

We  ftrait  to  arms  repair,  cxperien'd  chiefs; 

Now  glaffes  clafli  with  ghfles  (charming  found  '.) 

And  glorious  Anna's  health,  the  fiift,  the  bcft,     '• 

Crowns  the  full  glafs  ;  —  at  her  infpiring  name, 

The  fprightly  wine  refults,  and  fcerm  to  fmile  ;, 

With  hearty  zeal,  and  wifh  unanimous, 

Her  health  we  drink,  and  in  her  health  our  r,wn. 

A  paufeenfues;  and  now  with  grateful  cnat. 
W*  improve  the  interval;  and  joyous  mirth 
Engages  our  rais'd  fouls,  pat  repartee, 
Or  witty  joke  our  airy  fenfes  moves 
To  pleafant  laughter;  ftraight  the  echoing  rooni 
With  univerfal  peals  and  fhouts  refounds. 

The  royal  Dane,  bleft  confort  of  the  queen, 
Next  crowns  the  ruby'd  nectar,  all  whofe  blifs 
In  Anna's  plac'd  :— -with  fympathetic  flame, 
And  mutual  endearments,  all  her  joys, 
Like  the  kind  turtle's  pure  untainted  love, 
Centre  in  him,  who  {hares  the  grateful  hearts 
Of  loyal  fubje<5b  with  his  fovereign  queen; 
hor  by  his  prudent  care,  united  mores 
Were  fav'd  fr<  m  hoftile  fleets  invafion  dire. 

The  hero  Marlborough  next,  whofe  vaft  cxy 

ploits 

Fame's  clarion  founds  ;  frefh  laurels  triumphs  new, 
We  wifli,  like  thofe  he  won  at  Hochftet's  field.  I 

Next  Devonlhire  illuftrious,  who  from  race 
Of  nobleft  patriots  fprang,  whofe  worthy  foul 
Is  with  each  fair  and  virtuous  gift  adorn'd. 
That  fhone  in  his  mofl  worthy  anceftors  : 
For  then  diftindl  in  feparate  breads  were  feeu 
Virtues  diftinct,  but  all  in  him  unite. 

Prudent  Godolphin,  of  the  nation's  weal 
Frugal,  but  free  and  generous  of  Lit  wn, 
Next  crowns  the  bowl ;  with  faithful  Sunderland, 
And  Halifax,  the  mufes1  darling  fon, 
hi  whom  confpicuous,  with  full  luftre,  (bine 
The  fureft  judgment,  and  the  brighteft  wit, 
Himfelf  Maecenas  and  a  Flaccus  too — 
And  all  the  worthies  pf  the  Britifli  realm, 
In  order  rang'd,  fuccecd;  fuch  healths  as  tinge 
The  dulcet  wine  with  a  more  charming  guft. 

Now  each  his  miftrefs  toafts,  by  whole  bright 

eye 

He's  fir'd  ;  Cofmelia  fair,  or  Dulcibel', 
Or  Sylvia,  comely  black,  with  jetty  eyes 
Piercing  ;  or  airy  Celia,  fprightly  maid  ! — 
Infenfib'.y  thus  flow  unnumber'd  hours ; 
Glafs  fucceeds  glafs,  till  the  Dircean  god 
Shines  in  oui*cyes,  and  with  his  fulgent  rays 
Enlightens  our  glad  looks  with  lovely  dye  ; 
All  blithe  and  jolly,  that,  like  Arthur's  knights, 
Of  rotund  table,  famM  in  old  records, 
Now  moft  we  feen-.'d — fuch  is  the  power  of  Wine* 

Thus  we  the  winged  hours  in  harmlefs  mirth 
And  joys  unfully'd  pafs,  till  humid  night 
Has  half  her  race  perform'd  ;  now  all  abroad 
Ishufh'd  and  filent,  nor  the  rumbling  noife 
Of  coach  or  cart,  or  fmoky  link-boy's  call, 
Is  heard — but  univerfal  filence  reigns  : 
When  vvt  in  merry  plight,  airy  an 
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Surpris'd  to  find  the  hours  fo  fwiftly  fly, 
With  hafty  knock,  or  twang  of  pendent  cord, 
Alarm  the  drowfy  youth  from  fl  umbering  nod  ; 
Startled  he  flies,  and  {tumbles  o'er  the  flairs 
Erroneous,  and  with  bufy  knuckles  plies 
His  yet  clung  eye-lids,  and  with  ftaggering  reel 
Enters  confus'd,  and  muttering  alks  our  wills  ; 
When  we  with  liberal  hand  the  fcore  difcharge, 
And  homeward  each  his  courfe  with  fteady  ftep 
Unerring  fleers,  of  cares  and  coin  bereft. 

THE 

LAMENTATION  OF  GLUMDALCLITCH 
For  the  Lofs  of  Grildrig  *. 

A  PASTORAL. 

SOON  as  Glumdalclitch  mifs'd  her  pleafing  care, 
She  wept,  (he  blubber'd,  and  fhe  tore  her  hair. 
No  Britifh  mifs  fincerer  grief  has  known, 
Her  fquirrel  mifling,  or  her  fparrow  flown. 
She  furl'd  her  fampler,  and  haul'd  in  her  thread, 
And  ftuck  her  needle  into  Grildrig's  bed  ; 
Then  fpread  her  hands,  and  with  a  bounce  let  fall 
Her  baby,  like  the  giant  in  Guildhall. 
In  peals  of  thunder  now  fhe  roars,  and  now 
She  gently  whimpers,  like  a  lowing  cow  : 
Yet  lovely  in  her  forrow  ftill  appears; 
Her  locks  difhevel'd,  and  her  flood  of  tears, 
Seem  like  the  lofty  barn  of  fome  rich  fwain, 
When  from  the  thatch  drips  faft  a  fhower  of  rain. 

In  vain  fhe  fearch'd  each  cranny  of  the  houfe, 
Each  gaping  chink  impervious  to  a  moufe. 
"  Was  it  for  this  (fhe  cry'd)  with  daily  care 
"  Within  thy  reach  I  fet  the  vinegar  ; 
"  And  fill'd  the  cruet  with  the  acid  tide, 
"  While  pepper-  water  worms  thy  bait  fupply'd, 
"  Where  twin'd  the  filver  eel  around  thy  hook, 
K  And  all  the  little  monflers  of  the  brook  ? 
*'  Sure  in    that  lake    he    dropt  :    My    Grilly's 

drown'd."  — 
She  dragg'd  the  cruet,  but  no  Grildrig  found. 

"  Vain  is  thy  courage,  Grilly,  vain  thy  boaft  : 
"  But  little  creatures  enterprife  the  moft. 
"  Trembling,  I've  feen  thee  dare  the  kitten's  paw, 
**  Nay,  mix  with  children  as  they  play'd  at  taw, 
**   Nor  fear'd  the  marbles,  as  they  bounding  flew  : 
"  Marbles  to  them,  but  rolling  rocks  to  you. 

"  Why  did  I  truft  thee  with  that  giddy  youth  ! 
"  Who  from  a  page  can  ever  learn  the  truth  ? 
"  Vers'd  in  court-tricks,  that  money-loving  boy 
"  To  fome  lord's  daughter  fold  the  living  toy  ; 
"  Or  rent  him  limb  from  limb  in  cruel  play, 

As  children  tear  the  wings  of  flies  away. 

From  place  to  place  o'er  Brobdingnag  I'll  roam, 

And  never  will  return  or  bring  thee  home. 

But  who  hath  eyes  to  trace  the  pafling  wind  ? 

How  then  thy  fairy  footfleps  can  I  find  ? 

Dofl  thou  bewilder'd  wander  all  alone, 

In  the  green  thicket  of  a  moffy  ftone; 

Or,  tumbled  from  the  toadftool's  flippery  round, 

Perhaps,  all   maim'd,   lie    grovelling   on    the 
"  ground  ? 


*  In  Faulkene 


*i:dtbt 


,  this  poem  is  ajcril>ed  to 


OJt  t«  Arbutbnot* 


"  Dofl  thou,  imbofom'd  in  the  lovely  rofe, 

"  Or  funk  within  the  peach's  down,  repofe  ? 

"  Within  the  king-cup  if  thy  limbs  are  fpread, 

"  Or  in  the  golden  cowflip's  velvet  head  : 

"  O  fhowme,  Flora,  'midfl  thofe  fweets,  the  flower, 

"   Where  fleeps  my  Grildrig  in  his  fragrant  bower  \ 

"  But  ah  !  I  fear  thy  little  fancy  roves 
"  On  little  females,  and  on  little  loves ; 
"  Thy  pigmy  children,  and  thy  tiny  fpoufe, 
"  The  baby-playthings  that  adorn  thy  houfe, 
"  Doors, windows,chimneys,andthe  fpaciousrooms 
"  Equal  in  fize  to  cells  of  honeycombs. 
"  Haft  thou  for  thefe  now  ventur'd  from  the  fhorc, 
"  Thy  bark  a  bean-fhell,  and  a  ftraw  thy  oar  ? 
"  Or  in  thy  box  now  bounding  on  the  main  ? 
"  Shall  I  na'er  bear  thyfelf  and  houfe  again  ? 
"  And  fhall  I  fet  thee  on  my  hand  no  more, 
"  To  fee  thee  leap  the  lines,  and  traverfe  o'er 
"  My  fpacious  palm  ?  of  ftature  fcarce  a  fpan, 
*<  Mimic  the  actions  of  a  real  man  ? 
"  No  more  behold  thee  turn  my  watch's  key, 
"  As  feamen  at  a  capftan  anchors  weigh?    [tread, 
"   How    waft  thou   wont  to  walk  with   cautious 
"  A  difh  of  tea,  like  milk-pail  on  thy  head  ! 
"  How  chafe  the  mite  that  bore  thy  cheefe  away, 
"  And  keep  the  rolling  maggot  at  a  bay  '." 

She  faid ;  but  broken  accents  ftopt  her  voice, 
Soft  as  the  fpeaking  trumpet's  mellow  noife. 
She  fobb'd  a  ftorm,  and  wip'd  her  flowing  eyes, 
Whichfeem'd  like  two  broad  funs  in  mifty  fkies : — 
O!  fquander  not  thy  grief ;  thofe  tears  command 
To  weep  upon  our  cod  in  Newfoundland: 
The  plenteous  pickle  fhall  preferve  the  fifh, 
And  Europe  tafte  thy  furrows  in  a  difh. 

TO  QUINBUS  FLESTRIN, 
T&f  Man-Mountain. — A  Lilliputian   Odt, 


I. 

Man  and  fleedi 

IN  amaze 

Troops,  take  heed  ! 

Loft,  I  gaze. 

Left  and  right 

Can  our  eyes 

Speed  your  flight  ! 

Reach  thy  fize  ? 

Left  an  hoft 

May  my  lays 

Beneath  his  foot  be 

Swell'd  with  praife, 

loft. 

Worthy  thee  1 

III. 

Worthy  me  1 

Turn'd  afide 

Mufe,  infpire 

From  his  hide, 

All  thy  fire  1 

Safe  from  wound 

Bards  of  old 

Darts  rebound. 

Of  him  told, 

From  his  nofc 

When  they  faid 

Clouds  he  blows 

Atlas'  head 

When  he  fpeaks, 

Propt  the  fkies  :  [eyes  ! 

Thunder  breaks  1 

See  ;    and  believe  kyour 

When  he  eats, 

II. 

Famine  threats! 

See  him  ftride 

When  he  drinks, 

Valleys  wide  : 

Neptune  fhrinks  1 

Over  woods, 

Nigh  thy  ear, 

Over  floods. 

In  mid  air, 

When  he  treads, 

On  thy  hand, 

Mountains  heads 

Let  me  ftand, 

Groan  and  fhake  ; 

So  fhall  I 

Armies  quake, 

(Lofty  poet  !)  touch  the 

Left  hisfpurn 

iky. 

Overturn 
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To  fe  placed  under  the  Pifiure  of  Si R  RICH  ARC 
BLAKMORE,  England's  Arch  feet,  centaining  a 
complete  Catalogue  of  bit  Works. 

S»E  who  ne'er  was  nor  will  be  half  read  : 
Vho  firft  fang  (i)  Arthur,  then  fang  (i)  Alfred, 
Prais'd  grear  (3)  Eliza  in  God's  anger, 
Till  all  true  Englifhmen  cry'd,  Hang  her ! 
Made  William's  virtues  wipe  the  bare  a — 
And  hang'd  up  Marlb'orough  in  (4)  arras; 
Then,  hifs'd  from  earth,  grew  heavenly  quite; 
JJade  every  reader  curfe  the  (5)  light  : 
jMaul'd  human  wit  in  one  thick  (6)  fatirc, 
2sText  in  three  books  fpoil'd  (7)  human  nature ; 
Undid  (8)  creation  at  a  jirk, 
And  of  (9)  redemption  made  damn'd  work. 
Then  took  his  mufe  at  once  and  dipt  her 
Full  in  the  middle  of  the  Scripture. 
What  wonders  there  the  man,  grown  old,  did  ? 
Sternhold  himfelf,  he  out-Sternholded, 
Afade  (10)  David  fe'em  fo  mad  and  freakim, 
All  thought  him  juft  what  thought  king  Achilh. 
No  mortal  read  his(ii)  Solomon, 
But  judg'd  Re'boam  his  own  fon. 
Mofes  he  ferv'd  as  Mofes  Pharoah, 
And  Deborah  (12),  as  (he  Sife-rah  : 
Made  (13)  Jeremy  full  fore  to  cry, 
And  (14)  Jbb  himfelf  curfe  God  aijd  die. 
What  punifhment  all  this  muft  follow  ? 
Shall  Arthur  life  him  like  King  Tollo  ? 
Shall  David  as  Uriah  flay  him  ? 
Or  dext'rbus  Deborah  Sifera-him  ? 
Or  fhall  Eliza  lay  a  plot , 
To  treat  him  like  her  fifter  Scot  ? 
Shall  William  dub  his  better  end  *, 
Or  Marlborough  ferve  him  like  a  friend? 
!No  ! — none  of  thefe  !• — Heaven  fpare  his  life  I 
J3ut  feed  him,  honcfl  Job,  thy  wife  ! 

A  RECEIPT  FOR  STEWING  VEAL. 

WITH  NOTES  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

TAKE  a  knuckle  of  veal; 
You  may  buy  it  or  fteal. 
In  a  few  pieces  cut  it : 
In  a  flewing-pan  put  it» 

(l)    Two  Heroic  Poems,  in  folio,  twenty  boob. 
(i)   Heroic  Poem,  in  twelve  books, 
(3^    Heroic  Poem,  in  folio,  ten  looks. 

(4)  Infirufiions  to  Pander  bank,  a  tapejlry  weaver. 

(5)  I -ytan  to  the  light. 
(  6 )    Satire  againjl  "wit. 

(7)  Of  the  nature  of  man. 

(8)  'Creation,  a  Poem,  in  fe-ven  Ittls, 

(9)  Redemption,  another  Heroic  Poem,  Infix  hats. 

(10)  Trot/fatten  of  'all  the  Pfalms. 

(11)  Canticles  'and  Eccleftiijles. 

(1 2)  Paraplrafes  of  tie  Canticles  »f  Mofes  and  De- 

i  ,       _     .     Tl    J  J        ^      ,•* 

bor-ab,  \£>c, 

(13)  'The  Lamentations. 

(14)  The  -wholi  Bosk  of  Job,  a  Poem. 

*  Kiik  him  tn  tbc  breech,  not  knight  bin  en  tbejlnl- 
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Salt,  pepper,  and,  mace 

Muft  feafon  thisknucl<ic ; 
Then  f  when  whJ''s  join'd'  to  place 

With  other  herbs  muckle  ;• 
That  which  killed  King  |  Will. ; 
And  what  never  ||  itands  ftilL 
Some  §  fprigs  of  that  bed 
Where  children  are  bred, 
Which  much  you  will  mend,  i,: 
Both  fpinnage  and  endive. 
And  lettice,  'and  beet, 
With  marigold  meet. 
Put  no  water  at  all, 
For  it  maketh  things  fmall, 
Which,  left  it  fliould  happen, 
A  clofe  cover  clap  on. 
Put  this  pot  of  **  Wood's  metaj 
In  a  hot  boiling  kettle, 
And  there  let  it  be 

(Mark  the  doctrine  I  teach) 
About — let  me  fee — 

Thrice  as  long  as  you  preach  f-£ ; 
So  fkimming  the  fat  off. 
Say  grace  with  your  hat  off. 
O,  then,  with  what  rapture 
Will  it  £11  dean  and  chapter ! 

ACIS  AND  GALATEA, 

A   SERENATA. 

Tie  Mufic  ty  Mr.  Handel. 
FART    I. 


[A  rural  profpesft,  diverfified  with  rocks,  grove.% 
and  a  river.  Acis  and  Galatea  feared  by  a  foun- 
tain. Chorus  of  nymphs  and  fhepherds,  diarfc- 
buted  about  the  lamlfcape ;  and  Polyphemus 
difcovered  fitting  upon  a  mountain.] 

CHORUS. 

O  THE  pleafure  of  the  plains  ! 
Happy  nymphs  and  happy  fwains 
(Harmlefs,  merry,  free,  and  gay) 
Dance  and  fport  the  hours  away. 
For  us  the  zephyr  blows, 

For  us  diftils  the  dew, 
For  us  unfolds  the  rofe, 

And  flowers  difplay  their  hue : 
For  us  the  winters  rain  ; 

•  For  us  the  fummeris  ihine  ; 
Spring  fwells  for  us  the  grain, 

And  autumn  bleeds  the  vine. 


Da 


RECITATIVE. 


Ga/aiea. 

Ye  verdant  plains,  and  woody  mountain?, 
Purling  ftreams,  and  bubbling  fountains, 

f  Vulgo,falary.  \   Sufpofedforrtl. 

||   This  is,  by  Dr.  Sently,  thought  to  be  time,  er  thyme, 
§  Parjlsy.  '?&  Cbamberlayne. 

**  Of  this  compof,titntfee  the  works  of  the  Coffer- 
farthing  Dean. 

If  Wbitb  id  fuffofe  to  bs  nsarfour 


POEMS. 


ye  painted  glories  of  the  field, 
^ai'n  arc  the  pleafures  which  you  yield ; 
Too  thin  the  Ihadow  of  the  grove, 
TOO  friht  the  gales,  to  cool  my  love. 

AIR. 

Hufli,  you  pretty  warbling  choir, 
Your  thrilling  drains 
Awake  my  pains, 
And  kindle  fierce  defire  : 
Ceafe  your  fong,  and  take  your  flight; 
Bring  back  my  Acis  to  my  fight. 

Da  Capo. 
AIR. 
Acts. 

Where  fliall  I  feek  the  charming  fair  ? 
^Direct  the  way,  kind  genius  of  the?  mountains ; 
'    O  tell  me  if  you  faw  my  dear ; 
Seeks  ibe  the  groves,  or  bathes  in  cryftal  fountains  ? 

1  Da  Cafe. 

RECITATIVE. 

Damon, 

Stay,  fhepherd,  flay ! 

See  how  thy  flocks  in  yonder  valley  dray. 
'    What  means  this  melancholy  air  ? 

No  more  thy  tuneful  pipe  we  hear.  &[ 

AIR. 

Shepherd,  what  art  thou  purfuing, 
Heedlefs  running  to  thy  ruin  ? 

Share  our  joy,  our  pleafure  (hare  : 
Leave  thy  paflion  till  to-morrow ; 
JLet  the  day  be  free  from  forrow, 
Free  from  love,  and  free  frow  care. 

Da  Cefs* 

RECITATIVE. 

A&t. 

Lo  here,  my  love  1 

Turn,  Galatea,  hither  turn  thine  eyes; 
See  at  thy  feet  the  longing  Acis  lies. 

AIR. 

Love  in  her  eyes  fits  playing, 
And  ihede  delicious  death ; 
Love  in  her  lips  is  flraying, 

And  warbling  in  her  breath  : 
Love  on  her  bread  fits  panting, 
And  fwells  with  foft  defire  ; 
Nor  grace,  nor  charm,  is  wanting 
To  fet  the  heart  on  fire. 

RECITATIVE. 

Galatea. 

O  !  didft  thou  know  the  pains  of  abfent  love, 
&cis  would  ne'er  from  Galatea  rove. 

AIR. 

As  when  the  dove 
Laments  his  love, 
AH  on  the  naked  fpray ; 
When  he  returns, 
No  more  flie  mourns, 
But  loves  the  live-long  day. 
-    Billing,  cooing, 

Panting,  wooing, 
Melting  murmurs  fill  the  grove ; 
Melting  murmurs,  lading  love. 

»UET. 

Ads  and  Galatea, 
Happy  we  1 
What  joys  1  feel  S— What  charms  I  fee  I 


Of  all  youths,  thou  deareft  boy  ! 

Of  all  nymphs,  thou  brigh'fed  fair  '. 
Thou  all  my  blifs,  thou  all  my  joy  ! 

Da  Ca}t 
CHORUS. 

Happy  we,  &c. 

PART  U. 

A,  Concerto  on  the  Organ, 

CHORUS. 

WRETCHED  lovers!  fate  has  pafs'd- 
This  fad  decree— no  joy  fliall  lad. 
Wretched  lovers  !  quit  your  dream  ; 
Pthold  the  monder  Polypheme. 
See  what  ample  drides  he  takes ; 
The  mountain  nods,  the  fored  {hakes; 
The  waves  run  frighten'd  to  the  fhores  t 
Hark,  how  the  thundering  giant  roars '. 
RECITATIVE  accompanied* 

•  Polypbeme. 
I  rage,  I  melt,  I  burn, 
The  feeble  god  has  dabb'd  me  to  the  heart.. 

Thou  trudy  pine, 

Prop  of  my  godlike  deps,  I  lay  thee  by. 
Bring  me  a  hundred  re^ds,  of  decent  grc 
To  make  a  pipe  for  my  capacious  mouth ; 
In  foft  enchanting  accents  let  me  breathe 
Sweet  Galatea's  beauty,  and  my  love. 

Aik. 

O  ruddier  than  the  cherry ! 
O  fweeter  than  the  berry  1 
O  nymph  more  bright 
Than  moon-fhine  night, 
Like  kidlings  blithe  and  merry  \ 
Ripe  as  the  melting  cluder  1 
Noilly  hasfuchluftre; 
Yet  b,ard  to  tame 
As  raging  fla«ie, 
And  fierce  as  dorms  that  bludcr ! 


Poly. 


Gal. 


Poly. 


RECITATIVE. 
Polyphemus,  Galatea. 
Whither,  faireit,  art  thou  running, 
Still  my  warm  embraces  (hunning  ^ 
The  lion  calls  not  to  his  prey ; 
Nor  bids  thevwolf  the  lambkin  ftay, 
Thee  Polyphemus,  great  as  Jove, 
Calls  to  empire,  and  to  love  : 

To  his  palace  in  the  rock, 

To  his  dairy,  to  his  flock ; 

To  the  grape  of  purple  hue, 

To  the  plum  of  glofiy  blue; 
WilJings  which  expecting  dand,  - 
Prou  '  to  be  gather'd  by  thy  hand. 
Gal.    Of  infant  limbs  to  make  my  food, 

And  fwil)  full  draughts  of  human  bloc^  « 
Go,  monder     bid  tome  other  gueft: 
I  lothe  the  hoft ;  I  lothe  the  feaft. 

AIR. 

Ptlyphemus. 
Ceafe  to  beauty  to  be  iuing : 

Ever  whining  love  difdaining, 
Let  the  brave,  their  aims  purfuing, 

Still  be  conquering,  not  complainig. 
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ATR. 
Damon. 

Would  you  gain  the  tender  creature  I       * 
Softly,  gently,  kindly  treat  her  : 
Suffering  is  the  lover's  part : 
Beauty  by  conftraint  pofiefllng, 
You  enjoy  but  half  the  bleffing, 
Lifelefs  charms  without  the  heart. 

Da  Capo. 
RECITATIVE. 

Ads. 

His  hideous  love  provokes  my  rage  ; 
Weak  as  I  am,  I  muft  engage  : 
Infpir'd  with  thy  victorious  charms, 
The  god  of  love  will  lend  his  arms. 

AIR. 

Love  founds  th'  alarm, 
And  fear  is  a  flying  : 
When  beauty's  the  prize, 

What  mortal  fears  dying  ? 
In  defence  of  my  treafure, 
I'd  bleed  at  each  vein  : 
Without  her  no  pleafure ; 
For  life  is  a  pain. 

Da  Capt. 
AIR. 
Damon. 
Confider,  fond  fhepherd, 

How  fleeting's  the  pleafure. 
That  flatters  our  hopes 

In  purfuit  of  the  fair : 
The  joys  that  attend  it, 

By  moments  we  meafure ; 
But  life  is  too  little 
To  meafure  our  care. 

Da  Capo. 

RECITATIVE. 

Galatea. 

Ceafe,  O  ceafe,  thou  gentle  youth; 
Truft  my  conftancy  and  truth ; 
Truft  my  truth,  and  powers  above, 
The  powers  propitious  ftill  to  love. 

TRIO. 

Ads,  Galatea,  and  Polyfbeme. 
Ads  and  Gal.  The  flocks  fhall  leave  the  mountains, 

The  woods  the  turtle-dove, 
The  nymphs  forfake  the  fountains, 

Ere  I  forfake  my  love. 
P«!y.  Torture!  fury!   rage!  defpair! 

I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot  bear. 
'&\s  and  Gul.  Not  Ihowers  to  larks  fo  pleafing, 
Nor  fun-fhine  to  the  bee ; 


Not  fleep  to  toil  fo  eaGng, 
As  thefe  dear  fmiles  to  me. 


Poly.   Fly  fwift,  thou  maffy  ruin,  fly  : 
Die,  prefumptuous  Acis,  die. 

RECITATIVE. 

Ads. 

Help,  Galatea !  help,  ye  parent  gods  ! 
And  take  me  dying  to  your  deep  abodes ! 

CHORUS. 

Mourn,  all  ye  mufes ;  weep,  ye  fwains; 

Tune,  tune  your  reeds  to  doleful  (trains ; 

Groans,  cries,  and  howlings,  fill  the  neighbouring 

fhore, 
Ah  ! — the  gentle  Acis  is  no  more. 

SONG  AND   CHORUS. 

Galatea. 

Muft  I  my  Acis  ftill  bemoan, 
Inglorious  crufh'd  beneath  that  flone  ? 
Muft  the  lovely  charming  youth 
Die  for  his  conftancy  and  tru'h  ? 
Say,  what  comfort  can  you  find  ? 
For  dark  delpair  o'erclouds  my  mind. 

CHORUS. 

Ceafe,  Galatea,  ceafe  to  grieve ; 
Bewail  not,  when  thou  canft  relieve  : 
Call  forth  thy  power,  employ  thy  art ; 
The  goddeis  loon  can  heal  thy  fmart  : 
To  kindred  gods  the  youth  return, 
Through  verdant  plains  to  roll  his  urn. 

RECITATIVE. 

Galatea. 

'Tis  done :  thus  I  exert  my  power  divine ; 
Be  thou  immortal,  though  thou  art  not  mine. 

AIR. 

Heart,  thou  feat  of  foft  delight ! 
Be  thou  now  a  fountain  bright ; 
Purple  be  no  more  thy  blood, 
Glide  thou  like  a  cryftal  flood  ; 
Rock,  thy  hollow  womb  difclofe  t 
The  bubbling  fountain,  lo!  it  flows. 
Through  the  plains  he  joys  to  rov», 
Murmuring  ftill  his  gentle  love. 

CHORUS. 

Galatea,  dry  thy  tears  : 
Acis  now  a  god  appears. 
See  how  he  rears  him  from  his  bed; 
See  the  wreath  that  binds  his  head. 
Hail !  thou  gentle  murmuring  ftream, 
Shepherds'  pleafure,  mufes'  theme  ; 
Through  the  plain  ftill  joy  to  rove, 
Murmuring  ftill  thy  gettle  love. 


*  o  i  M  s: 
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TRANSLATIONS. 

THE  SrORT  OF  AC HE  LOUS  AND  HERCULES. 

FROM  OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES.      BOOK  IX. 

lie  Argument. 

Tnefeus,  returning  from  a  great  hunting-match  in  Calydon,  is  (lopped  from  proceeding  by  the 
overflowing  of  the  river  Acheloiis.  The  god  of  the  ftream  courteously  invites  him  into  his  cave, 
where  they  pafs  the  time  in  difcourfing  of  various  metamorphofes.  At  laft,to  prove  the  poflibility 
of  fuch  changes,  he  afferts  that  he  has  himfelf  the  power  of  varying  his  form  within  certain  limi- 
tations, among  which  he  mentions  his  having  Ipft  one  of  his  horns  when  in  the  fliape  of  a  bull ; 
and  this  gives  rife  to  the  following  ftory. 


THESEUS  requefts  the  god  to  tell  his  woes, 
Whence  his  maim'd  brow,  and  whence  his  groans 

arofe  ; 

When  thus  the  Catydonian  ftream  reply'd, 
With  twining  reeds  his  carelefs  treffes  tied  : 
"  Ungrateful  is  the  tale  ;  for  who  can  bear, 
"  When  conquer'd,  to  rehearfe  the  ihameful  war? 
11  Yet  I'll  the  melancholy  ftory  trace  ; 
"  So  great  a  conqueror  ioftens  the  difgrace  ; 
"  Nor  was  it  ftill  fo  mean  the  prize  to  yield, 
"  As  great  and  glorious  to  difpute  the  field. 

«'  Perhaps  you've  heard  of  De'ianira's  name, 
«*  For  all  the  country  fpoke  her  beauty's  fame. 
"  Long  was  the  nymph  by  numerous  fuitors  woo'd, 
"  Each  with  a.ddrefs  his  envy'd  hopes  purfued  : 
"  I  join'd  the  loving  band  ;  to  gain  the  fair, 
"  Reveal'd  my  paflion  to  her  father's  ear. 
"  Their  vain  pretenfions  all  the  reft  refign ; 
"  Alcides  only  ftrove  to  equal  mine  : 
"  He  boafts  his  birth  from  Jove,  recounts  his  fpoils, 
"  His  ftep-dame's  hate  fubdued,  and  finifh'd  toils. 

"  Can  mortals  then  (faid  1)  with  gods  compare? 
"  Behold  a  god  ;  mine  is  the  watery  care  : 
«*  Through  your  wide  realms  I  take  my  mazy  way, 
"  Branch  into  ftreams,  and  o'er  the  region  ftray  : 
"  No  foreign  gueft  your  daughter's  charms  adores, 
"  But  one  who  rifes  in  your  native  (bores. 
"  Let  not  his  punifhment  your  pity  move  ; 
*'  Is  Juno's  hate  an  argument  for  love  \ 
"  Though  you  your  life  from  fair  Alcmena  drew, 
"  Jove's  a  feign'd  father,  or  by  fraud  a  true. 
"  Choofe  then  ;  confefs  thy  mother's  honour  loft, 
•*  Or  thy  defcent  from  Jove  no  longer  boaft." 

While  thus  I  fpoke,  he  look'd  with  flcrn  dif- 

dain, 

Nor  could  the  fallies  of  his  wrath  reftrain, 

Which  thus  broke  forth:  "  This  arm  decides  our 

right :  [fight  1* 

"  Vanquiih'd    in  words ;    be  mine   the  prize  in 

"  Bold  he  ruili'd  on.     My  honour  to  maintain, 
['  I  fling  ,py  verdant  garments  on  the  plain. 


My  arms  ftretch  forth,  my  pliant  limbs  prepare^ 
And  with  bent  hands  expeft  the  furious  war. 
O'er  my  fleek  flcin  now  gather'd  duft  he  throws, 
And  yellow  fand  his  mighty  mufcles  ftrows. 
Oft'  he  my  neck  and  nimble  legs  affails, 
He  feems  to  grafp  me,  but  as  often  fails : 
Each  part  he  now  invades  with  eager  hand'; 
Safe  in  my  bulk,  immoveable  I  ftand. 
So  when  loud  ftorms  breaks  high,   and  foana 

"  and  roar 

Againft  fome  mole  that  ftretches  from  the  fhore; 
The  firm  foundation  lading  tempefts  braves, 
Defies  the  warring  winds,  and  driving  waves. 
*'  Awhile  we  breathe,  then  forward  rufh  amain, 
P.enew  the  combat,  and  our  ground  maintain ; 
Foot  ftrove  with  foot,  I  prone  extend  my  breaft, 
Hands  war  with  hands,  and  forehead  forehead 

"  prcfs'd. 

Thus  have  I  feen  two  furious  bulls  engage, 
Inflam'd  with  equal  love,  and  equal  rage ; 
Each  claims  the  faireft  heifer  of  the  grove. 
And  conqueft  only  can  decide  their  love  : 
The  trembling  herds  furvey  the  fight  from  far, 
Till  victory  decides  th'  important  war. 
Three  times  in  vain  he  ftrove  my  joints  to  wreft; 
To  force  my  hold,  and  throw  me  from  his  breaft; 
The  fourth  he  broke  my  gripe,  that  clafp'dhim 

*'  round. 
Then  with  new  force  he  ftretch'd  me  on  the 

ground; 

Cl  >fe  to  my  back  the  mighty  burden  clung, 
Ai  if  a  mountain  o'er  my  limbs  were  flung. 
"  Believe  my  tale ;  nor  do  I,  boaftful  aim 
By  feign'd  narration  to  extol  my  fame. 
No  fooner  from  his  gafp  I  freedom  gtt, 
Unlock  my  arms,  that  flow'd  with    trickling 

"  fweat, 

But  quick  he  feiz'd  me,  and  renew'd  the  ftrifc, 
As  my  exhaufted  bofom  pants  for  life  ; 
My  neck  he  gripes,  my  knee  to  earth  he  drains; 
I  fall,  and  bite  the  fand  with  fliamg  and  pains. 


*6  O'er-match'd  In  ftrength,  to  wiles  and  arts  I 

take, 

««  And  flip  his  hold,  in  form  of  fpeckled  fnake; 
"  Wh«,  when-I  wreath'd  in  Ipires  my  body  round 
<*  Or  fhow'd  my  forky-tongue  with  hiffing  found 
«'  Smiles  at   my   threats.     Such  foes  my  cradle 

"  knew, 

«  He  cries ;  dire  makes  my  infant  hand  o'erthrew 
u  A  dragon's  form  might  other  conquefts  gain ; 
««  To  war  with  me  you  take  that  fhape  in  vain. 
«{  Art  thou  proportioned  to  the  Hydra's  length, 
"  Who  byhiswounds  receiv'daugmented  ftreugth? 
«*  He  rais'd  a  hundred  hiffing  heads  in  air; 
'«•  When  one  I  lopp'd,  up  fprung  a  dreadful  pair 
«  By  his  wounds  fertile,  and  with  {laughter  ftrong, 
«'  Singly  I  quell'd  him,  and  ftretch'd  dead  along. 
«{  What  canft  thou  do,  a  form  precarious,  prone, 
"  To  roufe  my  rage  with  terrors  not  thy  own  ?'* 
"  He  faid  ;  and  round  my  neck  his  hands  he  caft, 
"  And  with  his  {training  fingers  wrung  me  faft  : 
"  My. throat  tie  to rtur'd,  clofe  as  pincers  clalj), 
«'  In  vain  I  ftrove  to  loofc  the  forceful  grafp.  ' 

"  Thus  vanquifh'd  too,  a  third  form  flill  remains, 
«{  Chang'd  to  a  hull,  my  lowing  fills  the  plains. 
•'  Straight  ontheleft  his  nervous  arms  were  thrown 
•*  Upon  iny  brindled  neck,  and  tugg'd  Jt  down ; 
H  Then  deep  he  ftruck  my  horn  into  the  fand, 
**  And  fell'd  my  bulk  along  the  dufty  land. 
"  Nor  yet  his  fury  cool'd;  'twixt  rage  and  fcprn, 
"  From  my  maini'd  front  he  tore  the  ftubborn 
"horn;  [bear, 

<{  This,  heap'4  with  flowers  and  fruits,  the  Naiads 
«'  .Sacred  to  plenty,  and  the  bounteous  year." 

He  fpoke  ;  when  lo !  a  beauteous  nymph  appears, 
Girt,  like  Diana's  train,  with  flowing  hairs ; 
The, horn  fhe  brings,  in  which  all  autumn's  ftor'd, 
And  ruddy  apples  for  the  fecond  board. 

Now  morn  begins  to  dawn,  the  fun's  bright  fire 
Gilds  the  high  mountains,  and  the  youths  retire  ; 
2«Ior  ftay'd  they,  till  the  troubled  ftream  fubfide?, 
JS.nd  in  its  bound  with  peaceful  current  glides. 
But  Achelous  in  his  oozy  bed 
Deep  hides  his  brow  deform 'd,  and  ruftic  head^ : 
No  real  wound  the  victor's  triumph  fhow'd, 
But  his  loft  honours  griev'd  the  watery  god ; 
Yet  ev'n  that  lofs  the  willow's  leaves  o'erfpread, 
And  verdant  reeds,  in  garlands,  bind  h^s  .head. 


THE  WORKS   OF  GAY. 

Cloth'd  as  he  flood  in  the  fierce  Hon^shide, 
The  laden  quiver  o'er  his  moulder  ty'd 
(For  crofsthe  ftream  his  bow  and  club  were  caft); 
Swift  he  plung'd  in ;  thefe  billows  fhall  be  pafs'«l. 
He  faid,  nor  foughtwhere  fmootherwatersglidci 
But  ftemm'd  the  rapid  dangers  of  the  tide. 
The  bank  he  rcach'd  :  again  the  bow  he  bears ; 
When,  hark'i  his  bride's  known  voice  alarms  his 


The  Death  of  Nejfus  the  Centaur. 

Tins  virgin  too,  thy  love,  O  Neflus,  found, 
To  her  alone  you  owe  the  fatal  wound. 
As  the  ftrong  fon  of  Jove  his  bride  conveys, 
Where  his  paternal  lands  their  bulwarks  raife ; 
Where  from  her  flopy  urn  Evenus  pours 
Her  rapid  current,  fwell'd  by  wintery  (bowers, 
He  came.  The  frequent  eddies  whirl'd  -the  tide, 
And  the  deep  rolling  waves  all  pafs  deny'd. 
As  for  himfelf,  he  flood  unmov'd  by  fears, 
For  now  his  bridal  charge  employ'd  hie  cares. 
Tihe  ftrong-limb'd  Neffus  thus  officious  cry'd 
(For  he  the  mallows  of  the  ftream  had  try'd), 
Swim  thou,  Alcides,  ail  thy  ftrength  prepare  ; 
On  yonder  bank  I'll  lodge  thy  nuptial  care. 
Th*  Aonian  chief  to  Neffus  trufts  his  wife, 
and  trembling  for  her  hero's  life  j  ~ 


Neffus,  to  thee  I  call  (aloud  he  criet)  ; 
.Vain  is  thy  truft  in  flight,  be  timely  wife  : 
Thou  monfter  double-fhap'd,  my  right  fet  free  S 
,If  thou  no. reference  owe  my  fame  and  me, 
Yet  kindred  fhould  thy  lawlefs  luft  deny. 
Think  not,  perfidious  wretch,  from  me  to  fly, 
Though  wing'd  with  horfe's  fpeed  ;  wounds  fhall 


Svwift  as  his  words  the.fatal  arrow. flew  : 
The  Centaur's  back  admits  the.feather'd  wood, 
And  through  his  bread  the  barbed  weapon  flood; 
Which  when,  in  anguifh,  through.the  flefh  he  tore, 
From  both  the  wound^  gufh'd  forth  the  fpumy^gore 
Mix'd  with  Lernaeon  venom  ;  this  he  took, 
Nor  dire  revenge  his  dying  breaft  forfook. 
His  garment,  in  the  reeking  purple  dy'd, 
To  roufe  .love's  paffian,  he  presents  the  bride. 

Tfit  Death  of  Hcrcvlet. 

Now  a  long  interval  of  time  fucceeds, 

When  the  great  f •  n  of  Jove's  immortal  deeds, 


And  'ftcpdameV  hate,  had  fill'd   earth's 

round ; 

He  from  Oechalia,  with  new  laurels  crown'd, 
In  triumph  was  return'd.     He  rites  prepares, 
And  to  the  king  of  gods  direcls  his  prayers, 
When  Fame  (who  falfchood  clothes  in  truth's  dif- 

guife, 

And  fwells  her  little  bulk  with  growing  lies) 
Thy  tender  car,  O  Dei'anira,  mov'd, 
That  Hercules  the  fair  lole  lov'd, 

Her  love  believes  the  tale ;  the  truth  fhe  fears 
Of  his  new  paffion,  and  gives  way  to  tears. 
The  flowing  tears  diffus'd  her  wretched  grief, 
W'hy  feek  I  thus,  from  ftreanung  eyes,  relief? 
She  cries;  indulge  not  thu«  thefe  fruttlefb  cares, 
The  harlot  \vili  but  triumph  in  thy  tears  : 
Let  fomething  b*  refolVd,  whrlc  yc-t  there's  time \ 
My 'bed  no^  confcious  of  a  rival's  crime. 
IB  filcnce  fliall  I  mourn,  or  loud  complain  \ 
Shall  I  feek  Calydon,  or  here  remain  ? 
What  thongh,  ally'd  to  Mcleager's  fame, 
I  boaft  the  honour«<  of  a  lifte-r's  name  ? 
My  wrongs,  perhaps,  now  urge  me  to  purfue 
Some  defperate  deed,  by  which  the  world  fhali 

view 

How  far  revenge  and  woman's  rage  can  rife, 
When  weltering  in  her  blood  the  harlot  dies. 

Thu"  various  paffions  ruiM  by  turns  her  breail. 
She  now  refolves  to  fend  the  fatal  veft,        [nmv^ 
Dy'd  with  Leruaean   gore,  \vhofe   power  might 
tiis  foul  anew,  and  roufe  declining  love. 
Nor  knew  fhe  what  her  fudden  rage  bcftows, 
When  fhe  to  Lichas  trufts  her  future  woes ; 
With  foft  endearments  fhe  the  boy  commands 
{  To  bear  th^  garment  to  her  huiband'o  ftinJL:. 


POEMS. 


Th'  unwitting  hero  takes  the  gift  in  hafte, 
And  o'er  his  moulders  Lerna's  poifon  caft. 
As  firft  the  fire  with  frankincenfe  he  ftrows, 
And  utters  to  the  gods  his  holy  vows; 
And  on  the  marble  altar's  polifh'd  frame 
Pours  forth  the  grapy  ftream ;  the  rifing  flame 
Sudden  difiolves  the  fubtle  poifonous  juice, 
Which  taints  his  blood,  and  all  his  nerves  bedews. 
With  wonted  fortitude  he  bore  the  fmart, 
And  not  a  groan  confefs'd  his  burning  heart. 
At  length  his  patience  waft  fubdued  by  pain, 
H«  rends  the  iacred  altar  from  the  plain  j 
Oete's  wide  forces  echo  with  his  cries ! 
Now  to  rip  off  the  deathful  robe  he  tries. 
Where'er  he  plucks  the  veft,  the  fkin  he  tears, 
The  mangled  mufcles  and  huge  bones  he  bares, 
(A  ghaftly  fight  J)  or,  raging  with  his  pain, 
To  rend  the  ftic&ng  plague  he  tugs  in  vain. 

As  the  red  iron  hiffes  in  the  fibod, 
So  boils  the  venom  in  his  curdling  blood. 
Now  with  the  greedy  flame  his  entrails  glow, 
And  livid  fweats  down  all  his  body  flow  ; 
The  cracking  nerves  burnt  up  are  burft  in  twain, 
The  lurking  venom  melts  his  fwimming  brain. 

Then,  lifting  both  his  hands  aloft,  he  cries, 
Glut  thy  revenge,  dread  emprefs  of  the  fldes  ; 
Sate  with  my  death  the  ranceur  of  thy  heart, 
Look  down  with  pleafure,  and  enjoy  my  fmart. 
Or,  if  e'er  pity  mov'd  a  hoftile  breaft  , 

(For  here  I  ftand  thy  enemy  profefl), 
Take  hence  this  hateful  life,  with  tortures  torn, 
Itvur'd  to  trouble,  and  to  labours  born. 
Death  is  the  gift  mod  welcome  to  my  woe, 
And  fuch  a  gift  a  ftepdame  may  beftow. 
Was  it  for  this  Bufiris  was  fubdued,  [blood  ? 

Whofe  barbarous  temples  reek'd  with  ftrangers' 
Prefs'd  in  thefe  arms,  his  fate  Antseus  found, 
Nor  gain'd  recruited  vigour  from  the  ground. 
Did  I  not  triple-form'd  Geryon  fell  ? 
Or  did  I  fear  the  triple  dog  of  hell  ? 
Did  not  thefe  hands  the  bull's  arm'd  forehead  hold? 
Are  not  our  mighty  toils  in  Elis  told  ? 
Did  not  Stymphalian  lakes  proclaim  my  fame  ? 
And  fair  Parthenian  woods  refound  my  name  2 
Who  feiz'd  the  golden  belt  of  Thermodon  ? 
And  who  the  dragon-guarded  apples  won  ? 
Could  the  fierce  Centaur's  ftrength  my  force  with- 

ftand; 

Or  the  fell  boar  that  fpoil'd  th'  Arcadian  land  ? 
Did  not  thefe  arms  the  Hydra's  rage  fubdue, 
Who  from  his  wounds  to  double  fury  grew  ? 
What  if  the  Thracian  horfes,  fat  wirh  gore, 
Who  human  bodies  in  their  mangers  tore, 
I  faw,  and  with  their  barbarous  lord  o'ertbrew  ? 
What  if  thefe  hands  Nemaea's  lion  flew  ? 
Did  not  this  neck  the  heavenly  globe  fuftain  ?— 
The  female  partner  of  the  thundcrer's  reign, 
Fatigu'd,  at  length  fufpends  her  harfli  commands; 
Yet  no  fatigue  hath  flack'd  thtfe  valiant  hands. 
But  now  new  plagues  purfue  me ;  neither  force, 
Nor  arms,  nor  darts,  can  ftop  their  raging  courfe. 
Devouring  flame  through  my  rack'd  entrails  ftrays, 
And  en  my  lungs  and  fhrivell'd  mufcles  preys; 
Yet  ftill  Euryfthens  breathes  the  vital  air  1 
%V"hat  mortal  now  ihall  feck  the  gods  with  prayer  ? 


'The  Transformation  of  Lyciat  into  a  Rosk. 
THE  hero  faid;  and,  with  the  torture  flung, 
Furious  o'er  Oete's  lofty  hills  he  fprung : 
Stuck  with  the  (haft,  thus  fcours  the  tiger  round, 
And  feeks  the  flying  author  of  his.wound. 
Now  might  you  fee  him  trembling,  now  he  vents 
His  anguifh'd  foul  in  groans  and  loud  laments ; 
He  llrives  to  tear  the  clinging  veft  in  vain, 
And  with  up-rooted  forefts  ftrews  the  plain  ; 
Now,  kindling  into  rage,  his  hands  he  rears, 
And  to  his  kindred  gods  directs  his  prayers. 
When  Lychas,  lo,  he  fpies,  who  trembling  flew, 
Andy  in  a  hollow  rock  conceal'd  from  view, 
Had  (hunn'd  hi*  wrath.     Now  grief  renew'd  his 

pain, 

His  madnefs  chaf 'd,  and  thus  he  raves  again  : 
Lychas,  to  thce  alone  my  fate  I  owe, 
Who  bore  the  gift,  the  caufe  of  all  my  woe. 
The  youth  all  pale  with  fhivering  fear  was  flung, 
And  vain  excufes  faulter'd  on  his  tongue. 
Alcides  fnatch'd  him,  as  with  fuppliant  face 
He  drove  to  clafp  his  knees,  and  beg  for  grace. 
He  tofs'd  him  o'er  his  head  with  airy  courfe, 
And  hurl'd  with  more   than  with   an   engine*! 

force ; 

Far  o'er  th'  Eubcean  mam  aloft  he  flies, 
And  hardens  by  degrees  amid  the  fkies. 
So  fhowery  drops,  when  chilly  tempefts  blowi 
Thicken  at  firfl,  then  whiten  into  fnow ; 
In  balls  congeal'd  the  rolling  fleeces  bound, 
In  folid  hail  refult  upon  the  ground. 

Thus,  whirl'd  with  nervous  force  through  dil* 

tant  air, 

The  purple  tide  forfook  his  veins  with  fear ; 
All  moifture  left  his  limbs.  Transformed  to  ft'one* 
In  ancient  days  the  craggy  flint  was  known  : 
Still  in  th'  Eubcean  waves  his  front  he  rears, 
Still  the  fmall  rock  in  human  form  appears, 
And  flill  the  name  of  haplefs  Lychas  bears. 

The  Slfotbcofis  of  Hercules. 
BUT  now  the  hero  of  immortal  birth 
Fells  Oete's  forefts  on  the  groaning  earth ; 
A  pile  he  builds;  to  Philodetes'  care 
He  leaves  his  deathful  inftruments  of  war; 
To  him  commits  thofe  arrows,  which  again 
Muft  fee  the  bulwarks  of  the  Trojan  reign. 
The  fon  of  Psean  lights  the  lofty  pyre, 
High  round  the  ftru&ure  climbs  the  greedy  fire^ 
Plac'd  on  the  top,  thy  nervous  fhoulders  fpread 
With  the  Nemsean  fpoils  thy.  carelefs  head  ; 
Rais'd  on  the  knotty  club,  with  look  divine  ; 
Here  thou,  dread  hero  of  celeftial  line, 
Waft  ftretch'd  at  eafe  ;  as  when,  a  cheerful  gueft, 
Wine  crown'd  thy  bowls,  and  flowers  thy.  teroptea 

dreft. 

Now  on  all  fides  the  potent  flames  afpire, 
And  crackle  round  thofe  limbs  that  mock  the  firc« 
A  fudden  tremor  feiz'd  th'  immortal  hoft, 
Who  thought  the  world's  profeft  defender  loft. 
This  when  the  thunderer  faw,  with  fmiles  he, 

cries, 

'Tis  from  your  fears,  ye  gods,  my  pleafures  rife  3 
Joy  fwells  my  breaft,  that  my  all-ruling  hand 
O'er  fiich  a  grateful  people 
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That  you  my  fullering  progeny  would  aid ; 
Though  to  his  deeds  this  jutt  refpe&  be  paid, 
Me  you've  oblig'd.     Be  all  your  fears  forborn, 
Th'  Oetean  fires  do  thou,  great  hero,  fcorn. 
"Who  vanquifh'd  all  things,  fhall  fubdue  the  flame. 
That  part  alone  of  grofs  maternal  frame 
Fire  fhall  devour  ;  while  what  from  me  he  drew 
Shall  live  immortal,  and  its  force  fubdue ; 
That,  when  he's  dead,  I'll  raife  to  realms  above  ; 
May  all  the  powers  the  righteous  a<a  approve  1 
If  any  god  diffent,  and  judge  too  great 
The  facred  honours  of  the  heavenly  feat, 
Ev'n  he  fhall  own,  his  deeds  deferve  the  fky, 
Bv'n  he,  reludant,  fhall  at  length  comply. 
Th'  affembled  powers  affcnt.     No  frown  till  now 
Had  mark'd  with  paflion  ven'geful  Juno's  brow. 
Mean  while  whate'er  was  in  the  power  of  flame 
Was  all  confum'd,  his  body's  nervous  frame 
"No  more  was  known  ; — of  human  form  bereft, 
Th'  eternal  part  of  Jove  alone  was  left. 
As  an  old  ferpent  cafls  his  fcaly  veft, 
Wreathes  in  the  fun,  in  youthful  glory  dreft  ; 
So  when  Alcides  mortal  mould  refign'd, 
His  better  part  enlarg'd,  and  grew  refin'J, 
Auguft  his  vifage  fhone ;  almighty  Jove 
In  his  fwift  car  his  honour'd  offspring  drove  ; 
High  o'er  the  hollow  clouds  the  courfers  fly, 
And  lodge  the  hero  in  the  ftarry  flcy. 

The  Transformation  of  Galantbis. 

ATLAS  perceiv'd  the  load  qf  heaven's  new  gueft. 

Revenge  ftill  rancour'd  in  Euryftheus'  breaft 

Againft  Alcides' race.     Alcmena  goes 

To  lole,  to  vent  maternal  woes; 

Here  fhe  pours  forth  her  grief,  recounts  the  fpoils 

Her  fon  had  bravely  reap'd  in  glorious  toils. 

This  lole,  by  Hercules'  commands, 

Hyllus  had  lov'd,  and  join'd  in  nuptial  bands. 

Her  fwelling  womb  the  teaming  birth  confefs'd ; — 

To  whom  Alcmena  thus  herfpeech  addrefs'd  : 

0  may  the  gods  protect  thee,  in  that  hour, 
When  'midft  thy  throes  thou  calFft  th'  Ilithyan 
May  no  delays  prolong  thy  racking  pain, [power ! 
As  when  I  fued  for  Juno's  aid  in  vain! 

When  now  Alcides'  mighty  birth  drew  nigh, 
And  the  tenth  fign  roll'd  forward  on  the  fky, 
My  womb  extends  with  fuch  a  mighty  load^ 
As  Jove  the  parent  of  the  burden  fhow'd. 

1  could  no  more  th'  increafing  fmart  fufiain  I 
My  horror  kindles  to  recount  the  pain  ; 
Cold  chills  my  limbs  while  I  the  tale  purfue, 
And  now  methinks  I  feel  my  pangs  anew. 
Seven  days  and  nights  amidft  inceffant  throes, 
Fatigued  with  ilia  I  lay,  nor  knew  repofc  ; 
When  lifting  high  my  hands,  in  fhrieks  I  pray'd, 
Implor'd  the  gods,  and  call'd  Lucina's  aid. 

She  came,  but  prejudic'd  to  give  my  fate 
A  facrifice  to  vengeful  Juno's  hate. 
She  hears  the  groaning  anguifh  of  my  fits, 
And  on  the  altar  at  my  door  fhe  fits  ; 
O'er  her  left  knee  her  eroding  leg  fhe  caft, 
Then  knits  her  fingers  clofe,  and  wrings  them  faft : 
This  ftay'd  the   birth ;  in    muttering   verfe  fhe 

pray'd, 
The  muttering  verfe  th'  unfinilh'd  birth  ddaj'd. 


Now  with  fierce  druggies,  raging 'with  my  pa:n, 
At  Jove's  ingratitude  I  rave  in  vain. 
How  did  I  wifh  for  death  !  fuch  groans  I  fent, 
As  might  have  made  the  flinty  heart  relent. 
Now  the  Gadmeian  matrons  round  me  pruia, 
Offer  their  vows,  and  feek  to  bring  redrefs. 
Among  the  Theban  dames  Galanthis  (lands, 
Strong-limb'd,  red  hair'd,  and  juft  to  my  com. 

mamls : 

She  firft  perceiv'd  that  all  thcfe  racking  woes 
From  the  perfifting  hate  of  Juno  rofe. 
As  here  and  thfre  fhe  pafs'd,  by  chance  fhe  fee* 
The  feated  goddcfs ;  on  her  clofe  prefs'd  knees 
Her  faft-knit  hands  fhe  leans  :  with  cheerful  voice 
Galanthis  cries,  Whoe'er  thou  art,  rejoice; 
Congratulate  the  dame,  fhe  lies  at  reft, 
At  length  the  gods  Alcmena's  womb  have  blefr.. 
Swift  from  her  feat  the  flartlcd  goddefs  fprings, 
No  more  conceal'd,  her  hands  abroad  fhe  flings; 
The  charm  unloos'd,  the  birth  my  pangs  reliev'd  ; 
Galanthis'  laughter  vex'd  the  power  decciv'd. 
Fame  fays,  the  goddefs  dragg'd  the  laughing  maid 
Faft  by  the  hair  ;  in  vain  her  force  efiay'd 
Her  groveling  body  from  the  ground  to  rear; 
Chang'd  to  fore  feet  her  fhrinking  arms  appear  ; 
Her  hairy  back  her  former  hue  retain*, 
The  form  alone  is  loft;  her  ftrength  remains  ; 
Who,  fince  the  lie  did  from  her  mouth  proceed, 
Shall  from  her  pregnant  mouth  bring  forth  hef 

breed ; 

Nor  fhall  fhe  quit  her  long-frequented  home, 
But  haunt  thofe  houfes  where  Ihe  lov'd  to  roam. 

Tie  Story  of  Idaut  Refiored  to  Yuuth. 

ARGUMENT. 

lole  having  related  the  fable  of  her  fifler  Dryopr, 
who  was  changed  into  a  tree  for  violating  the 
bloffoms  of  the  plant  Lotis  (once  a  nymph)  ; 
while  fhe  is  difcourCng  on  thcfe  matters  with 
Alcmena,  fhe  finds  new  matter  of  wonder,  in 
the  fudden  change  of  loalub  to  a  youth. 

WHILE  lole  the  fatal  change  declares, 
Alcmena's  pitying  hand  oft  vrip'd  her  tears,  [flies, 
Grief  too  ftream'd  down  her  checks;  fr.ou  furrow 
And  rifing  joy  the  trickling  moifture  dries  : 
Lo  lolaiis  ftands  befoie  their  eyes. 
A  youth  he  flood ;  and  the  foit  down  began 
O'er  his  fmooth  chin  to  fpread,  and  prom  He  man.' 
Hebe  fubmitted  to  her  hufband's  prayers, 
InftiU'd  new  vigour,  and  refioi'd  his  years. 

The  Prophecy  of  Themis. 
Now  from  her  lips  a  folemn  oath  had  pafs'd, 
That  lolaiis  the  gift  alone  mould  tafte, 
Had  not  juft  Themis  thus  maturely  laid 
(Which  check'd  her  vow,  and  aw'd  the  blooming 

maid)  : 

Thebes  is  embroil'd  in  war.     Capancus  ftands 
Invincible ;  but  by  the  thunderer's  haiids 
Ambition  fliall  the  guilty  *  brothers  fire, 
Both  rufh  to  mutual  wounds,  and  both  expire. 

*  Ettocks 
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The  reeling  earth  (hall  ope  her  gloomy  womb, 
"Where  the  *  yet  breathing  bard  fhall  find  his 

tomb. — 

The  f  fon  fhall  bathe  his  hands  in  parent's  blood, 
And  in  one  act  be  both  unjuft  and  good. 
Of  home  and  fenfe  depriv'd,  where'er  he  flies, 
The  furies  and  his  mother's  ghoft  he  fpies. 
His  wife  the  fatal  bracelet  ihall  implore, 
And  Phegeus  ftain  his  fword  in  kindred  gore. 
Callirhoe  fhall  then  with  fuppliant  prayer 
Prevail  on  Jupiter's  relenting  ear. 
Jove  {hall  with  youth  her  infant  fons  infpire, 
And  bid  their  bofoms  glow  with  manly  fire. 

The  Debate  of  the  Gods. 

WHEN  Themis  thus  with  prefcient   voice    had 

fpoke 

Among  the  gods  a  various  murmur  broke; 
Diffenfion  rofe  in  each  immortal  breaft, 
That  one    fhould  grant   what   was    deny'd   the 

reft. 

Aurora  for  her  aged  fpoufe  complains, 
And  Ceres  grieves  for  Jafon's  freezing  veins ; 
Vulcan  would  Erich thonius'  years  renew ; 
Her  future  race  the  care  of  Venus  drew, 
She  would  Anchifes'  blooming  age  reftore ; 
A  different  care  employ'd  each  heavenly  power. 
Thus  various  interefts  did  their  jars  increafe, 
Till  Jove  arofe ; — he  fpoke,  their  tumults  ceafe. 

— Is  any  reverence  to  our  prefence  given  ? 
Then  why  this  diicord  'mong  the  powers  of  hea- 
ven ? 

Who  can  the  fettled  will  of  Fate  fubdue  ? 
*  f  was  by  the  fatee  that  lolaiis  knew 
A  fecond  youth.     The  fates'  determin'd  doom 
Shall  give  Callirhoe's  race  a  youthful  bloom. 
Arms  nor  ambition  can  this  power  obtain  : 
Quell  your  defires ;  even  me  the  fates  reftrain. 
Could  I  their  will  contrpul,  no  rolling  years 
Had  ./Eacus  bent  down  with  filver  hairs ; 
Then  Rhadamanthus  ftill  had  youth  poffefsM, 
And  Minos  with  eternal  bloom  been  blefs'd. 
Jove's  words  the  fynod  mov'd ;  the  power  give 

o'er, 

And  urge  in  vain  unjuft  complaint  no  more. 
•  Since  Rhadamanthus'  veins  now  flowly  flow'd, 
And  JEacus  and  Minos  bore  the  load ; 
Minos,  who,  in  the  flower  of  youth  and  fame, 
Made  mighty  nations  tremble  at  his  name. 
Infirm  with  age,  the  proud  Miletus  fears, 
Vain  of  his  birth,  and  in  the  ftrength  of  years ; 
And  now,  regarding  all  his  realms  as  loft, 
Re  durft  not  force  him  from  his  native  coaft. 
But  you  by  choice,  Miletus,  fled  his  reign, 
And  your  fwift veffel plow'd  th'  ^Egean  main; 
On  Afiatic  fhores  a  town  you  frame, 
Which  ftill  is  honour'd  with  the  founder's  name. 
Here  you  Cyanee  knew,  the  beauteous  maid, 
As  on  her  father's  winding  banks  fhe  ftray'd  : 
Caunus  and  Byblis  hence  their  lineage  trace, 
The  double  offspring  of  your  warm  embrace. 

*   Amplnaraut, 
•} 
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ARGUMENT. 


Pallas,  vifiting  the  mufes  on  their  hill  to  fee  the 
fountain  Hippocrene,  is  by  them  informed  how 
the  Pierides  were  changed  into  chattering  pies 
for  rivaling  the  nine  fillers  in  fong.  —  This  fti- 
mulating  the  goddcfs  to  take  vengeance  on 
Arachne,  the  daughter  of  Idmon,  who  defied  her 
in  her  own  art,  gives  rife  to  the  following  flory. 

PALLAS,  attentive,  heard  the  mufes'  fong, 
Pleas'd  thatfo  well  they  had  reveng'd  their  wrong: 
Reflecting  thus  —  A  vulgar  foul  can  praife, 
My  fame  let  glorious  emulation  raife  : 
Swift  vengeance  fhall  purfue  th'  audacious  pride 
That  dares  my  facred  deity  deride  : 
Revenge  the  goddefs  in  her  breaft  revolves  ; 
And^ftraightthe  bold  Arachne's  fate  refolves; 
Her  haughty  mind  to  Heaven  difdain'd  to  bend, 
And  durft  with  Pallas  in  her  art  contend. 
No  famous  town  fhe  boafts,  or  noble  name  ; 
But  to  her  fkilful  hand  owes  all  her  fame  ; 
Jdmon  her  father  on  his  trade  rely'd, 
And  thirfty  wool  in  purple  juices  dy'dj 
Her  mother,  whom  the  fhades  of  death  confine, 
Was,  like  her  hufband,  born  of  vulgar  line. 
At  fmall  Hypaepe  though  fhe  did  refide, 
Yet  induftry  proclaim'd  what  birth  deny'd  C 
All  Lydia  to  her  name  due  honour  pays, 
And  every  city  fpeaks  Arachne's  praife. 
Nymphs  of  Timolus  quit  their  fhady  woods, 
Nymphs  of  Padlolus  leave  their  golden  floods, 
And  oft  with  pleafure  round  her  gazing  ftand, 
Admire  her  work,  and  praife  her  artful  hand  : 
They  view'd  each  motion,  with  new  wonder  feiz'dl 
More  than  the  work  her  graceful  manner  pleas'd. 

Whether  raw  wool  in  its  firft  orbs  fhe  wound, 
Or  with  fwift  fingers  twirl'd  the  fpindle  round  ; 
Whether  fhe  pick'd  with  care  the  knotty  piece, 
Or  comb'd  like  ftreaky  clouds  the  ftretching  fleece; 
Whether  her  needle  play'd  the  pencil's  part  ; 
'  Fwas  plain  from  Pallas  fhe  deriv'd  her  art. 
But  fhe,  unable  to  fuftain  her  pride, 
The  very  miftrefs  of  her  art  defy'd.  — 
Pallas  obfcures  her  bright  celeftial  grace, 
And  takes  an  old  decrepit  beldame's  face. 
Her  head  is  fcatter'd  o'er  with  filver  hairs, 
Which  feems  to  bend  beneath  a  load  of  years. 
Her  trembling  hand,  embofs'd  with  livid  veins, 
On  trufty  ftaff  her  feeble  limbs  fuftains. 

She  thus  accofts  the  nymph  :  "  Be  timely  wife, 
"  Do  not  the  wholefome  words  of  age  defpife, 
"  For  in  the  hoary  head  experience  lies  : 
"  On  earth  contend  the  greateft  name  to  gam  ; 
«  To  Pallas  yield;—  with  Heaven  you  ftrive  in 

"  vain." 

Contempt  contracts  her  brow,  her  paffions  rife, 
Wrath  and  difdain  enflame  her  rolling  eyes  : 
At  once  the  tangling  thread  away  fhe  throws, 
And  fcarce  can  curb  her  threatening  hand^  from 
blow*.  \ 
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"  Worn  out  with  age,  and  by  difeafe  declin'd, 
"  (She  cries)  thy  carcafe  hafe  (urviv'd  thy  mind  • 
"  Thefe  le&ures  might  thy  fervile  daughters  move, 
"  And  wary  dr.&rines  for  thy  nieces  prove  : 
"  My  counfel  's  from  myfelf,  my  will  commands, 
"  And  my  firft  refolution  always  ftands  : 
"  Let  her  contend ;  or  does  her  fear  impart 
"  That  conqueft  waits  on  my  fuperior  art  ?" 

The  goddefs  ftraight  throws  eff  her  old  difguife, 
And  heavenly  beauty  fparkles  in  her  eyes, 
A  youthful  bloom  fills  up  each  wrinkled  trace, 
And  Pallas  fmiles  with  every  wonted  grace. 
The  nymphs  furpris'd,  the  Deity  adore, 
And  Lydian  dames  confcfs  her  matchlefs  power; 
The  rival  maid  alone  unmov'd  remains, 
Yet  a  fwift  blufti  her  guilty  feature  ftains; 
In  her  unwilling  cheek  the  crimfon  glows, 
And  her  check'd  pride  a  ihort  confufion  knows. 
So  when  Aurora  firft  unveils  her  eyes, 
A  purple  dawn  inverts  the  blufhing  ikies  ; 
But  foon  bright  Phoebus  gains  th'  horizon's  height, 
And  gilds  the  hemifphere  with  fpreading  light. 

Defire  of  conqueft  fways  the  giddy  maid, 
To  certain  ruin  by  vain  hopes  betray 'd  : 
The  goddefs  with  her  ftubborn  will  comply'd, 
And  deign'd  by  trial  to  convince  her  pride. 
Both  take  their  ftations,  and  the  piece  prepare, 
And  order  every  flender  thread  with  care. 
The  web  enwraps  the  beam ;  the  reed  divides, 
"While   through  the  widening  fpace  the  (buttle 

glides, 

Which  their  fwift  hands  receive ;  then,  pois'd  with 
lead,  [thread. 

The  Twinging  weight  ftrikes  clofe  th*  inferted 
They  gird  their  flowing  garments  round  the  waift, 
And  ply  their  feet  and  arms  with  dext'rous  hafte. 
Here  each  inweaves  the  richeft  Tyrian  dye, 
There  fainter  fhades  in  foften'd  order  lie ; 
Such  various  mixtures  in  the  texture  fhine, 
Set  off  the  work,  and  brighten  each  defign. 
As  when  the  fun  his  piercing  rays  extends,  [cends, 
When  from  thin  clouds  fome  drifling  fliower  def- 
We  fee  the  fpacious  humid  arch  appear, 
Whofe  tranfient  colours  paint  the  fplendid  air  : 
By  fuch  degrees  the  deepening  fhadows  rife 
As  pleafingly  deceive  our  dazzled  eyes ; 
And  though  the  fame  th'  adjoining  eolour  feems, 
Yet  hues  of  different  natures  dye  th1  extremes. 
Here  heightening  gold  they  'midft  the  woof  dif- 

pofe, 
And  in  the  web  this  antique  ftory  rofe. 

Pallas  the  lofty  mount  of  Mars  defigns, 
Celeftial  judgment  guides  th'  unerring  lines ; 
Here,  in  juft  view,  th'  Athenian  ftru<5lures  (land, 
,    And  there  the  gods  contend  to  name  the  land  ; 
Twelves  deities  (he  frames  with  (lately  mien,         i 
And  in  the  midft  fupenor  Jove  is  feen ; 
A  glowing  warmth  the  blended  colours  give, 
The  figures  in  the  picture  feem  to  live. 
Heaven's  thundering  monarch  fits  with  awful  grace, 
And  dread  omnipotence  imprints  his  face ; 
There  Neptune  flood,  difdainfully  he  frown'd, 
And  with  his  trident  fmote  the  trembling  ground; 
parting  rocks  a  fpacious  chafm  difclofe, 
a  gery?  prancing  fte?4  *tf  °& » 


And  on  that  ufeful  gift  he  founds  his  claim, 

To  grace  the  city  with  his  honour'd  name. 

See  her  own  figure  next  with  martial  air, 

A- mining  hehtfet  decks  her  flowing  hair; 

Her  thoughtfutt>rcaft  her  well-poi*'d(hield  defendsj 

And  her  bare  arm  a  glittering  fpear  extends, 

With  which   fhe  wounds  the  plain  ;  from  thence- 

arofe 

A  fpHading  tree ;  green  olives  load  the  boughs. 
The  powers  her  gift  behold^  with  wandering  eyes, 
And  to  the  goddefs  give  the  rightful  prize. 

Such  mercy  checks  her  wrath,  that,  to  diffuad'e 
By  others  fate  the  too  prefumptuous  maid, 
With  miniatures  fhe  fills  each  corner  fpace, 
To  curb  her  pride,  and  fave  her  from  difgrace. 

Haemus  and  Rhodope  in  this  fhe  wrought, 
The  beauteous  colours  fpoke  her  lively  thought ! 
With  arrogance  and  fierce  ambition  fir'd, 
They  to  the  facred  names  of  gods  afpir'd ; 
To  mountains  charig'd,  their  lofty  heads  arife, 
And  lofc  their  leffening  fummits  in  the  Ikies. 

In  that,  in  all  the  ftrength  of  art  was  feen 
The  wretched  fate  of  the  Pygmaean  queen  ; 
Juno,  enrag'd,  refents  th'  audacious  aim, 
And  to  a  crane  transforms  the  vanquifh'd  dame ; 
In  that  voracious  fhape  fhe  ft  ill  appears,        , 
And  plagues  her  people  with  perpetual  wars. 

In  this,  Antigone  for  beauty  drove 
With  the  bright  confort  of  imperial  Jove  ; 
Juno,  incens'd,  her  royal  power  difplay'd, 
And  to  a  bird  converts  the  haughty  maid. 
La'orhedon  hfs  daughter's  fate  bewails, 
Nor  his,  nor  Ilion's  fervent  prayer  prevail1?, 
But  on  her  lovely  fkin  white  feathers  rife  ; 
Chang'd  to  a  clamorous  ftork,  (be  mounts  the  Ikies. 

In  the  remaining  orb,  the  heavenly  maid 
The  tale  of  childltfs  Cynaras  difplay'd ; 
A  fettled  anguifh  in  his  look  appears, 
And  from   his   bloodfhot  eyes   flow   dreams  of 

tears ; 

On  the  cold  ground,  no  more  a  father,  thrown, 
He  for  his  daughters  clafp'd  the  polifh'd  (lone. 
And,  when  he  fought  to  hold  their  wonted  charmi, 
The  temple's  fteps  deceiv'd  his  eager  arms. 
Wreathes  of  green  olive  round  the  border  twine. 
And  her  own  tree  enclofes  the  defign. 

Arachne  paints  th'  amours  of  mighty  Jove, 
How  in  a  bull  the  god  difguis'd  hi»  love  ; 
A  real  bull  feems  in  the  piece  to  roar, 
And  real  billows  breaking  on  the  (bore  : 
In  fair  Europa's  face  appears  furprife, 
To  the  retreating  land  fhe  turns  her  eyes, 
And  feems  to  call  her  maids,  who  wondering  ftoodj 
And  with  her  tears  increas'd  the  briny  flood. 
Her  trembling  feet  (he  by  contraction  faves 
From  the  rude  infult  of  the  rifing  waves. 

Here  amorous  Jove  difiblving  La;da  trod, 
And  in  the  vigorous  fwan  conceal'd  the  god. 
Love  lends  him  now  an  eagle's  new  difguife, 
Beneath  his  fluttering  wings  Afteria  lies, 
Th'  enlivening  colours  here  with  force  exprefs'4 
How  Jove  the  fair  Antiopc  carefs'd. 
In  a  ftrong  fatyr's  mufcled  form  he  came, 
Inftilling  love  tranfports  the  glowing  dame, 
And  lufty  twins  reward  his  nervous  flame* 
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Here  how  He  footh'd  the  bright  Alcmena's  love, 
Who  for  Amphitryon  took  th'  impoftor  Jovcj 
And  how  the  god  ia  golden  fhowerallur'd 
The  guarded  nymph,  in  brazen  walls  immur'd  : 
How,  in  a  fwain,  Mnemofyne  he  charms  ; 
'How  lambent  flame  the  fair  JEgina.  warms: 
And  how  with  various  glittering  hue.s  inlaid 
In  ferpent's  form  Deois  he  betray'd. 
Here  you,-great  Neptune,  with  a  fhort-liv'd  flame 
In  a  young  bull  enjoy  th'  JEoiian  dame. 
Then  in  Enipeus'  ihape~  intrigues  purfue.: 
'Tis  thus  th'  Aloids  boaft  defcent  from  you. 
Here  to  Bifahis  was  thy  love  convey'd, 
When  a  rough  ram  deceiv'd  the  yielding  maid. 
"     Qeres,  kind  mother  of  the  bounteous  year, 
Whofe  golden  locks  a  fheafy  garland  bear  ; 
And  the  dread  dame,  with  hiffing  ferpents  hung, 
(  From  whom  the  Pegafsean  courier  fpruug) 
Thee  in  a  fnuffling  ilallion's  form  enjoy, 
Exhauft  thy  ftrength,  and  every  nerve  employ  j 
Melantho  as  a  dolphin  you  betray, 
And  fport  in  pleafures  on  the  rolling  iea  : 
Such  j  art  proportion  graces  every  part, 
Nature  herfclf  appears  improv'd  by  art. 
Here  in  difguife  was  mighty  Phcebus  ft- en, 
With  clownifti  afpe6l,  and. a  ruftic  mien  ; 
Again  transform'd,  he'sdrefs'd  in  f-alcoh'a  plumes, 
And  now  the  lion's  noble  fliape  aflumcs; 
Now.  in  a  fliepherd's  form,  with  treacherous  fmiles 
He  Macareian  life's  heart  beguiles. 
Here  his  plump  fliape  enamour'd  Bacchus  leaves, 
And  in  the  grape  Erigone  deceive*. 
There  Saturn,  in  a  neighipg  horfe,  ike  wove, 
And  Chiron's  double  form  rewards  his  love. 


Feftoons  of  flowers,  inwove  with  Ivy,  fhine. 
Border  the  wondrous  piece,  and  round  the  texture 

twine. 

Not  Pallas,  nor  ev'n  fpleen  itfelf,  could  blama 
The  wondrous  work  of  the  Mseonian  dame  ; 
With  grief  her  vaft  fuccefs  the  goddefs  bore, 
And  of  celeilial  crimes  the  ftory  tore.       - 
Fjfer  boxen  fhuttle  now,  enrag'd,  flic  took, 
And  thrice  the  proud  Idmonian  artift  ftrucfc  : 
'fh   unhappy  maid,  to  fee  her  labours  vain, 
Grew  refolute  with  pride,  and  ftiame,  and  pain  : 
Around  her  neck  a  fatal  noofe  flie  ty'd, 
And  fought  by  fudden  death  her  guilt  to  hide, 
Pallas  with  pity  faw  the  defpcrate  deed, 
And  thus  the  virgin'ssiiilder  fate  decreed  : 
"  Live,  impious  rival,  mindful  of  thy  crime, 
"  Sufpended  thus  to  waile  thy  future  time; 
"  Thy  punifhment  involves  thy  numerous  race, 
"  Who  for  thy  fault  (hall  ihare  in  thy  difgrace." 
Her  incantation  magic  juices  aid,  Tf 

With  fprinkling  drops  (he  bath'd  the  pendent  ( 

maid,     .  f 

And  thus  the  charm  its  noxious  power  difplay'd.  J 
Like  leaves  in  autumn  drop  her  falling  hairs, 
With  thefe  her  nofe,  and  next  her  riling  ears. 
Her  head  to  the  minuted  fubflance  fhrunk, 
The"  p'otent  juice  contrails  her  changing  trunk  ; 
Clofe  to  her  fides  her  flcnder  fingers  clung, 
There  chang'd  to  nimble  feet  in  order  hung  ; 
Her  blotted  belly  fwells  to  larger  fize, 
Which  now  with  fniallefl  threads  her  work  fup<* 

plies ; 

The  virgin  in  the  fpidcr  (Ull  remains  ; 
And  in  that  fliape  her  former  art  retains. 
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AN  ANSWER 

To  THE  SOMPNER'S  PROLOGUE  OF  CHAVCEIU 
/«  Imitation  of  Chaucer's  Style. 

THE  Sompner  lewdly  hath  his  prologue  told, 
And  iaine  on  the  Freers  his  tale  japing  and  bold  ; 
How  that  in  Hell  they  fearchen  near  and  wide, 
I  And  ne  one  Freer1  in  all  thilke  place  efpyde  : 
But  lo  !  the  devil  turn'd  his  eric  about, 
And  twenty  thoufand  Freers  wend  in  and  out. 
By  which  in-  Geoffry's  rhyming  it  appears, 
The  devil's  belly  is  the  hive  of- Freers. 
Now  liftnethlordingst  forthwith  ye  fhall  hear/ 
What  happeh'd  at  a  houfe  in  LancaOiirc-. 
A  mifcie  that  had  londs  and  tenement, 
Who  raketh  from  his  villaines  taxes  and  rent, 
Owned  a  honfe  which  emptye  long  yfiood^ 
Fuli  deeply  fited  in  a  derkning  wood  ; 
Murmrir.g  a  fhallow  brook  runneth  along, 
Mong  the  round  Hones  it  maken  ciolt'iul  long. 

Now  there  1'prea  Jen  a  rumour  that  everich  night 
The  rooms' yhaunted  been  by  many  a  fprite; 
VOL.  VtJl. 


The  miller  avoiTcheth,  and  all  thereabout, 
That  they  full  oft  hearen  the  hellifh  rout  5 
Some  fainc  they  hear  the  jingling  of  chains, 
And  fome  hath  yheard  thai  pfautries'  flraines  j 
At  midnight  fome  the  heedlefsjiorfe  ymeet, 
And  fomq  efpien  a  corfe  in  a  white  flieet, 
And  oother  things,  faye,  elfin,  and  elfe, 
And  fhapes  that  fear  createn  to  itfelfe. 

Now  it  fo  hapt,  there  was  not  ferre  away, 
Of  grey  Freers  a  fair  and  rich  Abbaye, 
Were  liven  a  Freer  ycleped  Pere  Thomas, 
Who  daren  alone  in  derke .  through  church-yerd 
pafs. 

This.  Freer  would  lye  in  thilke  houfe  all  night3 
In  hope  he  might  efp'yen  a  dreadful  fprfte. 
He  taketh  candle,  beades,  and  holy  watere, 
And  Ittj^flS^yeke  of  faintes,  and  bot>kes  of  prayefe* 
He  entereth  tl^.e  room,  and  loo'kerh  round  about. 
Anil  hafpen  th&,door,  to  hafpen  the  gobiin  out. 
The  candle  hath  he  put  ctofe  by  the  bed, 
And  in  low  tone  his  a-ve  maryc  faid. 
With  water  now  befprinkied  hath  the  floors",- 
Ar.i  makeu  croi's  on  key-hole  of  th-s  dow^, 
Y 
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>Je  was  there  not  a  moufe-hole  in  thilke  place, 
But  he  ycroffed  hath  by  God  his  grace  : 
He  crofted  hath  this,  and  eke  he  croflcd  that, 
"With  benedlcitc  and  God  knows  what. 

Now  he  gotth  to  bed  and  lieth  adown, 
"When  the  clock  had  juftftricken  the  twelfth  foun. 
Bf  thinketh  him  now  what  the  caufe  had  ybeen, 
Why  many  fprites  by  mortals  have  been  Teen. 
Hem  remembretb  how  Dan  Plutarch  hath  yfed 
That  Csefar's  fprite  came  to  Brute  his  bed ; 
Of  chains  that  frighren  erft  Artemidore, 
The  tales  of  Pline,  Valere,  and  many  more. 

Hem  thinketh  that  fome  murdere  here  been  done, 
And  he  mought  fee  fome  bloody e  ghoft  anore, 
Or  that  fome  orphlines  writings  here  be  flor'd, 
Or  pot  of  gold  laine  deep  beneath  a  board : 
Or  thinketh  hem,  if  he  might  fee  no  fprite, 
The  Abbayemought  buy  this  houfe  cheap  outright. 

As  hem  thus  thinketh,  anone  afleep  he  lies, 
Up  flarten  Sathanas  with  faucer  eyes, 
lie  turned  the  Freer  upon  his  face  downright, 
JDifplaying  his  nether  cheeks  full  broad  and  white. 
Then  quoth  Dan  Sathanas  as  he  thwacked  him  fore, 
Thou  didft  forget  to  guard  thy  poftern-dore. 
There  is  an  hole  which  hath  not  crofled  been  : 
farewell,  from  whence  I  came,  I  creepen  in. 

Now  plain  it  is  ytellen  in  my  verfe, 
3f  deviis  in  hell  bear  Freers  in  their  erfe, 
On  earth  the  devil  in  Freers  doth  ydwell; 
Were  there  no  Freers,  the  devil  mought  keep  in 
hell. 

WORK  FOR  A  COOPER. 

A  MAN  may  lead  a  happy  life, 
"Without  that  needful  thing  a  wife  : 
This  long  have  lufty  abbots  known, 
Who  ne'eif  knew  fpoufes — of  their  own. 

What  though  your  houfe  be  clean  and  neat', 
With  couches,  chairs,  and  beds  complete  ; 
Though  you  each  <Jay  invite  a  friend, 
Though  he  fliould  every  difti  commend  ; 
On  Bagfhot-heath  your  mutton  fed, 
Your  fowls  at  Brentford  born  and  bred  ; 
Though  pureft  wine  your  cellars  boaft, 
Wine  worthy  of  the  faireft  toaft  ; 
Yet  there  are  other  things  requir'd  : 
Ring,  and  let's  fee  the  maid  you  hir'd.— 
Blefs  me  !  thofe  hands  might  hold  a  broom. 
Twirl  round  a  mop,  and  wafh  a  room  : 
A  bachelor  his  maid  fliould  keep, 
Not  for  that  fervile  ufe  to  fweep ; 
Let  her  his  humour  understand, 
And  turn  to  every  thing  her  handi 
Get  yon  a  lafs  that's  young  and  tight,- 
Whofe  arms  are,  like  her  apron,  white. 
What  though  her  Ihift  be  feldom  feen, 
Let  that,  though  coarfe,  be  always  clean  ; 
She  might  each  morn  your  tea  attend 
And  on  your  wrift  your  ruffle  mend  ; 
Then,  if  you  break  a  roguifli  jell, 
Or  fqueeze  her  hand,  or  pat  her  brtaft, 
She  cries,  Oh,  dear  Sir,  don't  be  naught! 
And  blufhes  fpcak  her  laft  night't.  f<tult. 
To  her  your  houfehold  cares  conf.de, 
i-et  your  keys  jingle  at  her  fide* 


A  footman's  blunders  teaze  and  fret  ye  • 
Ev'n  while  you  chide,  you  fmile  on  Betty; 
Difcharge  him  then,  if  he's  too  fpruce.  ; 
For  Betty's  for  his  mafter's  ufe. 

Will  you  your  amorous  fancy  baulk, 
For  fear  fome  prudifli  neighbour  talk  ? 
But  you'll  objcdl,  that  you're  afraid 
Of  the  pert  freedoms  of  a  maid. 
Beftdes,  your  wifer  heads  will  fay, 
That  Cie  who  turns  her  hand  this  way, 
From  one  vice  to  another  drawn, 
Will  lodge  your  filver  fpoons  in  pawn. 
Has  not  the  homely  wrinkled  jade 
More  need  to  learn  the  pilfering  trade  \ 
For  love  all  Betty's  wants  fupplies, 
Laces  her  (hoes,  her  mantua  dyes, 
All  her  ftuff-fuits  fhe  flings  away, 
And  wears  thread-fattin  every  day. 

Who  then  a  dirty  drab  would  hire, 
Brown  as  the  hearth  of  kitchen  fire ; 
When  all  muft  own,  were  Betty  put 
To  the  black  duties  of  the  flut, 
As  well  (he  fcours  or  fcrubs  a  floor, 
And  ftill  is  good  for  fomething  more  ? 

Thus,  tn  avoid  the  greater  vice, 
I  knew  a  prieft,  of  confcience  nice, 
To  quell  his  luft  for  neighbour's  fpoufe, 
Keep  fornication  in  his  houfe. 

But  you're  impatient  all  this  time,      t 
Fret  at  my  counfel,  curfe  my  ryhme. 
Be  fatisfy'd  :  I'll  talk  no  more, 
For  thus  my  tale  begins — Of  yore 
There  dwelt  at  Blois  a  prieft  full  fair, 
With  rolling  eye  and  crifped  hair ; 
His  chin  hung  low,  his  brow  was  fleck, 
Plenty  lay  bafking  on  his  cheek ; 
Whole  days  at  cloyfter  grates  he  fate, 
Ogled,  and  talk'd  of  this  and  that 
So  feelingly,  the  nuns  lamented 
That  double  bars  were  e'er  invented. 
If  he  the  wanton  wife  confeft, 
With  downcaft  eye,  and  heaving  breaft ; 
He  ftroak'd  her  cheek  to  ftill  her  fear, 
And  talk'd  of  fins  en  cavalier  ; 
Each  time  cnjoin'd  her  penance  mildj 
And  fondled  on  her  like  his  child. 
At  every  jovial  goflip's  feaft 
Pere  Bernard  was  a  welcome  gueft  ; 
Mirth  fuffer'd  not  the  leaft  reftraint, 
He  could  at  will  fhake  off  the  faint ; 
Nor  frown'd  he  when  they  freely  fpoke,, 
But  fhook  his  fides,  and  took  the  joke  ; 
Nor  fail'd  he  to  promote  the  jeft, 
And  ftiar'd  the  fins  which  they  confeft. 

Yet,  that  he  might  not  always  roam, 
He  kept  conveniencies  at  home. 
His  maid  was  in  the  bloom  ot  beauty, 
Well-limb'd  for  every  focial  duty  ; 
He  meddled  with  no  houfehold  care*j 
To  her  confign'd  his  whole  affairs  : 
She  of  his  ftudy  kept  the  keys, 
For  he  was  fludious — of  his  eafe  : 
She  had  the  power  of  all  his  locks, 
Could  rummage  every  chell  and  box-; 
Her  hoiiefty  iuch  credit  gainM, 
Is'ot  ev'n  the  cellar  wa*  reftfain'J,- 
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tn  troth  it  was  a  goodly  fiiow,' 

Lin'd  with  full  hogfheads  all  a-roW. 

One  veffel,  from  the  rank  remov'd, 

Far  dearer  than  the  reft  he  lov'd  ; 

four  la  bonne  boucLe  'twas  fet  afide^ 

To  all  but  choiceft  friends  deny'd. 

He  now  and  then  would  fend  a  quart, 

To  warm  forne  wife's  retentive  heart, 

Againft  confeflion's  fullen  hour  : 

Wine  has  all  fecrets  in  its  power. 

At  common  feafts  it  had  been  vvafte, 

Nor  was  it  fit  for  layman's  tafte. 

If  monk  or  friar  were  his  gueft, 

They  drank  it ;  for  they  know  the  beft.' 

Nay,  he  at  length  fo  fond  was  grown, 

He  always  drank  it  when — alone. 
Who  (hall  recount  his  civil  labours, 

In  pious  vifits  to  his  neighbours  ? 

Whene'er  weak  hufbands  went  aftray, 

He  guefs'd  their  wives  were  in  the  way  : 

'Twas  then  his  charity  was  fhowh, 

He  chofe  ta  fee  them  when  alone. 
Now  was  he  bent  on  cuckuldom  : 

He  knew  friend  Dennis  was  from  home  : 

His  wife  (a  poor  neglected  beauty, 

Defrauded  of  a  hufband's  duty) 

Had  often  told  him  at  confeffion, 
,  How  hard  (he  ftniggled  'gairift  tranfgrefliony 

lie  now  refolves,  in  heat  of  blood, 

To  try  how  firm  her  virtue  flood. 

He  knew  that  wine  (to  love  beft  aid) 

Has  oft  made  bold  the  fhame-fac'd  maid, 

Taug'.vt  her  to  romp,  and  take  more  freedom's, 

Than  nymphs  train'd  up  at  Smith's  or  Needham's 
A  mighty  bottle  ftrait  he  chofe, 

Such  as  might  give  two  friars  their  dofe. 

Nannette  he  call'd  :  the  cellar  door 

She  ftraight  unlocks,  defcends  before  ; 

H^  follow'd  clofe.  But  when  he  fpies 

His  favourite  calk  ;  with  lifted  eyes 

And  lifted  hands  aloud  he  cries, 

Heigh-day  !  my  darling  wine  aftoop ! 

It  muft  alas  !  have  fprung  a  hoop. 

That  there's  a  leak  is  paft  all  doubt, 

(Reply'd  the  maid) — I'll  find  it  out. 

She  fets  the  candle  down  in  hafte, 

Tucks  her  white  apron  round  her  waift. 
.  The  hogfhead's  mouldy  fide  afcends ; 

She  ftraddles  wide,  and  downward  bends  : 

So  low  Ihe  ftoops  to  feek  the  flaw, 

Her  coats  rofe  up,  her  matter  faw — 

1  fee — he  cries — (then  clafpt  her  fad) 

The  leak  through  which  my  wine  has  paft. 
Then  all  in  hafte  the  maid  defcended, 

And  in  a  trice  the  leak  was  mended. 

He  found  in  Nannette  all  he  wanted, 

So  Dennis'  brows  remaifi'd  unplanted. 
Ere  fi  ice  this  time,  all  lufty  friars 

(Waim'd  with  predominant  defires, 

Whene'er  the  flefli  with  fpirit  quarrels) 

Look  on  'the  fex  as  leaky  barrels. 

Beware  of  thefe,  ye  jealous  fpoufes ! 

From  fuch  like  coopers  guard  your  houfes ; 

For,  if  they  find  not  work  at  home, 

For  jobs  through  all  the  town  they  roam. 


THE  EQUIVOCATION. 

AH  abbot  rich  (whofe  tafte  was  good 

Alike  in  fcience  and  in  food) 

His  bifhop  had  refolv'd  to  treat  ; 

The  bifhop  came,  the  bifhop  eat. 

'  Twas  filence,  till  their  ftomachs  fail'd  j 

And  now  at  heretics  they  rail'd; 

What  herefy  (the  prelate  faid) 

Is  in  that  church  where  priefts  may  wed  ! 

Do  not  we  take  the  church  for  life  ? 

But  thofe  divorce  her  for  a  wife  ; 

Like  laymen,  keep  her  in  their  houfes, 

And  own  the  children  of  their  fpoufes. 

Vile  pradlifes  !  the  abbot  cry'd, 

For  pious  ufe  we're  fet  afide  \ 

Shall  we  take  wives  ?  Marriage  at  beft 

Is  but  carnality  profeft ! 

Now,  as  the  bifhop  took  his  glafs, 
He  fpy'd  our  abbot's  buxom  lafs, 
Who  crofs'd  the  room  ;  he  mark'd  her  eye    , 
That  glow'd  with  love  ;  his  pulfe  beat  high; 
Fye, father,  fye,  (the  prelate  cries) 
A  maid  fo  young  !  for  fhame,  be  wife. 
Thefe  indifcretions  lend  a  handle 
To  lewd  lay-tongues,  to  give  us  fcandal. 
For  your  vow's  fake,  this  rule  I  give  t'  ye  ; 
Let  all  your  maids  be  turn'd  of  fifty. 

The  prieft  reply'd,  I  have  not  iwerv'd, 
But  your  chafte  precept  well  obferv'd  : 
That  lafs  full  twenty-five  hasted; 
I've  yet  another  who's  as  old ; 
Into  one  fum  their  ages  caft ; 
So  bbth  my  maids  have  fifty  paft. 

The  prelate  fmil'd,  but  du'rft  not  blame ; 
For  why  t  his  lordihip  did  the  fame. 

Let  thole  who  reprimand  their  brothers, 
Firil  mend  the  faults  they  find  in  others. 

A  TRUE  STORY  OF  AN  APPARITION*, 

SCEPTICS    (whofe  ftrength  of   argument  makef 

out, 

That  wifdom's  deep  inquiries  encT  in  doubt) 
Hold  this  affertion  pofitive  and  clear, 
That  fprites  are  poor  delufions,  rais'd  by  fear. 
Not  that  fam'd  ghoft,  which  in  prefaging  found 
Call'd  Brutus  to  Philippi's  fatal  ground, 
Nor  can  Tiberius  Gracchus'  goary  fhade, 
Thefe  ever -doubting  difputants  perfuade. 
Straight  they  with  fmiles  reply,  thofe  tales  of  old 
By  vifionary  pf  lefts  were  made  and  told. 
Oh,  might  forr.e  ghoft  at  dead  of  night  appear, 
And  make  you  own  conviction  by  your  fear ! 
I  know  your  fneers  my  eafy  faith  accufe, 
Whicli  with  fuch  idle  legends  fcares  the  mufe  : 
But  think  not  that  I  tell  thofe  vulgar  fprites, 
Which  frighted  boys  relate  on  winter  nights, 
How  cleanly  milk-maids  meet  the  fairy  train, 
How  heedlefs  horfes  drag  the  clinking  chain, 
Night-roaming  ghofts,  by  faucer  eye-b 
The  common  fpe&res  of  each  country -town. 
No,  1  fuch  fables  can  like  you  defpife, 
And  laugh  to  hear  thefe  nurfe-invented  lies. 
Yet  has  a«t  oft  the  fraudful  guardian's  frighg 
Compell'd  him  to  reftore  an  orphan's  right  ? 
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And  can  &t  doubt  that  horrid  ghofts  afcend, 
Which  on  the  confcious  murderer's  fteps  attend  ? 
Hear  then,  and  let  attefted  truth  prevail ; 
From  faithful  lips  I  learnt  the  dreadful  tale. 

Where  Arden's  foreft  fpreads  its  limits  wide. 
Whofe  branching  paths  the  doubtful  road  divide, 
A  traveller  took  his  folitary  way, 
When  low  beneath  the  hills  was  funk  the  day. 
And  now  the  fkies  with  gathering  darknels  lour, 
The  branches  ruftle  with  the  threaten'd  fhower ; 
With  fudden  blafts  the  foreft  murmurs  loud, 
Indented  lightnings  cleave  the  fable  cloud, 
Thunder  on  thunder  breaks,  the  tempeft  roars, 
And  heaven  difcharges  all  its 'watery  ftores. 
The  wandering  traveller  fhelter  feeks  in  vain, 
And  fbrinks  and  fhivers  with  the  beating  rain  : 
On  his  deed's  neck  the  flacken'd  bridle  lay, 
Who  chofe  with  cautious  ftep  th'  uncertain  way  ; 
And  now  he  checks  the  rein,  and  halts  to  hear 
If  any  noife  foretold  a  village  near. 
At  length  from  far  a  dream  of  light  he  fee* 
Extend  its  level  ray  between  the  trees ; 
Thither  he  fpeeds,  and,  as  he  nearer  came, 
Joyful  he  knew  the  lamp's  domedic  flame 
That  trembled  through  the  window ;  crofs  the  way 
Darts  forth  the  barking  cur,  and  dands  at  bay. 

It  was  an  ancient  lonely  houfe,  that  dood 
Upon  the  borders  of  the  fpacious  wood  ; 
Here  towers  and  antique  battlements  arife, 
And  there  in  heaps  the  moulder'd  ruin  lies. 
Some  lord  this  manfion  held  in  days  of  yore, 
To  chafe  the  wolf,  and  pierce  the  foaming  boar : 
How  chang'd,  alas,  from  what  it  once  had  been  1 
yj'is  now  degraded  to  a  public  inn. 

Straight  he  difmounts,  repeats  his  loud  com- 
mands : 

Swift  at  the  gate  the  ready  landlord  ftands ; 
With  frequent  cringe  he  bows,  and  begs  excufe, 
His  houfe  was  full,  and  every  bed  in  ufe. 
What,  not  a  garret,  and  no  flraw  to  fpare  ? 
"Why  then  the  kitchen-fire  and  elbow-chair 
Shall  ferve  for  once  to  nod  away  the  night. 
The  kitchen  ever  is  the  fervant's  right, 
Replies  the  hod  ;  there,  all  the  fire  around, 
The  count's  tir'd  footmen  fnore  upon  the  ground. 

The  maid,  who  liden'd  to  this  whole  debate, 
With  pity  learn'd  the  weary  dranger's  fate. 
Pe  brave,  fhe  cries,  you  dill  may  be  our  gueft ; 
Our  haunted  room  was  ever  held  the  bed ; 
3-f  then  your  valour  can  the  fright  fuflain 
Of  rattling  curtains  and  the  clinking  chain  ; 
If  your  courageous  tongue  have  power  to  tarlk, 
When  round  your  bed  the  horrid  ghod  fhall  walk ; 
If  you  dare  afk  it,  why  it  leaves  its  tomb  ; 
JMlfee  your  fheets  well  air'd,  and  ibow  the  room. 
Soon  as  the  frighted  maid  her  talc  had  told, 
The  ftranger  enter'd,  for  his  heart  was  bold. 

The  damfel  led  him  through  a  fpacious  hallj 
Where  ivy  hung  the  haU-demolifh'd  wall : 
She  frequent  Jook'd  behind,  and  chang'd  her  hue, 
"While  fancy  tipt  the  candle's  flame  with  blue. 
And  now  they  gain'd  the  winding  flairs  afcent, 
And  to  the  fonefome  room  uf  terrors  went. 
"Vt^hen  all  was  ready,  fwift  retir'd  the  maid,    [laid 
1  kt  watch-lights  burn,  tuck'd  warm  in  bed  was 
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The  hardy  Granger,  and  attends  the  fprfte 
Till  his  accuftom'd  walk  at  dead  of  night. 

At  firft  he  hears  the  wind  with  hollow  roar 
Shake  the  loofe  lock,  and  fwing  the  cre^ing  door  i  ! 
Nearer  and  nearer  draws  the  dreadful  found 
Of  rattling  chains,  that  dragg'd  upon  the  ground: 
When  lo  :  the  fpe<5tre  came  with  horrid  llride, 
Approach'd  the  bed,  and  drew  the  curtains  wide  ! 
In  human  form  the  ghaftful  phantom  flood, 
Expos'd  his  mangled  bofom  dy'd  with  blood. 
Then,  filent  pointing  to  his  wounded  breaft, 
Thrice  wav'd  his  hand.  Beneath  the  frighted  gueft 
The  bed-cords  trembled,  and  with  fhuddering  fear, 
Sweat  chiil'd  his  limbs,  high  rofe  his  bridled  hair; 
Then  muttering  hady  prayers,  he  mann'd  his  heart, 
And  cry'd  aloud — fay,  whence  and  who  thou  art  ? 
The  dalking  ghod  with  hollow  voice  replies, 
Three  years  are  counted  fince  with  mortal  eye* 
I  faw  the  fun,  and  vital  air  refpir'd. 
Like  thee  benighted,  and  with  travel  tir'd, 
Within  thefe  wall*  I  flept.  O  third  of  gain  ! 
See,  dill  the  planks  the  bloody  mark  retain. 
Stretch'd  on  this  very  bed,  from  fleep  I  dart, 
And  fee-the  deel  impending  o'er  my  heart ; 
The  barbarous  hodefs  held  the  lifted  knife. 
The  floor  ran  purple  with  my  gufhing  life. 
My  treafure  now  they  feize,  the  golden  fpoil 
They  bury  deep  beneath  the  grafs-grown  foil, 
Far  in  the  common  field.  Be  bold,  arifc, 
My  deps  fhall  lead  thee  to  the  fecret  prize; 
There  dig  and  find;  let  that  thy  care  reward : 
Call  loud  on  judice,  bid  her  not  retard 
To  punifh  murder;  lay  my  ghod  at  red  : 
So  fhall  with  peace  fecure  thy  nights  be  bled  ; 
And  when  beneath  thefe  boards  my  bones  are  found. 
Decent  inter  them  in  fome  facred  ground.      [bed. 

Here  ceas'dthe  ghod.  The  drangerfpringsfrom 
And  boldly  follows  where  the  phantom  led  : 
The, half-worn  dony  dairs  they  now  defcend, 
Where  paflages  oWcure  their  arches  bend. 
Silent  they  walk  ;  and  now  through  groves  they 
pafs,  [graft. 

Now  through  wet  meads  their  deps  imprint  the 
At  length  amidd  a  fpacious  field  they  came  : 
There  flops  the  fpe<Slre,  and  afcends  in  flame. 
Amaz'd  he  dood,  no  bufh  or  brier  was  found, 
To  teach  his  morning  fearch  to  find  the  ground. 
What  could  he  do  ?  the  night  was  hideous  dark, 
Fear  fhook  his  joints,  and  nature  dropt  the  mark: 
With  that  he  darting  wak'd,  and  rais'd  his  head> 
But  found  the  golden  mark  was  left  in  bed. 

What  is  the  datefman's  vad  ambitious  fcheaie^ 
But  a  fhort  vilion  and  a  golden  dream  ? 
Power,  wealth,  and  title,  elevate  his  hope  ; 
He  wakes :  but,  for  a  garter,  finds  a  rope. 

THE    MAD-DOG. 

A  PRUDE, -at  morn  and  evening  prayer, 
Had  worn  her  velvet-cufhion  bare  ; 
Upward  fhe  taught  her  eyes  to  roll, 
As  if  fhe  watch'd  her  fearing  foul ; 
And,  when  devotion  warm'd  the  crowd, 
None  fung,  or  fmote  their  bread  fa  loud  : 
Pale  penitence  had  mark'd  her  face 
With"  all,  the  meagre  figns  of  grace. 
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Her  mafs  book  was  completely  lin'd 
With  painted  faints  of  various  kind  : 
But  When  in  every  page  fhe  view'd 
Fine  ladies  who  the  flefh  fubdu'd, 
As  quick  her  heads  fhe  counted  o'er, 
jihe  cry'd — fuch  wonders  are  no  more  ! 
She  chofe  not  to  delay  confeffion, 
To  bear  at  once  a  year's  tranfgreffion  ; 
!    But  every  week  fet  all  things  even, 
And  balanc'd  her  accoums  with  heaven. 

Behold  her  now  in  humble  guife, 
Upon  her  knees  with  down-caft  eyes 
Before  the  prieft  :  fhe  thus  begins, 
**  And,  fobbing,  blubbers  forth  her  fins  : 
"  Who  could  that  tempting  man  refift  ; 
"  My  virtue  languifh'd  as  he  kifs'd; 
**  I  ftrove — till  I  could  ftrive  no  longer  : 
*'  How  can  the  weak  fubdue  tbe  ftronger  ?" 

The  father  afk'd  her  where  and  when  ? 
How  many  ?  and  what  fort  of  men  ? 
By  what  degrees  her  blood  was  heated  ? 
How  oft  the  frailty  was  repeated  ? 
Thus  have  I  feen  a  pregnant  wench 
All  flufh'd  with  guilt  before  the  bench  : 
The  judges  (wak'd  by  wanton  thought) 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  her  fault ; 
They  leer,  they  fimper  at  her  fhame, 
And  make  her  call  all  things  by  name. 

And  now  to  fentence  he  proceeds, 
Prefcribes  how  oft  to  tell  her  beads  ; 
Shows  her  what  faints  could  do  her  good, 
Doubles  her  fafts,  to  cool  her  blood. 
Eas'd  of  her  fins,  and  light  as  air, 
Away  fhe  trips,  perhaps  to  prayer. 
'Tvvas  no  fuch  thing.  Why  then  this  hafte  ? 
The  clock  has  ftruck,  the  hour  is  paft; 
And,  on  the  fpur  of  inclination, 
She  fcorn'd  to  bilk  her  affignation. 

Whate'er  fhe  did,  next  week  fhe  came, 
And  pioufly  confeft  the  fame. 
The  prieft,  who  female  frailties  pity'd, 
Firft  chid  her,  then  her  fins  remitted. 
But  did  (he  now  her  crime  bemoan 
In  penitential  fheets  alone  ? 
And  was  no  bold,  no  beaftly  fellow 
The  nightly  partner  of  her  pillow  ? 
No,  none  :  for  next  time  in  the  grove 
A  bank  was  confcious  of  her  love. 
Confeffion-day  was  come  about, 
And  now  again  it  all  muft  out. 
She  feems  to  wipe  her  twinkling  eyes  : 
"  What  now,  my  child  ?"  the  father  cries. 
"  Again  !"  fays  fhe. — With  threatening  looks, 
He  thus  the  proftrate  dame  rebukes  : 

"  Madam,  J  grant  there's  fomething  in  it, 
"  That  virtue  has  th'  unguarded  minute  ; 
"  But  pray  now  tell  me  what  are  whores, 
"  But  women  of  unguarded  hour?  ? 
"  Then  you  mult  fure  have  loft  all  fhame. 
11  What !  every  day,  and  ftili  the  fame, 
"  And  no 'fault  elfe  !  'tis  ftrange  to  find 
"  A  woman  to  one  fin  confin'd  ! 
"  Pride  is  this  day  her  darling  paffion, 
"  The  next  day  flander  is  in  falhion  ; 
"Gaming  fucceeds  ;  if  fortune  croffes, 
Jiiuue's  mortgaged  for  her 


"  By  ufe  her  favourite  vice  fhe  lotkes, 
"  And  loves  new  follies  like  new  clothes  : 
"  But  you,  beyond  all  thought  unchafte, 
"  Have  all  fin  center'd  near  yourwaift  1 
"  Whence  is  this  appetite  fo  ftrong  ? 
f  Say,  madam,  did  your  mother  long  ? 
"  Or  is  it  luxury  and  high  diet 
"  That  won't  let  virtue  fleep  in  quiet  ?" 
She  tells  him  now,  with  meekeft  voice, 
That  flie  had  never  err'd  by  choice ; 
Nor  was  there  known  a  virgin  chafter, 
Till  ruin'd  by  a  fad  difafter. 

That  fhe  a  favourite  lap-dog  had, 
Which  (as  (he  ftroak'd  and  kifs'd)  grew  mad  ; 
And  on  her  lip  a  wound  indenting, 
Firft  fet  her  youthful  blood  fermenting1. 
The  prieft  reply'd,  with  zealous  fury, 
"  You  mould  have  fought  the  means  to  cure  ye. 
"  Doclors  by  various  ways,  we  find, 
"  Treai  thefe  diftempers  of  the  mind. 

"  Let  gaudy  ribbands  be  deny'd 
"  To  her  who  raves  with  fcornfol  pride  ; 
"  And,  if  religion  crack  her  notions, 
"  Lock  up  her  volumes  of  devotions ; 
"  But,  if  for  man  her  rage  prevail, 
"  Bar  her  the  fight  of  creatures  male. 
"  Or  eHe,  to  cure  fuch  venom'd  bites, 
"  And  fet  the  fhatter'd  thought^  arights; 
"  They  fend  you  to  the  ocean's  fhore, 
"  And  plunge  the  patient  o'er  and  o'er." 
The  dame  reply'd,  "  Alas !  in  vain 
My  kindred  forc'd  me  to  the  main  j 
Naked,  and  in  the  face  of  day  : 
Look  not,  ye  fifhermen,  this  way  ! 
"  What  virgin  had  not  done  as  I  did  ? 
My  modeft  hand,  by  nature  guided, 
Debarr'd  at  once  from  human  eyes 
"  The  feat  where  female  honour  lies  ; 
And  though  thrice  dipt  from  top  to  toe, 
I  ftill  fecur'd  the  poft  below, 
And  guarded  it  with  grafp  fo  faft 
Not  one  drop  through  my  fingers  paft. 
Thus  owe  1  to  my  bafhful  care, 
That  all  the  rage  is  fettled  there." 
Weigh  well  the  projects  of  mankind  ; 
Then  tell  me,  reader,  canft  thou  find 
The  man  from  madnefc  wholly  free  ? 
They  all  are  mad — fave  you  and"me4 
Do  not  the  ftatefman,  fop,  and  wit, 
By  daily  follies  prove  they're  bit  ? 
And,  when  the  briny  cure  theytry'd, 
Some  part  ftill  kept  above  the  tide  ? 

Some  men  (when  drench'd  beneath  the  wave) 
High  o'er  their  heads  their  fingejs  fave  : 
Thole  hands  by  mean  extortion  thrive,  - 
Or  in  the  pocket  lightly  dive  : 
Dr,  more  expert  in  pilfering  vice, 
They  burn  and  itch  to  cog  the  dice. 

Phinge-in  a  courtier;  ftraight  his  fears 
Direct  his  hands  to  flop  his  ears. 
And  now  truth  feems  a  grating  noife, 
r?c  loves  the  flanderer's  whifpering  voice ; 
Hie  hangs  on  flattery  with  delight, 
And  thinks  all  fuifome  praile  is  right. 
All  women  dread  a  watery  death  : 
hey  fhut'thsir  lips,  to  hold  their  breathy 
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,  though  you  duck  them  ne'er  fo  long, 
Hot  one  fait  drop  e'er  wets  their  tongue  : 
'Tis  hence  they  fcandal  have  at  will, 
And  that  this  member  ne'er  lies  ftill. 
THE  QUIDNUNKI'S  : 

Occafioned  ly  the  Death  of  the  Duke  Regent  of  France. 
How  vain  are  mortal  man's  endeavours  ? 
(Said,  at  Dame  Elliot's  *,  Matter  Travers) 
Good  Orleans  dead  1  in  truth  'tis  hard: 
Oh,  may  all  ftatefmen  die  prepar'd  I 
I  do  forefee  (and  for  forefeeing 
He  equals  any  man  in  bring) 
The  army  ne'er  can  be  difbanded. 
— I  wifh  the  king  were  fafely  landed. 
Ah,  friends !  great  changes  threat  the  land ; 
All  France  and  England  at  a  ftand ! 
There's  Meroweis. — mark!  ftrange  work  ! 
And  there's  the  Czar,  and  there's  the  Turk; 
The  Pope — an  Indian  merchant  by, 
Cut  {hort  the  fp.eech  with  this  reply  : 

"  All  at  a  ftand  ?  You  fee  great  changes  ? 
IC  Ah,  Sir  !  you  never  faw  the  Ganges. 
*'  There  dwell  the  nations  of  Quidnunki's 
"  (So  Monomotapa  calls  monkies) : 
"  On  their  bank,  from  bough  to  bough, 
f1  They  meet  and  chat  (as  we  may  cow). 
*  A  cojfee-boufe  near  St.  James's. 


"  Whifpers  go  round,  they  grin,  they  fiirucf, 
"  They  bow,  they  fnarl,  they  fcratch,  they  nug  ; 
"  And,  jufl  as  chance  or  whim  provoke  them, 
"  They  either  bite  their  friend?,  or  ftioke  them. 

"  There  have  I  feen  fome  a&ive  prig, 
"  To  (how  his  parts,  beftride  a  twig : 
"  Lord  I  how  the  chattering  tribe  adnu're, 
"  Not  that  he's  wifer,  but  he's  higher  : 
"  All  long  to  try  the  venturous  thing 
*'  (For  power  is  but  to  have  one's  fwing)  ; 
"  From  fide  to  fide  he  fprings,  he  frmrns, 
"  And  bangs  his  foes  and  friends  by  turns. 
"  Thus,  as  in  giddy  freaks  he  bounces, 
"  Crack  goes  the  twig,  and  in  he  flounces  ! 
"  Down  the  fvvift  ftrcam  the  wretch  is  born^ ; 
"  Never,  ah  never,  to  return  ! 

"  Zounds  !  what  a  fall  had  our  dear  brother ; 
"  Mcrbleu  !  cries  one ;  and  Damme  !  t'  other. 
"  The  nations  give  a  general  fcrecch ; 
"  None  cocks  his  tail,  none  claws  his  breech  ; 
*'  Each  trembles  for  the  public  weal, 
tk  Ar.d  for  a  while  forgets  to  fteal. 

"  A  while,  all  eyes,  intent  and  fteady, 
"  Purfue  him,  whirling  down  the  eddy. 
"  But,  out  of  mind  when  out  of  view, 
"  Some  other  mounts  the  twig  anew  ; 
"  And  bufmefs,  on  each  monkey-fhore, 
**  Runs  the  lame  track  it  went  before," 
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"  SHALL  net  my  fables  cenfure  vice, 

*'  Becaufe  a  knave  is  ovev-nice  ?-— 

"  If  I  lafh  vice  in  general  fidion, 

*'  Is't  I  apply,  or  felf-convidion  ? 

"  Brutes  are  my  theme.  Am  I  to  blame, 

,"  If  men  in  morals  arc  jne  fame  ? 


"  I  no  man  call  or  ape  or  afs  ; 

"  'Tis  his  own  confcience  holds  the  glafs. 

«'  Thus  void  of  all  offence  I  write  : 

I*  Who  claim*  the  fable,  knows  his  right." 

Prologue  to  tie  Slefberfi 


INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  FABLES. 


PART     I. 


fie  Slepberd  and  tie  Plilofiplcr, 
REMOTE  from  cities  liv'd  a  fwain, 
Unvtx'd  with  all  the  cares  of  gain  ; 
His  head  Vvas  filver'd  o'er  with  age, 
And  long  experience  made  him  fage ; 
In  fummer's  heat,  and  winter's  cold, 
He  fed  his  flock,  and  pern'd  the  fold ; 
His  hours  in  cheerful  lahour  flewj 
Nor  erivy  nor  ambition  knew ; 
His  \vifdom  and  his  hcneft  fame 
Through  all  ths  country  rais'd  his  came, 


A  deep  philofopher  (whofe  rules 
Of  moral  life  were  drawn  from  fchools) 
The  fhepherd's  homely  cottage  fought, 
And  thus  explor'd  his  reach  of  thought. 

Whence  is  thy  learning  ?  hath  thy  toil 
O'er  books  conlum'd  the  midnight  oil  ? 
Haft  thou  old  Greece  and  Rome  furvey'd, 
And  the  vaft  fcnfe  of  Plato  weigh'd  ? 
Hath  Socrates  thy  foul  refin'd, 
And  haft  thou  fathom'd  Tully's  mind  ? 
Or,  like  the  wife  Ulyfles,  threwn, 
By  various  fates,  en  realms  unknc- 
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Haft  thou  through  many  cities  ftray'd, 

Their  cuftojns,  law's,  and  manners,  weigh'd? 
The  ftiepherd  modeilly  reply'd, 

I  ne'er  the  paths  of  learning  try'd ; 

Nor  have  I  roamed  in  foreign  parts, 

To  read  mankind,  their  laws  and  arts ; 

For  man  is  pra&is'd  in  difguifc, 

He  cheats  the  moft  difcerning  eyes : 

Who  by  that  fearch  fliall  wifer  grow, 

When  we  ourfelves  can  never  know  ? 

The  little  knowledge  I  have  gain'd, 

j    Was  all  from  fimple  nature  drain'd ; 

,     Hence  my  life's  maxims  took  their  rife, 

I     -Hence  grew  my  fetcled  hate  to  vice. 

The  daily  labours  of  the  bee 

Awake  my  foul  to  induftry  : 

Who  can  obferve  the  careful  ant, 

And  not  provide  for  future  want  ? 

My  dog  (the  truftieft  of  his  kind) 

With  gratitude  inflames  my  mind  : 

I  mark  his  true,  his  fa'thful  way, 

And  in  my  iervice  ccpy  fray. 

4n  conftancy  and  nuptial  love, 

I  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove. 

The  hen,  who  from  the  chilly  air,  , 

"With  pious  wing,  protects  her  care, 

And  every  fowl  that  flies  at  large, 

Jnftructs  me  in  a  parent's  charge. 
From  nature  too  I  took  my  rule, 

To  fhun  contempt  and  ridicule. 

i  never,  with  important  air, 

In  converfation  overbear. 

,Can  grave  and  formal  pafs  for  wife, 

When  men  the  folemn  owl  defpife  ? 

My  tongue  wirhin  my  lips  1  rein  ; 

jFor  who  talks  much  muft  talk  in  vain. 

We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly  : 

Who  liftens  to  the  chattering  pye  ? 

Mor  would  I,  with  felonious  flight, 

By  ftealth  invade  my  neighbour's  right. 

Rapacious  animals  we  hate  : 

fCites,  hawks,  and  wolves,  deferve  their  fate. 

l)o  not  we  juft  abhorrence  find 

Againft  the  toad  and  ferpent-kind  ? 

But  envy,  calumny,  and  fpite, 

Bear  ftronger  venom  in  their  bite. 

Thus  every  object  of  creation 

Can  furhifh  hints  to  contemplation  ; 

And,  from  the  moft  minute  and  mean, 

A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean. 
Thy  fame  is  juft,  the  fage  replies  ; 

Thy  virtue  proves  thee  truly  wife. 

Pride'often  guides  the  author's  pen  ; 

Books  as  affected  are  as  men  : 

But  he  who  ftudies  nature's  laws, 

From  certain  truth  his  maxims  draws; 

And  thofe,  without  our  fchools,  fuijice 

To  make  men  moral,  good,  and  wife. 

TO   HIS  ROYAL   HIGHNESS, 

WILLIAM  DUKE  OF  CUMBERLAND. 
FABLE    I. 

lie  Z/o.7,  the  Tiger ,  and  the  'traveller. 
ACCEPT,  young  prince  !  the  moral  lay, 
And  in  thefe  Talcs  mankind  furvey ; 


With  early  virtues  plant  your  bread, 
The  fpecious  arts  of  vice  deteft. 

Princes,  like  beauties  from  their  yo-ath 
Are  ftrangers  to  the  voice  of  truth. 
Learn  to  contemn  all  praife  betimes, 
For  flattery's  the  nurfe  of  crimes  : 
Friendship  by  fweet  reproof  is  fho wu 
(A  virtue  never  near  a  throne)  : 
In  courts  luch  freedom  muft  offend  ; 
There  none  prcfumes  to  be  a  friend. 
To  thofe  of  your  exalted  ftation, 
Each  courtier  is  a  dedication. 
Muft  I,  too  flatter  like  the  reft, 
And  turn  my  morals  to  a  jeft  ? 
The  mufe  difdains  to  fteal  from  thofe 
Who  thrive  in  courts  by  fulfome  profe. 

But  fiiall  I  hide  your  real  praife, 
Or  tell  you  what  a  nation  fays  f 
They  in  your  infant  bofom  trace 
The  virtues  of  your  royal  race  ; 
In  the  fair  dawning -of  your  mind, 
Difcerp  you  generous,  mild,  and  kind  : 
They  fee  you  grieve  to  hear  diftrcfs, 
And  pant  already  to  redrefs. 
Go  on,  the  height  of  good  attain, 
Nor  let  a  nation  hope  in  vain : 
For  .hence  we  juftly  may  prefage 
The  virtues  of  a  riper  age 
True  courage  (halt  ;*>ur  bofom  fire, 
And  future  aclions  own  your  fire. 
Cowards  are  cruel ;  but  the  brave 
Love  mercy,  and  delight  to  fave. 

A  tiger,  roaming  for  his  prey, 
Sprung  on  a  traveller  in  the  way  ; 
The  proftrate  game  a  lion  fpies, 
And  on  the  greedy  tyrant  flies  : 
With  mingled  roar  refounds  the  wopd, 
Their  teeth,  their  claws,  <liftil  with  blood,; 
Till,  vanquifh'd  by  the  lion's  ftrength, 
The  fpotted  foe  extends  his  length, 
The  man  befought  the  lhaggy  lord, 
And  on  his  knees  for  life  implor'd. 
His  life  the  generous  hero  gave, 
Together  walking  to  his  cave, 
The  lion  thus  befpoke  his  gueft  : 

"   What  hardy  beaft  fhall  dare  conteft 
"  My  matchlefs  ftrength  ?  You  faw  the  fight, 
"  And  muft  atteft  my  power  and  right. 
"  Forc'd  to  forego  their  native  home, 
"  My  ftarving  flaves  at  diftance  roam. 
"  Within  thefe  woods  I  reign  alone  ; 
"  The  boundlefs  foneft  is  my  own. 
"  Bears,  wolves,  and  all  the  favage  brood, 
"  Have  dy'd  the  regal  den  with  blood. 
"  Thefe  carcafes  on  either  hand, 
"  Thofe  bones  that  whiten  all  the  lam?, 
"  My  former  deeds  and  triumphs  tell, 
"  Beneath  thefe  jaws  what  numbers  fell." 

11  True,"  fays  the  man,  "  the  ftrength  I  faw 
"  Might  well  the  brutal  nation  awe ; 
;  But  mail  a  monarch,  brave,  like  you, 
"  Place  glory  in  fo  falfe  a  view  ? 
"  Robbers  invade  their  neighbour's  right. 
'  Be  lov'd  ;  let  juftice  bound  your  might. 
"  Mean  are  ambitious  heroes'  boafts 
"  Of  wafted  lands  ancfflaughtcr'd  hcftq, 
y   iiu 
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Pirates  their  power  by  murders  gain; 
Wife  kings  by  love  and  merry  reign.  , 
To  me  your  clemency  hath  fhown 
The  virtue  worthy  of  a  throne. 
Heaven  gives  you  power  above  the  reft, 
Like  heaven,  to  fuccour  the  diftreft." 
"    The  cafe  is  plain,"  the  monarch  faid; 
Falfe  glory  hath  my  youth  mifled  ; 
For  beafts  of  prey,  a  fervile  train, 
Have  been  the  flatterers  of  my  reign. 
You  reafon  well.     Yet  tell  me,  friend, 
Did  ever  you  in  courts  attend  ? 
'For  all  my  fawning  rogues  agree, 
That  human  heroes  rule  like  me." 

FABLE    II. 


"The  Spaniel  and  tie 

A  spAjii£L,  bred  with  all  the  care 
That  waits  upon  a  favourite  heir, 
>Ie'er  felt  correction's  rigid  hand  ; 
Indulg'd  to  difobey  command, 
In  pamper'd  eafe  his  hours  were  fpent  ; 
He  never  knew  what  learning  meant.  ' 
Such  forward  airs,  fo  pert,  To  fmart, 
Were  fure  to  win  his  lady's  heart  ; 
liach.  little  miichief  gain'd  him  praife  ; 
How  pretty  were  his  fawning  ways  ! 

The  wind  was  fouth,  the  morning  fair, 
He  ventures  forth  to  take  the  air  : 
He  ranges  all  the  meadow  round  ; 
And  rolls  upon  the  foftefl  ground  ; 
When  rear  him  a  cameleon  feen, 
Wasfcarce  diflinguifh'd  from  the  green. 

"  Dear  emblem  of  the  flattering  hoft, 
?'  What,  live  with  clowns  !   a  genius  loft  ! 
"  To  cities  and  the  court  repair  ; 
"  A  fortune  cannot  fail  thee  'there  : 
*'  Preferments  {hall  thy  talents  crown  ; 
"  Believe,  me,  friend  ;  I  know  the  town." 

"  Sir,"  fays  the  fycophant,  "  like  you. 
"  Of  old,  politer  life  I  knew  : 
"   Like  you,  a  courtier  born  and  bred', 
**  Kings  lean'd  their  ear  to  what  I  laid. 
"  My  whiiper  always  met  fuceefs; 
"  The  ladies  prais'd  me  for  addrefs. 
"  I  knew  to  hit  each  courtier's  paffion, 
•f  And  flatter'd  every  vice  in  fafhion. 
"  But  Jove,  who  hates  the  liar's  ways, 
V  At  once  cut  fhort  my  profperous  days, 
"  And,  fentenc'd  to  retain  my  nature, 
"  Transform'd  me  to  this  crawling  creature, 
"  Doom'd  to  a  life  ob^fure  and  mean, 
«'  J  wander  in  the  f/lvan'  fcer.e  : 
?'  For  Jove  the  heart  alone  regards  ; 
"  Pie  puniihes  what  inari  rewards. 
"  How  different  is  thy  cafe  and  mine  \ 
"  With  men  at  leaft  you  fup  and  dine; 
?'  While  I,  conidenin'd  to  thinheft  fare, 
•f  Like  thole  I  flatter'd,  feed  on  air."  ' 

FABLE    III. 

I2t  Lather,  tie  Nurfe,  and  tie  JtyVy, 
CIVE  ne  a  fon.     The  blefling  fent, 
jV/'tre  fcvci-  parents  more  content  I  '' 


How  partial  are  their  dealing  eyes  ! 
No  child  is  halt  fo  fair  and  wife. 

Wak'd  to  the  morning's  pleafing  care, 
The  mother  rofe,  and  fought  her  heir. 
She  faw  the  nurfe  like  one  pcffeft, 
With  wringing  hands  and  lobbing  breaft. 

"  Sure  fome  difafter  has  befel ! 
"  Speak,  nurfe  ;   I  hope  the  boy  is  well." 

"  Dear  madam,  think _  not  me  to  blame  i 
Invilibly  the  fairy  came  : 
Your  precious  babe  is  hence  convey'd, 
And  in  the  place  a  changeling  laid. 
Where  are  the  father's  moHth  and  nofe  ? 
The  mother's  eyes,  as  black  as  flees  ? 
See,  "here,  a  fliocking  atikward  creature, 
That  fpeaks  a  fool  in  every  feature  '." 

"  The  woman's  blind,"  the  mother  cries, 
"  I  fee  wit  fparkle  in  his  eyes." 

"  Lord  !  madam,  what  a  fqmnting  leer  i 
NO  doubt  the  fairy  hath  been  here." 

Juft  as  flie  fpokc,  a  pigmy  fprite 
Pops  through  the  key-hole  (wife  as  light ; 
Perch'd  on  the  cradle's  top  he  ftands, 
And  thus  her  folly  reprimands. 

u  Whence  fprung  this  vain  conceited  lie, 
That  we  the  world  with  fools  fupply  ? 
What!  give  our  fprightly  race  away 
For  the  dull  helplefs  fons  of  clay  ! 
Befides,  by  partial  fondnefs  fhown 
Like  you,  we  doat  upon  our  own. 
Where  yet  was  ever  found  a  mother 
Who'd  give  her  booby  for  another  ? 
And,  fliould  we  change  with  human  breed, 
Well  might  we  pafs  for  fooL  indeed." 

FABLE    IV. 

The  Eagle  and  the  AflemUy  of  Animals, 

As  Jupiter's  all-feeing  eye 
Survey'd  the  worlds  beneath  the  flcy. 
From  this  fmall  fpeck  of  earth  were  lent 
Murmurs  and  founds  of  dilcontent ; 
For  tvery  thing  alive  complain'd, 
That  he  the  hardeft  life  fultain'd. 

Jove  calls  his  eagle.     At  the  word, 
Before  him  ftands  the  royal  bird.     / 
The  bird,  obedient,  from  heaven's  height^ 
Downward  directs  his  rapid  flight ; 
Then  cited  tiyery  living  thing, 
To  hear  the  mandates  of  kis  ting. 

"  Ungrateful  creatures!  whence  arife 
Thefo  murmurs  which  offend  the  fkies  j? 
Why  this  diforder  \  fay  the  caufe  ; 
For  juft  are  Jove's  eternal  laws. 
Let  each  his  difcontent  reveal ; 
To  yon'  four  dog  I  firft  appeal." 

"  Hard  is  my  lot,  the  hound  replies  ; 
On  what  fleet  nerves  the  greyhound  flies! 
While  I,  vrith  weary  ttep  and  flow, 
O'tr  plains,  and  vales,  and  mountains,  go, 
r\  he  morning  fees  my  chafe  begun, 
Nor  ends  it  till  the  (etting  fun." 

i4  Whc;i  (fays  the  greyhound)  \  purfae, 
My  game"  is  loft,  or  taught  in  view  ; 
Bejond  my  fight  the  prey's  fccure  ; 
U'h~  huuiid  is  How,  bat  always  fuye: 
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.And,  had  I  his  fagacious  fccnt, 

Jove  ne'er  had  heard  my  difcontent." 

The  lion  crav'd  the  fox's  art ; 
The  fox  the  lion's  force  and  heart : 
The  cock  irnplor'd  the  pigeon's  flight^ 
Whofe  wings  were  rapid,  ftrong,  and  light : 
The  pigeon  ftrength  of  wing  defpis'd. 
And  the  cock's  matchlefs  valour  priz'd. 
The  fifties  wifh'd  to  graze  the  plain  ; 
The  beads,  to  fkim  beneath  the  main. 
Thus,  envious  of  another's  flate, 
^tch  blam'd  the  partial  hand  of  fate. 
.     The  bird  of  heaven  then  cry'd  aloud  : 
"  Jove  bids  difperfe  the  murmuring  crowd ; 
The  god  rejects  your  idle  prayers. 
Would  ye,  rebellious,  mutineers  I 
Entirely  change  your  name  and  nature. 
And  be  the  very  envy'd  creature  ? 
What !  filent  all,  and  none  confent  ? 
Be  happy,  then,  and  learn  content ; 
Nor  imitate  the  reftlefs  mind, 
And  proud  ambition,  of  mankind." 

FABLE    V. 

The  Wild  Soar  and  the  Ram. 

AGAINST  an  elm  afheep  was  ty'd, 
The  butcher's  kriife  in  blood  was  dy'd; 
The  patient  flock,  in  filent  fright, 
From  far  beheld  the  horrid  fight. 
A  favage  boar,  who  near  them  flood, 
Thus  mock'd  to  fcorn  the  fleecy  brood. 

"  All  cowards  fhould  be  ferv'd  like  you*. 
See,  fee  your  murderer  is  in  view  : 
With  purple  hands,  and  reeking  knife, 
He  ftrips  the  {kin  yet  warm  with  life. 
Your  quarter'd  fires,  your  bleeding  dams, 
The  dying  bleat  of  harmlefs  lambs, 
Call  for  revenge.     O  ftupid  race  ! 
The  heart  that  wants  revenge  is  bafe."         ^ 

"  I  grant,  an  ancient  ram  replies, 
We  bear  no  terror  in  our  eyes ; 
Yet  think  us  not  of  foul  fo  tame, 
Which  no  repeated  wrongs  inflame; 
Infenfible  of  every  ill, 
Becaufe  we  want  thy  tufks  to  kill. 
Know,  thofe,  who  violence  purfue, 
,  Give  to  themfelves  the  vengeance  due ; 
For  in  thefe  maffacres  they  find 
The  two  chief  plagues  that  wafte  mankind, 
Our  fkin  fupplies  the  wrangling  bar, 
It  wakes  their  flumbering  fons  to'  war  ; 
And  well  revenge  may  reft  contented, 
Since  drums  and  parchment  were  invented." 

FABLE   VI, 

fhe  Mifer  and  Plutus. 

THE  wind  was  high,  the  window  makes. 
With  fudden  ftart  the  mifer  wakes ; 
Alon'g  the  filent  room  he  ftalks, 
Looks  back,  and  trembles  as  he  walks. 
Each  lock  and  every  bolt  he  tries, 
Jn.  every  creel;  and  corner  pries; 


Then  opes  the  cheft  with  treafure  ftor'd, 
And  {lands  in  rapture  o'er  his  hoard. 
But  now,  with  fudden'qualms  poffeft, 
He  wrings  his  hands,  he  beats  his  bread ; 
By  confcience  ftung,  he  wildly  flares, 
And  thus  his  guilty  foul  declares : 

"  Had  the  deep  earth  her  ftores  confm'd, 
This  heart  had  known  fweet  peace  of  mind. 
But  virtue's  fold.     Good  gods !  what  price 
Can  recompenfe  the  pangs  of  vice  ! 
O  bane  of  good  !  feducing  cheat ! 
Can  man,  weak  man,  thy  power  defeat  I 
Gold  banifh'd  honour  from  the  mind, 
And  only  left  the  name  behind; 
Gold  fow'dthe  world  with  every  ill; 
Gold  taught  the  murderer's  fword  to  kill : 
'  ['was  gold  inftruded  coward-hearts 
In  treacheryig  more  pernicious  arts. 
Who  can  recount  the  mifchiefs  o'er  ? 
Virtue  refides  on  earth  no  more  1" 
He  fpoke,  and  figh'd.     In  angry  mood 
Piutus,  his  god,  before  him  flood. 
The  mifer,  trembling,  lock'd  his  cheft  : 
The  vifion  frown'd,  and  thus  addrefs'd  : 

"  Whence  is  this  vile  ungrateful  rant, 
Each  fordid  rafcal's  daily  cant  ? 
Did  I,  bafe  wretch  !  corrupt  mankind  ? 
The  fault's  in  thy  rapacious  mind. 
Becaufe  my  bleflings  are  abus'd, 
Muft  I  be  cejifur'd,  curs'd,  accus'd  ? 
Ev'n  virtue's  felf  by  knaves  is  made 
A  cloak  to  carry  on  the  trade ; 
And  power  (when  lodg'd  in  their  poffeffion) 
Grows  tyranny,  and  rank  oppreffion. 
Thus,  when  the  villain  crams  his  cheft, 
Gold  is  the  canker  of  the  breaft  ; 
'Tis  avarice,  infolence,  and  pride, 
And  every  {hocking  vice  betide  : 
But,  when  to  virtuous  hands  'tis  given, 
It  bleffes,  like  the  dews  of  heaven  : 
Like  heaven,  it  hears  the  orphan's  cries, 
And  wipes  the  tears  from  widows  eyes. 
Their  crimes  on  gold  {hall  mifers  lay, 
Who  pawn'd  their  fordid  fouls  for  pay  ? 
Let  bravos,  then,  when  blood  is  fpilt. 
Upbraid  the  paffive  foul  with  guilt." 

FABLE    VII. 

The  Lion,  the  fox,  and  the  Geefe* 
A  LION,  tir'd  with  flate-affairs, 
Quite  fick  of  pomp,  and  worn  with  cares, 
Refolv'd  (rempte  from  noife  and  ftrife) 
In  peace  to  pafs  his  latter  life. 

It  was  proclaim'd  ;  the  day  was  fet ; 
Behold  the  general  council  met. 
The  fox  was  viceroy  nam'd.    The  crowd 
To  the  new  regent  humbly  bow'd. 
Wolves,  bears,  and  mighty  tigers  bend, 
And  ftrive  who  moft  {hall  condefcend. 
He  ftraight  affumes  a  folemn  grace, 
Collects  his  wifd»m  in  his  face. 
The  crowd  admire  his  wit,  his  fenfc; 
Each  word  hath  weight  and  confequencei 
The  flatterer  all  his  art  difplays  : 
J-!e  who  h^.th  power  is  furs  of  J»r<;i&« 
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A  fox  ftept  forth  before  the  reft, 
And  thus  the  fervile  throng  addreft  : 

"  Hoxv  vaft  his  talents,  born  to  rule, 
And  train'd  in  virtue's  honeft  fchool  [ 
What  clemency  his  temper  fways  ! 
How  uncorrupt  are  all  his  ways ! 
Beneath  his  conduct  and  command, 
.Rapine  {hall  ceafe  to  wafte  the  land. 
His  braia  hath  ftratagem  and  aft ; 
.Prudence  and  mercy  rule  his  heart. 
What  bleflingsmuft  attend  the  nation 
Under  this  good  adminiftration." 

He  faid.  A  goofe  who  diftant  flood, 
Harangu'd  apart  the  cackling  brood  : 

"  Whene'er  I  hear  a  knave  commend, 
He  bids  me  fhun  his  worthy  friend. 
What  praife     what  mighty  commendation  I 
B*ut  'twas  a  fox  who  fpoke  th'  oration. 
Foxes  this  government  may  prize, 
As  gentle,  plentiful,  and  wife ; 
If  they  enjoy  the  fweets,  'tis  plain 
We  geefe  muft  feel  a  tyrant  reign. 
What  havock  now  (hall  thin  our  race, 
When  every  petty  clerk  in  place, 
To  prove  his  tafte,  and  feem  poljte, 
Will  feed  on  geefe  both  noon  and  night !" 

FABLE    VIII. 

The  Lady  and  tie  Waff. 

WHAT  whifpers  muft  the  beauty  bear  I 

What  hourly  hcnfenfe  haunts  her  ear  1 

Where'er  her  eyes  difpenfe  their  charms, 

Impertinence  around  her  fwarms. 

Did  not  the  tender  nonfenfe  ftrike, 

Contempt  and  fcorn  might  look  diflike ; 

Forbidding  airs  might  thin  the  place, 

The  flighteft  flap  a  fly  c.an  chafe  : 

But  \vh<s  can  drive  the  numerous  breed  ? 

Chafe  one,  another  will  fucceed. 

Who  knows  a  fool,  muft  know  his  brother  ; 

One  fop  will  recommend  another  : 

And  with  this  plague  (he's  rightly  curft. 

Becaufe  {he  liften'd  to  the  firft. 

As  Doris,  at  her  toilette's  duty, 
Sat  meditating  on  her  beauty, 
She  now  was  penfive,  now  was  gay, 
And  lull'd  the  iultry  hours  away. 

As  thus  in  indolence  fhe  lies, 
A  giddy  wafp  around  her  flies. 
He  now  advances,  now  retires, 
Now  to  her  neck  and  cheek  afpires. 
Her  fan  in  vain  defends  her  charm*; 
Swift  he  returns,  again  alarms  ; 
For  by  repulfe  he  bolder  grew, 
i'erch'd  on  her  lip,  and  fjpt  the  dew. 

She  frowns  ;  {he  frets    "  Good  gods !  fhe  criss, 
Protect  me  from  thefe  teazing  flies  ! 
Of  all  the  plagues  that  heaven  hath  fent, 
A  wafp  is  moft  impertinent," 

The  hovering  infe&  thus  complaih'd  : 
"  Am  I  then  flighted,  fcorn'd,  d  fdahVd  ? 
Can  fuch  offenee  your  anger  wake  ? 
*  Twas  beauty  caus'd  the  bold  miftake. 
Thofe  cherry  lips  that  breathe  perfume, 
,That  cheek  fo  ripe  with  youthful  bloomj 
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Made  me  with  ftrong  defire  purfue 
The  iaireft  peach  that  ever  grew." 

1  Strike  him  not,  Ji^nny,  Doris  cries, 
Nor  murder  wafps  like  vulgar  flies ! 
For  though  he's  free  (to  do  him  right), 
The  creature's  civil  and  polite." 

In  ecftafiesaway  he  pofts; 
Where'er  he  came,  the  favour  boafts  ; 
Brags  how  her  fweeteft  tea  he  fips, 
And  (hows  the  fugar  on  his  lips. 

The  hint  alarm'd  the  forward  crew; 
Sure  of  fuccefs  away  they  flew  : 
They  (hare  the  dainties  of  the  day, 
Round  her  with  airy  mufic  play  : 
And  now  they  flutter,  now  they  reft, 
Now  foar  again,  and  ikiin  her  breaft. 
Nor  were  they  banifli'd,  till  {he  found 
That  wafps  have  ftings,  and  felt  the  wound* 


F  A  B  L  E     IX. 
fie  Bull  and  the  Majllff. 

SEEK  you  to  train  your  favourite  boy  ? 
Each  caution,  every  care  employ; 
And,  ere  you  venture  to  confide, 
Let  his  preceptor's  heart  be  try'd  : 
Weigh  well  his  manners,  life,  and  fcopc; 
On  thefe  depends  thy  future  hope, 

As  on  a  time,  in  peaceful  reign, 
A  bull  enjoy'd  the  flowery  plain, 
A  maftiff  pafs'd  ;  inflani'd  with  ire, 
His  eye-balls  {hot  indignant  fire. 
He  foam'd,  he  rag'd  with  thirft  of  blood. 

Spurning  the  ground,  the  monarch  flood; 
Androar'd  aloud:  "  Sufpcnd  the  fight; 
In  a  whole  Skin  go  fleep  to-night : 
Or  tell  me,  ere  the  battle  rage, 
What  wrongs  provoke  thee'to  engage  \ 
Is  it  ambition  fires  thy  breaft. 
Or  avarice,  that  ne'er  can  reft  ? 
From  thefe  alone  urjuftly  fprings 
The  world-deftroying  wrath  of  kings." 

The  furly  maftiff  thus  returns  : 
"  Within  my  bofom  glory  burns. 
Like  heroes  of  eternal  name, 
Whom  poets  fing,  I  fight  for  fame. 
The  butcher's  ipirit-ftirring  mind 
To  daily  war  my  youth  inciin'd ; 
He  train'd  me  to  heroic  deed, 
Taught  me  to  conquer,  or  to  bleed." 

"  Curs'd  dog,  the  bull  reply'd,  no  more 
I  wonder  at  thy  thiril  of  gore; 
For  tfeou  'beneath  a  butchw  train'd, 
Whofe  hards  with  cruelty  are  ftain'd, 
His  daily  murders  in  thy  view) 
Muft,  like  thy  tutor,  blood  purfne. 
Take,  then,  thy  fare."     With  goring  wouad- 
At  once  he  lifts  him  from  the  ground  : 
Aloft  the  fprawling  hero  flies, 
Mangled  he  falls,  he  howls,  and  dies. 

FABLE     X. 

The  Elephant  and  tfo  Boolfeller 

THE  man  who  with  undaunted  toils 
Sails  unknown  feas  to  unknov/n  foils, 
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.With  various  wonders  feafls  his  fight : 

What  ftranger  wonders  does  he  write ! 

We  read,  and  in  defcription  view 

Creatures  which  Adam  never  knew  ; 

For,  when  we  rifle  no  contradiction , 

It  prompts  the  tongue  to  deal  in  fidlion. 

Thofe  things  that  ftartle  me  or  you 

I  grant  are  ftrange;  yet  maybe  true. 

Who  doubts  that  elephants  are  found 

For  fcience  and  for  fenfe  renown'd? 

Boiri  records  their  ftrength  of  parts, 

Extent  of  thought,  and  (kill  in  arts  ;  i 

How  they  perform  the  law's  decrees, 

And  fave  the  ftate  the  hangman's  fees ; 

And  how  by  travel  underftand 

The  language  of  another  land. 

Let  thofe,  who  queflion  this  report, 

To  It'liny's  ancient  page  refort. 

How  learn'd  was  that  fagacious  breed ! 

"Who  now  (like  them)  the  Greek  can  read  ? 

As  one  of  thefe,  in  days  of  yore, 
Rummag'd  a  (hop  of  learning  o'er, 
Net  like  our  modern  dealers,  minding 
Only  the  margin's  breadth  and  binding, 
A  book  his  curious  eye  detains, 
Where,  with  exa&eft  care  and  pains, 
Were  every  beaft  and  bird  pourtray'd, 
That  e'er  the  fearch  of  man  furvey'd  ; 
Their  natures  and  their  powers  were  writ 
With  all  the  pride  of  human  wit : 
The  page  he  with  attention  fpread, 
And  thus  remark'd  on  what  he  read  : 

"  Man  with  ftrong  reafon  is  endow'd ; 
A  beaft  fcarce  inftincl:  is  allow'd  : 
But,  let  this  author's  worth  be  try'd, 
Tis  plain  that  neither  was  his  guide. 
Can  he  difccrn  the  different  natures, 
And  weigh  the  power  of  other  creatures, 
Who  by  the  partial  work  hath  fhown 
He  knows  fo  little  of  his  own  ? 
How  falfely  is  the  fpaniel  drawn  ! 
Did  man  from  him  firft  learn  to  fawn? 
A  dog  proficient  in  the  trade  I 
He  the  chief  flatterer  nature  made  ! 
Go,  man  !  the  ways  of  courts  difcern, 
You'll  find  a  fpaniel  ftill  might  learn. 
How  can  the  fox's  theft  and  plunder 
Provoke  his  cenfurc  or  his  wonder  ? 
From  courtiers'  tricks  and  lawyers^arts, 
The  fox  might  well  improve  his  parts. 
The  lion,  wolf,  and  tiger's  brood, 
He  curfes,  for  their  thirft  of  blood. 
But  is  not  man  to  man  a  prey  ? 
Beafts  kill  for  hunger,  men  for  pay." 

The  bookfeller,  who  heard  him  fpeak, 
And  faw  him  turn  a  page  of  Greek, 
Thought,  what  a  genius  have  I  found  ! 
Then  thus  addrcfs'd  with  bow  profound  : 

"  Learn'd  Sir,  if  you'd  employ  your  pen 
Againft  the  fenfelcfs  fons  of  men, 
Or  write  the  hiftory  of  Siam  ; 
No  man  is  better  pay  than  I  am. 
Or,  fmce  you  're  learn'd  in  Greek,  let's  fee 
Something  againft  the  Trinity." 

When  wrinkling  with  a  fneer  his  trunk, 
!f  Friend,  quoth  the  elephant, you'  re  drunk ; 


L'en  keep  your  money,  and  bs  wife  ; 

eave  man  on  man  to  criticife  : 

'or  that  you  ne'er  can  want  a  pen 
Among  the  fenfelefs  fons  of  men. 

'hey  unproyok'd  will  court  the  fray; 

invy.'s  a  (harper  fpur  than  pay. 

author  ever  fpar'd  a  brother ; 
Wits  are  game  cedes  to  one  another.** 

FABLE     XI. 

TbS  Peacock,  the  Turkey,  and  the  Gooff., 

N  beauty  faults  confpicuous  grow  ; 
"he  fmalleft  fpeck  is  feen  on  fnow. 

As  near  a  barn,  by  hunger  led, 
A  peacock  with  the  poultry  fed, 
All  view'd  him  with  an  envious  eye, 
And  mock'd  his  gaudy  pageantry, 
ie,  confcious  of  fuperior  merit, 
Contemns  their  bafe  reviling  fpirit ; 
riis  ftate  and  dignity  affumes, 
And  to  the  fun  difplays  his  plumes, 
Which,  like  the  heavens'  o'er-arching  ikies. 
Are  fpangled  with  a  thoufand  eyes. 
The  circling  rays,  and  varied  light, 
At  once  confound  their  dazzled  light; 
On  every  tongue  detraction  burns, 
And  malice  prompts  their  fpleen  by  turns. 
"  Mark  with  what  infolence  and  pride 
The  creature  takes  his  haughty  ftride, 
The  turkey  cries.     Can  fpleen  contain  ? 
Sure  never  bird  was  half  fo  vain  1 
But,  were  intrinfic  merit  feen, 
We  turkeys  have  the  whiter  fkin!" 

From  tongue  to  tongue  they  caught  abufey 
And  next  was  heard  the  hiffing  goofe: 
"   What  hideous  legs  !  what  filthy  claws ; 
I  fcorn  to  cenfure  little  flaws. 
Then  what  a  horrid  fqualing  throat ! 
£v'n  owls  are  frighted  at  the  note." 

"  True.  Thofe  are  faults,  the  peacock  cries f 
My  fcream,  my  {hanks,  you  may  Hefpife; 
But  fuch  blind  critics  rail  in  vain. 
What !  overlook  my  radiant  train  ! 
Know,  did  my  legs  (your  fcorn  ,and  fport) 
The  turkey  or  the  goofe  fupport, 
And  did  ye  fcream  with  harfher  found, 
Thofe  faults  in  you  had  ne'er  been  found  : 
To  all  apparent  beauties  blind,' 
Each  blemifh  ilrikes  an  envious  mind. 

Thus  in  aflembiies  have  I  feen 
A  nymph  of  brighteft  charms,and  mien, 
Wake  envy  in  each  ugly  face, 
And  buzaing  fcandal  fills  the  place. 

FA  BLE     &U. 
Cupid,  Hyment  cndtPlutus» 

As  Cupid  In  Cythera's  grove 
Employ'd  the  leffer  powers  of  love. 
Some  fhape  the  bow,  or  fit  the  firing, 
Some  give  the  taper  fhafr  its  wing, 
Or  turn  the  poliflVd  quiver's  mould, 
Or  head  the  darts  with  tcn^pr'd  gold. 

Amid  their  toil  and  various  care, 
Thus  Hymen,  with  affuminj*  air. 
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Addrefs'd  the.  god  :  "  Thou  purblind  chit, 

Of  aukward  and  ill-judging  wit. 

If  matche*  are  not  better  made, 

At  once  I  muft  forfwear  my  trade. 

You  fend  me  fuch  ill-coupled  folks, 

That  'tis  a  fhame  to  fell  them  yokes. 

They  fquabble  for  a  pin,  a  feather, 

And  wonder  how  they  came  together. 

The  hufband's  fullen,  dogged,  fhy, 

The  wife  grows  flippant  in  reply  : 

He  loves  command  and  due  reftricSUon  ; 

And  {he  as  well  likes  contradi&ion  : 

She  never  flaviflily  fubmits ; 

She'll  have  her  will,  or  have  her  fits. 

JHe  this  way  tugs,  (he  th*  other  draws ; 

The  man  grows  jealous,  and  with  caufe. 

Nothing  can  lave  him  but  divorce  ; 

And  here  the  wife  complains  of  courfe." 
"  When,  fays  the  boy,  had  I  to  d» 

With  either  your  affairs  or  you  ? 

1  never  idly  Ipend  my  darts ; 

"You  trade  in  mercenary  hearts. 

For  fettlements  the  lawyer's  fee'd ; 

Is  my  hand  witnefs  to  the  deed  ? 
If  they  like  cat  and  dog  agree, 
Go  rail  at  Plutus,  not  at  me." 

Plutus  appear'd,  and  faid,  "  Tis  trucj 
In  marriage,  gold  is  all  their  view  ; 
They  feet  not  beauty,  wit,  or  fenfe, 
And  love  is  feldom  the  pretence. 
All  offer  incenfe  at  my  flirine, 
And  I  alone  the  bargain  fign. 
How  can  Belinda  blame  her  fate 
She  only  afk'd  a  great  eftate. 
Doris  was  rich  enough,  'tis  true  ; 
Her  lord  muft  give  her  title  too : 
And  every  man,  or  rich  cr  poor, 
A  fortune  alks,  and  alks  no  more." 
Avarice,  whatever  fhape  it  bears, 
Mufl  ftill  be  coupled  with  its  cares. 

FABLE    XIII. 

The  tame  Stag. 

As  a  young  flag  the  thicket  paft, 
The  branches  held  his  antlers  faft. 
A  clown  who  faw  the  captive  hung, 
Acrofs  the  horns  his  halter  flung. 

Now  fafely  hamper'd  in  the  cord, 
He  bore  the  prefent  to  his  lord. 
His  lord  was  pleas'd;  as  was  the  clown, 
When  he  was  tipp'd  with  half-a-crown. 
The  flag  was  brought  before  his  wife. 
The  tender  lady  begg'd  his  life. 
How  fleck's  the  fkin  !  how  fpeck'd  like  ermine  I 
Sure  never  creature  was  fo  charming  ! 

At  firft  within  the  yard  confin'd, 
He  flies  and  hides  from  all  mankind  5 
Now  bolder  grown,  with  fix'd  amaze, 
And  diflant  awe,  prefumes  t©  gaze ; 
Munches  the  linen  on  the  lines, 
And  on  a  hood  or  apron  dines: 
He  fteals  my  little  mailer's  bread, 
fpliews  the  &rvar.t8  to  be  fed  : 


Nearer  and  nearer  now  he  {lands, 
To  feel  the  praife  of  patting  hands; 
Examines  every  fill  for  meat, 
And,  though  rejmls'd,  difdains  retreat ; 
Attack*  again  with  level'd  horns, 
And  man,  that  was  his  terror,  fcorns. 
Such  is  the  country  maiden's  fright, 
When  firft  a  redcoat  is  in  fight ; 
Behind  the  door  (he  hides  her  face, 
Next  time  at  diftance  eyes  the  lace  : 
She  now  can  all  his  terrors  {land, 
Nor  from  his  Iqueeze  withdraws  her  hand. 
She  plays  familiar  in  his  arms, 
And  every  feldier  hath  his  charms. 
From  tent  to  tent  (he  fpreads  her  flame  ; 
For  cuftom  conquers  fear  and  fliame. 

FABLE     XIV. 

We  Monkey  wlo  bad  fcen  the  World. 

A  MONKEY,  to  reform  the  times, 
Refolv'd  to  vifit  foreign  climes ; 
For  men  in  diftant  regions  roam, 
To  bring  politer  manners  home. 
So  forth  he  fares,  all  toil  defies  : 
Misfortune  ferves  to  make  us  wife. 

At  length  the  treacherous  fnare  was  laid  ; 
Poor  Pug  was  caught;  to  town  convcy'd; 
There  fold.     (How  ^nvy'd  was  his  doom. 
Made  captive  in  a  lady's  room  H 
Proud,  as  a  lover,  of  his  chains, 
He  day  by  day  her  favour  gains. 
Whene'er  the  duty  of  the  day 
The  toilette  calls,  with  mimic  play 
He  twirls  her  knots,  he  cracks  tcr  fan, 
Like  any  other  gentleman. 
In  vifits  too,  his  parts  and  wit, 
When  jefts  grew  dnll,  were  fure  to  hit. 
Proud  with  applaufe  he  thought  his  mind 
In  every  courtly  art  rcfin'd ; 
Like  Orpheus,  burnt  with  public  zeal, 
To  civihze  the  monkey-weal; 
So  watch'd  occalion,  broke  his  chain, 
And  fought  his  native  woods  again. 

The  hairy  fylvans  round  him  prefs, 
Aftonilh'd  at  his  ft  rut  and  drefs. 
Some  praife  his  fleeve,  and  others  glote 
Upon  his  lich  embroider'd  coat, 
His  dapper  perriwig  commending, 
With  the  black  tail  behind  depending; 
ttis  powder'd  back,  above,  below, 
Like  hoary  frofts,  or  fleecy  fnow; 
But  all,  with  envy  and  deiire, 
His  fluttering  (boulder-knot  admire. 

Hear  and  improve,  he  pertly  cries ; 
I  come  to  make  a  nation  \\ife. 
Weigh  your  own  worth  ;  fupport  your  place, 
The  next  in  rank  to  human  race. 
In  cities  long  I  pafs'd  my  days, 
Conyers'd  with  men,  and  learn'd  their  ways. 
Their  drefs,  their  courtly  manners  fte  ; 
Reform  your  ftate,  and  copy  me. 
Seek  ye  to  thrive  ?  In  flattery  deal; 
Your  fcorn,  your  hate,  with  that  conceal, 
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Seem  only  to  regard  ybur  friends, 
But.  ufe  them  for  your  private  ends. 
Stint  not  to  truth  the  flow  of  wit ; 
Be  prompt  to  lie  whene'er  'tis  fit. 
Pend  all  your  force  to  fpatter  merit ; 
Scandal  is  convention's  fpirit, 
Boldly  to  every  thing  pretend, 
And  men  your  talents  fhall  commend. 
I  knew  the  great.     Obferve  me  right ; 
So  fhall  you  grow,  like  man,  polite. 

He  fpoke.  and  bow'd.     With  muttering  jaws 
The  wondering  circle  grinn'd  applaufe. 

Now,  warm'd  with  malice,  envy,  fpite, 
Their  moft  obliging  friends  they  bite  ; 
And, fond  to  copy  human  ways, 
Pra&ife  new  mifchiefs  all  their  days. 

Thus  the  dull  lad,  too  tall  for  fchool, 
With  travel  finifhes  the  fool ; 
Studious  of  every  coxcomb's  airs, 
He  drinks,  games,  dreflfes,  whores,  and  fwear*; 
O'erlooks  with  fcorn  all  virtuous  art*. 
For  vice  is  fitted  to  his  parts. 

FABLE     XV. 

The  Philofopher  and  the  Pltafantt. 

THE  fage,  awak'd  at  early  day, 
Through  the  deep  foreft  took  his  way; 
Drawn  by  the  mufic  of  the  groves, 
Along  the  winding  gloom  he  roves: 
From  tree  to  tree  the  warbling  throats 
Prolong  the  fweet  alternate  notes  : 
But,  where  he  paft,  he  terror  threw, 
The  fong  broke  fhort,  the  warblers  flew  ; 
The  thru  fives  chatter'd  with  affright, 
And  nightingales  abhorr'd  his  fight : 
All  animals  before  him  ran, 
To  fhun  the  hateful  fight  of  man. 

Whence  ia  this  dread  of  every  creature  ? 

Fly  they  our  figure,  or  our  nature  ! 
As  thus  he  walk'd  in  mufing  thought, 

His  ear  imperfedl  accents  caught ; 

With  cautious-  ftep  he  nearer  drew, 

By  the  thick  {hade  conceal'd  from  view. 

High  on  the  branch  a  pbeafant  ft  nod, 

Around  her  all  her  liftening  brood  ; 

Proud  of  the  bleffings  of  her  neft, 

She  thus  a  mother's  care  exprefs'd. 
"  No  dangers  here  {hall  circumvent. 

Within  the  woods  enjoy  content. 

Sooner  the  hawk  or  vulture  truft 

Than  man,  of  animals  the  vvorft. 

In  him  ingratitude  you  find, 

A  vice  peculiar  to  the  kind. 

The  iheep  whofe  annual  fleece  is  dy'd 

T'o  guard  his  health,  and  lerve  his  pride,. 

Forc'd  from  his  fold  and  native  plain, 

Is  in  the  cruel  {hambles  flain. 

The  fwarms  who  with  induftrious  {kill, 

His  hives  with  wax  and  honey  fill, 
In  vain  whole  fummeridays  employ'd," 

-Their  ftores  are  ibid,  the  race  deftroy'd. 

"What  tribute  from  the  goofe  is  paid  1 

^ucs  not  her  wing  all  icienc»  aid  ? 


Does  it  not  lovers'  hearts  explain, 

And  drudge  to  raife  the  merchant's  gain  ? 

What  now  rewards  this  general  ufe  ? 

le  takes  the  quills,  and  eats  the  goofe. 

Vlan  then  avoid,  deteft  his  ways, 
So  fafety  {hall  prolong  your  days. 
When  fervices  are  thus  acquitted, 
Be  lure  we  pheafants  muft  be  fpittcd." 

FABLE     XIV. 

The  Pin  and  thi  Needle. 

A  PIN  who  long  had  ferv'd  a  beauty, 
Proficient  in  the  toilette's  duty, 
Had  form'd  her  fleeve,  confin'd  her  hair, 
Or  given  her  knpt  a  fmarter  air, 
Now  neareft  to  her  heart  was  plac'd,  ' 
Now  in  her  mantua's  tail  difgrac'd  : 
But  could  {he  partial  fortune  blame, 
Who  faw  her  lovers  ferv'd  the  fame  ? 

At  length  from  all  her  honours  caft, 
Through  various  turns  of  life  {he  paft ; 
Now  glitter'd  on  a  taylor's  arm, 
Now  kept  a  beggar's  infant  warm  ; 
Now,  rang'd  within  a  mjfer's  coat, 
Contributes  to  his  yearly  groat ; 
Now,  rais'd  again  from  low  approach, 
She  vifits*  in  the  do£orrs  coach  : 
Here,  there,  by  various  fortune  toft, 
At  laft  in  Greflham  hall  was  loft. 
Charm'd  with  the  wonders  of  the  fhow, 
On  every  fide,  above,  below, 
She  now  of  this  or  that  inquires, 
What  leaft  was  underftood  admires. 
'  1'is  plain,  each  thing  fo  ftruck  her  mindV 
Her  head's  of  virtuofo  kind. 

"  And  pray  what's  this,  and  this,  dear  Sir  ?" 
"  A  needle,"  fays  th'  interpreter: 

She  knew  the  name ;  and  thus  the  fool 

Addrefs'd  her  as  a  tailor's  tool. 
"  A  needle  with  that  filthy  ftone, 

O^ite  idle,  all  with  ruft  o'ergrown  ; 

You  better  might  employ  your  parts, 

And  aid  the  fempftreis  in  her  arts ; 

But  tell  me  how  the  friendfliip  grew^ 

Between  that  paltry  flint  and  you." 

"  Friend,  fays  the  needle,  ceale  to  blame ; 

I  follow  real  worth  and  fame. 

Know'ft  thou  the  loadftone's  power  and  art, 

That  virtue  virtues  can  impart  ^ 

Of  all  his  talents- 1  partake  : 

Who  then  can  fach  a  friend  forfake  ? 

'Tis  I  diredl  the  pilot's  hand 

To  fhun  the  rocks  and  treacherous  fand  : 

By  me  the  diftant  world  is  known, 

And  either  India  i&  our  own. 

Had  1  with  milliners  been  bred, 

What  had  I  been  ?  the  guide  of  thread, 

And  drudg'd  as  vulgar  needles  do, 

Of  no  more  confequence  than  you." 

FABLE     XVII. 

The  Shepherd's  Dog  and  the  Wolf. 
A  WOLF,  with  hunger  fierce  and  bold,. 
Ravag'd.  the  plains,  and  thinn'd  the  fold; 
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Deep  in  the  wood  fecure  he  lay, 

The  thefts  of  night  regal'd  the  day. 

In  vain  the  fhepherd's  wakeful  care 

Had  fpread  the  toils,  and  watch'd  the  fnare; 

In  vain  the  dog  purfued  his  pace, 

The  fleeter  robber  mock'd  the  chafe. 

As  Lightfoot  rang'd  the  foreft  rotmd, 
By  chance  his  foe's  retreat  he  found. 

Let  us'  a  while  the  war  fufpend, 
And  reafon  as  from  friend  to  friend. 

"  A  truce?"  replies  the  wolf.     'Pis done. 
The  dog  the  parley  thus  begun. 

"  How  can  that  ftrong  intrepid  mind 
Attack  a  weak  defencelefs  kind  ? 
Thofe  jaws  fhould  prey  on  nobler  food, 
And  drink  the  boar  and  lion's  blood. 
Great  fouls  with  generous  pity  melt, 
Which  coward  tyrants  never  felt. 
How  harmlefs  is  our  fleecy  care ! 
J3e  brave,  and  let  thy  mercy  fpare.'* 

"  Friend,  fays  the  wolf,  the  matter  weigh ; 
Nature  defign'd  us  hearts  of  prey  ; 
As  fuch,when  hunger  finds  a  treat, 
*Tis  neceflary  wolves  fhould  eat. 
If,  mindful  of  the  bleating  weal, 
Thy'bofom  burn  with  real  zeal, 
Hence,  and  thy  tyrant  lord  befeech  ; 
To  him  repeat  the  moving  fpeech  ; 
A  wolf  cats  iheep  hut  now  and  then, 
Ten  thoufands  are  devour'd  by  men. 
An  open  foe  may  prove  a  curfe, 
But  a  pretended  friend  is  worfe." 

FABLE     XVIIT. 
*Ttyc  Painter  iulo  p leafed  ntbedy  and  evtry  body. 

LEST  men  fufpeft  your  talc  untrue, 

"Keep  probability  in  view. 

The  traveller  leaping  o'er  thofe  bounds, 

The  credit  *>f  his  book  confounds. 

Who  with  his  tongue  hath  armies  routed, 

Makes  even  his  real  courage  doubted. 

But  flattery  never  feems  abfurd ; 

The  flatter'd  always  take  your  word  : 

Impoffibilities  feem  juft ; 

They  take  the  ftrongeft  praife  on  truft. 

Hyperboles,  though  ne'er  fo  great, 

Will  ftill  come  fhort  of  fclf-conceit. 

So  very  like  a  painter  drew, 
That  every  eye  the  picture  knew, 
He  hit  complexion,  feature,  air, 
So  juft,  the  life  itfelf  was  there. 
No  flattery  with  his  colours  laid, 
T<*bloom  reftor'd  the  faded  maid ; 
He  gave  each  mufcle  all  its  ftrength  ; 
The  mouth,  the  chin,  the  nofe's  length; 
His  honeft  pencil  touch'd  with  truth, 
And  mark  ti  the  date  of  age  and  youth. 

He  loft  his  friends,  his  practice  fail'd ; 
Truth  fhould  not  always  be  reveal'd  : 
In  dufty  piles  his  pictures  lay, 
For  no  one  fent  the  fecond  pay. 
Two  buftos,  fraught  with  every  grace, 
A  Venus'  and  Apollo's  face, 


He  plac'd  in  view;  refolv'd  to  pi 
Whoever  fat  he  drew  from  thefe, 
From  thefe  corrected  every  feature, 
And  fpirited  each  aukward  creature. 
All  things  were  fet;   the  hour  was  come, 
His  pallet  ready  o'er  his  thumb. 
My  lord  appear'd  ;  and  feated  right, 
In  proper  attitude  and  light, 
The  painter  look'd,  he  fketch'd  the  piece, 
Then  dipt  his  pencil,  talk'd  of  Greece, 
Of  Titian's  tints,  of  Guide's  air  ; 
Thofe  eyes,  my  lord,  the  fpirit  there 
Might  well  a  Raphael's  hand  require, 
To  give  them  all  the  native  fire  ; 
The  features,  fraught  with  fenfe  and  wit, 
You'll  grant,  are  very  hard  to  hit; 
But  yet  with  patience  you  fhall  view 
As  much  as  paint  and  art  can  do." 

Obferve  the  work.     My  Lord  replied, 
"  Till  now  I  thought  my  mouth  was  wide; 
Befides,  my  nofe  is  fomewhat  long  : 
Dear  Sir,  for  me,  'tis  far  too  young." 

"  Oh !  pardon  me,  the  artiil  cry'd ; 
In  this  we  painters  muft  decide. 
The  piece  ev'n  common  eyes  muft  ftrike, 
I  warrant  it  extremely  like." 

My  Lord  examin'd  it  anew  ; 
No  looking-glafs  feem'd  half  fo  true. 

A  lady  came  with  borrow'd  grace 
He  from  his  Venus  form'd  her  face. 
Her  lover  prais'd  the  painter's  art ; 
So  like  the'pidtufe  in  his  heart ! 
To  every  age  fome  charm  he  lent ; 
Ev'n  beauties  were  almoft  content. 

Through  all  the  town  his  art  they  prai's'd  • 
His  cuftom  grew,  his  price  was  rais'd. 
Had  he  the  real  likenefs  fhown, 
Would  any  man  the  pidure  own  ? 
But,  when  thus  happily  he  wrought, 
Each  found  the  likenefs  in  his  though!:. 

FABLE    XIX. 
The  Lion  and  tie  Cul. 

Flow  fond  are  men  of  rule  and  place, 
Who  court  it  from  the  mean  and  baf« ! 
Thefe  cannot  bear  an  equal  nigh, 
But  from  fuperior  merit  fly. 
They  love  the  cellar's  vulgar  joke, 
And  lofe  their  hours  in  ale  and  fmoke. 
There  o'er  fome  petty  club  prefide ; 
So  poor,  fo  paltry,  is  their  pride  ! 
Kay,  ev'n  with  fools  whole  nights  will  fit^ 
"n  hopes  to  be  fupreme  in  wit. 
f  thefe  can  read,  to  thefe  I  write, 
To  fet  their  worth  in  trueft  light. 

A  lion  cub,  of  fordid  mind, 
Avoided  all  the  lion  kind; 
?ond  of  applaufe  he  fought  the  feafts 
Of  vulgar  and  ignoble  beads; 
With  affes  all  his  time  he  fpent, 
Their  clubs  perpetual  prefident. 
He  caught  their  manners,  looks,  and  airs  ; 
An  afs  in  every  thing  Liu  ears ! 
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If  e'er  his  Highnefs  meant  a  joke, 
They  grinn'd  applaufe  before  he  fpoke  ; 
But  at  each  word  what  (bouts  of  praifc  ! 
Good  gods  :   how  natural  he  brays ! 

Elate  with  flattery  and  conceit, 
He  fecks  his  royal  fire's  retreat ; 
Forward  and  fond  to  (how  his  parts, 
His  Highnefs  brays  ;  the  lion  {tarts. 

"  Puppy  '.  that  curs'd  vociferation 
Betrays  thy  life  and  converfation : 
Coxcombs,  an  ever-noify  race, 
Are  trumpets  of  their  own  difgrace." 

"  Why  fo  fevere  ?  the  cub  replies; 
Our  fonate  always  held  me  wife." 

"  How  weak  is  pride  •  returns  the  fire  : 
All  fools  are  vain  when  fools  admire  I 
But  know,  what  flupid  afles  prize, 
-Lions  and  noble  b calls  defpife." 

FABLE    XX. 
Tit  Old  If  en  and  tie  Cock. 

RESTRAIN  your  child;  you'll  foon  believe 
The  text  which  fays  we  fprung  from  Eve. 

As  an  old  hen  led  forth  her  train, 
And  feem'd  to  peck  to  fhow  the  grain, 
She  rak'd  the  chaff,  fhe  fcratch'd  the  ground, 
And  glean'd  the  fpacious  yard  around. 
A  giddy  chick,  to  try  her  wings, 
On  the  well's  narrow  margin  fprings, 
And  prone  (lie  drops.  The  mother's  breaft 
All  day  with  forrow  was  poffeft. 

A  cock  fhe  met ;  her  fon  flic  knew ; 
And  in  her  heart  affection  grew. 

"  My  fon,  fays  file,  I  grant  your  years 
Have  reach'd  beyond  a  mother's  cares. 
I  fee  you  vigorous,  ftrong,  and  bold  ; 
I  hear  with  joy  your  triumphs  told. 
'Tis  not  from  cocks  thy  fate  I  dread  ; 
But  let  thy  ever-wary  tread 
Avoid  yon  well;  that  fatal  place 
Is  lure  perdition  to  our  race. 
Print  this  my  counfel  on  thy  breaft  : 
To  the  juft  gods  I  leave  the  reft." 

He  thank'd  her  care  ;  yet  day  by  day 
His  boforri  burn'd  to  difobey, 
And  every  time  the  well  he  faw, 
Scorn'd  in  his  heart  the  fooiilh  law  : 
Near  and  more  near  each  day  he  drew, 
And  long'd  to  try  the  dangerous  view. 

"  Why  was  this  idle  charge  ?  he  cries; 
Let  courage  female  fears  defpife. 
Or  did  fhe  doubt  my  heart  was  brave, 
And  therefore  this  injunction  gave  : 
Or  does  her  harveft  ftore  the  place 
A  treafure  for  her  younger  race  ? 
And  would  fae  thus  my  fearch  prevent  ^ 
I  Hand  reiolv'd,  and  dare  th'  event." 

Thus  faid,  he  mounts  the  margin's  round, 
And  pries  into  the  depth  profound. 
He  ftretch'd  his  neck  :  and  from  below 
With  ftretching  neck  advanc'd  a  foe  : 
With  wrath  hi*  ruffled  plumes  he  rears, 
The  foe  with  ru$ed  plumes  appears. 


Threat  anfwerM  threat ;  his  fury  grew ; 
Headlong  to  meet  the  war  he  flew ; 
But,  when  the  watery  death, he  found,. 
He  thus  lamented  as  he  drown'd  : 

<c  I  ne'er  had  been  in  this  condition, 
But  for  my  mother's  prohibition." 

FABLE    XXf. 
lie  Rat-catcler  and  Catf. 

THE  rats  by  night  fuch  mifchief  did, 
Betty  was  every  morning  chid  : 
They  undermin'd  whole  fides  of  bacon, 
Her  cheefe  was  fapp'd,  her  tarts  were  taken  a 
Her  pafties,  fenc'd  with  thickeft  pafte, 
Were  all  demolifti'd  and  laid  waftc  : 
She  curs'd  the  Cat,  for  want  of  duty, 
Who  left  her  foes  a  conftant  booty. 

An  engineer,  of  noted  Ikill, 
Engag'd  to  flop  the  growing  ill. 

From  room  to  room  he  now  furveys 
Their  haunts,  their  works,  their  fecret  ways  3 
Finds  where  they  'fcape  an  ambufcade, 
And  whence  the  nightly  Tally's  made. 

An  envious  Cat  from  place  to  place, 
Unfeen,  attends  his  filent  pace  : 
She  faw  that,  if  his  trade  went  on, 
The  purring  race  muft  be  undone ; 
So  fecretly  removes  his  baits, 
And  every  ftratagem  defeats. 

Again  he  fets  the  poifon'd  toils; 
And  Pufs  again  the  labour  foils.  • 

"  What  foe  (to  fruftrate  my  defigns) 
My  fchemes  thus  nightly  countermines  ? 
Incens'i,  he  cries,  this  very  hour 
The  wretch  fhall  bleed  beneath  my  power.*^ 

So  faid,  a  ponderous  trap  he  brought, 
And  in  the  fact  poor  Pufs  was  caught. 

"  Smuggler,  fays  he,  thou  fhalt  be  made 
A  victim  to  our  lofs  of  trade." 

The  captive  Cat,  with  piteous  mews, 
For  pardon,  life,  and  freedom  fues. 
"  A  fifter  of  the  fcience  fpare  ; 
One  intereft  is  our  commen  care." 

"  What  infolence '  the  Man  reply'di 
Shall  Cats  with  us  the  game  divide  ? 
Were  all  your  interloping  band 
Extinguifh'd,  or  expell'd  the  land. 
We  Rat-catchers  might  raife  our  fees, 
Sole  guardians  of  a  nation's  cheefe  1" 

A  Cat,  who  faw  the  lifted  knife, 
Thus  fpoke,  and  fav'd  her  fitter's  life, 

**  In  every  age  and  dime  we  fee, 
Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree. 
Each  hates  his  neighbour  for  encroaching  t 
'Squire  ftigmatizes  'fquire  for  poaching  ; 
Beauties  with  beauties  are  in  arms, 
And  fcandal  pelts  each  others  charms  ; 
Kings,  too,  their  neighbour  kings  dethrone^ 
In  hope  to  make  the  world  their  own  : 
But  let  us  limit  our  defires, 
Not  war  like  beauties,  kings,  and  'fquires; 
For  though  we  both  one  prey  purfue, 
There's  game  enough  for  us  and  yo.«.'v 
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FABLE    XXII. 

The  Goat  'without  a  EearJ. 
'Tis  certain  that  the  modifh  paffions 
Defcend  among  the  crowd  like  faftiions.    - 
Excufe  me,  then,  if  pride,  conceit, 
(The  manners  of  the  fair  and  great) 
I  give  to  monkies,  affes,  dogs, 
Fleas,  owls,  goats,  butterflies,  and  hogs, 
J  fay  that  thefe  are  proud  :  what  then  ? 
I  never  faid  they  equal  men. 

A  Goat  (as  vain  as  goat  can  be) 
Affedted  fingularity  : 
Whene'er  a  thymy  bank  he  found, 
He  roll'd  upon  the  fragrant  ground, 
And  then  with  fond  attention  ftaod, 
Fix'd  o'er  his  image  in  the  flood. 

"  I  hate  my  frowzy  beard,  he  cries, 
My  youth  is  loft  in  this  difguife. 
Did  not  the  females  know  my  vigour, 
Well  might  they  lothe  this  reverend  figure." 

Refolv'd  to  fmooth  his  fliaggy  face, 
He  fought  the  barber  of  the  place. 
A  flippant  monkey,  fpruce  and  fmart, 
Hard  by,  profefs'd  the  dapper  art : 
His  pole  with  pewter-bafons  hung, 
Black  rotten  teeth  in  order  ftrung, 
Rang'd  cups,  that  in  the  window  ftood, 
JLin'd  with  red  rags  to  look  like  blood  ; 
Bid  well  his  threefold  trade  explain, 
Who  ftiav'd,  drew  teeth,  and  breath'd  a  vein. 

The  Goat  he  welcomes  with  an  air, 
And  feats  him  in  his  wooden  chair  : 
Mouth,  note,  and  cheek,  the  lather  hides; 
Light,  fmooth,  and  fwift,  the  razor  glides. 

"  I  hope^your  cuftom,  Sir,  fays  Pug, 
Sure  never  face  was  half  fo  fnug !" 

The  Goat,  impatient  for  applaufe, 
Swift  to  the  neighbouring  hill  -withdraws. 
The  fhaggy  people  grinn'd  and  ftarM. 
"  Hcigh-day  1  what's  here  ?  without  a  beard  ! 
Say,  Brother,  whence  the  dire  difgrace  ? 
What  envious  hand  hath  robb'd  your  face  ?" 
When  thus  the  fop,  with  fmilesof  fcorn, 
"  Are  beards  by  civil  nations  worn  ? 
Ev'n  Mufcovites  have  mow'd  their  chins. 
Shall  we,  like  formal  Capuchins, 
Stubborn  in  pride,  retain  the  mode, 
And  bear  about  the  hairy  load  * 
Whene'er  we  through  the  village  dray, 
Are  we  not  mock'd  along  the  way, 
Infulted  with  loud  fhouts  of  fccrn, 
By  boys  our  beards  difgrac'd  and  torn  ?" 

*'  Were  you  no  more  with  goats  to  dwell, 
Brother,  1  grant  you  reafon  well," 
Replies  a  bearded  chief.     "  Befide, 
If  boys  can  mortify  thy  pride, 
How  wilt  thou  ftand  the  ridicule 
Of  our  whole  flock  ?  Affeded  fool !" 

Coxcombs,  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft, 
To  all  but  coxcombs  are  a  jell. 

FABLE    XXIII. 

TLe  Old  Woman  and  her  Cats. 

Who  frisndfliip  with  a  knave  hath  made, 
Ruvag'd  a  partner  in  the  trade. 


The  matron,  who  condu&s  abroad 
A  willing  nymph,  is  thought  a  baw  J ; 
And,  if  a  modeft  girl  is  feen 
With  one  who  cures  a  lover's  fpleen, 
We  guefs  her^iot  extremely  nice, 
And  only  wifli  to  know  her  price. 
'  Tin  thus  that  on  the  choice  of  friends 
Our  good  or  evil  name  depends. 

A  wrinkled  hag,  of  wicked  fame, 
Befide  a  little  fmoky  flame 
Sat  hovering,  pinch'd  with  age  and  froft ; 
Her  fhrivell'd  hands,  with  veins  erubolVd, 
Upon  her  knees  her  weight  luftains, 
While  palfy  fliook  her  crazy  brafns  : 
She  mumbles  forth  her  backward  prayers, 
An  untam'd  Icold  of  fourfcore  years. 
About  her  fwarm'd  a  numerous  brood 
Of  cats,  who,  lank  with  hunger,  mevv'd, 

Teaz'd  with  their  cries,  her  choler  grew, 
And  thus  (he  fputter'd.    "  Hence,  ye  crew  \ 
Fool  that  I  wa»,  to  entertain 
Such  imps,  fuch  fiends,  a  hellifh  train  I 
Had  ye  been  never  hous'd  and  nurs'd, 
I  for  a  witch  had  ne'er  been  curs'd.  ' 
To  you  I  owe  that  crowds  of  boys 
Worry  me  with  eternal  noife ; 
Straws  laid  acrofs  my  pace  retard, 
The  horfe  fhos's  nail'd  (each  threfhold's  guard)  ; 
The  ftunted  broom  the  wenches  hide, 
For  fear  that  I  fhould  up  and  ride  ; 
They  ftick  with  pins  my  bleeding  feat, 
And  bid  me  fhow  my  fecret  teat." 

"  To  hear  you  prate,  would  vex  a  faint ; 
Who  hath  moft  reafon  of  complaint  ?" 
Replies  a  Cat.  "  Let's  come  to  proof. 
Had  we  ne'er  ftarv'd  beneath  your  rooF, 
We  had,  like  others  of  our  race, 
In  credit-  liv'd  as  beads  of  chafe. 
Tis  infamy  to  fervc  a  hag; 
Cats  are  thought  imps,  her  broom  a  nag  ; 
And  boys  againft  our  lives  combine, 
Becaufe  'tis  faid  your  cats  have  nine." 

FABLE   XXIV. 

Tbe  Butterfy  and  the  Sna',1. 
ALL  upftarts,  infolent  in  place, 
Remind  us  of  their  vulgar  race. 

As  in  the  funfhine  of  the  morn 
A  butterfly  (but  newly  born) 
Sat  proudly  perking  on  a  rofe, 
With  pert  conceit  his  bofom  glows; 
His  wings  (all  glorious  to  behold) 
Bedropt  with  azure,  jet,  and  gold, 
Wide  hedifplays;  the  fpangled  dew 
Reflects  his  eyes  and  various  hue. 

His  now-forgotten  friend,  a  fnail, 
Beneath  his  houfe,  with  flimy  trail, 
Crawls  o'er  the  trrafs;  whom  when  he  fpies, 
In  wrath  he  to  the  gardner  cries  : 

»'  What  means  yon  ptafanl's  daily  toil, 
From  choking  wscds  to  rid  the  foil  ? 
Why  wake  you  to  the,  morning1*  care  ? 
Why  with  new  arts  correct  the  year  ? 
Why  grows  the  peach  with  crimfon  hue  ? 
And  why  the  plumVs  inviting  Wwc  ? 
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Were  they  to  feaft.  his  tatte  defign'd, 
That  vermin  of  voracious  kind  ! 
Crufli  then  the  flow,  the  pilfering  race, 
So  purge  thy' garden  from  difgrace." 

"  What  arrogance  :  the  fnail  reply'd ; 
How  infolent  is  upftart  pride  ! 
Hadft  thou  not  thus,  with  infult  vain, 
Provok'd  my  patience  to  complain, 
I  had  conceal'd  thy  meaner  birth, 
Nor  trac'd  thee  to  the  fcum  of  earth  : 
For  fcarce  nine  funs  have  wak'd  the  hours, 
To  fwell  the  fruit,  and  paint  the  flowers, 
Since  I  thy  humbler  life  furvey'd, 

In  bafe,  in  fordid  guife  array  d  ; 

A  hideous  infe<5t,  vile,  unclean, 

You  dragg'd  a  flow  and  noifome  train  j 

And  from  your  fpider  bowels  drew 

Foul  film,  and  fpun  the  dirty  clue. 

I  own  my  humble  life,  good  friend  ; 

Snail  was  I  born,  and  fnail  (hall  end. 

And  what's  a  butterfly  ?  at  beft 

He's  but  a  caterpillar  dreft; 

And  all  thy  race  (a  numerous  feed) 

Shall  prove  of  caterpillar  breed." 

FABLE    XXV. 

'The  Scold  and  the  'Parrot. 

THE  hufband  thus  reprov'd-his  wife  : 
*'  Who  deals  in  flander,  lives  in  ftrife. 
Art  thou  the  herald  of  difgrace, 
Denouncing  war  to  all  thy  race ; 
Can  nothing  quell  thy  thunder's  rage, 
Which  fpares  nor  friend,  nor  fex,  nor  age? 
That  vixen  tongue  of  your's,  my  dear, 
Alarms  our  neighbours  far  and  near! 
Good  gods  !  'tis  like  a  roiling  river, 
That  murmuring  flows,  and  flows  for  ever! 
Ne'er  tir'd,  perpetual  difcord  fdwing: 
Like  fame,  it  gathers  ftrength  by  going." 

"  Heigh-day  1"  the  flippant  tongue  replies, 
"  How  folemn  is  the  fool !  how  wife ! 
Is  nature's  choiceft  gift  debarr'd  ? 
Nay,  frown  riot ;  for  I  will  be  heard. 
"Women  of  late  are  finely  ridden, 
A  parrot's  privilege  forbidden  ! 
You  praife  his  talk,  his  fqualling  fong ; 
But  wives  are  always  in  the  wrong." 

Now  reputations  flew  in  pieces 
Of  mothers,  daughters,  aunts,  and  nieces  : 
She  ran  the  parrot's  language  o'er, 
Bawd,  hufly,  drunkard,  flattern,  whore ; 
On  all  the  fcx  fhe  vents  her  fury, 
Tries  and  condemns  without  a  jury. 
At  once  the  torrent  of  her  words 
Alarm'd  cat,  monkey,  dogs,  and  birds : 
All  join  their  forces  to  confound  her, 
Pufs  fpits,  the  monkey  chatters  round  her ; 
The  yelping  cur  her  heels  affaults  ; 
The  magpie  blabs  out  all  her  faults  ; 
Poil,  in  the  uproar,  from  his  cage, 
With  this  rebuke  outfcream'd  her  rage. 

"  A  parro-:  i   for  talking  j»riz'd, 
But  prattling  women  aredefpis'd, 
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She  who  attacks  another's  honour, 
Draws  every  living  thing  upon  her. 
Think,  madam,  when  you  ftretch  your  lungs, 
That  all  your  neighbours  too  have  tongues : 
One  flander  muft  ten  thoufand  get : 
The  world  with  intereft  pays  the  debt." 

FABLE   XXVI. 

'The  Cur  and  the  Mafijf. 

A  SNEAKING  cur,  the  matter's  fpy, 
Rewarded  for  his  daily  lie, 
With  fecret  jealoufies  and  fears 
Set  all  together  by  the  ears. 
Poor  pufs  to-day  was  in  difgrace, 
Another  cat  fupply*d  her  place  ; 
The  hound  was  beat,  the  maftiff  chid, 
The  monkey  was  the  room  forbid; 
Each  to  his  deareft  friend  grew  fhy, 
And  none  could  tell  the  reafon  why. 
A  plan  to  rob  the  houfe  was  laid  : 
The  thief  with  love  feduc'd  the  maid, 
Cajol'd  the  cur,  and  ftroak'd  his  head, 
And  bought  his  fecrecy  with  bread  ; 
He  next  the  maftiff's  honour  try'd, 
Whofe  honeft  jaws  the  bribe  defy 'd  ; 
He  ftretch'd  his  hand  to  proffer  more  : 
The  furly  dog  hi?  fingers  tore. 

Swift  ran  the  cur ;  with  indignation 
The  matter  took  his  information. 

Hang  him,  the  villain's  curs'd,"  he  criei; 
And  round  his  neck  the  halter  ties. 

The  dog  his  humble  fuit  preferr'd, 
And  beg'd  in  juftice  to  be  heard. 
The  matter  fate.  On  either  hand 
The  cited  dogs  confronting  (land; 
The  cur  the  bloody  tale  relates, 
And,  like  a  lawyer,  aggravates. 

"  Judge  not  unheard  (the  mafKffcry'iP, 
But  weigh  the  caufe  of  either  fide. 
Think  not  that  treachery  can  bejuft; 
Take  not  informers'  words  on  trutt ; 
They  ope  their  hand  to  every  pay, 
And  you  and  me  by  turns  betray." 

He  fpoke  ;  and  all  the  truth  appear'd  : 
The  cur  was  hang'd,  the  maftiff  clear'd. 

FABLE    XXVII. 

The  Sick  Man  and  tht  Angtl. 

Is  there  no  hope  ?"  the  fick  man  faid. 
The  filent  doctor  fliook  his  head, 
And  took  his  leave  with  figns  of  forrow, 
Defpairing  of  his  fee  to-morrow. 

When  thus  the  man,  with  gafping  breath  j 
"  I  feel  the  chilling  wound  of  death. 
Since  I  muft  bid  the  world  adieu, 
Let  me  my  former  life  review. 
I  grant  my  bargains  well  were  made, 
But  all  men  over-reach  in  trade ; 
'Tis  felf -defence  in  each  proftlSon : 
Sure  felf-defence  is  no  tranfgrefliou. 
The  little  portion  in  my  hands, 
By  goodTecurity  on  lands 
Z 
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Is  well  increasM.  If,  unaware*, 

My  juftice  to  myfelf  and  heirs 

Hath  let  my  debtor  rot  in  jail, 

For  want  of  good  fufficient  bail ; 

If  I,  by  writ,  or  bond,  or  detd, 

Reduc'd  a  family  to  need  ; 

My  will  hath  made  the  world  amends  ; 

My  hope  on  charity  depends 

When  I  am  number'd  with  the  dead, 

Am'  all  my  pious  gifts  are  read, 

By  heaven  and  earth  'twill  then  be  known 

My  charities  were  amply  fhown." 

An  angel  came.  "  Ah,  friend  !  (he  cry'd). 
No  more  in  flatteiing  hope  confide. 
Can  thy  good  deeds  in  former  times 
Outweigh  the  balance  of  thy  crimes  ? 
"What  widow  or  what  orphan  prays 
To  crown  thy  life  with  length  of  days  ? 
A  pious  adion's  in  thy  power, 
Embrace  with  joy  the  happy  hour. 
Now,  while  you  draw  the  vital  air, 
Piove  your  intention  isfincere  : 
This  inftant  give  a  hundred  pound  : 
Your  neighbours  want,  and  you  abound."' 

"   But  why  fuch  hafte.  the  fick  man  whines; 
Who  knows  as  yet  what  Heaven  defigns? 
Perhaps  1  may  recover  ftill, 
That  ium  arid  more  are  in  my  will." 
"  Fool,  (ays  the  vifion,  now  'tis  plain 
Your  life,  your  fo'ul,  your  Heaven,  was  gain. 
Prom  every  fide,  with  all  your  might, 
You  fcrap'd,  and  fcrap'd  beyond  your  right ; 
And  after  death  would  fain  atone, 
By  giving  what?  is  not  your  own." 

"  While  there  is  life,  there's  hope,  he  cry'd; 
Then  why  fuch  hafte  ?"  fo  groan'd  and  dy'd. 

FABLE     XXVII. 

The  Perfian,  tie  Sun,  and  tie  Cloud. 

Is  there  a  bard  whom  genius  fires, 
Whofe  every  thought  the  god  infpircs  ? 
When  envy  reads  the  nervous  lines, 
She  frets,  (he  rails,  fhe  raves,  fhe  pines ; 
Her  hiffing  fnakes  with  venom  fwell; 
She  calls  her  venal  train  from  hell: 
The  fervile  fiends  her  nod  obey, 
And  all  CurlFs  authors  are  in  pay. 
Fame  calls  up  calumny  and  fpire  : 
Thus  fhadow  owes  its  birth  to  light* 

As,  proftrate  to  the  god  of  day, 
With  heart  devout,  a  Perfian  lay, 
His  invocation  thus  begun  : 

"  Parent  of  light  !  all-feting  fun  1 
Prolific  beam,whofe  rays  difpenfe 
The  various  gifts  of  Providence, 
Accept  our  praife,  our  daily  prayer ; 
Smile  on  our  fields,  and  blefs  the  year." 

A  cloud,  who  mbck'd  his  grateful  tongue, 
The  day  with  fudden  darkneis  hung ; 
With  pride  and  envy  fwell'd,  aloud 
A  voice  thus  thunder'd  from  the  cloud. 

"   Weak  is  this  gaudy  god  of  thine, 
Whom  I  at  will  forbid  to  fhine. 
Shall  I  nor  vows  nor  incenfe  know  ? 
Where  praife  is  due,  the  f ra.ife  beftow."' 


With  fervc-nt  zeal  the  Perfian  mov*ir 
Thus  the  proud  calumny  reprov'd  : 
«'   It  was  that  god  who  claims  my  prayer 
Who  gave  thee  birth,  and  rais'd  thee  there 
When  o'er  his  beams  the  veil  i*  thrown, 
Thy  fubftance  is  but  plainer  fhown  : 
A  paffing  pale,  a  \uS  of  wind, 
Difpeis  thy  thickeft  troops  cembin'd." 

The  gale  arofe  ;  xthe  vapour  toft 
(The  fporr  of  winds)  in  air  was  loft ; 
The  glorious  orb  the  day  refines. 
Thus  envy  breaks,  thus  merit  faines. 

FABLE     XXIX. 

'Tie  Fox  at  the  point  of  Death. 

A  FOX,  in  life's  extreme  decay, 
Weak,  fick,  and  faint,  expiring  lay  : 
All  appetite  had  left  his  maw, 
And  age  difarm'd  his  mumbling  jaw. 
His  numerous  race  around  him  ftand, 
To  learn  their  dying  firt  *s  command  : 
''He  rai^'d  his  head  with  whining  moanr 
And  thus  was  heard  the  feeble  tone  : 

"   Ah  !   Sons  !  from  evil  ways  depart  ; 
My  crimes  lie  heavy  on  my  heart. 
See,  fee,  the  murder'd  geefe  appear  ! 
Why  are  thofe  bleeding  turkeys  there  ; 
Why  all  around  this  cackling  train, 
Who  haunt  my  cars  for  chicken  flain  ?r* 

The  hungry  foxes  round  them  ftar'd, 
And  for  the  promis'd  feaft  prepar'd. 

"  Where,  Sir,  is  all  this  dainty  cheer  ?- 
Nor  turkey,  goofe,  nor  hen,  is  here. 
Theft  are  the  phantoms  of  your  brain  ; 
And  your  fons  lick  their  lips  in  vain." 

*'  O  gluttons!  fays  the  drooping  fire, 
Reftrain  inordinate  defire. 
Your  liquorifh  tafte  you  fhall  deplore, 
When  peace  of  confidence  is  no  more. 
Does  not  the  hound  betray  our  pace, 
And  gins  and  guns  deflroy  our  race? 
Thieves  dread  the  fearching  eye  of  power  '. 
And  never  feel  the  quiet  hour. 
Old  age  (which  few  of  us  fhall  know) 
Now  puts  a  period  to  my  woe. 
Would  you  true  happinefs  attain, 
Let  honefty  your  paffions  rein ; 
So  live  in  credit  and  clleem, 
And  the  good  name  you  loft  redeem." 

"  The  counfel's  good,  a  fox  replies, 
Could  we  perform  what  you  advife. 
Think  what  our  anceftor*  have  done  ; 
A  line  of  thieves  from  fon  to  fon. 
To  us  dcfccnds  the  long  difgrace, 
And  infamy  hath  mark'd  our  race. 
Though  we,  like  harmlefs  fheep,  fhould  feed, 
Honeft  in  thought,  in  word,  and  deed, 
Whatever  hen-rooft  is  decreas'd, 
We  fhall  be  thought  to  fhare  the  feaft. 
The  change  fhall  never  be  believ'd. 
A  loft  good  name  is  ne'er  retriev'd." 

"  Nay,  then,  replies  the  feeble  fox, 
(But,  hark  !  I  hear  a  hen  that  clucks) 
Go  ;  but  be  moderate  in  your  food  ; 
A  chicken,  tco,  might  do  me  good.",        £ 
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FABLE   XXX. 

The  fitting  Dtg  and  the  Partridge. 

*Ttt6  ranging  dog  the  ftubble  tries, 
And  fearches  every  breeze  that  flies; 
The  fcent  grows  warm  :  with  cautious  fear 
He  creeps,  and  points  the  covey  near ; 
The  men  in  filence,  far  behind, 
Corifcious  of  game,  the  net  unbind. 

A  partridge,  with  experience  wife, 
The  fraudful  preparation  fpies; 
She  mocks  their  toils,,  alarms  her  brood, 
The  covey  Cprings  and  feelci  the  wood; 
But  ere,  her  certain  wings  fhe  tries : 
Thus,  to  the  creepng  fpaniel  cries  : 

"  Thou  fawning  flave  to  man's  deceit, 
Thou  pimp  of  luxry,  fneaking  cheat, 
Of  thy  whole  fpecies  thou  difgrace  ; 
Dogs  fhould  difown  thee  of  their  race  1 
For,  if  I  judge  their  native  parts, 
They're  born  with  honeft  open  hearts ; 
And,  ere  they  ferv'd  man's  wicked  ends, 
Were  generous  foes,  or  real  friends." 

When  thus  the  dog,  with  fcornful  fmile  ; 
**  Secure  of  wing,  thou  dar'ft  revile. 
Clowns  are  to  polifh'd  manners  blind  j 
How  ignorant  is  the  r"uftic  mind  ! 
My  worth  fagacious  courtiers  fee, 
And  to  preferment  rife,  like  me. 
The  thriving  pimp  who  beauty  fets, 
How  oft  enhanc'd  a  nation'*  debts : 
Friend  fets  his  friend,  without  regard, 
And  minifters  his  {kill  reward. 
Thus  train'c?  by  man,  I  learn'd  his  ways ; 
And  growing  favour  feafts  my  days." 

«'  I  might  have  guefs'd,  the  partridge  faid, 
The  place  where  you  were  train'd  and  fed ; 
Servants  are;  apt,  and  in  a  trice 
Ape  to  a  hair  their  matter's  vice. 
You  came  from  court,  you  fay.  Adieu  I" 
She  faid,  and  to  the  covey  flew. 

FABLE    XXXI. 

the  univerfal  Apparition* 

A  RAKE,Ky  every  paflion  rul'd, 
With  every  vice  his  youth  had  cool'd; 
Difeafe  his  tainted  blood  aflails  ; 
His  fpirits  droop,  his  vigour  fails  : 
With  fecret  ills  at  home  he  pines, 
And,  like  infirm  old  age,  declines* 

As,  twing'd  with  pain,  he  penftve  fits, 
And  raves,  and  prays,  and  fwears,  by  fits, 
A  ghaftly  phantom,  lean  and  wan, 
Before  him  rofe,  and  thus  began  : 

"  My  name,  perhaps,  hath  reach'd  your  ear ; 
Attend,  and  be  ad  vis' d  by  Care. 
Nor  love,  nor  hoaour,  wealth,  nor  power, 
Can  give  the  heart  a  cheerful  hour, 
When  health  is  loft.     Be  timely  wife  : 
With  health  all  tafte  of  pleafure  flies." 

Thus  faid,  the  phantom  difappears, 
'J'he  wary  counsel  wak'd  his  fears* 


He  now  from  all  excels  abftains, 
With  phyfic  purifies  his  veins  ; 
And,  to  procure  a  fober  life, 
Refolves  to.  venture  on  a  wife. 

But  now  again  the  fprite  afcends. 
Where'er  he  walks,  his  ear  attends, 
Infinuates  that  beauty's  frail, 
That  perfeverencc  muft  prevail ; 
With  jealoufies  his  brain  inflames, 
And  whifpers  all  her  lovers  names. 
In  otUcr, hours  fhe  reprefents 
His  houfehold  charge,  his  annual  rents, 
Increafing  debts,  perplexing  duns, 
And  nothing  fqr  his  younger  fons. 

Straight  all  his  thought  to  gain  he  turns, 
And  with  the  thirft  of  lucre  burn$. 
But,  whes  pofiefs'd  of  fortune's  ftore, 
The  fpe&re  haunts  him  more  andjmore; 
Sets  want  and  milery  in  view, 
Bold  thieves  and  all  the  murdering  crew ; 
Alarms  him  with  eternal  frights, 
Infeft  his  dream,  or  wakes  his  nights. 
How  Ihall  h6  chafe  this  hideous  gueft  ? 
Power  may  perhaps  protedt  his  reft.  , 
To  power  he  rofe.     Again  the  fprite 
Befets  him  morning,  noon,  and  night } 
Talks  of  ambition's  tottering  feat, 
How  envy  perfecutes  the  great, 
Of  rival  hate,  of  treacherous  friends, 
And  what  difgrace  his  fall  attends, 

The  court  he  quits,  to  fly  from  Care, 
And  feeks  the  peace  of  rural  air: 
His  groves,  his  fields,  amus'd  his  hours;. 
He  prun'd  his,  trees,  he  rais'd  his  flowers. 
But  care  again  his  fteps  purfues, 
Warns  <him  of  rhlafts,  of  blighting  dews, 
Of  plundering  infefts,  fnails,  and  rains, 
And  droughts  that  ftarv'd  the  labour  'd  plains 
Abroad,  at  home,  the  fpeclre's  there ; 
In  vain  we  feek  to  fly  from  Care. 
.    At  length  he  thus  the  ghoft  addreft  : 
"  Since,  thou  muft,be  my  conftant  gueft, 
Be  kind,  and  follow  me  no  more  ; 
For  Care,  by  right,  fhould  go  before." 

FABLE    XXXII. 

The  two  Oiuls  and  tie  Sj>arro%ua 

Two  formal  owls  together  fat. 
Conferring  thus  in  fol£mn  chat  : 
"  How  is  the  modern  tafte  dccay'd ! 
Where's  the  refpecl:  to  wifdom  paid  ? 
Our  wor,th  the  Grecian  fages  knew  ; 
They  gave  our  fires  the  honour  due  ; 
They  weigh'd  the  dignity  of  fowls, 
And  pry'd  into  the  depth  of,owls. 
Athens,  the  feat  of  learned  fame, 
With  general  voice  rever'd  our  name, 
On  merit  title  was  donferr'd, 
And  all  ador'd  th'  Athenian  bird." 

"  Brother,  you  reafon  well,  replied. 
The  folemn  mate  with  half-lhut  eyes. 
Right.     Athens  was  the  feat  of  learning 
And  truly  wifdom  is  difcerning. 
Befides,  on  Pallas'  helm  we  fit,    ( 
The  type  and  ernanKnt  of  wit'; " 
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But  now,  alas !  we're  quite  negle&ed. 
And  a  pert  fparrow's  more  refpeaed." 

A  fparrovv.  who  waslodg'd  btfide, 
d'erhears  them  footh  each  other's  pride; 
And  thu<  he  nimbly  vents  his  heat : 

"  Who  meets  a  fool  muft  find  conceit. 
I  grant  you  were  at  Athens  grac'd  ; 
And  on  Minerva's  Mm  were  plac'd ; 
But  every  bird  that  wings  the  iky, 
Except  an  owl,  can  tell  you  why  : 
From  hence  they  taught  their  fchools  to  know 
How  falfe  we  judge  by  nutward  (how; 
Thar  we  fhould  never  looks  efteem, 
Since  fools  as  wife  as  you  might  feem. 
Would  ye  contempt  and  fcorn  avoid, 
Let  your  vain-glory  be  deftroy'd  ; 
Humble  your  arrogance  of  thought, 
Purfue  the  ways  by  nature  taught  : 
So  fhall  you  fi'.d  delicious  fare, 
And  grateful  farmers  praife  your  care; 
So  fhall  fleek  mice  your  chafe  reward, 
And  no  keen  cat  find  more  regard." 

FABLE    XXXIII. 
The  Courtier  and  Proteus. 

WHENEVER  a  courtier's  out  of  place, 
The  ccuntry  flickers  his  difgrace; 
Where  doom'd  to  exercife  and  health, 
His  hcule  and  gardens  own  his  wealth. 
He  builds  new  fchemes,  in  hope  to  gain 
The  plunder  of  another  reign  ; 
Like  Philip's  fon,  would  fain  be  doing, 
And  fighs  for  other  realms  to  ruin. 

As  one  of  thefe  (without  his  wand) 
Penfive  along  the  winding  ftrand 
Employ'd  the  iblitary  hour, 
Ju  projects  to  regain  his  powrr, 
The  waves  in  fpreading  circles  ran, 
Proteu-.  arofe,  and  thus  began  : 

"  Came  you  from  court  ?  for  in  your  mien 
A  felf-important  air  is  feen." 

He  frankly  own'd  his  friends  had  trick'd  him, 
And  how  he  fell  his  party%  vidim. 

"  Know,  fays  the  god,  by  matchlefs  fkill 
I  change  to  every  fhape  at  will; 
•  But  yet,  I'm  told,  at  court  you  fee 
Thofe  who  prefume  to  rival  me  " 

Thus  faid  :  a  fnake,  with  hideous  trail, 
Proteus  extends  his  fcaly  mail. 

"  Know,  fays  the  man. , though  proud  in  place 
All  courtiers  are  of  reptile  race. 
.Like  yeu,  they  take  that  dreadful  form, 
Bafk  in  the  fun,  and  fly  the  (form ; 
With  malice  hifs,  with  envy  glote, 
And  for  convenience  change  their  coat ; 
With  new-got  luftre  rear  their  head, 
Though  on  a  dunghill  born  and  bred." 

Sudden  the  god  a  lion  itands  ; 
He  makes  his  mane,  he  fpurns  the  fands. 
Kow  a  fierce  lynx,  with  fiery  glare; 
A  woli.  an  afs,  a  fox  a  bear. 

"  Had  I  ne'er  iiv'd  at  court,  he  cries, 
Such  transformations  might  furprife  ; 


t  there,  in  queft  of  daily  game, 

ch  able  courtier  acls  the  fame ; 

olves,  lions  lynxes,  while  in  place, 
'heir  friends  and  fellows  are  their  chafe. 

\ey  play  the  bear'*  and  foxe's  part, 
ow  rob  by  force,  now  fteal  with  art. 
hey  fometimes  in  the  fenate  bray, 
r,  chang'd  again  to  beafts  of  prey, 
own  from  the  lion  to  the  ape, 
>ra<ftife  the  frauds  of  every  fhape." 
faid     upon  the  god  he  flies, 

cords  the  ftruggling  captive  ties. 

"  Now,  Proteus !  now  (to  truth  compelled) 
peak,  and  confefs  thy  art  excell'd. 

fe  ftrength,  furprife,  or  what  you  will, 
'he  courtier  finds  evafions  (till ; 
Jot  to  be  bound  by  any  ties, 

nd  never  forc'd  to  leave  his  lies." 

FABLE  XXXIV. 
The  Mafli/. 

"HOSE  who  in  quarrels  intcrpofe, 
Vluft  often  wipe  a  bloody  nofe. 
A  maftiff,  of  true  Englifh  blood, 
,ov'd  fighting  better  than  his  food. 
Vhen  dogs  were  fnarling  for  a  bone, 
He  long'd  to  make  the  war  his  own, 
4.nd  often  found  (when  two  contend^ 
"o  interpofe  obtain'd  his  end. 
ie  glory'd  in  his  limping  pace  ; 
'he  fears  of  honour  feam'd  his  face  ; 
n  every  limb  a  gaJh  appears, 
And  frequent  fights  rctrench'd  his  ears. 

As  on  a  time  he  heard  from  far 
Two  dogs  engag'd  in  noify  war, 
Away  he  fcours,  and  lays  about  him, 
lefolv'd  no  fray  fhould  be  without  him. 
'orth  from  his  yard  a  tanner  flies, 
And  to  the  hold  intruder  cries : 

A  cudgel  fhall  correct  your  manner*: 
Whence  fprung  this  curfed  hate  TO  tanners  I 
While  on  my  dog  you  vent  your  fpite, 
Sirrah  !   'tis  me  you  dare  not  bite." 
To  fee  the  battle  thus  perplex'd, 
With  equal  rage  a  butcher,  vex'd, 
Hoarfe-icreaming  from  the  circled  crowd, 
To  the  curs'd  maftiff  cries  aloud  : 

Both  Hockleyhole  and  Marybone 
The  combats  of  my  dog  have  jypown  : 
He  ne'er,  like  bullies,  coward -hearted, 
Attacks  in  public,  to  be  parted. 
Think  not,  rafh  fool,  to  fhare  his  fame; 
Be  his  the  honour,  or  the  fhame." 

Thus  faid,  they  fwore,  and  rav'd  like  thunder, 
Then  dragg'd  their  faften'd  dogs  afunder ; 
While  clubs  and  kicks  from  every  fide 
Rebounding  from  the  maftiff 's  hide. 

All  reeking  now  with  fweat  and  blood, 
A  while  the  parted  warriors  flood  ; 
Then  pour'd  upon  the  meddling  foe, 
Who,  worried,  hnwl'd  and  fprawl'd  below. 
He  rofe  ;  and  limping  from  the  fray, 
By  both  fides  mangled,  fncak'd  away. 
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FABLE    XXXV. 

The  Barley -moiv  and  the  Dunghill. 

How  many  faucy  airs  we  meet 

From  Temple-bar  to  Aldgate-flreet ! 

Proud  rogues,  who  fhafred  the  South-fea  prey, 

And  fprung  like  mufhrooms  in  a  day  1 

They  think  it  mean  to  condefcend 

To  know  a  brother  or  a  friend ; 

They  blufh  to  hear  their  mother's  name, 

And  by  their  pride  expofe  their  fhame. 

As  crofs  his  yard,  at  early  day, 
A  careful  farmer  took  his  way, 
He  ftopp'd  ;  and,  leaning  on  his  fork, 
Obferv'd  the  flail's  inceffant  work. 
In  thought  he  meafur'd  all  his  (lore, 
His  geefe,  his  hogs,  he  number'd  o'er; 
In  fancy  weigh'd  the  fleeces  fhorn, 
And  multiply'd  the  next  year's  corn. 
A  barley  mow,  which  flood  befide, 
Thus  to  its  mufing  mailer  cry'd  : 

"  Say,  good  Sir,  is  it  fit  or  right 
To  treat  me  with  negledl  and  flight  ? 
Me,  who  contribute  to  your  cheer, 
And  raife  your  mirth  with  ale  and  beer  ? 
Why  thus  infulted,  thus  difgrac'd, 
And  that  vile  dunghill  near  me  plac'd  ? 
Are  thofe  poor  fweepings  of  a  groom, 
That  filthy  fight,  that  naufeous  fume, 
Meet  objeds  here  ?  Command  it  hence  ; 
A  thing  fo  mean  muft  give  offence." 
The  humble  dunghill  thus  reply 'd  : 
I{  Thy  mafter  hears,  and  mocks  thy  pride  : 
Infult  not  thus  the  meek  and  low  ; 
In  me  thy  benefactor  know  ; 
My  warm  afliilance  gave  thee  birth, 
Or  thou  hadft  perifh'd  low  in  earth ; 
But  up-ftarts,  to  fupport  their  ftation, 
Cancel  at  once  all  obligation." 

FABLE     XXXVI. 

Pythagoras  and  the  Countryman. 

PYTHAGORAS  rofe  at  early  dawn, 

By  foaring  meditation  drawn  ; 

To  breathe  the  fragrance  of  the  day, 

Through  flowery  fields  he  took  hjs  way, 

In  mufing  contemplation  warm, 

His  fteps  mifled  him  to  a  farm, 

Where  on  a  ladder's  topmofl  round 

A  peafant  flood  ;  the  hammer's  found 

Shook  the  weak  barn.  "  Say,  friend,  what  care 

Calls  for  thy  honeft  labour  there  ?" 

The  clown,  with  furly  voice  replies, 
"  Vengeance  aloud  for  juftice  cries. 
This  kite,  by  daily  rapine  fed, 
My  hens'  annoy,  my  turkeys'  dread, 
At  length  his  forfeit  life  hath  paid  ; 
See  on  the  wall  his  wings  difplay'd  : 
Here  nail'd,  a  terror  to  his  kind, 
My  fowls  (hall  future  fafety  find  ; 
My  yard  the  thriving  poultry  feed, 
And  my  barns'  refuse  fat  the  breed." 


j      "  Friend,  fays  the  fage,  the  doom  is  wife ; 
For  public  good  the  murderer  dies  : 
But,  if  thefe  tyrants  of  the  air 
Demand  a  fentence  fo  fevere, 
Think  how  the  glutton,  man,  devours ; 
What  bloody  feafts*  regale  his  hours  ! 
O  impudence  of  power  and  might, 
Thus  to  condemn  a  hawk  or  kite. 
When  thou,  perhaps,  carnivorous  finner, 
Hadft  pullets  yefteiday  for  dinner  " 

"  Hold,  cry'd  the  clewn,  with  paffion  heated, 
Shall  kites  and  men  alike  be  treated  ? 
When  Heaven  the  world  with  creatures  ftor'd, 
Man  was  ordain'd  their  fovereign  lord  " 

"  Thus  tyrants  boaft,  the  fage  reply'd, 
Whofe  murders  fpring  from  power  and  pride. 
©wn  then  this  manuke  kite  is  (lain, 
Thy  greater  luxury  to  fuftain  ; 
For  "  Petty  rogues  fubmit  to  fate, 
'*  That  great  ones  may  enjoy  their  ftate  *  !" 

FABLE     XXXVII. 

The  Farmer 's  Wife  and  the  Raven. 

WHY  are  thofe  tears?  why  droops  your  head  ? 
Is  then  your  other  hufband  dead  ? 
Or  does  a  worfe  difgrace  betide  ? 
Hath  no  one  fince  his  death  apply'd ; 

Alas  :  you  know  the  caufe  too  well ; 
The  fait  is  fpilt,  to  me  it  fell; 
Then,  to  contribute  to  my  lofs, 
My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  acrofa; 
On  Friday  too  !  the  day  I  dread  : 
Would  I'  were  fafe  at  home  in  bed  ! 
Laft  night  (I  vow  to  Htaven  'tis  true) 
Bounce  from  the  fire  a  cofiin  flew. 
Next  poft  fome  fatal  news  (hall  tell : 
God  fend  my  Cornifh  friends  be  well  1 

Unhappy  widow,  ceafe  thy  tears, 
Nor  feel  affliction  iu  thy  fears; 
Let  not  thy  ftomach  be  fufpended  ; 
Eat  now,  and  weep  when  dinner's  ended ; 
And,  when  the  butler  clears  the  table, 
For  thy  delert  I'll  read  my  fable. 

Betwixt  her  fwagging  panniers'  load 
A  farmer's  wife  to  market  rode, 
And,  jogging  on,  with  thoughtful  care, 
Summ'd  up  the  profits  of  her  ware  ; 
When  darting  from  hrr  filver  dream, 
Thus  far  and  wide  was  heard  her  Icream. 

'*  That  raven  on  yon  left  hand  oak 
Curfe  on  his  ill  betiding  croak !) 
3odes  me  no  good."     No  more  fhe  faid, 
When  poor  blind  Ball,  with  {tumbling  tread, 
7ell  prone;  o'erturn'd  the  pannier  lay, 
A.nd  her  mafti'd  eggs  beflrow'd  the  way. 

She,  fprawling  in  the  yellow  road, 
Rail'd,  fwore,  and  curs'd.    *  Thou  croaking  toad, 
A  murrain  take  thy  whorefon  throat ! 
knew  misfortune  in  the  note." 

"  Dame,  quoth  Uie  raven,  fpare  your  »ath8. 
Jnclench  your  fift,  and  wipe  your  cloathij 
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But  why  en  me  thofe  curfes  thrown  ? 

Goody,  the  fault  was  all  your  own  ; 

For,  had  you  laid  this  brittle  ware 

On  Dun,  the  old  fure -footed  marc, 

Though  all  the  ravens  of  the  Hundred 

With  croaking  had  your  tongue  out-thundered, 

Sure-footed  Dun  had  kept  her  legs, 

And  you,  good  woman,  fav'd  your  eggs. 

FABLE     XXXVIU 
The  Turkey  and  tbe  Ant. 


IN  other  men  we  faults  can  fpy, 
And  blame  the  mote  that  dims  their  eye, 
Each  little  fpeck  arid  blemifh  find; 
To' our  own  ftronger  errors  blind. 

A  turkey,  tir'd  of  common  fbed, 
Forfook  the  barn,  and  fought  the  wood ; 
Behind  her  ran  an  infant  train, 
Collecting  here  and  there  a  grain. 
"  Draw  near  ?  my  birds !  the  mother  cries, 
This  hill  delicious  fare  fupplics ; 
Behold  the  bufy  negro  race, 
See  millions  blacken  all  the  place  ! 
Fear  not ;  like  me,  with  freedom  eat ; 
An  ant  is  moft  delightful  meat. 
How  blefs'd,  how  envy'd,  were  our  life, 
Could  we  but  'fcape  the  poulterer's  knife  ! 
But  man,  ctirs'd  man,  on  turkeys  preys, 
And  Chriftmas  fhortens-  all  our  days. 
Sometimes  with  oyfters  we  combine, 
Sometimes  affift  the  favoury  chine ; 
From  the  low  peafant  to  the  lord, 
The  turkey  fmokes  on  every  board, 
Sure  men  for  gluttony  are  cprs'd, 
Of  the  feven  deadly  fins  the  worft." 

An  ant,  who  climb'd  beyond  his  reach, 
Thus  anfwer'd  from  the  neighbouring  beech 
*'  Ere  you  remark  another's  fin, 
Bid  thy  own  confcience  look  within ; 
Control  thy  more  voracious  bill, 
Jtfor  fof  a  breakfaft  nations  kill." 

FABLE    XXXIX. 
The  Father  and  Jupiter. 

THE  man  to  Jove  his  fuit  preferred  ; 
He  begg'd  a  wife  :  his  prayer  was  heard. 
Jove  wonder'd  at  his  bold  addreffing ; 
For  how  precarious  is  the  bleflirig  ! 

A  wife  he  takes:  'and  now  for  heirs 
Again  he  worries  Heaven  with  prayers. 
Jove'  nods  afient ;  two  hopeful  boys 
And  a  fine  girl  reward  his  joys. 

Now  more  felicitous  he  grew, 
And  fet  their  future  lives  in  view ; 
He  faw  that  all  refpect  and  duty  ' 
Were  paid  to  Wealth,  to  power,  and  beauty. 

"  On«e  more,  he  cries,  accept  my  prayer  ; 
Mak£  my  lov'd  progeny  thy  care  : 
Let  my'.firft  hope,  my  favourite  boy, 
All  fortune's  richeft  gifts  enjoy. 
My  next  with  flrcng  ambition. fire; 
2/lay  favour  teadh  'him  to  afpire, 
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Till  he  the  ftep  of  power  aftfend, 
And  courtiers' to  their  idol  bend  ! 
With  every  grace,  with  every  charm, 
My  daughter's  perfect  features  arm. 
If  Heaven  approve,  a  father's  blefs'd  " 
Jove  fmiles,  and  grants  his  fall  requeft. 

The  firft,  a  mifer  at  the  heart, 
Studious  of  every  griping  art, 
Heaps  hoards  on  hoards  with  anxious  pain, 
And  all  his  life  devotes  to  gain. 
He  feels  no  joy,  his  cares  increafe, 
He  neither  wakes  nor  fieeps  in  peace ; 
In  fancy'd  want  (a  wrttch  complete) 
He  ftarves,  and  yet  he  dares  not  eat. 
The  next  to  fudden  honours  grew ; 
The  thriving  art  of  courts  he  knew ; 
He  reach'd  the  height  of  power  and  place, 
Then  fell  the  victim  of  difgrace. 

Beauty  with  early  bloom  fupplies 
His  daughter's  checks,  and  points  her  eyes,, 
The  vain  coquette  each  fuit  difdains, 
And  glories  in  her  lovers'  pains. 
With  age  ihe  fades,  each  lover  flies; 
Contemn'd,  forlorn,  fhe  pines,  and  dies. 

When  Jove  the  father's  grief  furvey'd, 
And  heard  him  Heaven  and  Fate  upbraid, 
Thus  fpoke  the  god  :  "  By  outward  fhow 
Men  judge  of  happinefs  and  woe. 
Shall  ignorance  of  good  and  ill 
Dare  to  direct  th'  eternal  will  ? 
Seek  virtue  ;  and,  of  that  pofleft, 
To  Providence  refign  the  reft." 


FABLE   XL. 

The  two  Monkies. 

THE  learned,  full  of  inward  pride, 
The  fops  of  outward  fhow  deride  ; 
The  fop,  with  learning  at  defiance, 
Scoffs  at  the  pedant  and  ihe  fcience  : 
The  Don,  a  formal  folemn  ftrutter, 
Defpifes  Monfieur's  airs  and  flutter; 
While  Monficur  mocks  the  formal  fool, 
Who  looks,  and  fpeaks,  and  walks,  by  rule. 
Britain,  a  medley  of  the  twain, 
As  pert  as  France ,  as  grave  as  Spain, 
In  fancy  wifer  than  the  reft, 
Laughs  at  them  both, of  both  the  jeft. 
Is  not  the  poet's  chiming  clofe 
Cenfur'd  by  all  the  fons  of  profe  ? 
While  bards  of  quick  imagination 
Defpife  the  fleepy  profe  narration. 
Men  laugh  at  apes  :  they  men  contemn; 
For  what  are  we  but  apes  to  them  ? 

Two  monkies  went  to  Southwark  fair 
No  critics  had  a  fourer  air  ; 
They  forc'd  their  way  through  draggled  folks, 
Who  gap'd  to  catch  Jack  Pudding's  jokes ; 
Then  took  their  tickets  for  the  fhow, 
And  got  by  chance  the  foremoft  row. 
To  fee  their  grave  obferving  fact, 
Provok'd  a  laugh  through  all  the  place. 

"  Brother,  fays  Pug,  and  turn'd  his  head, 
The  rabble's  monftroufly  ill-bred." 

Now  through  the  booth  loud  hifles  raa, 
Nor  ended  till  the  fhow  began. 
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The  tutiVbler  whirls  the  flip-flap  round, 
With  fomerfets  he  flvikes  the  ground  ; 
The  cord  beneath  the  dancer  fprings; 
Aloft  in  air  the  vaulter  fwings; 
Diftorted  now,  now  prone  depends, 
Now  through  his  twifted  arm  afcends; 
The  crowd,  in  wonder  and  delight, 
With  clapping  hands  applaud  the  fight. 

With  fmiles,  quoth  pug, "  If  pranks  like  thefe 
The  giant  apes  of  reafon  pleafe, 
How  would  they  wonder  at  our  arts  ! 
They  muft  adore  us  for  our  parts. 
High  on  the  twig  I've  feen  you  cling, 
Play,  twift,  and  turn  in  airy  ring  ; 
How  can  thofe  clumfy  things,  like  me, 
Fly  with  a  bound  from  tree  to  tree  I 
Bur  yet,  by  this  applaufe,  we  find 
Thefe  emulators  of  our  kind 
Difccrn  our  worth,  our  parts  regard, 
Who  our  mean. mimics  thus  reward." 

"  Brother,  the  grinning  mate  replies, 
In  this  1  tjrant  that  man  is  wife  : 
While  good  example  they  purfue, 
We  mufl  allow  fome  praife  is  due ; 
But,  when  they  ftrain  beyond  their  guide, 
I  laugh  to  fcorn  the  mimic  pride ; 
For  how  fantaftic  is  the  fight, 
To  meet  men  always  bolt  upright, 
BecauCe  we  fometimes  walk  on  two  1 
i  hate  the  imitating  crew." 

FABLE  XL!. 

The  Oivl  and  the  Farmer. 

AN  owl  of  grave  deport  and  mien, 

Who  (like  the  Turk)  was  feldom  feen, 

Within  a  barn  had  chofe  his  ftation, 

As  fit  for  prey  and  contemplation  : 

Upon  a  beam  aloft  he  fits, 

And  nods,  and  feems  to  think  by  fits. 

So  have  I  feen  a  man  of  news 

Or  pod-boy  or  gazette  perufe, 

Smoke,  nod,  and  talk  with  voice  profound, 

And  fix  the  fate  of  Europe  round. 

Sheaves  pil'd  on  fheaves  hid  all  the  floor  : 

At  dawn  of  morn  to  view  his  ftore 

The  Farmer  came.     The  hooting  gueft 

His  felf-importance  thus  expreft  : 
"  Reafon  in  man  is  mere  pretence  : 

How  weak,  how  fhallovv,  is  his  ftnfe ! 

To  tread  with  fcorn  the  bird  of  night, 

Declares  his  folly  or  his  fpite. 

Then,  too,  how  partial  is  his  praife ! 

The  lark's, the  linnet's,  chirping  lays 

To  his  ill-judging  ears  are  fine  ; 
And  nightingales  are  all  divine  : 
But  the  more  knowing  feather'd  race 
Bee  wifdom  ftamp'd  upon  my  face. 
Whene'er  to  vifit  light  I  deign, 
What  flocks  of  fowl  compofe  my  train  ! 
Like  flaves,  they  crowd  my  flight  behind, 
And  own  me  of  fuperior  kind." 

The  Farmer  laugh'd,  and  thus  reply'd  : 
"  Thou  dull  important  lump  of  pride, 
Par'ft  thou  with  that  harfh  grating  tongue 
Pepreciate  birds  of  warbling  fop|  ? 


ndulge  thy  fpleen  :  know  men  and  fowl 
egard  thee,  as  thou  art,  an  owl. 
elides,  proud  blockhead  !  be  not  vain 
)f  what  thou  call'fl  thy  flaves  and  train; 
ew  follow  wifdom  or  her  rules  ; 
ools  in  deriilon  follow  fools." 

FABLE  XLII. 

The  Jugglers. 

A  JUGGLER  long  through  all  the  town 
lad  rais'd  his  fortune  and  renown  ; 
You'd  think  (fo  far  his  art  tranfcends) 
The  devil  at  his  fingers  ends. 

Vice  heard  his  fame,  (he  read  his  bill; 
I!onvinc"d  of  his  inferior  (kill, 
She  fought  his  booth,  and  frown  the  crowd 
Defy'd  the  man  of  art  aloud 

'  Is  this  then  he  fo  fam'd  for  fleight  ? 
2an  this  flow  bungler  cheat  your  fight  ? 
Dares  he  with  me  difpute  the  prize  ? 
[  leave  it  to  impartial  eyes." 

Provok'd,  the  Juggler  cry'd,  "  'Tis  done$ 
In  fcience  I  fubmit  to  none  " 
Thus  faid,  the  cups  and  balls  he  play'd  ; 
By  turns  this  here,  that  there,  convey'd. 
The  cards,  obedient  to  his  words. 
Are  by  a  fillip  turn'd  to  birds. 
His  little  boxes  change  the  grain  : 
Trick  afcer  trkk  deludes  the  train. 
He  fliakes  his  bag,  he  (hows  all  fair ; 
His  fingers  fpread,  and  nothing  there; 
Then  bids  it  rain  with  ihowers  of  gold  ; 
And  now  his  ivory  eggs  are  told; 
But,  when  from  thence  the  hen  he  draws, 
Amaz'd  fpectators  hum  applaufe. 

Vice  now  ftept  forth,  and  took  the  place, 
With  all  the  forms  of  his  grimace. 

'*  This  magic  looking-gl  ;fs,  flie  cries, 
(There,  hand  it  round)  will  charm  your  eye*.'* 
Each  eager  eye  the  fight  defir'd, 
And  every  man  himftlf  admir'd. 

Next,  to  a  fenator  addrefling, 
"  See  this  bank-note ;  obferve  the  blefiing, 
Breathe  on  the  bill.  Heigh,  paf»  !  'Tis  gone.". 
Upon  his  lips  a  padlock  fhnne. 
A  fecond  puff  the  magic  broke  ; 
The  padlock  vanifh'd,  and  he  fpoke. 

Twelve  bottles  rang'd  upon  the  board 
All  full,  with  heady  liquor  ftor'd, 
By  clean  conveyance  difappear, 
And  now  two  bloody  fwords  are  there. 

A  purfe  fiie  to  a  thief  expos' d ; 
At  once  his  ready  fingers  clos'd. 
He  opes  his  fill,  the  treafure's  fled; 
He  fees  a  halter  in  its  (lead. 

She  bids  ambition  hold  a  wand ; 
He  grafps  a  hatchet  in  his  hand. 

A  box  of  charity  fhe  (hows. 
"  Blow  here;"  and  a  church-warden  blows. 
*Tis  vanifh'd  with  conveyance  neat, 
And  on  the  table  fmokes  a  treat. 

She  fhakes  the  dice,  the  board  (he  knocks, 
And  from  all  pockets  fills  her  box. 
She  next  a  meagre  rake  addreft. 
*'  This  pidure  fee  j  her  fhape,  her  breaft  \ 
%  iiij 
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What  youth,  and  what  inviting  eyes  ! 
Hold  her,  and  have  her."     With  furprife, 
His  hand  expos'd  a  box  of  pills, 
And  a  loud  laugh  proclaim'd  his  ills. 

A  counter,  in  a  mifer's  hand, 
Grew  twenty  guineas  at  command, 
She  bids  his  heir  the  Aim  retain, 
And  'tis  a  counter  now  again. 

A  guinea  with  her  touch  you  fee 
TaTte  every  fhape  but  charity; 
And  not  one  thing  you  faw,  or  drew, 
But  chang'd  from  what  was  firft  in  view. 

The  Juggler  now,  in  grief  of  heart, 
With  this  fubmiflif;n  own'd  her  art 

"  Can  1  fuch  matchlefs.  Height  withftand  ! 
How  practice  hath  improv'd  your  hand  ! 
But  now  and  then  I  cheat  the  throng ; 
You  every  day,  arid  all  day  long." 

FABLE    XLIIf. 

„  Tit  Council  cf'Eorfes. 

UPON  a  time  a  neighing  freed, 

Who  graz'd  among  a  numerous  breed, 

With  mutiny  had  iir'd  the  train, 

And  ipread  dUTenfion  through  the  plain. 

On  matters  that  concern'd  the  ftate, 

The  council  met  in  grand  debate. 

A  colt,  whofe  eye-ball*  flam'd  with  ire, 

!Elate  with  ftrength  and  youthful  fire, 

In  hafte  ftept  forth  before  the  reft, 

And  thus  the  lifiening  throng  addreft. 

"  Good  gods :   how  abject  is  our  race, 
Condemn'd  to  flavery  and  difgracc  ! 
Shall  we  our  fervitude  retain, 
Becaufe  our  fires  have  borne  the  chain  ? 
Confidcr,  fiiends  !  your  ftrength  and  might ; 
'Tis  conqueft  to  affert  your  right. 
How  cumbrous  is  the  gilded  coach  ! 
The  pride  of  man  is  our  reproach. 
Were  we  defign'd  for  daily  toil, 
To  drag  the  ploughihare  through  the  foil, 
To  fweat  in  harncls  through  the  road, 
To  groan  beneath  the  carrier's  load  ? 
How  feeble  are  the  two-legg'd  kind  I 
What  force  is  in  our  nerves  combin'd ! 
Shah  then  our  nobler  jaws  fubrr.it 
To  foam  and  champ  the  galling  bit  ? 
Shall  haughty  man  my  back  beftride  ? 
Shall  the  (harp  fpur- provoke  my  fide  ? 
Forbid  it,  heavens  !  reject  the  rein  ; 
Your  fliame,  your  infamy,  difdain. 
L.et  him  the  lion  firft  controul, 
And  ilill  the  tiger's  famifh'd  growl. 
X.e't  us,  like  them,  our  freedom  claim, 
And  make  him  tremble  at  our  name." 

A  general  nod  approv'd  the  caufe, 
And  all  the  circle  neigh'd  applaufe. 
When,  lo  !  with  grave  and  folemn  pace, 
A  ileed  advanc'd  before  the  race, 
With  age  and  long  experience  wife  ; 
Around  he  caft  his  thoughtful  eyes, 
And,  to  the  murmurs  of  the  train, 
Thus  fpoke  the  Neftor  of  the  plain. 

"  When  I  had  health  and  ftrength,  like  you, 
The  toils  of  fervitnde  T  knew ; 


Now  grateful  man  rewards  my  pains, 
And  gives  me  all  thefe  wide  domains. 
At  will  1  crop  the  year's  increafe; 
My  latter  life  is  reft  and  peace. 
I  grant,  to  man  we  lend  our  paini, 
And  aid  him  to  correct  the  plains; 
But  doth  not  he  divide  the  care, 
Through  all  the  labours  of  the  year  ? 
How  many  thoufand  ftru&ures  rife, 
To  fence  us  from  inclement  fkies  ! 
For  us  he  bears  the  fultry  day, 
And  ftores  up  all  our  winter's  hay. 
He  fows,  he  reaps  the  harveft's  gain  ; 
We  {hare  the  toil  and  fhare  the  grain. 
Since  every  creature  was  decreed 
To  aid  each  other's  mutual  need, 
Appeafe  your  difcontentcd  mind, 
And  a6t  the  part  by  heaven  affign'd." 

The  tumult  ccas'd.    The  colt  fubmitted, 
And,  like  his  anceftors,  was  bitted. 

FABLE    XL1V. 

Tb:  Hound  and  the  Huntfman. 

IMPERTINENCE  at  firft  is  borne 

With  heedlels  light,  or  fmiles  of  fcorn  ; 

Teaz'd  into  wrath,  what  patience  bears 

The  noify  fool  who  peifevercs? 

The  morning  wakes,  the  huntfman  founds, 

At  once  rufti  forth  the  joyful  hounds  ; 

They  feek  the  wood  with  eager  pace, 

Through  bufh,  through  brier,  explore  the  chafe  : 

Now  fcatter'd  wide  they  try  the  plain, 

And  fnuffthe  dewy  tr.rf  in  vain. 

What  care,  what  induftry,  what  pains ! 

What  univerfal  filence  reigns  : 
Ringwood,  a  dog  of  little  fame, 

Young,  pert,  and  ignorant  of  game, 

At  once  difplayt.  his  bubbling  throat ; 

The  pack,  regardlefs  of  the  note, 

Puriue  the  fcent;  with  louder  ftrain 

He  ftill  perfifts  to  vex  the  train. 

The  huntfman  to  the  clamour  flies,  • 

The  Attacking  lafh  he  fmartly  plies. 

His  ribs  all  welk'd,  with  howling  tone 
The  puppy  thus  exprefs'd  his  moan  : 
"  I  know  the  mufic  of  my  tongue 
Long  fincc  the  pack  with  envy  ftung. 
What  will  not  fpite  ?    fhefe  bitter  im; 
I  owe  to  my  fuperior  parts." 

"  When  puppies  prate,  the  huntfman  cry'd, 
They  fliow  both  ignorance  and  pride  : 
Fools  may  our  fcorn,  not  envy,  raife ; 
For  envy  is  a  kind  of  praife. 
Had  not  thy  forward  noify  tongue 
Proclaim'd  thee  always  in  the  wrong, 
Thou  might'ft  have  mingled  with  the  reft. 
And  ne'er  thy  for.lifh  nofe  confeft ; 
But  fools,  to  talking  ever  prone, 
Are  fure  to  make  their  follies  known." 

FABLE  XLV. 
fbe  Poet  and  tbt  Rcfe. 

HATS  the  man  who  builds  his  name 
On  ruins  of  another's  fame. 


imarts 
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Thus  prudes,  by  chafa&ers  o'er  thrown, 
Imagine  that  they  raile  their  own. 
Thus  fcribblers.  covetous  c-f  praife, 
Think  flander  can  tranfplant  the  bays. 
Beauties  and  bards  have  equal  pride, 
With  both  all  rivals  are  decry'd. 
Who  praifes  Lefbia's  eyes  and  feature, 
Muil  call  her  filter  aukward  creature  ; 
.For  the  kind  flattery's  fure  to  charm, 
When  we  fome  other  nymph  diiarm. 

As  in  the  coo)  of  early  day 
A  poet  fought  the  fwtets  of  May, 
The  garden's  fragrant  breath  aicends, 
And  every  ftalk  with  odour  bends  ; 
A  rofe  he  pluck'd,  he  gaz'd,  admir'd, 
Thus  finging,  as  the  muiewnfpir'd  : 
"  Go,  role,  my  Chloe's  bofom  grace  ; 

"  How  happy  fhall  I  prove, 
"  Might  I  fupply  that  envy'd  place 

"  With  never-fading  love  ! 
"  There,  phcenix-lifcs,  beneath  her  eye, 
"  Involv'd  in  fragrance,  burn  and  die. 
"  Know,  haplefs  flower  !  that  thou  flialt  find 

"  More  fragrant  rofes  there , 
"  I  fee  thy  withering  head  reclin'd 

"  With  envy  and  defpair ! 
«  One  common  fate  we  both  mufl  prove  ; 
«*  You  die  with  envy,  I  with  love." 

"  Spare  your  companion',  reply'd 
An  angry  role,  who  grew  befide. 
Of  all  mankind  you  fhould  not  flout  us ; 
What  can  a  poet  do  without  us  ? 
In  every  love-fong  rofes  bloom ; 
We  lend  you  colour  and  perfume  : 
Does  it  to  Chloe's  charms  conduce, 
To  found  her  praife  on  our  abufe  ? 
Muft  we,  to  flatter  her,  be  made 
To  wither,  envy,  pine,  and  fade  ? 

FABLE    XLVI. 
7be  Cur,  the  Horfe,  and  the  Shepherd's  Dog, 

THE  lad  of  all-fufficient  merit 
With  modefly  ne'er  damps  his  fpirit ; 
Prefuming  on  his  own  deierts, 
On  all  alike  his  tongue  exerts ; 
His  noify  jokes  at  random  throws, 
And  pertly  fpatter.*  friend  and  foes. 
In  wit  and  war  the  buliy  race 
Contribute  to  their  own  difgrace  : 
Too  late  the  forward  youth  (hall  find 
That  jokes  are  fometimes  paid  in  kind; 
Or,  if  they  canker  in  the  breaft, 
He  makes  a  foe  who  makes  a  jeft. 
A  village  cur,  of  fnappifli  race, 
The  pencil  puppy  of  the  place, 
Imagin'd  that  his  treble  throat 
Was  bleft  with  mufic's  fweeteft  note; 
In  the  mid  road  he  balking  lay, 
The  yelping  nuifance  of  the  way; 
For  not  a  creature  pafs'd  along, 
But  had  a  fample  of  his  fong. 
Soon  as  the  trotting  fteed  he  hears, 
He  ftarts,  he  cocks  his  dapper  ears; 
Away  he  fcower?,  affaults  his  hoof; 
Now  near  him  fnarls,  now  barks  aloof; 


With  fhrill  impertinence  attends, 
Nor  leaves  him  till  the  village  ends. 
It  chanc'd,  upon  his  evil  dayv 
A  pad  came  pacing  down  the  way; 
The  cur,  with  never-ceafirg  tongue, 
Upon  the  pafling  traveller  fprung. 
The  horfe,  from  fcorn  provok'd  to  ire, 
Flung  backward  ;  rolling  in  the  mire, 
The  puppy  howl'd,  and  bleeding  lay  ; 
The  pad  in  peace  purfu'd  his  way. 

A  fhepherd's  dog,  who  faw  the  deed, 
De'efting  the  vexatious  breed, 
Befpoke  him  thus :  "  When  coxcombs  prate. 
They  kindle  wrath,  contempt,  or  hate; 
Thy  teazing  tongue  had  judgment  ty'd, 
Thou  hadft  not  like  a  puppy  dy'd." 

FABLE     XLVH. 
The  Court  of  Death. 

DEATH,  on  a  folemn  night  of  ftate, 

In  all  his  pomp  of  terror  fate  : 

Th*  attendants  of  his  gloomy  reign, 

Difeafes  dire,  a  ghaflly  train  ! 

Crowd  the  vafl  court.  With  hollow  tone, 

A  voice  thu«  thunder'd  from  the  throne  : 

"  This  night  our  minifter  we  name, 

Let  every  fervant  (peak  his  claim  ; 

Merit  fhall  bear  this  ebon  wand." 

All,  at  the  word,  ftretch'd  forth  their  hand. 

Fever,  with  burning  heat  pofleft, 
Advanc'd,  and  for  the  wand  addreft. 

"  I  to  the  weekly  bills  appeal, 
Let  thofe  exprefs  my  fervent  zeal ; 
On  every  flight  occafion  near, 
With  vifienca  I  perfevere." 

Next  Gout  appears  with  limping  pace, 
Pleads  how  he  fhil'ts  from  phce  to  place ; 
From  head  to  foot  how  fwift  he  flies, 
And  every  joint  and  iinew  plies ; 
Still  working  when  he  ieems  fuppreft, 
A  moft  tenacious  ftubb  rn  gueft. 

A  haggard  Ipedlre  from  the  crew- 
Crawls  forth,  and  thus  aflerts  his  due  : 
"  '  Fis  I  who  taint  the  fweeteft  joy, 
And  in  the  fhape  of  love  deftroy  : 
My  {hank*,  funk  eyes,  and  nofelefs  face, 
Prove  my  pretenfion  to  the  place." 

Stone  urg'd  his  over-growing  force  ; 
And,  next,  Confumption's  meagre  corfe, 
With  feeble  voice  that  fcarce  was  heard, 
Broke  with  (hort  coughs,  his  fuit  preferr'd  : 
"  Let  none  object  my  lingering  way, 
I  gain,  like  Fabius,  by  delay  ; 
Fatigue  and  weaken  every  foe 
By  long  attack,  fecure,  though  flow.'* 

Plague  reprefents  his  rapid  power, 
Who  thinn'd  a  nation  in  an  hour. 

All  fpokc  their  claim,  and  hop'd  the  wancL 
Now  expectation  hufh'd  the  band; 
When  thus  the  monarch  from  the  throne  : 

"  Merit  was  ever  modeft  known. 
What,  no  phyfician  fpeak  his  right ! 
None  here  !  but  fees  their  toils  requite, 
i  Let  then  Intemperance  take  the  wrand, 
Who  fills  with  gold  their  zealous  hand. 
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You.  Fever,  Gout,  .and  all  the  reft, 
(Whom  wary  men,  as  foes,  deleft) 
Forego  your  claim  ;  no  more  pretend ; 
Intemperance  is  efteeni'd  a  friend  ; 
He  fhares>  their  mirth,  their  focial  joys, 
And  as  a  courted  gueft  deftroys. 
The  charge  on  him  muft  juftly  fall. 
Who  finds  employment  for  you  all.'* 

FABLE  XLVIfl. 

'The  Gardener   and  the  Heg. 

A  «AKBENER,  of  peculiar  tafte, 
On  a  young  hog  his  favour  plac'd, 
Who  fed  not  with  the  common  herd ; 
His  tray  was  to  the  hall  prefer  r'd. 
He  wallow'd  underneath  the  board, 
Or  in  his  matter's  chamber  fnor'd, 
Who  fondly  ftroak'd  hini  every  day, 
And  taught  him  all  the  puppy's  play. 
Where'er  he  went,  the  grunting  friend 
$fe'er  fail'd  his  plealure  to  attend. 

As  on  a  time  the  loving  pair 
Walk'd  forth  to  tend  the  garden's  care, 
The  mafter  thus  addrefs'd  the  fwine  : 

**  My  houfe,  my  garden,  all  is  thine, 
On  turnips  feaft  whene'er  you  pleafe,  - 
And  riot  in  my  beans  and  peafe  ; 
Jf  the  potatoe's  tafte  delights, 
Or  the  red  carrot's  fweet  invites, 
Indulge  thy  morn  end  evening  hours ; 
But  let  due  care  regard  my  flowers  : 
3Hy  tulips  are  my  garden's  pride  : 
What  vaft  expence  thofe  beds  fupply'd!" 

The  hog  by  chance  one  morning  roam'd, 
Where  wijth  new  ale  the  veffels  foam'd  : 
He  munches  now  the  (learning  grains, 
Now  with  full  fwill  the  liquor  drains. 
Intoxicating  fumes  arife  ; 
He  reels,  he  rolls  his  winking  eyes ; 
Then  ftaggering  through  the  garden  fcours, 
And  tread?  down  painted  ranks  of  flowers. 
With  delving  fnout  he  turns  the  foil, 
And  cools  his  palate  with  the  fpoil. 

The  mafter  came,  the  ruin  ipy'd; 
«  Villain  '.  fufpend  thy  rage  (he  cry'4.) 
Haft  thou,  thou  moft  ungrateful  lot, 
My  charge,  my  only  charge,  forgot  ? 
What,  all  my  flowers  ',"  No  more  he  faid,, 
But  gaz'd,  and  figh'd,  and  hung  his  head. 

The  hog  with  fluttering  fpeech  returns : 
**  Explain,  Sir,  why  your  anger  burns. 
See  there,  untouch'd,  your  tulips  ftrown, 
For  I  devour'd  the  roots  alone." 

At  this  the  gardener's  paffion  grows  ; 
From  oaths  and  threats  he  fell  to  blows. 
The  ftubborn  orute  the  blows  fuftains, 
Affaults  his  leg,  and  tears  the  veins. 

"  Ah,  foolifh  fwain  !  too  late  you  find 
That  ft  yes  were  for  fuch  friends  defign'd  !" 

Homeward  he  limps  with  painful  pace, 
Reflecting  thus  on  paft  difgrace  : 
««  Who  cherifhes  a  brutal  mate, 

moura  the  folly  foon  or  late." 


FABLE   XLIX. 

The  Man  and  tie  Flet. 
WHETHER  on  earth,  in  air,  or  main, 
Sure  every  thing  alive  is  vain  ! 

Does  rot  the  hawk  all  fowls  furvey, 
As  deftin'd  only  for  his  prey  ? 
And  do  not  tyrants,  prouder  things, 
Think  men  were  born  for  flaves  to  kings  ? 

When  the  crab  views  the  pearly  ftrauds, 
Or  Tagus,  bright  with  golden  fands, 
Or  crawls  befide  the  coral  grove, 
And  hears  the  i  ct-an  roll  above, 

Nature  is  too  profufe  (fays  he), 
Who  gave  all  thefe  to  pleaiure  me  !" 

When  bordering  pink*  and  rofes  bloom, 
And  every  garden  breathes  perfume  ; 
When  peaches  glow  with  funny  dyes, 
Like  Laura's  cheek  ^hen  blufhcs  rife  ; 
When  with  huge  figs  the  branches  bend. 
When  clufters  from  the  vine  depend ; 
The  fnail  looks  round  on  flower  and  tree. 
And  cries, "  all  thefe  w.cre  made  for  me !" 

"  What  dignity's  in  human  nature  '.'* 
Says  man,  the  moft  conceited  creature. 
As  from  a  cliff  he  caft  his  eye, 
And  view'd  the  fea  and  arched  flcy. 
The  fun  was  funk  beneath  the  main  ; 
The  moon  and  all  the  ftarry  train 
Hung  the  vaft  vault  of  heaven.  The  ma% 
Hi'  contemplation  thus  began  : 

''  When  I  behold  this  gloriou*  (how, 
And  the  wide  watery  world  below, 
The  fcaly  people  of  the  main, 
The  beafts  that  range  the  wood  or  plain, 
The  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air, 
The  day.  the  night,  the  various  year; 
And  know  all  thefe  by  heaven  defigu'4 
As  gifts  to  pleafure  human-kind ; 
I  cannot  raife  my  worth  too  high  ; 
Of  what  vaft  confequence  am  I  !" 

"  Not  of  th'  importance  you  fuppofe. 
Replies  a  flea  upon  his  nofe. 
Be  humble,  learn  thyfelf  to  fcan ; 
Know,  pride  was  nevtr  made  for  map. 
'  I  is  vanity  that  fwells  thy  mind. 
What,  heaven  and  earth  for  thee  defign'd  1 
For  thee,  made  only  for  our  need, 
That  more  important  fleas  might  feed." 

FABLE   L. 

fLe  H*re  and  Many  Friends* 

FRIENDSHIP,  like  love,  is  but  a  name, 
Unlels  to  one  you  tlint  the  flame. 
The  child,  whom  many  fathers  fhare, 
Hath  leldom  known  a  father's  care. 
Tia  thus  in  &  iendftups ;  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend, 
A  hare  who,  in  a  civil  way, 
Comply'd.with  every  thing,  like  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  the  beftial  train 
Who  haunt  the  wood,  or  graze  the  plain  j 
Her  care  was  never  to  offend  ; 
And  every  creature  was  her  friend. 
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As  forth  fee  went  at  early  dawn, 
Tot'afte  the  dew-befprinkled  lawn, 
Behind  (he  hears  the  hunter's  cries, 
And  from  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  flies. 
She  ilarts,  {he  flop?,  (he  pants  for  breath ; 
She  hears  the  near  advance  of  death  ; 
She  doubles  to  miflead  the  hound, 
And  meafures  back  her  mazy  round  ; 
Till,  fainting  in  the  public  way, 
Jflalf  dead  with  fear  {he  gafping  lay. 

What  tranfport  in  her  boibm  grew, 
When  firft  the  horfe  appear 'd  in  view  ! 

*«  Let  me,  fays  {he,  your  back  afcend, 
And  owe  my  fafety  to  a  friend. 
You  know  my  feet  betray  my  flight ; 
To  friendfliip  every  burden's  light." 

The  horfe  reply 'd,  "  Poor  honeft  puft, 
It  grieves  my  heart  to  fee  thee  thus  : 
Be  comforted,  relief  is  near, 
Far  all  your  friends  are  in  the  rear." 

She  next  the  {lately  bull  implor'd  ; 
And  thus  reply '4  the  mighty  lord  ; 
"  Since  every  beaft  alive  can  tell 
That  I  finccrely  wife' you  well, 
J  may,  without  offence,  pretend 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
Love  calls  me  hence  ;  a  favourite  cow 
Expecls  me  near  yon  barley-mow ; 
And,  when  a  lady's  in  the  cafe, 
You  know,  all  other  things  give  place. 
To  leave  you  thus  might  ieem  unkind  ; 
But  fee,  the  goat  is  juft  behind." 

The  goat  remark'd  "  her  pulfe  was  high, 
Her  languid  head,  her  heavy  eye : 
My  back,  fays  he,  may  do  you  harm ; 
The  fheep's  at  hand,  and  wool  is  warm  " 

The  fheep  was  feeble,  and  complain'd 
"  His  fides  a  load  of  wool  fuftain'd; 
Said,  he  was  flow,  confefs'd  his  fears ; 
For  hounds  eat  fheep  as  well  as  hares." 

She  now  the  trotting  calf  addrefs'd, 
To  fave  fro;*n  death  a  friend  diftrefs'd. 

"'Shall  I,  fays  he,  of  tender  age, 
Jn  this  important  care  engage  ? 
'Older  and  abler  pafs'd  you  by ; 
How  ftrong  are  thofe  !  how  weak  am  I '. 
Should  I  prefume  to  bear  you  hence, 
Thofe  friends  of  mine  may  take  offence. 
Excufe  me,  then  ;  you  know  my  heart; 
But  deareft  friends,  alas !  muft  part. 
How  fhall  we  all  lament !  Adieu; 
For  fee  the  hounds  are  juft  in  view." 


PART    II. 

Advertifement. 
Thefe  Fables  were  finiftied  by  Mr.  Gay,  and  in- 
tended for  the  prefs  a  fhort  time  before  his 
death  ;  when  they  were  left,  with  his  other 
papers,  to  the  care  of  his  noble  friend  and  pa- 
tron the  Duke  ef  Queenfberry.  His  Grace  has 
accordingly  permitted  them  to  the  prefe  ;  aric 
thev  are  here  printed  from  the  originals  in  the 


author's  own  hand-writing.  We  liope  they 
will  pleafe  equally  with  his  former  Fables, 
though  moftly  on  fubjeCts  of  a  graver  and  more 
political  turn.  They  will  certainly  fhow  him  t» 
have  been  (what  he  efteemed  the  bed  character) 
a  man  of  a  truly  hone  ilheait,  and  a  fincere  lover 
of  his  country. 

FABLE    I. 

*Tt>e  Dog  and  the  Fox. 


I  KNOW  you  lawyers  can,  with  eafe, 
Twift  words  and  meanings  as  you  pleafe; 
That  language,  by  your  Ikill  made  pliant^, 
Will  bend  to  favour  every  client; 
That  'tis  the  fee  directs  the  fenfe, 
To  make  out  either  Tide's  pretence. 
When  you  perufe  the  cleared  cafe- 
You  fee  it  with  a  double  face  : 
For  fcepticifm's  your  profeffioft  ; 
You  hold  there's  doubj:  in  all  exprelfioa. 

Hence  is  the  bar  with  feesfupply'd; 
Hence  eloquence  takes  either  fide. 
Your  hand  would  have  but  paltry 
Could  every  man  exprefs  his  meaning 
Who  dares  prefume  to  pen  a  deed, 
Uniefs  you  previoufly  are  fee*d  ? 
'Tis  drawn  ;  and,  to  augment  the  coft, 
In  dull  prolixity  engroft. 
And  now  we're  well  fecur'd  bylaw, 
Till  the  next  brother  find  a  flaw. 

Read  o'tr  a  will.  Was't  eyer  known 
But  you  could  make  the  will  your  ownf 
For,  when  you  read,  'tis  with  intent 
To  find  out  meanings  never  meant, 
Since  things  are  thustjedefendendif 
I  bar  fallacious  inuendo. 

Sagacious  Porta's  Ikill  could  trace 
Some  beaft  or  bird  in  every  face. 
The  head,  the  eye,  the  nofe's  mape, 
Piov'd  this  an  owl,,  and  that  an  ape. 
When,  in  the  {ketches  thus  defign'd, 
Refemblance  brings  fome  friend  to  min3 
You  fhow  the  piece,  and  give  the  hint, 
And  find  each  feature  in  the  print; 
So  monftrous-like  the  portrait's  found, 
All  know  it,  and  the  laugh  goes  round(, 
Like  him  I  draw  from  general  nature; 
Is't  I  or  you  then  fix  the  fatire  ?    ' 

So,  Sir,  I  beg  you,  fpare  your  pains 
Jn  making  comments  on  my  (trains. 
All  private  (lander  I  deteft, 
I  judge  not  of  my  neighbour's  breaft  : 
Party  and  prejudice  I  hate, 
And  write  no  libels  on  the  {late. 

Shall  not  my  fable  cenfure  vice, 
Becaufe  a  knave  is  over-nice  ? 
And,  left  the  guilty  hear  and  dreati, 
Shall  not  the  decalogue  be  read  ? 
If  I  lafh  vice  in  general  fidlion, 
Is  't  I  apply,  or  felf-c^nvietion  ? 
Brutes  are  r*y  theme.     Am  I  to  blame, 
If  men  and  moral*  arc  the  fame  ? 
I  no  man  call  or  ape  or  afs  ; 
Tis  his  own  confcience  holds  the  gla&, 
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Thus  void  of  all  offence  I  write  :  So,  though  malicious  tongues  apply. 


Who  claims  the  fable,  knows  his  right. 
A  fhepherd's  dog  unlkill'd  in  fports, 

Pick'd  up  acqramtance  of  all  forts; 

Among  the  reft  a  fox  he  knew; 

By  frequent  chat  their  friendfhip  grew. 
Says  Reynard.  "  'Tis  a  cruel  cafe, 

That  man  fhould  ftigmatize  our  race. 

No  doubt,  among  us  rogue*  you  find, 

As  among  dogs  and  human  kind; 

And  yet  (unknown  to  me  and  you) 

Theie  may  be  honeft  men  and  true. 

Thus  {lander  tries  whate'er  it  can 

To  put  us  on  the  fcot  with  man. 
Let  my  own  actions  recommend  ; 

No  prejudice  can  blind  a  friend  : 

You  know  me  free  from  all  difgnife  ; 

My  honour  as  my  life  I  prize." 
By  talk  like  this,  from  all  miftruft 

The  dog  was  cur*«i,  and  thought  him  juft. 

As  on  a  time  the  fox  held  forth 
,  On  confcieuce,  l.onefry,  and  worth, 

Sudden  he  ftopp'd  ;  he  cock'd  his  ear  ; 
JLow  drcpt  hi>.  brufliy  tail  with  fear. 

"   L'le's  us     the-  hunters  arc  abroad  : 
WhatV  ail  that  clatter  on  the  road  :" 

"  Hold,  lays  the  dog,  we're  fafe  from  harm, 
*Twas  nothing  but  a  falfe  alarm. 
At  yonder  town  'tis  market-day ; 
Some  farmer's  wife  is  on  the  way ; 
'  Tis  fc  (1  k;;ow  her  pyebald  mare), 
Dame  Dobbins  with  her  poultry-ware." 

Reynard  grew  Luff.     Says  he,  "  This  fneer 
From  you  1  litrle  thought  to  hear  : 
Your  mcanirg  in  your  looks  1  fee. 
Pray,  what's  Dame  D  bbins,  friend,  to  me  ?  . 
Did  I  e'er  make  her  poultry  thinner ! 
Prove  that  I  owe  the  dame  a  dinner." 

"  Friend,  quuth  the  cur,  I  meant  no  harm; 
Then  why  fo  captious  ?  why  fo  warm  ? 
My  words  in  common  acceptation, 
Could  never  give  this  provocation. 
No  lamb  (for  aught  I  ever  knew) 
May  be  more  innocent  than  you." 
At  this,  gall'd  Reynard  winc'd,  and  fwore 
ouch  language  ne'er  was  given  before. 

"  What's  lamb  to  me  ?  this  faucy  hint 
Shows  me,  bafe  knave,  which  way  you  fquint. 
If  th'  other  night  your  mailer  loft 
Three  lambs,  am  I  to  pay  the  coil  ? 
Your  vile  reflections  would  imply 
That  I'm  the  thief.     You  dog,  you  lie.", 

"  Thou  knave,  thou  fool!    (the  dog  reply 'd) 
The  name  is  juft,  take  either  fide; 
Thy  guilt  thefe  applications  fpeak  : 
Sirrah,  'tis  confcience  makes  you  fqueak." 
'    So  faying,  on  the  fox  he  flies : 
The  felt-convicted  felon  dies. 

FABLE     II. 

¥be  Culture,  the  S  arrow,  and  oiler  Birdt. 

TO  A  FRIEND  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

ERE  I  begin,  I  muft  premife, 
Our  minifters  are  good  and  wife ; 


Pray  what  care  they,  or  what  care  I  ? 

If  I  am  free  with  courts,  be't  known, 
I  ne'er  prefume  to  mean  our  own. 
If  general  morals  feem  to  joke 
On  minifters,  and  fuch-like  folk, 
A  captious  fool  may  take  offence ; 
What  then  ?  He  knows  his  own  pretence, 
I  meddle  with  no  ftate-affairs, 
But  fpare  my  jeft  to  fave  my  cars. 
Our  prefent  fchcmes  are  too  profound, 
For  Machiavel  himfelf  to  found  : 
To  cenfure  them  I  'aVe  no  pretenfion  ; 
I  own  they're  paft  my  comprehenfion. 

You  fay  your  brother  wants  a  place, 
(Tis  many  a  younger  brother's  cafe) 
And  that  he  very  foon  intends 
I'o  ply  the  court,  and  tcaze  his  friends. 
If  there  his  merits  chance  to  find 
A  patriot  of  an  open  mind, 
Whofe  conftant  actions  prove  him  juft 
To  both  a  king's  and  people's  truft, 
May  he,  with  gratitude,  attend, 
And  owe  his  rife  to  fuch  a  friend  ! 

You  praife  his  parts,  for  bufmefs  fit, 
His  learning,  probity,  and  wit; 
But  thofe  alone  will  never  do, 
Unlefs  his  patron  have  them  too. 

I'ave  heard  of  times  (pray  God  defend  us  ! 
We're  not  fo  good  but  he  can  mend  us) 
When  wicked  minifters  have  trod 
On  king"  and  people,  law  and  God; 
With  ^rogance  they  girt  the  throne, 
And  knew  no  intereft  but  their  own. 
Then  virtue,  from  preferment  barr'd 
Gets  nothing  but  its  own  reward. 
A  gang  of  petty  knaves  attend  'em, 
With  proper  parts  to  recommend  'em. 
Then,  if  his  patron  burn  with  luft, 
The  firft  in  favour's  pimp  the  firft. 
His  doors  are  never  clos'd  to  fpies, 
Who  cheer  his  heart  with  double  lies; 
They  flatter  him,  his  foes  defame, 
So  lull  the  pangs  of  guilt  and  fhame. 
If  fchemes  of  lucre  haunt  his  brain, 
Projectors  fwell  his  greedy  train  ; 
Vile  brokers  ply  his  private  ear 
With  jobs  of  plunder  for  the  year ; 
All  confciences  muft  bend  and  ply? 
You  muft  vote  on,  and  know  not  why : 
Through  thick  and  thin  you  muft  go  on  ; 
One  fcj  uple,  and  your  place  is  gone. 

Since  plagues  like  thefe  have  curs'd  a  la»d, 
And  favourites  cannot  always  ftand, 
Good  courtiers  fhould  for  change  be  ready, 
And  not  have  principles  too  fteady 
For,  fhould  a  knave  engrofs  the  power, 
(God  fhicld  the  realm  from  that  fad  hour!) 
He  muft  have  rogues  or  flavifli  fools ; 
For  what's  a  knave  without  his  tools  ? 

Wherever  thofe  a  people  drain, 
And  ftrut  with  infamy  and  gain, 
I  envy  net  their  guilt  and  ftate, 
And  Icorn  to  fhare  the  public  hate. 
Let  their  own  lervile  creatures  rife, 
By  fcreening  fraud,  and  venting  lies; 
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Give  me,  kind  Heaven,  a  private  ftation  *, 

A  mind  ferene  for  contemplation  : 

Title  and  profit  I  refign  ; 

The  poft  of  honour  (hall  be  mine. 

My  fable  read,  their  merits  view, 

Then  herd  who  will  with  fuch  a  crew. 

In  days  of  yore  (my  cautious  rhymes 
Always  except  the  prcfent  times) 
A  greedy  vulture,  (kill'd  in  pame, 
Inur'd  to  guilt,  unaw'd  by  (hame, 
Approach'd  the  throne  in  evil  hour, 
And  ftep  by  ftep  intrudes  to  power  : 
When  at  the  royal  eagle's  ear, 
He  longs  to  eafe  the  monarch's  care. 
The  monarch  grants.     With  pride  elate, 
Behold  him  minifter  of  ftate  ! 
Around  him  throng  the  feather'd  rout ; 
Friends  muft  be  ferv'd,  and  f<  me  muft  out : 
Each  thinks  his  own  the  beft  pretenfion  ; 
This  afks  a  place,  and  that  a  penfion  j 

The  nightingale  was  fet  afide, 
A  forward  daw  his  r<  om  fupply'd. 

"  This  bird  ^fays  he)  for  bufinefs  fit, 
Hath  both  fagacity  and  wit : 
With  all  his  turns,  and  fhifts,  and  tricks, 
He's  docile,  and  at  nothing  {licks : 
Then  with  his  neighbours  one  fo  free 
At  all  times  will  connive  at  me." 

The  hawk  had  due  diftin&ion  fhown, 
For  parts  and  talents  like  his  own. 
Thoufands  of  hireling  cocks  attend  him, 
As  bluflering  bullies  to  defend  him. 

At  once  the  ravens  were  difcarded, 
And  magpies  with  their  pofts  rewarded.  , 

Thofe  fowls  of  omen  I  deteft, 
That  pry  into  another's  neft. 
State-lies  muft  lofe  all  good  intent, 
For  they  forefee  and  croak  th'  event. 
My  friends  ne'er  think,  but  talk  by  rote, 
Speak  what  they're  taught,  and  fo  to  vote. 

"  When  rogues  like  thefe  (a  fparrow  cries) 
To  honours  and  employments  rife 
I  court  no  favour,  aflc  no  place  ; 
From  fuch  preferment  is  difgrace. 
Within  my  thatch'd  retreat  I  find 
(What  thefe  ne'er  feel)  true  peace  of  mind." 

FABLE    HI. 

The  Baboon  and  the  Poultry. 
TO  A   LEVEE-HUNTER. 

WE  frequently  mifplace  efteem, 

By  judging  men  by  what  they  feem. 

To  birth,  wealth,  power,  we  fhould  allow 

Precedence,  and  our  lowed  bow  : 

In  that  is  due  diftin&ion  fliown ; 

Efteem  is  virtue's  right  alone. 

With  partial  eye  we're  apt  to  fee 
The  man  of  noble  pedigree  : 
We're  prepofieft  my  lord  inherits, 
In  fome  degree  his  grandfire's  merits ; 

*  — "  When  impious  men  bear  fway, 
"  The  pofc  of  honour  is  a  private  flation." 

AODISON, 


For  thofe  we  find  upon  record, 
But  find  him  nothing  but  my  lord. 

When  we,  with  fuperfieial  view, 
Gaze  on  the  rich,  we're  dazzled  too. 
We  know  that  wealth,  well  underftood. 
Hath  frequent  power  of  doing  good ; 
Then  fancy  that  the  thing  is  done, 
As  if  the  power  and  will  were  one. 
Thus  oft  the  cheated  crowd  adore 
The  thriving  knaves  that  keep  them  poor. 

The  cringing  train  of  power  furvey  ;  \ 
What  creatures  are  fo  poor  as  they  ! 
With  what  obfequioufnefs  they  bend  * 
To  what  vile  actions  condefcend  ! 
Their  rife  is  on  their  meannefs  built, 
And  flattery  is  their  fmalleft  guilt. 
What  homage,  reverence,  adoration, 
In  every  age,  in  every  nation, 
Have  fycophants  to  power  addrefs'd ! 
No  matter  who  the  power  poflefs'd. 
Let  minifters  be  what  they  will, 
You  find  their  levees  always  fill : 
Ev'n  thofe  who  have  perplex'd  a  ftate, 
Whofe  actions  claim  contempt  and  hate, 
Had  wretches  to  applaud  their  fchemes, 
Though  more  abfurd  than  madmen's  dreams. 
When  barbarous  Moloch  was  invok'd, 
The  blood  of  infants  only  fmok'd  ! 
But  here  (unlefs  all  hiftory  lies) 
Whole  realms  have  been  a  facrifice. 

Look  through  all  courts :  'tis  power  we  fiai 
The  general  idol  of  mankind ; 
There  worfhipp'd  under  every  fhape, 
Alike  the  lion,  fox,  and  ape, 
Are  follow'd  by  time-ferving  flaves  ; 
Rich  proftitutes  and  needy  knaves. 

Who  then  fhall  glory  in  his  poft  ? 
How  frail  his  pride,  how  rain  his  boaft  ! 
The  followers  of  his  profperous  hour 
Are  as  unftable  as  his  power. 
Power,  by  the  breath  of  Flattery  nurft, 
The  more  it  fweils  is  nearer  burft ; 
The  bubble  breaks,  the  gewgaw  ends, 
And  in  a  dirty  tear  defcends. 

Once  on  a  time  an  ancient  maid, 
By  wiflies  and  by  time  decay'd, 
To  cure  the  pangs  of  reftlefs  thought, 
In  birds  and  beafts  amufement  fought  : 
Dogs,  parrots,  apes,  her  hours  employ'd; 
With  thefe  alone  fhe  taik'd  and  toy'd. 

A  huge  baboon  her  fancy  took 
(Almoft  a  man  in  fize  and  look) 
He  finger'd  every  thing  he  found, 
And  mimick'd  all  the  fervants  round; 
Then,  too,  his  parts  and  ready  wit 
Show'd  him  for  every  bufinefs  fit. 
With  all  thefe  talents  'twas  but  juft 
That  pug  ihould  hold  a  place  of  truft; 
So  to  her  favourite  was  afiign'd 
The  charge  of  all  her  feather'd  kind. 
'  fwas  his  to  tend  them  eve  and  morn, 
And  portion  out  their  daily  C'-rn 

Behold  him  now   with  haughty  ftride, 
Affume  a  mimRerial  pride. 
The  morning  lofe      In  hope  of  picking, 
Swans,  turkeys,  peacocks,  ducks,  and  chicken, 
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Fowls  of  all  ranks  furround  his  hut, 
To  worfhip  his  iirtportant  ftruc. 
The  minifter  appears.     The  crowd, 
Now  here,  now  there,  obfequious  bow'd. 
This  prais'cfhis  parts,  and  that  his  face, 
Th'  other  his  dignity  in  place. 
From  bill  to  bill  the  flattery  ran  : 
He  hears  and  bears  it  like  a  man  ; 
for,  when  we  fi  i-.ur  felf-coaeeit, 
We  but  h^s  fentiments  repeat.  , 
If  we're  too  fcrupuloufly  juft, 
What  profit's  in  a  place  of  truft  ; 
The  common  practice  of  the  great 
Is  to  fecure  a  i.iug  retreat. 
So  Pag  began  to  turn  his  brain 
(Like  other  folks  in  place)  on  gain. 

An  apple-woman's  ftall  was  near, 
Well  ftock'd  with  fruits  through  all  the  yeas  ; 
Here  every  day  he  cramm'd  his  guts, 
Hence  were  his  hordes  of  pears  and  nuts  ; 
For  'twas  agreed  (in  way  of  trade) 
His  payments  fhould  in  corn  be  made. 

The  ftock  of  grain  was  quickly  fpent, 
Aad  no  account  which  way  it  went. 
Then,  too,  the  poultry's  ftarv'd  condition 
Caub'd  peculations  of  fufpicion. 
The  fa&s  were  prov'd  beyond  difpute ; 
I?ug  muft  refund  his  hordes  of  fruit; 
And,  though  then  minifter  in  chief, 
Was  branded  as  a  public  thief. 
Difgrac'd,  defpis'd,  confin'd  to  chains, 
He  nothing  but  his  pride  retains. 

A  goofe  pafc'd  by  ;  he  knew  the  face, 
Seen  every  levee  while  in  place. 

"  What,  no  refpe&  !  no  reverence  fhown  1 
How  faucy  are  thefe  creatures  grown  ! 
Not  two  days  fmce  (fays  he)  you  bow'd 
The  loweft  of  my  fawning  crowd." 

"  Proud  fool  1  (replies  the  goofe)  'tis  true 
Thy  corn  a  fluttering  levee  drew  ; 
For  that  F  join'd  the  hungry  train, 
And  fold  thee  flattery  for  thy  grain. 
But  then,  as  now,  conceited  ape, 
Wefaw  thee  rn  thy  proper  fliape." 

FABLE    TV. 

Tfic  Ant  in  Office. — To  a.  Friend. 

You  tell  me  that  you  apprehend 
My  verfe  may  touchy  folks  offend. 
In  prudence,  too,  you  think  my  rhyme* 
Should  never  fquint  at  courtiers  crimes  ; 
Tor  though  nor  this  nor  that  is  meant, 
Can  we  another's  thoughts  prevent  ? 

You  afk  me  if  I  ever  knew 
Court  chaplains  thus  the.  lawn  purfuef 
1  meddle  not  with  gown  or  lawn ; 
Poets,  1  grant,  to  rife  muft  fawn ; 
They  know  great  ears  are  over-nice7, 
And  never  fhock  their  patron's  vice. 
But  I  this  hackney-path  defpife  ; 
'Tis  my  ambition  not  to  rife. 
If  I  muft  proftitute  the  mule, 
The  bafe  conditions  I  refufe. 

I  neither  flatter  nor  defame, 

I  would  bring  guilt  to  £hanxe. 


If  I  corruption's  hand  cxpofe*, 
I  make  corrupted  men  my  foes  ; 
What  then  ?  1  hate  the  paltry  tribe  : 
Be  virtue  mine  ;  be  theirs  the  bribe. 
I  no  man's  property  invade; 
Corruption's,  yet  no  lawful  trade. 
Nor  would  it  mighty  ills  produce, 
Could  I  (hawe  bribery  out  of  ufe. 
I  know  'twould  cramp  moft  politician* 
Were  they  ty'd  down  to  thefe  conditions- 
'Twould  ftint  their  power,  their  riches  beune 
And  make  their  parts  feem  lefs  profound* 
Were  they  deny'd  their  proper  tools, 
How  could  they  lead  their  knaves  and  fools  ? 
Were  this  the  cafe,  let's  take  a  view 
What  dreadful  mifchiefs  would  enfue. 
Though  it  might  aggrandize  the  ftate, 
Could  private  luxury  dine  on  plate  ? 
Kings  might  indeed  their  friends  reward, 
But  minifters  find  lefs  regard. 
Informers,  fycophants,  and  fpies, 
Would  not  augment  the  year's  fupplie*. 
Perhaps,  too,  take  away  this  prop, 
An  annual  job  or  two  might  drop. 
Befides,  if  penfiona  were  deny'd, 
Could  avarice  fupport  its  pride  ? 
It  might  ev'n  rainifters  confound, 
And  yet  the  ftate  be  fafe  and  found. 
I  care  not  though  'tis  underftood ; 
I  only  mean  my  country's  good  : 
And  (let  who  will  my  freedom  blame) 
I  wifh  all  courtiers  did  the  fame. 
Nay,  though  fome  folks  the  lefs  might  get 
I  wifh  the  nation  out  of  debt. 
\  put  no  private  man's  ambition 
With  public  good  in  competition  : 
Rather  than  have  our  laws  defac'd, 
~'d  vote  a  minifter  difgrac'd. 

I  ftrike  at  vice,  be't  where  it  will; 
And  what  if  great  folks  take  it  ill  ? 
1  hope  corruption,  bribery,  penfion, 
One  may  with  detcftation  mention  ; 
Think  you  the  law  (let  who  will  take  it) 
at\fca';da/um  magnatum  make  it  ? 
vent  no  (lander,  owe  no  grudge, 
Nor  of  another's  confcience  judge  : 
At  him  or  him  I  take  no  aim, 
Yet  dare  againft  all  vice  declaim. 
Shall  I  not  cenfure  breach  of  truft, 
Secaufe  knaves  know  themfelves  unjtfft  ? 
That  iteward,  whofe  account  is  clear, 
demands  his  honour  may  appear  : 
riis  actions  never  Ihun  the  light ; 
rle  is,  and  would  be  prov'd,  upright. 

But  then  you  think  my  Fable  bears 
Allufion,  too,  to  ftate  affairs. 

grant  it  does :  and  who's  fo  great, 
That  has  the  privilege  to  cheat  ? 
f  then  in  any  future  reign- 
For  minifters  may  thirft  for  gain) 
Corrupted  hands  defraud  the  nation, 
'  bar  no  reader's  application. 

An  ant  there  was,  whofe  forward  prats' 
^ontroul'd  all  matters  in  debate  ; 
Vhether  he  knew  the  thing  or  no,. 
His  £o»gue  eternally,  would  ga^ 
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J?or  he  had  impu&ice  at  will, 
And  boafted  univerfal  {kill. 
.Ambition  was  his  point  in  view : 
Thus  by  degrees  to  power  he  grew. 
Behold  him  now  his  drift  attain  : 
He'*  made  chief  treafurer  of  the  graia. 

But  as  their  ancient  laws  are  juft, 
And  punifh  breach  of  public  truft, 
'Tis  order'd  (left  wrong  application 
Should  ftarve  that  wife  induftrious  nation) 
That  all  accounts  be  dated  clear, 
Their  ftock,  and  what  defray 'd  the  year; 
That  auditors  ftiall  thcfe  infpecl:, 
And  public  rapine  thus  be  check'd. 
Tor  this  the  folemn  day  was  fet; 
The  auditors  in  council  met. 
The  granary-keeper  muft  explain, 
And  balance  his  account  of  grain. 
He  brought  (fince  he  could  not  refufe  them) 
Some  fcraps  of  paper  to  amufe  them. 

An  honeft  Pifmire,  warm  with  zeal, 
In  ju'.Uce  to  the  public  weal, 
Thusfpoke  :  u  The  nation's  hoard  is  low; 
From  whenc*  does  this  profufion  flow  ? 
I  know  our  annual  funds  amount  ; 
Why  fuch  expence  ?  and  where's  th'  account  ?" 

With  wonted  arrogance^  and  pride, 
The  ant  in  office  thus  reply'd. 

"  Confider,  Sirs,  were  fecrets  told, 
How  could  the  bed  fchem'd  projects  hold  ? 
Should  we  ftate  myfteries  difclofe, 
'Twould  lay  us  open  to  our  foes. 

My  duty  and  my  well-known  zeal 

Bid  me  our  prefent  fchemes  conceal : 

But,  on  my  honour,  all  th'  expence 

|>Jhough  vaft)  was  for  the  (warm's  defence." 
They  paft  th'  account  as  fair  and  juft, 

And  voted  him  implicit  truft. 

Next  year  again,  the  granary  drain'd, 

He  thus  his  innocence  nvaintain'd. 

"  Think  how  our  prefent  matters  ftand, 

What  dangers  threat  from  every  hand  ; 

What  hofts  of  turkeys  ttroll  for  food, 

No  farmer's  wife  but  hath  her  brood. 

Confider,  when  im*afion's  near, 

Intelligence  muft  coft  us  dear ; 

And,  in  this  ticklifh  fituation, 

A  fecrtt  told  betrays  the  nation  : 

But,  on  my  honour,  all  th'  expence 

^Fhough  vaft)  was  for  the  fwarm's  defence." 
Again,  without  examination, 

They  thank'd  his  fage  adminiftration. 

The  year  revolves.    Their  treafure,  fpent, 

Again  in  fecret  fervice  went. 

His  honour,  too,  again  was  pledg'd, 

To  fatisfy  the  charge  alleg'd. 

When  thus,  with  panic  ihame  poffefs'd, 

An  auditor  his  friends  addrefs'd. 
"  What  are  we  ?  minifterial  tools  i 

We  little  knaves  are  greater  fools. 

At  laft  this  fecret  is  explor'd, 

'Tis  our  corruption  thins  the  hoard. 

For  every  grain  we  touch'd,at  leaft 

A  thoufand  his  own  heaps  incrcas'd. 

Then  for  his  kin  and  favourite  fpies,, 

4  hundred  hardiy  could  Suffice. 


rhu«,  for  a  paltry  fneakmg  bribe, 

We  cheat  ourfelves  and  all  the  tribe ;  • 
or  all  the  magazine  contains 
rrows  from  our  annual  toil  and  pains." 
They  vote  th'  account  fhall  be  inipcded ; 

The  cunning  plunderer  is  detected  ; 

The  fraud  is  fentenc'd ;  and  his  hoard, 

As  due,  to  public  ufe  reftor'd. 

FABLE    V. 

Tie  Bear  in  a  Boat. — To  a  Coxcom$. 

THAT  man  muft  daily  wifer  grow, 
Whofe  fearch  is  bent  himfelf  to  know  j* 
Impartially  he  weighs  his  fcope, 
And  on  firm  reafon  founds  his  hope  ; 
He  tries  his  ftrength  before  the  race, 
And  never  feeks  his  own  difgrace; 
He  knows  the  compafs,  fail,  and  oar, 
Or  never  launches  from  the  fhore; 
Before  he  builds,  computes  the  coft, 
And  in  no  proud  purfuit  is  loft  : 
He  learns  the  bounds  of  human  fenfe, 
And  fafely  walks  within  the  fence. 
Thus,  confcious  of  his  own  dtfedt, 
Are  pride  and  felf-importaiice  check'd, 

If  then,  felf-knowledge  to  purfue, 
Direct,  our  life  in  every  view, 
Of  all  the  fools  that  pride  can  boaft, 
A  coxcomb  claims  diftindlion  moft. 

Coxcombs  are  of  all  ranks  and  kind  ; 
They're  not  to  fex  or  age  confin'd, 
Or  rich,  or  poar,  or  great,  or  fmall, 

And  vanity  befots  them  all. 

By  ignorance  is  pride  increas'd  : 

Thole  moft  affume,  who  know  the  leaft; 

Their  own  falfe  balance  gives  them  weight. 

But  every  other  finds  them  light. 
Not  that  all  coxcombs'  follies  ftrike, 

And  draw  our  ridicule  alike  ; 

To  different  merits  each  pretends : 

This  in  love  vanity  tranfcends; 

That,  fmitten  with  his  face  and  fiiape, 

By  drefs  diftinguifhes  the  ape; 

Th'  other  with  learning  crams  his  fhelf. 

Knows  books,  and  all  things  but  himfelf. 
All  thefe  are  fools  of  low  condition, 

Compar'd  with  coxcombs  of  ambition  : 

For  thofe,  puff'd  up  with  flattery,  dare 

Affume  a  nation's  various  care. 

They  ne'er  the  groffeft  praife  miftruft, 

Their  fycophants  feem  hardly  juft ; 

For  thefe,  in  part  alone,  attefl 

The  flattery  their  own  thoughts  fuggeft. 

In  this  wide  fphere  a  coxcomb's  fhowa 

In  other  realms  befides  his  own  : 

The  felf-deem'd  Machiavel  at  large 

By  turns  controuls  in  every  charge. 

Does  commerce  fuffer  in  her  rights  ? 

'Tis  he  dircifts  the  naval  flights. 

What  failor  dares  difpute  his  ffcill  ? 

He'll  be  an  admiral  when  he  will. 
Now,  meddling  in  the  foldier's  trade« 

Troops  muft  be  hir'd,  and  levies  made. 

He  gives  ambaffadors  their  cue, 
'  jkiis  cobbled  treaties  to  renew ; 
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And  annual  taxes  muft  fuffice 
The  current  blunders  to  dil>uife. 
When  his  crude  fche.-'.es  in  air  are  loft, 
And  millions  fcarce  defray  the  coft, 
His  arrogance  (nought  undifmay'd) 
Trufting  in  fcrtf-fufficient  aid 
On  other  rocks  mlfguide-  the  realm, 
And  thinks  a  pilot  at  the  helm. 
He  ne'er  fufpe<Sts  his  want  of  fkill, 
But  blunders  on  from  ill  to  ill ; 
And,  when  he  fails  of  all  intent, 
Blames  only  unforefeen  event. 
Left  you  miftake  the  application, 
The  fable  calls  me  to  relation. 

A  bear  of  (hag  and  manners  rough, 
At  climbing  trees  expert  enough  ; 
For  dext'roufly,  and  fafe  from  harm, 
Year  after  year  he  robb'd  the  fwarm. 
Thus  thriving  on  induftrious  toil, 
He  glory'd  in  his  pilfer'd  fpoil. 

This  trick  fo  fwell'd  him  with  conceit, 
He  thought  no  enterprize  too  great. 
Alike  in  fciences  and  arts, 
He  boafted  univerfal  parts: 
Pragmatic,  bufy,  buftling,  bold, 
His  arrogance  was  uncontr*  ul'd  : 
And  thus  he  made  his  parry  good, 
And  grew  didlator  of  -he  wood. 

The  beads,  with  admiration,  ftare, 
And  think  him  a  prodigiou-.  bear. 
"Were  any  common  booty  got, 
"Twas  his  each  portion  to  allot : 
For  why  ?  he  found  there  might  be  picking, 
Ev'n  in  the  carving  of  a  chicken. 
Intruding  thus,  he  by  degrees 
Claim'd,  too,  the  butcher's  larger  fees. 
And  now  his  over-weening  pride 
In  every  province  will  p<  efide. 
Ko  taik  too  difficult  was  found  : 
His  blundering  nofe  mifleads  the  hound. 
In  ftratagem  and  fubtle  arts 
He  over-rules  the  fox  s  parts. 

It  chanc'd  as,  on  a  certain  day, 
Along  the  bank  he  took  his  way, 
A  boat,  with  rudder,  fail}  and  oar, 
At  anchor  floated  near  the  more. 
He  ftopt,  and,  turning  to  his  train, 
Thus  pertly  vents  his  vaunting  ftrain. 
"  What  blundering  puppies  are  mankind, 
very  fcience  always  blind  : 
ock  the  pedantry  of  fchpols : 
f  iat  are  their  compafies  and  rules  ? 
From  me  that  helm  lhall  conduit  learn, 
And  man  his  ignorance  difcern." 

So  faying,  with  audacious  pride, 
He  gains  the  boat,  and  climbs  the  fide. 
The  beafts,  aftonifh'd,  line  the  ftrand  : 
The  anchor's  weigh'd  ;  he  drives  from  land  : 
The  flack  fail  fhifts  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
The  boat  untrimm'd  admits  the  tide. 
Borne  down,  adrift,  at  random  toft, 
His  oar  breaks  (hort,  the  rudder's  loft. 
The  bear,  prefuming  in  his  fkill, 
Is  here  and  there  officious  ftill ; 
Till,  ftriking  on  the  dangerous  fands, 
Aground  the  fhatter'd  veffel  ftands. 


To  fee  the  bungler  thus  diftrcfli, 
The  very  fifties  fneer  and  jeft  : 
Ev'n  gudgeons  join  in  ridicule, 
To  mortify  the  meddling  fool. 
The  clamorous  watermen  appear ; 
Threats  curfes,  oaths,  infuit  his  ear  : 
Seiz'd,  thrafh'd,  and  chain'd,  he'sdragg'd  to 
Derifion  fhouts  along  the  ftrand. 

FABLE    VI. 

Tbt  Squire  and  bit  Cur. — 7*  a  cauni Vy  Gentleman. 
THE  man  of  pure  and  fimple  heart 
Through  life  dildains  a  double  part  : 
He  never  needs  the  fcrecn  of  lies, 
His  inward  bofom  to  difguife. 
In  vain  malicious  tongues  aflail ; 
Let  envy  fnarl,  let  flander  rail, 
From  vir'ue's  fhield  (fecure  from  wound) 
I'hrir  blunted  vcnom'd  fhafts  rebound. 
So  (nines  his  light  before  mankind, 
His  actions  prove  his  honeft  mind. 
If  in  his  country's  caufe  he  rife, 
De-bating  fenates  to  advife, 
Unbrib'd,  unaw'd,  he  dares  impart 
The  honeft  dictates  of  his  heart. 
No  ministerial  frown  he  fears, 
But  in  his  virtue  perfeveres. 

But  would  y«u  play  the  politician, 
Whofe  heart's  averfe  to  intuition, 
Your  lips  at  all  times,  nay.  your  reafon, 
Muft  be  controul'd  by  place  and  feafon. 
What  ftatefman  could  his  power  fupport, 
Were  lying  tongues  forbid  the  court  ? 
Old  princely  ears  to  truth  attend, 
vVhat  minifter  could  gain  his  end  ? 
3ow  could  he  raiic  his  tools  to 
And  how  his  honeft  foes  difgrace  ? 

That  politician  tops  his  part, 
•Vho  readily  can  lie  with  art : 
The  man's  proficient  in  his  trade ; 
iis  power  is  ftrong,  his  fortune's  made. 
Jy  that  the  intereft  of  the  throne 
s  made  ft  biervient  to  his  own  : 
Jy  that,  have  kings 'of  old,  deluded, 
All  their  own  friends  for  his  excluded  : 

that,  his  felfiih  fchemes  purfuing, 
He  thrives  upon  the  public  ruin. 
Antiochus  • ,  with  hardy  pace, 
vok'd  the  dangers  of  the  chafe  ; 
And.  loft  from  all  his  menial  train, 
'ravers'd  the  wood  and  pathlefs  plain. 
\  cottage  lodg'd  the  royal  gueft  ; 
"he  Parthian  clown  brought  forth  his  beft. 
The  king  unknown  hisfeaft  enjoy'd, 
\nd  various  chat  the  hours  employ'd. 
rrom  wine  what  fudden  friendfliip  fprings  ! 
rrankly  they  talk'd  of  courts  and  kings. 

We  country  folks  (the  clown  replies) 
Dould  ope  our  gracious  monarch's  eyes. 

he  king,  (as  all  our  neighbours  fay) 
tfighr  he  (God  bleis  him  !)  have  his  way, 
s  found  at  heart,  and  means  our  good, 
And  he  would  do  it  if  he  could. 
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If  tfuth  in  couf ts  Were  not  forbid, 
Nor  kings  nor  fubjeds  would  be  rid. 
Were  he  in  power,  we  need  not  doubt  him  ; 
But,  that  transferr'd  to  thofe  about  him, 
On  them  he  throws  the  regal  cares; 
And  what  mind  they  ?  Their  own  affairs. 
If  fuch  rapacious  hands  he  truft, 
The  beft  of  men  m?y  feem  unjuft. 
From  kidgs  to  coolers  'tis  the  fame ; 
Bad  fervams  wound  their  matter's  fame. 
In  this  our  neighbours  all  agree  : 
Would  the  *cing  knew  as  much  as  we  ?" 
Here  he  ftopt  {hort.     Repofe  they  fought,- 
The  peafant  flept,  the  monarch  thought. 

The  courtiers  learn'd  at  early  dawn, 
Where  their  loft  fovereign  was  withdrawn,, 
The  guards'  approach  our  hoft  alarms  j 
With  gaudy  coats  the  cottage  fv/arms. 
The  crown  and  purple  robes  they  bring, 
And  proftrate  fall  before  the  king, 
The  clown  was  cajl'd  ;  the  royal  gueft 
By  due  reward  his  thanks  expreft. 
The  king  then,  turning  to  the  crowd, 
Who  fawningly  before  him  bow'd, 
Thus  fpoke.     "  Since,  bent  on  private  gain, 
Your  counfels  firft  imfled  my  reign, 
Taught  and  inform'd  by  you  alone, 
No  truth  the  royal  ear  hath  known, 
Till  here  converfing  :  hence,  ye  crew; 
For  now  I  know  myfelf  and  you." 

Whene'er  the  royal  ear's  engroft, 
State -lies  but  little  genius  coft. 
The  favourite  then  fecurely  robs, 
And  gleans  a  nation  by  his  jobs. 
Franker  and  bolder  grown. in  ill, 
He  daily  poifans  dares  inftil ; 
And,  as  his  prefent  views  fuggelt, 
Inflames  and  fooths  the  royal  breaft. 
Thus  wicked  minifters  opprefs, 
When  oft  the  monarch  means  redrefs. 

Would  kings  their  private  fubjedls  hear, 
A  minifter  muft  talk  with  fear ; 
If  honcfty  oppos'd  his  views, 
He  dar'd  not  innocence  aceufe ; 
*Pwould  keep  him  in  fuch  narrow  bound, 
He  could  not  right  and  wrong  confound. 
Happy  were  kings,  could  they  difclofc 
Their  real  friends  and  real  foes ! 
Were  both  diemfelves  and  fubjects,  knowDj 
A  monarch's  will  might  be  his  own. 
Had  he  the  ufe  of  ears  and  eyes, 
Knaves  would  no  more  be  counted  wife, 
But  then  a  miuifter  might  lofe 
(Hard  cafe  !)  his  own  ambitious  views. 
When  fuch  asthefe  have  vex'd  a  ftate, 
£urfued  by  univerfal  Ivate, 
Their  falfe  fupport  at  once  hath  fail'd, 
And  perfevering  truth  prevail'd. 
fixpos'd,  their  train  of  fraud  is  feen  ; 
Truth  will  at  laft  remove  the  fcreen.          • 

A  country  ficjuire,  by  whim  directed, 
The  true  {launch  dogs  of  chafe  neglected. 
Beneath  his  board  no  hound  was  fed  : 
His  hand  ne'er  ftroak'd  the  fpaniel's  head. 
A  fnappilh  cur,:alone  careft, 
By  lies  had  baniftYd  all  the  reft,        . 
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Yap  had  his  ear ;  and  defahiatiori 
Gave  him  full  fcope  of  converfation, 
His  fycophants  muft  be  preferr'd ; 
Room  muft  be  made  for  all  his  herd  :  , 
Wherefore,  to  bring  his  fchemcs  about, 
Old  faithful  fervants  all  muft  out. 

The  cur  on  every  creature  flew 
(As  other  great  men's  puppies  do) 
IJmeft  due  court  to  him  were  ihown, 
And  both  their  face  and  bufmefs  known  ; 
No  honeft  tongtte  an  audience  found; 
He  worried  all  the  tenants  round ;     -* 
For  why  ?  he  liv'd  ih  conftant  fear, 
Left  truth  by  chance  ihouid  interfere. 
If  any  ftrangef  dar'd  intrude, 
The  noify  cut  his  heels  purfued. 
Now  fierce  with  rage,  now  ftruck  with  dread, 
At  once  he  fnarl'd,  bit,  and  fled. 
Aloof  he  bays,  with  briftling  hair, 
And  thus  in  fecret  growls  his  fear  t 
*c  Who  knows  but  truth,  id  this  difguife, 
May  fruftrate  my  baft-guarded  lies  ? 
Should  (he  (thus  maik'd)  admittance  find, 
That  very  hour  my  ruin's  fign'd." 

No^rj  in  his  howl's  continued  found, 
Their  wprds  were  loft,  the  voice  was  drown '<k 
Ever  in  awe  Af  honeft  tongues, 
Thus  every  day  he  ftrain'd  his  lungs. 

[t  happen'd,  in  ill-omen 'd  hour, 
That  Yap,  unmindful  of  his  power,  . 
Forfook.his  poft,  to  love  inclin'd ;". 
A  favonrite  bitch  was  in  the  wind. 
By  her  feduc'd  in  amoroua  play,     . 
They  frHk'd  the  joyous  hours  away*. 
Thus  by  untimely  love  purfuing, 
Like  Antony  he  fought  his  ruin. 

For  now  the'fquire,unvex'd  with  noifej 
An  honeft  neighbour's  chat  enjoys. 
"  Be  free,  (fays  he ;,)  your  mind  impart ;  ] 
I  love  a  friendly  open  heart. 
Methinks  my  tenants  fhun  my  gate  ; 
Why  fuch  a  ftranger  grown  of  late  ? 
Pray  tell  me  what  offeree  they, find  : 
Tis  plain  they're  not  fo  well  inclin'd." 

.  '*  Turn  off  your  cur  (the  farmer  cries) 
Who  feeds  your  ear  with  daily  lies. 
His  fnar ling  infolcncq  offends;  . 

'Ti$  he  that  k,eep*  you  from  your  friendss 
Were  but  that  faucy  puppy  checkt, 
You'd  find  again  the  fame  refpeft* 
Hear  only  him,  he'll  fwear  it  too, 
That  all  our  hatred  is  to  you* 
Bat  learn  from  us  your  true  eftate  j«. 
'  fis  that  curs'd  cur  alone  we  hate.'*    .   . 

The  fquire  heard  truth.     NOW  Yap  rufli'd  bj 
The  wjde  hall  echoes  with  his  dio ; 
Yet  truth  prevail'd ;  and,  with  difgrace, 
The  dog  was  cudgel'd  out  of  place. 

FABLE     VII. 
'The  Countryman  and  Jupiter* 

TO  MYSELF. 

HAVE  you  a  friend  (look  round  and  fpy) 
So  fond,  fo  prepoffefs'd  as  I  ? 

A  ?; 
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Your  faults,  fo  obvious  to  mankind,  "  Speak  out  your  wants,  then,  honed 

tTnjuft  complaints  the  gods  offend, 
If  you  repine  at  partial  fate, 


My  partial  eyes  could  never  find. 
When  by  the  breath  of  fortune  blown, 
Your  airy  caftles  were  o'erthrown, 
Have  I  been  ever  prone  to  blame, 
Or  mortify'd  your  hours  with  fhame  ? 
Was  I  e'er  known  to  damp  your  fpirit, 
Or  twit  you  with  the  want  of  merit  ? 

'Tis  not  fo  ftrange  that  fortune's  frowtt 
Still  perfeveres  to  keep  you  down. 
Look  round,  and  fee  what  others  do. 
Would  you  be  rich  and  honcft  too  ? 
Have  you  (like  thofe  (he  rais'd  to  place) 
Been  opportunely  mean  and  bafe  ? 
Have  you  (as  times  requir'd)  refign'd 
Truth,  honour,  virtue,  peace  of  mind  ? 
If  thefe  are  fcreples,  give  her  o'er  ; 
Write,  pradife  morals,  and  be  poor. 

The  gifts  of  fortune  truly  rate, 
Then  tell  me  what  would  mend  your  ftate. 
If  happinefs  on  wealth  were  built, 
Rich  rogues  might  comfort  find  in  guilt. 
As  grows  the  mifer's  hoarded  ft.ore, 
&is  fears,  his  wants,  increafe  the  more. 

Think,  Gay,  f  what  ne'er  may  be  the  cafg) 
Should  fortune  cake  you  into  grace, 
Would  that  your  happinefs  augment  ? 
What  can  (he  give  beyond  content  ? 

Suppofe  yourfelf  a  wealthy  heir, 
With  a  vaft  annual  income  clear  1 
In  all  the  affluence  you  poflefs, 
You  might  not  feel  one  care  the  lefs. 
Might  you  not  then  (like  others)  find 
With  change  of  fortune  change  of  mind ; 
Perhaps,  profufe  beyond  all  rule, 
You  might  flart  out  a  glaring  fool ; 
Your  luxury  might  break  ail  bounds : 
Plate,  table,  horfes,  ftewards,  hounds, 
Might  fwell  your  debts  :  then,  luft  of  play 
No  regal  income  can  defray. 
Sunk  is  all  credit,  writs  aifail, 
And  doom  your  future  life  to  jail. 

Or,  were  you  dignify'd  with  power, 
Would  that  avert  one  penfive  hour  ? 
You  might  give  avarice  its  fwing, 
Defraud  a  nation,  blind  a  king; 
Then,  from  the  hirelings  in  your  caufe 
Though  daily  fed  with  falfe  applaufe, 
Could  it  a  real  joy  impart  ? 
Great  guilt  knew  never  joy  at  heart. 

Is  happinefs  your  pomt  in  view  ? 
(I  mean  th'  intrinfic  and  the  true) 
She  nor  in  camps  or  courts  refides, 
Nor  in  the  humble  cottage  hides; 
Yet  found  alike  in  every  fphere ; 
Who  finds  content,  will  find  her  there. 

O'erfpent  with  toil,  beneath  the  fliade, 
A  peafant  refled  on  his  fpade. 

•«  Good  gods  !  (he  cries,)  'tis  hard  to  bear 
This  load  of  life  from  year  to  year  ! 
Soon  as  the  morning  ftreaks  the  fkies, 
Induftriotis  labour  bids  me  rife : 
With  fweat  I  earn  my  homely  fare, 
And  every  day  renews  my  care." 

Jove  heard  the  difcontented  ftrain, 
And  thus  rwbuk'U  the  murmuring  i 
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Inftru&  me  what  could  mend  your  ftate. 

Mankind  in  every  ftation  fee. 

What  wifh  you  ?  tell  me  what  you'd  be." 

So  faid,  upborne  upon  a  cloud, 
The  clown  furvey'd  the  anxious  crowd. 

"  Yon'  face  of  care,  (fays  Jove,)  behold,' 
His  bulky  bags  are  fill'd  with  gold. 
See  with  what  joy  he  counts  it  o'er  ! 
That  fum  to-day  hath  fwell'd  his  ftore.'* 
"   Were  I  that  man,  (the  peafant  cry'd) 
What  blefling  could  I  a(k  befide  ?" 

"  Hold,  (fays  the  god ;)  firft  learn  to  kno-vr 
True  happinefs  from  outward  fhow. 
This  optic  glafs  of  intuition- 
Here,  take  it,  view  his  true  condition.'* 

He  look'd,  and  faw  the  mifer's  breaft 
A  troubled  ocean,  ne'er  at  reft; 
Want  ever  ftares  him  in  the  face, 
And  fear  anticipates  difgrace  : 
With  confcious  guilt  he  faw  him  ftart ; 
Extortion  gnaws  his  throbbing  heart; 
And  never,  or  in  thought  or  dream, 
His  breaft  admits  one  happy  gleam. 

"  May  Jove,  (he  cries,)  reject  my  prayer, 
And  guard  my  life  from  guilt  and  care  '. 
My  foul  abhors  that  wretch's  fate. 

0  keep  me  in  my  humble  ftate ! 
But  fee,  amidft  a  gawdy  crowd, 
Yon'  minifter  fo  gay  and  proud ; 
On  him  what  happinefs  attends, 

Who  thus  rewards  his  grateful  friends  !'* 
"  Firft  take  the  glafs,  (the  god  replies;) 

Man  views  the  world  with  partial  eyes." 
"  Good  gods :  (exclaims  the  ftartled  wight,} 

Defend  me  from  this  hideous  fight  1 

Corruption  with  corrofive  fmart 

Lies  cankering  on  his  guilty  heart : 

1  fee  him  with  polluted  hand 
Spread  the  contagion  o'er  the  land. 
Now  avarice  with  infatiate  jaws, 
Now  rapine  with  h«r  harpy  claws, 
His  bofom  tears.     His  confcious  breaft 
Groans  with  a  load  of  crimes  oppreft. 
See  him,  mad  and  drunk  with  power, 
Stand  tottering  on  ambition's  tower. 
Sometim.es,  in  fpeeches  vain  and  proud, 
His  boafts  infult  the  nether  crowd ; 
Now,  leiz'd  with  giddinefs  and  fear, 
He  trembles  left  his  fall  is  near." 

**  Was  ever  wretch  like  this !  (he  cries  5) 
Such  mifcry  in  fuch  difguife  '. 
The  change,  O  Jove  !   I  difavow; 
Still  be  my  lot  the  fpade  and  plough." 

He  next,  confirm'd  by  fpeculation, 
Rejects  the  lawyer's  occupation  ; 
For  he  the  ftatefman  feem'd  in  part, 
And  bore  fimilitude  of  heart. 
Nor  did  the  foldier's  trade  inflame 
His  hopes  with  third  of  fpoil  and  fame. 
The  miferies  of  war  he  mourn'd  ; 
Whole  nations  into  dcferts  turn'd. 

"  By  thefe  have  laws  and  rights  been  brav'dj 
By  thefe  was  free-born  man  enflav'd ; 
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|  i  When  battles  and  invafion  ceafe, 
I  Why  (warm  they  in  the  lands  of  peace  ? 
Such  change  ((ays  he)  may  I  decline  ; 
i  The  fcythe  arid  civil  arms  he  mine  !" 

Thus,  weighing  life  in  each  condition, 
i  The  clown  withdrew  his  ram  petition. 

When  thus  the  god ;  "  How  mortals  err  I 
I  If  you  true  happinefs  prefer, 
1  'Tis  to  no  rank  of  life  confin'd, 
I  But  dwells  in  every  honeft  mind. 
i  Be  juftice,  then,  your  fole  purfuit : 
Plant  virtue,  and  content's  the  fruit.'* 

So  Jove,  to  gratify  the  clown, 
!  Where  firfl  he  found  him,  fet  him  dowii. 

FABLE     VIII. 
Tie  Man,  the  Cat,  the  Dog,  and  the  fly.. 

TO  MY  NATIVE  COUNTRY. 

HAIL,  happy  land  !  whofe  fertile  ground* 
The  liquid  fence  of  Neptune  bounds; 
By  bounteous  nature  fet  apart, 
The  feat  of  induftry  and  art ! 
6  Britain  I  chofen  port  of  trade, 
May  luxury  ne'er  thy  fons  invade  ! 
May  never  minifter  (intent 
His  private  treafures  to  augment) 
Corrupt  thy  ftate  I  If  jealous  foes 
Thy  rights  of  commerce  dare  oppofei 
Shall  not  thy  fleets  their  rapine  awe  ? 
Who  is't  prefcribes  the  ocean  law  ? 

Whenever  neighbouring  ftates  contend, 
'Tis  thine  to  be  the  general  friend. 
What  is't  who  rules  in  other  lands  ? 
On  trade  alone  thy  glory  Hands ; 
That  benefit  is  unconfin'd, 
Diffufmg  good  among  mankind  : 
That  firft  gave  luftre  to  thy  reigns, 
And  fcatter'd  plenty  o'er  thy  plains: 
*Tis  that  alone  thy  wealth  fupplies, 
And  draws  all  Europe's  envious  eyes. 
Be  commerce,  then,  thy  fole  defign ; 
Keep  that,  and  all  the  world  is  thine. 

When  naval  traffic  ploughs  the  main, 
Who  (hares  not  in  the  merchant's  gain  ? 
'Tis  that  fupports  the  regal  ftate, 
And  makes  the  farmer's  heart  elate : 
Tke  numerous  flocks  that  clothe  the  land 
Can  fcarce  fupply  the  loom's  demand  j 
Prolific  culture  glads  the  fields, 
And  the  bare  heath  a  harveft  yields. 

Nature  expects  mankind  mould  Ihare 
The  duties  of  the  public  care. 
Who's  born  for  floth  ?  *  To  fome  we  find 
The  ploughfiiare's  annual  toil  aflign'd : 
Some  at  the  founding  anvi!  glow ; 
Some  the  fwift- Hiding  fhuttle  throw ; 
Some,  ftudious  of  the  wind  and  tide, 
From  pole  to  pole  our  commerce  guide  t 
Some  (taught  by  induftry)  impart 
With  hands  and  feet  the  works  of  art ; 
While  fome,  of  genius  more  refin'd, 
With  head  and  tongue  affift  mankind. 


Each,  aiming  at  one  common  end, 
Proves  to  the  whole  a  needful  friend. 
Thus,  born  each  other's  ufeful  aid, 
By  turns  are  obligations  paid. 

The  monarch,  when  his  table's  fprcad, 
Is  to  the  clown  oblig'd  for  bread ; 
And,  when  in  all  his  glory  dreft, 
Owes  to  the  loom  his  royal  veft. 
Do  not  the  mafon's  toil  and  care 
Protect  him  from  t.h*  inclement  air  ? 
Does  not  the  cutler's  art  fupply 
The  ornament  that  guards  his  thigh  ? 
All  thefe,  in  duty  to  the  throne, 
Their  common  obligations  own. 
'Tis  he  (his  own  and  people's  caufc) 
Protects  their  properties  and  laws. 
Thus  they  their  honeft  toil  employ, 
And  with  content  the  fruits  enjoy. 
In  every  rank,  or  great  or  fmall, 
'Tis  induftry  fupports  us  all. 

The  animals,  by  want  opprefs'd, 
To  man  their  fervice*  addrels'd  : 
While  each  purfu'd  their  felfifh  goodj 
They  hunger'd  for  precarious  food  t 
Their  hours  with  anxious  ctres  were  vett ; 
One  day  they  fed,  and  ftarv'd  the  next* 
They  faw  that  plenty,  fure  and  rife, 
Was  found  alone  in  focial  life ; 
That  mutual  induftry  profefs'd, 
The  various  wants  of  man  redrefs'd. 

The  cat,  half  famifh'd,  lean  and  weak, 
Demands  the  privilege  to  fpeak. 

"  Well,  pufs,  (fays  nian)  and  what  can  you 
To  benefit  the  public  do  ?" 

The  cat  replies,  "  Thefe  teeth,  thefe  claws, 
With  vigilance  fhall  ferve  the  caufe, 
The  moufe  deftroy'd  by  my  purfuit, 
No  longer  mail  your  feafts  pollute ; 
Nor  rats,  from  nightly  ambufcade, 
With  wafteful  teeth  your  fteres  invade." 

"  I  grant,  fays  man,  to  general  ulc 
Your  parts  and  talents  may  conduce  ; 
For  rats  and  mice  purloin  our  grain, 
And  thremers  whirl  the  flail  in  vain  : 
Thus  fhall  the  cat,  a  foe  to  fpoil, 
Protect  the  farmer's  honeft  toil." 

Then  turning  to  the  dog,  he  cry'd, 
"  Well,  fir,  be  next  your  merits  try'd.'* 

"  Sir,  (fays  the  dog,)  by  felf-applaufe 
We  feem  to  own  a  friendlefs  caufe. 
Aflc  thofe  Who  know  me,  if  diftruft 
E'er  found  me  treacherous  or  unjuft  ? 
Did  I  e'er  faith  or  friendfllip  break  ? 
Aflc  all  thofe  creatures;  let  them  fpeak. 
My  vigilance  and  trufty  zeal 
Perhaps  might  ferve  the  public  weal. 
Might  not  your  flocks  in  fafety  feed* 
Were  I  to  guard  the  fleecy  breed  ? 
Did  I  the  nightly  watches  keep, 
Could  thieves  invade  you  while  you  fleep  ? 

The  man  replies.  "  'Tis  juft  and  right  i 
Rewards  fuch  fervice  fhould  requite. 
So  rare,  in  property,  we  find 
Truft  uncorrupt  among  mankind, 
That,  taken  in  a  public  view, 
The  firft  diftindion  is  your  due. 
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Such  merits  all  reward  tranfcend  : 

Be  then  my  comrade  and  my  friend.'* 
Addreffing  now  the  fly  :  "  From  you 

AVhat  public  fervice  can  accrue  ?" 

"  From  me  !  (the  fluttering  infedl  faid) 

I  thought  you  knew  me  better  bred. 

Sir,  I'm  a  gentleman.     Is't  fit 

That  I  to  induftry  fubmit  ? 

Let  mean  mechanics,  to  be  fed, 

By  bufirwrfs  earn  ignoble  bread; 

JLoft  in  excefs  of  daily  joys, 

No  thought,  no  care,  my  life  annoys. 

At  noon  (the  lady's  matin  hour) 

J  fip  the  tea's  delicious  flower. 

On  cates  luxurioufly  1  dine, 

And  drink  the  fragrance  of  the  fine. 

Studious  of  elegance  and  cafe, 

Myfelf  alone  I  feek  to  pleafe." 
The  man  his  pert  conceit  derides,1 

And  thus  the  ufelefs  coicomfr  chides  t 

"  Hence,  from  that  peach,  that  downy  feat ; 

No  idle  fool  deferves  to  eat. 

Could  you  have  fapp'd  the  blufhing  rind, 
And  on  that  pulp  ambrofial  din'd  ; 
Had  not  fome  hand,  with  fkill  and  toil, 
To  raife  the  tree,  prepar'd  the  foil  ? 
Confider,  fot,  what  would  enfue, 
Were  all  fuch  worthlefs  things  as  you. 
You'd  foon  be  forc'd  (by  hunger  flung') 
To  make  your  dirty  meals  on  dung, 
On  which  fuch  defpicable  need, 
XJnpitied,  is  reduc'd  to  feed. 
Befides,  vain  felfifh  infedr.,  learn, 
(If  you  can  right  and  wrong  difcern) 
That  he  who,  with  induftrious  zeal, 
Contributes  to  the  public  weal, 
By  adding  to  the  common  good, 
His  own  hath  rightly  underftood." 

So  faying,  with  a  fudden  blow 
He  laid  the  noxious  vagrant  low. 
Crulh'd  in  his  luxury  and  pride, 
The  fpungcr  on  the  public  d'y'd. 

FABLE    IX. 

We  Jaclalt,  Leopard,  and  other  Bio/is* 

TO  A,  MODERN   POL1T1C1AW. 

/  GRANT  corruption  fways  mankind; 
That  intereft,  too,  perverts  the  mind ; 
That  bribes  have  blinded  common  Senfe, 
Foil'd  reafon,  truth,  and  eloquence  : 
I  grant  you,  too,  our  prefent  crimes 
Can  equal  thofe  of  former  times. 
Againft  plain  fadls  fhall  I  engage, 
To  vindicate  our  righteous  age  ? 
I  know  that  in  a  modern  fift 
Bribes  in  full  energy  fubfift. 
Since,  then,  thefe  arguments  prevail, 
And  itchi  g  palms  are  ftill  fo  frail, 
Hence  politicians,  you  fuggeft, 
Should  drive  the  nail  that  goes  the  fceft  ; 
That  it  fhows  parts  and  penetration, 
To  ply  men  with  the  right  temptation. 

To  this  I  humbly  muft  diffent, 
PrejuJfcog  no  f dSc&ioa's  meant, 


Does  juftice  or  the  client's  fenfs 
Teach  lawyers  either  fide's  defence  ? 
The  fee  gives  eloquence  and  fpirit; 
That  only  is>  the  client's  merit. 
Docs  art,  wit,  wifciom,  or  addrels, 
*>btain  the  proftitutc's  carefs  ? 
I  he  gainea  ^as  in  <  thcr  trades) 
From  every  hand  alike  perfuades. 
Man,  fcrrpture  fays,  is  prone  to  evil ; 
But  does  that  vindicate  the  devil  ; 
Befides,  the  more  mar.kind  arc  prone, 
.'he  lefs  the  devil's  parts  are  fhown. 
Corruption's  not  of  modern  date  ; 
It  hath  been  try'd  in  every  ftate  ; 
Great  knaves  of  old  their  power  have  fenc'e 
By  places,  penfions.  bribes  dlfpens'd ; 
By  thcfe  they  j^lory'd  in  fuccels, 
And  impudently  dar'd  oy.prefs; 
By  thde  defpoticly  thfy  iway'd, 
And  flavcs  extoH'd  the  hand  that  payM  ; 
Nor  parts  nor  geriius  were  etnploy'd. 
By  thefe  alone  were  realms  deftroy'd. 

Now  fee  thefe  wretches  in  difgrace, 
Stript  of  their  treafures,  power,  and  place  ;• 
View  them  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
Expos'd  to  fuch  reproach  and  fcorn. 
What  now  is  all  your  pride,  your  boaft  ? 
Where  are  your  flaves,  your  flattering  hoft  \ 
What  tongues  now  feed  yon  with  applaufe  ? 
Where  are  the  champions  of  your  caufe  I 
Now  ev'n  that  very  fawning  tram, 
Wh.jh  fhar'd  the  gleanings  of  your  gain, 
Prefs  fortmoft  who  (hall  fir  ft  accufc 
Your  felfifh  jobs,  your  pakry  views, 
Your  narrow  fchemes,your  breach  of  truft, 
And  want  of  talents  ro  be  jull. 

What  fools  were  thefc  amidft  their  powef  f 
How  thoughfiefs  of  their  adverfe  hour  1 
What  friends  were  made  ?  A  hireling  herd, 
For  temporary  votes  prefcrr'd. 
Was  it  thefe  fycophant*  to  get, 
Your  bounty  fweH'd  a  nation's  debt  ? 
You're  bit :  f;>r  thefe,  like  Swifs,  attand; 
No  longer  pay,  no  loisgcr  friend. 

The  lion  is  (boyomi  Jifpute) 
Allow'd  the  mod  majeilic  brute'; 
His  valour  and  his  generous  mind 
Prove  him  fuperior  of  his  kind  : 
Yet  tojackalls  (as  'tis  averr'd) 
Some  lions  have  rheir  power  traniferr'd  j 
As  if  the  parts  of  pimps  and  fpies 
To  jgovern  forefts  could  fuffice. 

Once,  ftudious  of  his  private  good, 
A  proud  jackall  opprt-fs'd  the  wood  ; 
To  cram  his  own  infatiat*  jaws, 
Invaded  property  and  laws. 
The  foreft  groan*  with  difcontent, 
Frefh  wrongs  the  general  hate  foment. 
The  fpreading  murmurs  reach'd  his  ear  ; 
His  fecret  hours  were  vex'd  with  fear. 
Night  after  night  he  weighs  the  cafe, 
And  feels  the  terrors  of  dilgrace. 

"  By  friends  (fays  he)  I'll  guard  my  fcafj' 
By  thole  malicious  tongues  defeat ; 
I'll  ftrengthcn  power  by  new  allies. 
And  all  my  clamorous  iocs  defptfeV* 
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To  make  the  generous  beafts  his  friends, 
He  cringes,  fawns,  and  condefcends  ; 
But  thofe  repuls'd  his  abject  court, 
And  fcorn'd  oppremon  to  fupport, 
Friends  muft  be  had.     He  can't  fubfift. 
Bribes  fiia.ll  new  profelytes  inlift : 
Bnt  thefe  nought  weigh'd,ui  honeft  paws; 
For  bribes  confefs  a  wicked  caufe  ; 
Yet  think  not  every  paw  withftands 
What  hath  preyail'd  in  human  hands. 

A  tempting  turnip's  filver  {kin 
Drew  a  ba£j  hog  through  thick  and  thin  ; 
Bought  with  a  flag's  delicious  haunch, 
The  mercenary  wolf  was  ftaunch  : 
The  convert  fox  grew  warm  and  hearty, 
A  pullet  gain'd  him  to  the  party  : 
The  golden-pippin  in  his  fift, 
A  chattering  monkey  join'd  the  lift, 

But  foon  expos'd  to  public  hate, 
The  favourite's  fall  redrefs  the  ftate. 
The  leopard,  vindicating  right, 
Had  brought  his  fecret  frauds  to  light. 
As  rats,  before  the  manfion  falls, 
Defert  late  hofpitable  walls, 
In  flioals  the  fcrvile  creatures  run, 
To  bow  before  the  rifing  fun. 

The  hog  with  warmth  ciprefs'd  his  zeal, 
And  was  for  hanging  thofe  that  fteal ; 
But  hop'd  though  low,  the  public  hoard 
Might  half  a  turnip  ilill  afford. 
Since  faving  meafures  were  profeft, 
A  lamb's  head  was  the  wolf 's  requeft. 
The  fox  fubmitted,  if  to  touch 
A  gofling  would  be  deem'd  too  much. 
The  monkey  thought  his  grin  and  chatter 
Might  aik  a  nut,  or  fome  fuch  matter. 

*'  Ye  hirelings !  hence  1  (the  leopard  cries) 
Your  venal  confcience  I  defpife. 
He,  who  the  public  good  intends, 
By  bribes  needs  never  pur  chafe  friends. 
Who  ails  this  juft,  this  honeft  part, 
Is  propt  by  every  honeft  heart. 
Corruption  now  too  late  has  fhow'd, 
That  bribes  are  always  ill-beftow'd ; 
By  you  your  bubbled  matter's  taught, 
Time-ferving  tools,  not  friends,  are  bought." 

FABLE    X. 

7be  degenerate  Beet. 
TO  THE  REV.  DR.  SWlffT,  DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S. 

THO»GH  courts  the  pra&ife  difallow, 

A  friend  at  all  times  I'll  avow. 

In  politics  I  know  'tis  wrong  ; 

A  frieudfliip  may  be  kept  too  long ; 

And  what  they  call  the  prudent  part, 

Is  to  wear  intereft  next  the  heart. 

As  the  times  take  a  different  face, 

Old  friendfliips  mould  to  new  give  place« 

I  know,  too,  you  have  many  foes, 
That  owning  yon  is  fharing  thofe  ; 
That  every  knave  in  every  ftation, 
Of  high  and  low  denomination. 
For  what  you  fpeak,  and  what  you  write, 
Prcad  you  at  once,  and  bear  you  fpite. 


Such  freedoms  in  your  works  are  fliown, 
They  can't  enjoy  what's  not  their  own. 
All  dunces,  too,  in  church  and  ftate, 
In  frothy  nonfenfe  (how  their  hate  ; 
With  all  the  petty  fcribbling  crew 
(  And  thofe  pert  fots  are  not  a  few), 
'Gainft  you  and  Pope  their  envy  fpurt. 
The  bookfellers  alone  are  hurt. 

Good  Gods  !  by  what  a  powerful  race 
(For  blockheads  may  have  power  and  place) 
Are  fcandals  rais'd,  and  libels  writ ! 
To  prove  your  honefty  and  wit  ! 
Think  with  yourfelf :  thofe  worthy  men, 
You  know,  have  fuffered  by  your  pen. 
From  them  yeu've  nothing  but  your  due, 
From  hence,  'tis  plain,  yoyr  friends  are  few. 
Except  myfelf,  I  know  of  none, 
Befides  the  wife  and  good  alone. 
To  fet  the  cafe  in  fairer  light, 
My  fable  fhall  the  reft  recite, 
Which  (though  unlike  our  prefcnt  flate) 
I  for  the  moral's  fake  relate. 

A  bee  of  cunning,  not  of  parts, 
Luxurious,  negligent  of  arts, 
Rapacious  arrogant,  and  vain, 
Greedy  of  power,  but  more  of  gain, 
Corruption  f/>w'd  throughout  the  hive : 
By  petty  rogues  the  great  ones  thrive. 

As  power  and  wealth  his  views  fupply'd, 
'Twas  feen  in  overbearing  pride. 
With  him  loud  impudence  had  merit ; 
The  bee  of  confcience  wanted  fpirit ; 
And  thofe  who  folio w'd  honour's  rules 
Were  laugh 'd  to  fcorn  for  fqueamifh  fools^ 
Wealth  claim'd  diftin&ion,  favour,  grace, 
And  poverty  alone  was  bafe. 
He  treated  induftry  with  flight, 
Unlefs  he  found  his  profit  by't. 
Rights,  laws,  and  liberties,  give  way, 
Po  bring  his  felfifh  fchemes  in  play. 
The  fwarm  fergot  the  common  toil, 
To  mare  the  gleanings  of  his  fpoil. 

While  vulgar  fouls,  of  narrow  parte, 
Wafte  life  in  low  mechanic  arts, 
Let  us  (fays  he)  to  genius  born, 
The  drudgery  of  out  fathers  fcorn. 
The  wafp  and  drone,  you  muft  agree, 
Live  with  more  elegance  than  we. 
Like  gentlemen  they  fport  and  play  ; 
No  bufmefs  interrupts  the  day  : 
Their  h»qrs  to  luxury  they  give, 
And  nobly  on  their  neighbours  live. 
A  ftubborn  bee,  among  the  fwarm, 
With  honeft  indignation  warm, 
Thus  from  his  cell  with  zeal  reply*d : 

"  I  flight  thy  frowns,  and  hate  thy  pride. 
The  laws  our  native  rights  protect; 
Offending  thee,  I  thofe  refpe<9: ;    , 
Shall  luxury  corrupt  the  hive, 
And  none  againft  the  torrent  ftrive  ? 
Exert  the  honour  of  your,  race  ; 
He  builds  his  rife  on  your  difgrace. 
'  f  is  induftry  our  ftate  maintains ; 
Twas  honeft  toil  and  honeft  gains 
That  rais'd  our  fires  to  power  and  fame. 
Be  virtuous  j,  fave  yourfelves  fro'aa  fhamc; 
A  a  ii] 
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Know  that,  in  felfifh  ends  purfuing, 
You  fcramble  for  the  public  ruin." 

He  fpoke ;  and,  from  his  cell  difmifs  d, 
"Was  infolently  feoff 'd  and  hifs'd. 
With  him  a  friend  or  two  refign'd, 
Difdaining  the  degenerate  kind. 

"  Thefe  drones  (fays  he),  thefe  infers  vile, 
(I  treat  them  in  their  proper  ftyle) 
JVlay  for  a  time  opprefs  the  {late  : 
They  own  our  virtue  by  their  hate ; 
By  that  our  merits  they  reveal, 
And  recommend  our  public  zeal ; 
Difgrac'd  by  this  corrupted  crew, 
We're  honour 'd  by  the  virtuous  few. 

FABLE    XI. 

%bt  PaiJk-tctfe  and  tbt  Carrier, 

TO  A  TOUN6  NOBLEMAN. 

BEGIN,  my  Lord,  in  early  youth, 
To  fuffer,  nay,  encourage  truth  ; 
And  blame  me  not  for  difrepect, 
If  I  the  flatterer's  ftyle  reject ; 
With  that,  by  menial  tongues  fnpply'd, 
You're  daily  cocker'd  up  in  pride. 

The  tree's  diftinguifh'd  by  the  fruit. 
Be  virpue,  then,  your  firft  purfuit ; 
Set  your  great  anceftors  in  view, 
Like  them  deferve  the  title  too  ;' 
Like  them  ignoble  actions  fcorn  ; 
Let  virtue  prove  you  greatly  born. 

Though  with  lefs  plate  their  fideboard  fhone. 
Their  confcience  always  was  their  own  ; 
They  ne'er  at  levees  meanly  fawn'd, 
Nor  was  their  honour  yearly  pawn'd ; 
Their  hands,  by  no  corruption  ftain'd, 
The  minifterial  bribe  difdain'd  ; 
They  ferv'd  the  crown  with  loyal  zeal, 
Yet,  jealous  of  the  public  wael, 
They  flood  the  bulwark  of  «ur  laws, 
And  wore  at  heart  their  country's  caufe  j 
By  neither  place  or  penfion  bought, 
They  fpoke  and  voted  as  they  thought. 
Thus  did  your  fires  adorn  their  feat ; 
And  fuch  alone  are  truly  great. 

If  you  the  paths  of  learning  flight, 
You're  but  a  dunce  in  ftronger  light. 
In  foremoft  rank  the  coward  plac'd, 
Js  more  confpicuoufly  difgrac'd. 
If  you,  to  ferve  a  paltry  end, 
To  knayifh  jobs  can  condcfcend, 
We  pay  you  the  contempt  that's  due; 
In  that  you  have  precedence  too. 
Whence  had  you  this  illuftrious  name  ? 
From  virtue  and  unblemifh'd  fame. 
By  birth  the  name  alone  defcends ; 
Your  honour  on  yourfelf  depends : 
Think  not  your  coronet  can  hide 
Affuming  ignorance  and  pride. 
Learning  by  ftudy  muft  be  won  ; 
3Twas  ne'er  entail'd  from  fon  to  fon. 
Superior  worth  your  rank  requires; 
For  that  mankind  reveres  your  fires  ; 
If  you  degenerate  from  your  race, 
Their  merits  heighten  yofir  difgrace. 
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A  carrier,  every  night  and  morn, 
Would  fee  his  horfes  cat  their  corn  : 

'his  funk  the  hoftler's  vails,  'tis  true  ; 
Jut  then  his  horfes  had  their  due. 
Were  we  fo  cautious  in  all  cafe*, 

mall  gains  would  rife  from  greater  places. 

The  manger  now  had  all  its  meafurc ; 
He  heard  their  grinding  teeth  with  pleafure  J 
When  all  at  once  confufion  rung  ; 
They  fnorted,  joftled,  bit,  and  flung. 
A  pack-horfe  turn'd  his  head  afide, 

'earning,  his  eye-balls  fwell'd  with  pride. 
Good  gods !  (fays  he)  how  hard's  my  lot! 

s  then  my  high  defcent  forgot  ? 

leduc'd  to  drudgery  and  difgrace 

A  life  unworthy  of  my  race), 

tfuft  I,  too,  hear  the  vile  attacks 
Of  ragged  fcrubs  and  vulgar  hacks  ? 

See  fcurvy  Roan,  that  brute  ill-bred, 

3ares  from  the  manger  thruft  my  head !   ' 

Shall  I,  who  boaft  of  noble  line, 

Dn  offals  of  thefe  creatures  dine  ? 

Kick'd  by  old  Ball !  fo  mean  a  foe  ? 

My  honour  fuffers  by  the  blow. 

Newmarket  fpeaks  my  grandfire's  fame  ; 

All  jockeys  flill  revere  his  name  : 

There,  yearly,  are  his  triumphs  told, 

There  all  his  maffy  plates  inroll'd. 

Whene'er  led  forth  upon  the  plain, 

Yeu  faw  him  with  a  livery  train  ; 

Returning,  top,  with  laurels  crown'd, 

You  heard  the  drums  and  trumpets  found. 

Let  it  then,  Sir,  be  underftood, 

RefpecVs  my  due,  for  I  have  blood." 
"  Vain-glorious  fool !  (the  carrier  cry'd) 

Refpec^  was  never  paid  to  pride. 

Know  'twas  thy  giddy  wilful  heart 

Reduc'd  thee  to  this  flavifh  part, 
Did  not  thy  headftrong  youth  difdain 
To  learn  the  conduct  of  the  rein  ? 
Thus  coxcombs,  blind  to  real  merit, 
In  vicious  frolics  fancy  fpirit. 
What  is't  to  me  by  whom  begot, 
Thou  reflive,  pert,  conceited  fot  ? 
Your  fires,  I  reverence  ;  'tis  their  due ; 
But,  worthltfs  fool,  what's  that  to  you  I 
Afk  all  the  carriers  on  the  road, 
They'll  fay,  thy  keeping's  ill  beftow'd ; 
Then  vaunt  no  more  thy  coble  race, 
That  neither  mends  thy  ftrengch  or  pace* 
What  profits  me  thy  boaft  of  blood  ? 
An  afs  has  more  intriniic  good. 
By  outward  fhow  let's  not  be  cheated ; 
An  afc  fhould  like  an  afs  be  treated." 

FABLE    XII. 

Pan  and  Fortune. 
TO  A   TOUNO    HEIR. 

SOON  af  your  father's  death  was  known, 
(As  if  th'  eftate  had  been  their  own) 
The  gamcfttr*  outwardly  expreft 
The  decent  joy  within  your  breaft. 
So  lavifh  in  your  praife  they  grew, 
As  fpoke  their  certaia  hopes  in  you^ 
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©nc  counts  your  income  of  the  year, 
How  much  in  ready  money  clear. 

"  No  houfe  (fays  he)  is  more  complete ; 
The  garden's  elegant  and  great. 
How  fine  the  park  around  it  lies ! 
The  timber's  of  a  noble  fize. 
Then  count  his  jewels  and  his  plale. 
Befides,  'tis  no  entail'd  eftate. 
If  cafh  run  iow,  his  lands  in  fee 
Are,  or  for  fale  or  mortgage  free." 

Thus  they,  before  you  threw  the  main, 
Seem  to  anticipate  their  gain. 

Would  you,  when  thieves  are  known  abroad, 
Bring  forth  your  treafures  in  the  road  ? 
Would  not  the  fool  abet  the  flealth, 
Vfho  raflily  thus  expos'd  his  wealth? 
Yet  this  you  do,  whene'er  you  play 
Among  the  gentlemen  of  prey. 

Could  fools  to  keep  their  own  contrive, 
On  what,  on  whom  could  gamefters  thrive  ? 
Is  it  in  charity  you  game, 
To  fave  your  worthy  gang  from  mame  ? 
Unlcfs  you  furnifh'd  daily  bread, 
Which  way  could  idlenefs  be  fed  ? 
Could  thefe  profeflbrs  of  deceit 
Within  the  law  no  longer  cheat, 
They  mull  run  bolder  rifks  for  prey, 
And  ftrip  the  traveller  on  the  way. 
Thus  in  your  annual  rents  they  ihare, 
And  'fcape  the  noofc  from  year  to  year. 

Confider,  ere  you  take  the  bet, 
That  fum  might  crofs  your  tailor's  debt. 
When  you  the  pilfering  rattle  fhake, 
Is  not  your  honour,  too,  at  flake  ? 
Muft  you  not  by  mean  lies  evade 
To-morrow's  duns  from  every  trade  ; 
By  promifes  fo  often  paid, 
Is  yet  your  tailor's  bill  defray'd  ? 
Muft  you  not  pitifully  fawn 
To  have  your  butcher's  writ  withdrawn  ? 
This  mud  be  done.   In  debts  of  play, 
Your  honour  fuffers  no  delay ; 
And  not  this  year's  and  next  year's  rent 
The  fons  of  rapine  can  content. 

Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold, 
Eftates  difmember'd,  mortgag'd.  fold  ! 
Their  owners  now,  to  goals  confin'd, 
Show  equal  poverty  of  mind. 
JSome,  who  the  fpoil  of  knaves  were  n;a,de, 
Too  late  attempt  to  learn  their  trade. 
Some,  for  the  folly  of  one  hour, 
Become  the  dirty  tools  of  power ; 
And,  with  the  mercenary  lift, 
Upon  court- charity  fubfift. 

You'll  find  at  latt  this  maxim  true, 
Pools  are  the  game  which  knaves  purfue. 

The  foreft  (a  whole  century's  (hade) 
iMuft  be  one  wafteful  ruin  made  : 
No  mercy's  (hown  to  age  or  kind ; 
The  general  maflacre  is  fign'd. 
The  park,  too,  (hares  the  dreadful  fate, 
For  duns  grow  louder  at  the  gate. 
Stern  clowns,  obedient  to  Ate  'fquire, 
(What  will  not  barbarous  hands  for  hire  ?) 
With  brawny  arms  repeat  the  ftroke; 
£41*0  »?s  the  elm  and  reverend  oak.j 


Through  the  long  wood  loud  axes  found, 
And  echo  groans  with  every  wound. 

To  fee  the  defolation  fpread, 
Pan  drops  a  tear,  and  hangs  his  head  : 
His  bofom  now  with  fuiy  burns; 
Beneath  his  hoof  the  dice  he  fpurns. 
Cards,  too,  in  peevifti  paffion  torn, 
The  fport  of  whirling  winds  are  borne. 

"  To  fnails  inveterate  hate  I  bear, 
Who  fpoil  the  verdure  of  the  year ; 
The  caterpillar  I  deteft, 
The  blooming  fpring's  voracious  peft ; 
The  locuft,  too,  wh  )fe  tavenous  band 
Spreads  fudden  famine  o'er  the  land. 
But  what  are  thef*  >  the  dice's  throw 
At  once  hath  laid  a  foreft  low. 
The  cards  are  dealt,  the  bett  is  made, 
And  the  wide  park  hath  loft  its  {hade, 
Thus  is  my  kingdom's  pride  defac'd, 
And  all  its  ancient  gleries  wafte. 
All  this  (he  cries)  is  fortune's  doing : 
'Tis  thus  (he  meditates  my  ruin, 
By  fortune,  that  falfe,  fickle  jade, 
More  havock  in  one  hour  is  made, 
Than  all  the  hungry  infecl  race, 
Combin'd,  can  in  an  age  deface." 

Fortune,  by  chance,  who  near  him  paft, 
O'erheard  the  vile  afperfion  caft. 

11  Why,  Pan,  (fays  (he)  what's  all  this  rattf  J 
'Tis  every  country-bubble's  cant. 
Am  I  the  patronefs  of  vice  ? 
Is't  I  who  cog  or  palm  the  dice  ? 
Did  I  the  fhufHing  art  reveal, 
To  mark  the  cards,  or  range  the  deal  fc 
In  all  th'  employments  men  purfue, 
I  mind  the  leaft  what  gamefters  do. 
There  may  (if  computation's  juft) 
One  now  and  then  my  conduA  truft. 
I  blame  the  fool,  for  what  can  1, 
When  ninety-nine  my  power  defy  ? 
Thefe  truft  alone  their  fingers'  ends, 
And  not  one  ftakc  on  me  depends, 
Whene'er  the  gaming-board  is  fee, 
Two  clafles  of  mankind  are  met ; 
But,  if  we  count  the  greedy  race, 
The  knaves  fill  up  the  greater  fpace, 
'Tis  a  grofs  error  held  in  fchools, 
That  fortune  always  favours  fools. 
In  play  it  never  bears  difpute  ; 
That  dodrine  thefe  fell'd  oaks  confute. 
Then  why  to  me  fuch  rancour  (how  £ 
'Tis  folly,  Pan,  that  is  thy  foe. 
By  me  his  late  eftate  he  won, 
But  he  by  fplly  was  undone." 

FABLE    XIII, 

Piuivs,  Cuj>idt  and  Time. 

OF  all  the  burdens  man  muft  boar, 
Time  feems  moft  galling  and  fevere  ; 
Beneath  this  grievous  load  opprefs'd. 
We  daily  meet  fome  friend  diftrefs'd. 

"  What  can  one  do  ?  I  rofe  at  nine,? 
'Tis  full  fix  hours  before  we  dine ; 
A  3  «J] 
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Six  hours  I  no  earthly  thing  to  do  ! 

WoulA  I  had  doz'd  in  bed  till  two !" 
A  pamphlet  is  before  him  fpresd, 

And  almoft  half  a  page  is  read  ; 

Tir'd  with  the  ftudy  of  the  day, 

The  fluttering  fheets  arc  tofs'd  away. 

He  opes  his  fnuff-box,  hums  an  air, 

Then  yawns,  and'ftretches  in  his  chair. 
"  Not  twenty,  by  the  miuute-hand! 

Good  gods,  fays  he,  my  wajxh  muft  ftand  ! 

How  muddling  'tis  on  books  to  pore  1 

J  thought  I'd  read  an  hobr  or  more. 

The  morn;ng,  of  all  hours,  I  hate. 

One  can't  contrive  to  rife  too  late." 

To  make  the  minutes  fafter  run, 
Then,  too,  his  tirefome  felf  to  ftiun, 

To  the  next  coifee-houfe  he  fpeeds, 
Takes  up  the  news,  fpme  fcraps  he  read?. 
Sauntering,  from  chair  to  chair  he  trails ; 
Now  drinks  his  tea,  now  bites  his  hails* 
He  fpies  a  partner  of  his  woe  ; 
By  chat  afflictions  lighter  grow ; 
Each  other's  grievances  they  ihare, 
And  thus  their  dreadful  hours  compare. 

Says  Tom,"  *'  Since  all  men  muft  confefs, 
That  time  lies  heavy,  more  or  IciV, 
Why  fliould  it  be  fo  hard  to  get, 
Tin  two,  a  party  at  piquet  ? 
|?lay  might  relieve  the  lagging  mom : 
By  cards  long  wintery  nights  are  borne. 
Does  not  quadrille  a^iufe  tho  fair, 
Night  after  night,  throughout  the  year  ? 
Vapours  and  fpleen  forgot,  at  play 
They  cheat  uncounted  hours  away." 

«  My  cafe,  (fays  Will),  then  muft  be  hard, 
By  want  of  fkill  from  play  debarr'd. 
Courtiers  kill  time  by  various  ways ; 
impendence  wears  out  half  their  days. 
How  happy  thefe,  whofe  time  ne'er  ftands  I 
Attendance  takes  it  off  their  hands. 
Were  it  not  for  this  curfed  mower, 
The  park  had  will'd  away  an  hour. 
At  court,  without  or  place  or  yjewi 
I  daily  lofe  an  hour  or  two  : 
It  fully  anfwers  my  defign, 
When  I,  have  pick'd  up  friends  to  dine ; 
The  tavern  "makes  our  burden  light; 
Wine  puts  our  time  and  care  to  flight. 
At  fix  (hard  cafe  ! )  they  call  to  pay. 
Where  can  one  go  ?  I  hate  the  play. 
From  fixiill  ten  !  unlefs  in  fleep, 
One  cannot  fpehd  the  hours  (b  cheap. 
The  comedy's  no  fooner  done, 
But  fome  aflembly  is  begun  ; 
Loitering  from  room  to  room  I  ftray, 
Converfe,  but  nothing  hear  or  fay  : 
Quite  tir'd,  froYn  fair  to  fair  I  roam. 
So  foon  !  I  (Jread  the  thoughts  of  home. 
From  thence,  to  quicken  ilow-pac'd  night8 
Again  my  tavern-friends  invite. : 
Here,  too,  our  early  mornings  pafs, 
Till  drowfy  fleep  retard  the  glafs." 

Thus  they  their  wretched  life  bemoan, 
And  make  each  other's  cafe  their  own. 

Confider,  friends,  no  hour  rolls  on 
But  fomething  of  ^pur  grief  is  gone= 


Were  you  to  fchemes  of  buimefs  b/ed* 
Did  you  the  paths  of  learning  tread, 
Your  hours,  your  days,  would  fly  too  faft; 
You'd  then  regret  the  minute  paft. 
Time's  fugitive  and  light  as  wind  : 
'Tis  indolence  that  clogs  your  mind  : 
That  load  from  off  your  fpirits  {hake, 
You'll  own,  and  grieve  for — your  miftake. 
A  while  your  thoughtlefs  fpleen  fufpend, 
Then  read,  and,  if  you  can,  attend. 

As  Plutus,  to  divert  his  care, 
Walk'd  forth  one  morn  to  take  the  air, 
CJupid  o'ertook  his  ftrutting  pace. 
Each  ftar'd  upon  the  ftranger's  face, 
Till  recollection  fet  them  right, 
For  each  knew  th'  other  but  by  fight. 
After  fome  compliments!  talk, 
Time  met  them,  bow'd,  and  join'd  their  walks 
Their  chat  on  various  fubje&s  ran, 
But  moft,  what  each  had  done  for  man. 
Plutus  aflumes  a  haughty  air, 
Juft  like  our  purfe-proud  fellows  here. 

"  Let  kings,  (fays  he),  let  cobblers  tell, 
Whofe  gifts  among  mankind  excel. 
Confider  courts;  what  draws  their  train  ? 
Think  you  'tis  loyalty  or  gain  ?    ' 
That  ftatefman  hath  the  ftrongeft  hold., 
Whofe  tool  of  politics  is  gold ; 
By  that,  in  former  reigris,  'tis'faid, 
The  knave  io  power  hath  fenates  led  ; 
By  that  alone  he  fway'd  debates, 
Enrich'd  himfelf,  and  beggar'd  ftates. 
Forego  your  boaft.  You  muft  conclude, 
That's  moft  efteem'd  that's  moft  purfued. 
Think,  too,  in  what  a  woeful  plight 
That  wretch  muft  live  whofe  pocket's  light. 
Are  not  his  hours  by  want  depreft  ? 
Penurious  care  cerrodes  his  brcaft. 
Without  refpeA,  or  love,  or  friends, 
His  foljtary  day  defcends." 

"  You  might,  (fays  Cupid),  doubt  my  pajts. 
My  knowledge,  too,  in  human  hearts, 
Should  I  the  power'  of  gold  difpute, 
Which  great  examples  might  confute. 
I  know,  when  nothing  clfe  prevails, 
Perfuaiive  money  feldbm  fails ; 
That  beauty,  too,  (like  other  wares) 
Its  price,  as  well  as  confcience,  bears. 
Then  marriage  (as  of  late  profeft) 
Is  but  a  money-job  at  bed. 
Confent,  compliance,  may  be  fold ; 
But  love's  beyond  the  price  of  gold. 
Smugglers  there  are,  who,  by  retail, 
Expofe  what  they  call  love  to  fale ; 
Such  bargains  are  an  arrant  cheat : 
You  purchafe  flattery  and  deceit. 
Thofe  who  true  love  have  ever  try'd 
(The  common  cares  of  life  fupply'd) 
No  wants  endure,  no  wifhes  make, 
But  every  real  joy  partake. 
All  comfort  on  themfelves  depends  ; 
They  want  nor  power,  nor  wealth,  nor  frien^j? 
Love,  then,  hath  every  blifs  in  ftore ; 
'Tis  fricndfhip,  and  'tis  fomething  more. 
Each  other  every  wi(h  they  give  : 
Not  to  know  love,  is  not  to  live," 
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«  Or  love,  ^r  money,  (Time  reply'd) 
Were  men  the  queftion  to  decide, 
Would  bear  the  prize  :  on  both  intent, 
My  "boon's  neglected  or  mif-fpent. 
'Tis  I  who  meafare  vital  fpace, 
And  deal  out  years  to  human  race. 
Though  little  priz'd,  and  feldom  fought, 
Without  me  love  and  gold  are  nought. 
How  does  the  mifer  time  employ  ? 
Did  I  e'er  fee  him  life  enjoy  ? 
By  me  forfook,  the  hoards  he  won 
Are  fcatter'd  by  his  lavifh  fon. 
By  me  all  ufeful  arts  are  gain'd  : 
Wealth,  learning,  wifdom,  is  attain'd. 
Who  then  would  think  (fince  fuch  my  power) 
That  e'er  I  knew  an  idle  hour  ? 
So  fubtle  and  fo  fwift  I  fly, 
i.ove's  not  more  fugitive  than  I. 
Who  hath  not  heard  coquettes  complain 
Of  days,  months,  years,  mif-fpent  in  vain  ? 
For  time  mifus'd  they  pine  and  wafte, 
And  love's  fweet  pleafures  never  tafle, 
Thofe  who  direcl  their  time  aright, 
If  love  or  wealth  their  hopes  excite, 
In  each  purfuit  fit  hours  employ'd, 
And  both  by  time  have  been  enjoy'd. 
How  heedlefs  then  are  mortals  grown  I 
Hew  little  is  their  intereft  known  ! 
In  every  view  they  ought  to  mind  me, 
[for,  when  once  loft,  they  never  find  me.*' 

He  fpeke.  The  gods  no  more  conteft, 
And  his  fuperior  gift  confefs'd, 
That  time  (when  truly  underftood) 
Js  the  moil  precious  earthly  good, 

FABLE   XIV. 

?ke  Ow/,  tie  Sivan,  tie  Cock,  tie  fyA&r,  fit  Afit  end 
tie  Partner. — To  at  Mother. 

CONVERSING  with  your  fprightly  boys, 
Your  eyes  have  fpoke  the  mother's  joys. 
With  what  delight  I've  heard  you  quote          * 
Their  fayings  in  imperfect  note ! 

I  grant,  in  body  and  in  mind 
JJature  appears  profufely  kind. 
Truft  not  to  that.    Act  you  your  part ; 
Imprint  juft  morals  on  their  heart ; 
Impartially  their  talents  fcan  : 
juft  education  forms  the  man. 

Perhaps  (their  genius  yet  unknown) 
Each  lot  of  life's  already  thrown ; 
That  this  fliall  plead,  the  next  fhall  fight. 
The  laft  aflert  the  church's  right. 
1  cenfure  not  the  fond  intent ; 
But  how  precarious  is  th'  event ! 
By  talents  mifapply'd  and  croft, 
Confider,  all  your  fons  are  loft. 

One  day  (the  tale's  by  Martial  penn'd) 
A  father  thus  addrefs'd  his  friend  : 
"  To  train  my  boy,  and  call  forth  fenfe, 
You  know  I've  ftuck  at  no  expence ; 
I've  try'd  him  in  the  fevcral  arts ; 
(The  lad,  no  doubt,  hath  latent  parts) 
Yet,  trying  all,  he  nothing  knows, 
$pt,  ^rab-likc,  rather  backward  goes/ 


X    S. 

Teach  me  what  yet  remains  undone ; 
'Tis  your  advice  fhall  fix  my  fom" 

"  Sir,  (fays  the  friend),  I've  wcigh'd  the  Jfiattef 
Excufe  me,'  for  I  fcorn  to  flatter  : 
Make  him  (nor  think  his  genius  check'd) 
A  herald  or  an  architect." 

Perhaps  (as  commonly  'tis  known) 
He  heard  th*  advice,  and  took  his  Own. 

The  boy  wants  wit ;  he's  fent  to  fchool, 
Where  learning  but  Improves  the  fool. 
The  college  next  rriuft  give  him  parts, 
And  cram  him  with  the  liberal  arts, 
Whether  he  blunders  at  .the  bar, 
Or  owes  his  infamy  to  war ; 
Or  if  by  licence  or  degree    • 
The  fexton  {hare  the  doctor's  fee ; 
Or  from  the  pulpit  by  the  hour 
He  w^lely  floods  of  nonfenfe  pour; 
We  find  (th'  intent  of  nature  foil'd) 
A  tailor  or  a  butcher  fpoil'd. 

Thus  minifters  have  royal  boons 
Conferr'd  on  blockheads  and  buffoons  ? 
In  fpite  of  nature,  merit,  wit, 
Their  friends  for  every  poft  were  fit, 

But  now  (et  every  mufe  confefs 
That  merit  finds  its  due  fuccefs. 
Th'  examples  of  our  days  regard ; 
Where's  virtue  feen  without  reward  J 
Diftinguifh'd  and  in  place  you  find 
Defert  and  worth  of  every  kind. 
Survey  the  reverend  bench,  and  fee 
Religion,  learning,  piety : 
The  patron,  ere  he  recommends, 
Sees  his  own  image  in  his  friend**. 
Is  honefty  difgrac'd  and  poor  ?  > 

What  i*'t  to  us  what  was  before  ? 

We  of  all  times  corrupt  have  heard, 
When  paltry  minions  were  preferrM  ; 
When  all  great  offices,  by  dozens, 
Were  fill'd  by  brothers,  fons,  and  coufini* 
What  matter  ignorance  and  pride  I 
The  man  was  happily  ally'd. 
Provided  that  his  clerk  was  good, 
What  though  he  nothing  underftood  ? 
In  church  and  ftate  the  lorry  race 
Grew  more  confpicuous  fools  in  place* 
Such  heads,  as  then  a  treaty  made, 
Had  bungled  in  the  cobler's  trade. 

Confider,  patrons,  that  fuch  elves 
Expofe  your  folly  with  themfelves, 
'Tis  yours,  as  'tis  the  parent's  care. 
To  fix  each  genius  in  its  fphere. 
Your  partial  hand  can  wealth  difpenfcj 
But  never  give  a  blockhead  fenfe. 

An  owl  of  magifterial  air, 
Of  folemn  voice,  of  brow  auftere, 
Affum'd  the  pride  of  human  race, 
And  bore  his  wifdom  in  his  face  ; 
Not  to  depreciate  learned  eyes, 
I've  feen  a  pedant  look  as  wife. 

Within  a  barn,  from  noife  rettr*d, 
He  fcorn'd  the  world,  himfelf  admir'dj 
And,  like  an  ancient  fage,  conceal'd 
The  follies  public  life  reveal'd. 

Philofophers  of  old,  he  read, 
Their  country's  youth  to  fcienc^  bred. 


37* 


THE  WORKS  OF  GAY. 


Their  manners  form'd  for  every  (lation, 
And  Ueftin'd  each  his  occupation. 
When  Xenophon,  hy  numbers  brav'd, 
Retreated,  and  a  people  fav'd, 
That  laurel  was  not  all  his  own  ; 
The  plant  by  Socrates  was  fown. 
To  Ariftotle's  greater  name 
The  Macedonian  ow'd  his  fame. 

Th'  Athenian  bird,  with  pride  replete, 
Their  talents  equall'd  in  conceit. 
And,  copying  the  Socratic  rule, 
Set  up  f <  r  maftcr  of  a  fchool. 
Dogmatic  jargon  learnt  by  heart, 
Trite  fentences,  hard  terms  of  art, 
To  vulgar  ears  feem'd  fo  profound, 
They  fancy'd  learning  in  the  found. 

The  fchool  had  fame  ;  the  crowded  place 
With  pupils  fwarm'd  of  every  race. 
With  thefe  the  fwan's  maternal  care 
Had  fent  her  fcarce-fledg'd  cygent  heir  : 
The  hen  (though  fond  and  loath  to  part) 
Hete  lodg'd  the  darling  of  her  heart : 
The  fpider,  of  mechanic  kind, 
Afpir'd  to  fcience  more  refin'd : 
The  afs  learnt  metaphors  and  tropet, 
Bat  moft  on  mnfic  fix'd  his  hopes. 

The  pupils  now,  advanc'd  in  age, 
Were  call'd  to  tread  life's  bufy  ftage ; 
And  to  the  mafter  'twas  fubmitted,     , 
That  each  might  to  his  part  be  fitted. 

"  The  fwan,  (fays  he),  in  arms  (hall  fhine ; 
The  foldier's  gloriou*  toil  be  thine. 

The  cock  {hall  mighty  wealth  attain  : 
Go,  feefc  it  on  the  ftormy  main. 

The  court  fliall  be  the  fpider's  fphere : 
Power,  fortune,  fhall  reward  him  there. 

In  mufic's  art,  the  afs's  fame 
Shall  emulate  Corelli's  name." 

F-acb  took  the  part  that  he  advis'd, 
And  all  were  equally  defpis'd. 
A  farmer,  at  his  folly  mov'd, 
The  dull  preceptor  thus  reprov'd. 

"  Blockhead,  (fays  he),  by  what  you've  dene, 
One  would  have  thought  them  each  your  fonj 
For  parents,  to  their  offspring  blind, 
Confult  nor  parts  nor  turn  of  mind, 
But  ev'n  in  infancy  decree 
What  this,  what  th'  other  fon  (hall  be. 
Had  you  with  judgment  weigh'd  the  cafe, 
Their  genius  thus  had  fix'd  their  place  : 
The  fwan  had  learn'd  the  failor's  art ; 
The  cock  had  play'd  the  foldier's  part ; 
The  fpider  in  the  weaver's  trade 
With  credit  had  a  fortune  made ; 
But  for  the  foal,  in  every  clafs, 
The  blockhead  had  appear'd  an  afs." 

FABLE    XV. 

Tit  Cool'tnaid,  tie  Turnspit,  and  tie  &*. 
TO  A  POOR  MAN. 

CONIIDER.  man  in  every  fphere, 
Then  tell  me,  is  your  lot  fevere  ? 
*Tis  murmur,  difcontent,  diftruft, 
I'ha.t  makes  you  wretched,  God  is  juft. 


I  grant,  the  hungry  mnft  be  fed, 
That  toil,  too,  earns  thy  daily  bread. 
What  then  ?  Thy  wants  are  fcen  and  known 
But  every  mortal  feels  his  own. 
We're  born  a  reftlefr,  needy  crew  : 
Show  me  the  happier  man  than  you. 

Adam,  though  bleft  above  his  kind, 
For  want  of  focial  woman  pin'd. 
Eve's  wants  the  fubtle  ferpent  faw, 
Her  fickle  tafte  tranfgrefs'd  the  law  : 
Thus  fell  our  fire  ,•  and  their  difgracc 
The  curfe  rmail'd  on  human  race. 

When  Philip's  fon,  by  glory  led, 
Had  o'er  the  globe  his  empire  fpread  ; 
When  altars  to  his  name  were  drcfs'd ; 
That  he  was  man,  his  tears 'confefs'd. 

The  hopes  of  avarice  are  check'd  : 
The  proud  man  always  wants  refpe<5k. 
What  various  wants  on  power  attend ! 
Ambition  never  gains  its  end. 
Who  hath  not  heard  the  rich  complain 
Of  furfeits  and  corporeal  pain  ? 
He,  barr'dfrom  every  wfe  of  wealth, 
Envies  the  ploughman's  ftrength  and  health. 
Another,  in  a  beauteous  wife 
Finds  all  the  miferies  of  life  : 
Domeftic  jars  and  jealous  fear 
Imbitter  all  his  days  with  care. 
This  wants  an  heir  ;  the  line  is  loft ; 
Why  was  that  vain  entail  engroft  ? 
Canft  thou  difcern  another's  mind  ? 
What  is't  you  envy  ?  Envy's  blind. 
Tell  Envy,  when  (he  would  annoy, 
That  thoufands  want  what  you  enjoy. 

"  The  dinner  muft  be  difh'd  at  one. 
Where's  this  vexatious  turnfpit  gone  ? 
Unlefs  the  flculking  cur  is  caught, 
The  furloin's  fpoilt,  and  I'm  in  faulf ." 

Thus  faid,  (for  furc  you'll  think  it  fit 
That  I  the  cook-maid's  oaths  omit) 
With  all  the  fury  of  a  cook, 
Her  cooler  kitchen  Nan  forfook  : 
The  broom-flick  o'er  her  head  (he  waves } 
She  fweats,  (he  (lamps,  (he  puffs,  (he  raves ; 
The  fneaking  cur  before  her  flies ; 
She  whittles,  calls  ?  fair  fpeech  (he  tries. 
Thefe  nought  avail.  Her  choler  burns; 
The  fift  and  cudgel  threat  by  turns. 
With  hafty  ftride  (he  prefies  near ; 
He  (links  aloof,  and  howls  with  fear. 

"  Wa«=  ever  cur  fo  curs'd:  (he  cry'd) 
What  (tar  did  at  my  birth  prefidc  ! 
Am  I  for  life  by  compact  bound 
To  tread  the  wheel's  eternal  round  ? 
Inglorious  talk  !  of  all  our  race 
No  flave  is  half  fo  mean  and  bafe. 
Had  fate  a  kinder  lot  aflign'd, 
And  form'd  me  of  the  lap-dog  kind, 
I  then,  in  higher  life  employ'd, 
Had  indolence  and  cafe  enjoy 'd  ; 
And,  like  a  gentleman,  careft, 
Had  been  the  lady's  favourite  gueft  : 
Or  were  I  fprung  from  fpaniel  line, 
Was  his  fagacious  noflril  mine, 
By  me,  their  never-erring  guide, 
From  wood  and  plain  their  fe* 
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Knights,  'fqulres,  attendant  on  my  pace, 
Had  fhar'd  the  pleafures  of  the  chafe. 
Endued  with  native  ftrength  and  fire, 
Why  call'd  I  not  the  lion  fire  ? 
A  lion  !  fuch  mean  views  I  fcorn  *• 
"Why  was  I  not  of  woman  horn  ? 
Who  dares  with  reafon's  power  contend  ? 
On  man  we  brutal  flaves  depend : 
To  him  all  creatures  tribute  pay, 
And  luxury  employs  his  day." 

An  ox  by  chance  o'erheard  his  moan, 
And  thus  rebuk'd  the  lazy  drone. 

"  Dare  you  at  partial  fate  repine  ? 
How  kind's  your  lot  compar'd  with  mine! 
Decreed  to  toil,  the  barbarous  knife 
Hath  fever'd  me  from  facial  life ; 
Urg'd  by  the  {Simulating  goad, 
I  drag  the  cumb'rous  waggon's  load : 

*Tis  mine  to  tame  the  ftubborn  plain, 

Break  the  {tiff  foil,  and  houfe  the  grain; 

Yet  I  without  a  murmur  bear 

The  various  labours  of  the  year. 

But  then,  confider,  that  one  day 

(Perhaps  the  hour's  not  far  away) 

You,  by  the  duties  of  your  poft, 

Shall  turn  the  fpit  when  I'm  the  roafl ; 

And  for  reward  ihall  (hare  the  feaft, 

I  mean,  fhall  pick  my  bones  at  leaft." 
"  Till  now,  (th*  aftonifti'd  cur  replies), 

I  look'd  on  all  with  envious  eyes. 

How  falfe  we  judge  by  what  appears  ! 

All  creatures  feel  their  feveral  cares. 

If  thus  yon  mighty  beaft  complains  ; 

Perhaps  man  knows  fuperior  pains, 

Let  envy  then  no  more  torment  : 

Think  on  the  ox,  and  learn  content." 
Thus  faid,  clofe  following  at  her  heel, 

Wifh  cheerful  heart  he  mounts  the  wheel. 

FABLE    XVI. 

^le  Raven,  tbe  Sexton,  *nd  the  Earth-ivortat 

TO   LAURA. 

I/AURA,  methinks  you're  over-nice. 
True ;  flattery  is  a  (hocking  vice  : 
Yet  fure,  whene'er  the  praife  is  juft, 
One  may  commend  without  difguft. 
Am  I  a  privilege  deny'd, 
Indulg'd  by  every  tongue  befide  ? 
How  fingular  are  all  your  ways '. 
A  woman,  and  averfe  to  praife  I 
If  'tis  offence  fuch  truths  to  tell, 
Why  do  your  merits  thus  excel  f 

Since,  then,  I  dare  not  fpeak  my  nundia 
A  truth  confpicuous  to  mankind  ; 
Though  in  full  luftre  every  grace 
Diftinguiih  your  celeftial  face ; 
Though  beauties  of  inferior  ray 
(  Like  ftars  before  the  orb  of  day) 
Turn  pale  and  fade  ;  I  check  my  layss 
Admiring  what  I  dare  not  praife. 

If  you  the  tribute  due  difdain, 
The  mufe's  mortifying  ftrain 
Shall,  like  a  woman  in  mere  fpite, 
Set  beauty  in  a  moral  light. 

Though  fuch  revenge  might  fhock  the  C$p 
pf  many  a  celebrated  fair, 


mean  that  fuperfkial  raeft 
Whofe  thoughts  ne'er  reach  beyond  their  face ; 
What's  that  to  you  ?  I  but  difpleafe 
uch  ever-girlifh  ears  as  thefe. 
rirtue  can  brook  the  thoughts  of  age, 
'hat  lafts  the  fame  through  every  ftage. 
'hough  you  by  time  muft  fuffer  more 
Than  ever  woman  loft  before, 
^o  age  is  fuch  indifference  (hown, 
As  if  your  face  were  not  your  own. 
Were  you  by  Antoninus  taught  ? 
)r  is  it  native  ftrength  of  thought 
That  thus,  without  concern  or  fright, 
fou  view  yourfelf  by  reafon's  light  ? 

Thofe  eyes,  of  fo  divine  a  ray, 
What  are  they  ?  Mouldering,  mortal  clay, 
Thofe  features,  caft  in  heavenly  mould. 
Shall,  like  my  coarfer  earth,  grow  old ; 
Like  common  grafs,  the  faireft  flower 
Muft  feel  the  hoary  feafon's  power. 

How  weak,  how  vain,  is  human  pride  t 
Dares  man  upon  himfelf  confide  ? 
The  wretch,  who  glories  in  his  gain, 
Amaffes  heaps  on  heaps  in  vain. 
Why  lofe  we  life  in  anxious  cares. 
To  lay-in  hoards  for  future  years  ? 
Can  thofe  (when  tortur'd  by  difeafe) 
Cheer  our  fick  heart,  or  purchafe  eafe  ? 
Can  thofe  prolong  one  gafp  of  breath, 
Or  calm  the  troubled  hour  of  death  ? 

What's  beauty  ?  Call  ye  that  your  own  J 
A  flower  that  fades  as  foon  as  blown. 
What's  man  in  all  his  boaft  of  fway  J 
Perhaps  the  tyrant  of  a  day. 

Alike  the  laws  of  life  take  place 
Through  every  branch  of  human  race. 
The  monarch  of  long  regal  line 
Was  rais'd  from  duft  as  frail  as  mine. 
Can  he  pour  health  into  his  veins, 
Or  cool  the  fever's  reftlefs  pains  ? 
Can  he  (worn  down  in  nature's  courfe^ 
New-brace  his  feeble  nerves  with  force  f 
Can  he  (how  vain  is  mortal  power  !) 
Stretch  life  beyond  the  deftin'd  hour  ? 

Confider,  man;  weigh  well  thy  frame; 
The  king,  the  beggar,  is  the  fame. 
Duft  form'd  us  all.  Each  breathes  his  day, 
Then  finks  into  his  native  clay. 

Beneath  a  venerable  yew, 
That  in  the  lonely  church-yard  grew, 
Two  ravens  fate.  In  folemn  croak 
Thus  one  his  hungry  frienn  befpoke. 

*'  Methinks  I  fcen«  fomerich  repafl; 
The  favodr  ftrengthens  with  the  blaft  ; 
Snuff  then,  the  promis'cl  feaft  inhale  : 
I  tafte  the  carcafe  in  the  gale. 
Near  yonder  trees,  the  farmer's  fteed, 
From  toil  and  every  drudgery  freed, 
Hath  groan'd  his  laft.   A  dair.ty  treat  1 
To  birds  of  tafte,  delicious  meat  " 

A  fexton,  bufy  at  hi*  trade, 
To  hear  their  chat  lufpends  hi^  fpade. 
Death  ftruck  him  with  no  fanhcr  '.bought. 
Than  merely  as  the  fees  he  brought- 
"  Was  ever  two  fuch  blur>dering  fi'wls, 
In  brains  and  manners  lefs  than  oxvlsl 
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Blockheads,  (fays  he),  leara  more  refpect : 
Know  ye  on  whom  ye  thus  reflect  ? 
In  this  fame  grave  (who  does  me  right, 
Muft  own  the  work  is  ftrong  and  tight) 
The  'fquire,  that  yon  fair  hall  poffeft, 
To-night  (hall  lay  his  bones  at  reft. 
Whence  could  the  grofs  miftake  proceed  I 
The  'fquire  was  fomewhat  fat  indeed. 
What  then  ?  the  meaneft  bird  of  prey 
Such  want  of  fenfe  could  ne'er  betray  ; 
For  fure  feme  difference  muft  be  found 
(Suppofe  the  fmelling  organ  found) 
In  carcafes  (fay  what  we  can), 
Or  where's  the  dignity  of  man  ?" 

With  due  refpetft  tojiuman  race, 
The  ravens  undertook  the  cafe. 
In  fuch  fimilitude  of  fcent, 
Kan  ne'er  couki  think  reflections  meant. 
As  epicures  extol  a  treat, 
And  feem  their  favoury  words  to  eat, 
They  prals'd  dead  horfe,  luxurious  food  ! 
The  vcnifon  of  the  prefcient  brood. 
The  fexton's  indignation,  mov'd, 
The  mean  comparifon  reprov'd ; 
Their  undifcerning  palate  blam'd, 
Which  two-legg'd  carrion  thus  defam'd. 

Reproachful  fpeech  from  either  fide 
The  want  of  argument  fupply'd  ; 
They  rail,  revile ;'  as  often  ends 
The  conteft  of  disputing  friends. 

"  Hold,  (fays  the  fowl) ;  fince  human  pride 
With  confutation  ne'er  comply'd, 
Let's  ftate  the  cafe,  and  then  refer 
The  knotty  point,  for  tafte  may  err." 

As  thus  he  fpoke,  from  out  the  mould 
An  earth-worm,  huge  of  Cze,  unroll'd 
His  monftrous  length  :  they  ftrait  agree 
To  choofe  him  as  their  referee  : 
So  to  th'  experience  of  his  jaw» 
Each  ftatcs  the  merits  of  the  caufe. 

He  paiis'd;  and,  with  a  folemn  tone, 
Thus  made  his  fage  opinion  known  : 

"  On  carcafes  of  every  kind 
This  maw  hath  elegantly  din'd  ; 
Provok'd  by  luxury  or  need, 
On  beaft,  er  fowl,  or  man,  1  feed  t 
Such  fmall  diftinvftion  *s  in  the  favour, 
By  turns  I  choofe  the  fancy'd  flavour : 
Yet  I  muft  own  (that  human  beaft  :) 
A  glutton  is  the  ranked  feaft. 
Man,  ceafe  this  boaft ;  for  human  pride 
Hath  various  tra&s  to  range  bcfide. 
The  prince  who  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
The  judge  whcfe  dictate  fix'd  the  lavr, 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  great,  the  fmall, 
Are  levell'd;  death  confounds  them  all. 
Then  think  not  that  we  reptiles  {hare 
Such  cates,  fuch  elegance  of  fare ; 
T/he  only  true  and  real  good 
Of  man  was  sever  vermins  food ; 
yTis  feated  in  th'  immortal  mind ; 
Virtue  diftinguiihes  mankind, 
And  that  (as  yet  ne'er  harbour'd  here) 
Mounts  with  the  foul  we  know  not  where, 
So,  Good-man,  fexton,  fiace  the  cafe 
Appears  ^jth  &&  a  dubious  face, 


To  neither  I  the  caufe  determine, 

For  different  taftes  pleafe  different  vermin.'* 

AYE    AND 


A    FABtE    *. 

IN  Fable  all  things  hold  difcourfe, 

Then  words,  no  doubt,  muft  talk  of  eourfr, 

Once  on  a  time,  near  Cannon-row, 
Twe  hoftile  adverbs,  Aye  and  No, 
Were  haftening  to  the  field  of  fight, 
And  front  to  front  ftood  oppofite  ; 
Before  each  general  join'd  the  van, 
Aye,  the  more  courteous  knight,  began. 

"  Stop,  pecvifh  Particle  !  beware  ! 
I'm  told  you  are  not  fuch  a  bear, 
But  fometimes  yield  when  offer'd  fair. 
Suffer  yon  folks  awhile  to  tattle  ; 
'Ti»  we  who  muft  decide  the  battle. 
Whene'er  we  war  on  yonder  ftage, 
With  various  fate  and  equal  rage, 
The  nation  trembles  at  each  blow 
That  No  gives  Aye,  and  Aye  gives  N«  j 
Yet,  in  expenfive  long  contention, 
We  gain  nor  office,  grant,  or  penfion. 
Why  then  ihould  kinsfolks  quarrel  thus  * 
(For  two  of  you  make  one  of  us.) 
To  fome  wife  ftatcfman  let  us  go, 
Where  each  his  proper  ufe  may  know  : 
He  may  admit  two  fuch  commanders, 
And  make  thofe  wait  who  ferv'd  in  Flanders. 
Let's  quarter  on  a  great  man's  tongue, 
A  treaTury  lord,  not  Maifter  Young. 
Obfequious  at  his  high  command, 
Aye  ftall  march  forth  to  tax  the  land; 
Impeachmepts  No  can  beft  refift, 
And  Aye  fupport  the  Civil  lift  : 
Aye,  quick  as  Casfar,  wins  the  day, 
And  No,  like  Fabius,  by  delay, 
Sometimes  in  mutual  fly  difguife, 
Let  Aye's  feem  No's,  and  No's  feem  Aye's; 
Aye's  be  in  courts  denials  meant, 
And  No's  In  bifhops  g^ive  confent." 

Thus  Aye  propos'd-  —  and,  for  reply, 
No,  for  the  firft  time,  anfwer'd  Aye.  ' 
They  parted  with  a  thoufand  kifl'es, 
And  fight  e'er  fince  for  pay,  like  Swiffei. 


DUKE  UPON  DUKE  f  : 

AN  EXCELLKNT  NEW  BALLAD.— TO  TUE  TCN1  «8 
CHEVY-CJACZ. 

To  lordlings  proud  I  tune  my  lay, 

Who  feaft  in  bower  or  hall : 
Though  dukes  they  be,  to  dukes  I  fay, 

That  pride  will  have  a  fall. 

Now  that  this  fame  it  is  right  footh, 
Full  plainly  doth  appear, 

*  Taken  from  tbe  Mifcellanies  fruUiJktd  by  Sv>i/i 
and  Pope. 

t  This  humorous  Ballad  Is  afcribcd  tg  Gay  on  con- 
jefiure  only.  It  is  among  the  Mifcellanies  pubitjbed  by 
Siuift  and  Pope  ;  is  tbtre  marked  as  not  the 
and  b<v  never  b&en  confid.ercd  as  PopSs. 


UPON  DUKE  :  A  BALLAD. 


Ff*tti  what  befc!  John  Duke  of  Guife*, 

And  Nic  of  Lancaftere -f. 
When  Richard  Cceur-de-Lion  reign'd,    » 

(Which  means  a  lion's  heart,) 
Like  him  his  barons  rag'd  and  roar'd  • 

Each  play'd  a  lion's  part. 

A  word  and  blow  was  then  enough  : 

Such  honour  did  them  prick, 
If  you  but  turn'd  your  cheek,  a  cuff; 

And,  if  your  a— fe,  a  kick. 
Xook  in  their  flee,  they  tweak'd  yotir  nofe, 

At  every  turn  fell  to  't ; 
Come  near,  they  trod  upon  your  toes; 

Thev  fought  from  head  to  foot. 

Of  thefe  the  Duke  of  Lancaftere 

Stood  paramount  in  pride  : 
He  kick'd  and  cuff'd,  and  tweak'd  and  trod 

His  foes,  and  friends  befide.       » 

Firm  on  his  front  his  beaver  fate ; 

So  broad,  it  hid  his  chin  ; 
For  why  ?  he  deem'd  no  man  his  mate, 

And  fcar'd  to  tan  his  (kin. 

With  Spanifh  wool  he  dy'd  his  cheek, 

With  effence  oil'd  his  hair ; 
No  vixen  £  vet-cat  fo  fweet, 

Nor  could  fo  fcratch  and  tear. 

Right  tall  he  made  himfelf  to  (how, 
Though  made  full  ihort  by  God  : 

And,  when  all  other  dukes  did  bow, 
This  duke  did  only  nod, 

Yet  courteous,  blithe,  and  debonnair, 

To  Guife's  duke  was  he  : 
Was  ever  fuch  a  loving  pair  ? 

How  could  they  difagree  ? 

Oh,  thus  it  was :  he  lov'd  him  dear, 

And  caft  how  to  requite  him  ; 
And  having  no  friend  left  but  this, 

He  deem'd  it  meet  to  fight  him. 

Forthwith  he  drench'd  his  defperate  quill, 

And  thus  he  did  endite  : 
*  This  eve  at  whift  ourfelf  will  play, 

"  Sir  Duke !  be  here  to-night." 

"  Ah  no!  ah  no  :"  the  guilelefs  Guife 

Demurely  did  reply ; 
**  I  cannot  go,  nor  yet  can  ftand, 

"  So  fore  the  gout  have  I." 
The  duke  in  wrath  call'd  for  his  ftceds, 

And  fiercely  drove  them  on  ; 
Lord  !  lord  !  how  rattled  then  thy  (tones, 

O  kingly  Kenfington  f  1 
All  in  a  trice  he  rufh'd  on  Guife, 

Thruft  out  his  lady  dear; 
He  tweak'd  his  nofc,  trod  on  his  toee, 

And  fmote  him  on  the  ear. 


*  Sir  Join  Guife. 

f  Nicholas  Lord  Lecbmere,  Chancellor  of  tie  Duchy 
of  Lancajler. 

t  Lori  Lechme  re  lived  at  Camcftn-hfufe^  near  Ken- 


But  mark,  how  inidft  of  victory 

Fate  plays  her  old  dog  trick  ! 
Up  leap'd  Duke  John,  and  knock' d  him  down, 

And  fo  down  fell  Duke  Nic. 

Alas,  oh  Nic  !  6h  Nic,  alas  ! 

Right  did  thy  goflip  call  thee : 
As  who  fhtmld  fay,  alas  the  day 

When  John  of  Guife  (hall  maul  thee ! 
For  on  thee  did  he  clap  his  chair, 

And  on  that  chair  did  fit ; 
And  look  as  if  he  meant  therein 

To  do  — —  what  was  not  fit. 

Up  didft  thout  look,  oh  woful  duke ! 

Thy  mouth  yet  durft  not  ope, 
Certes  for  fear  of  finding  there 

A  t — d  inftead  of  trope. 

"  Lie  there,  thou  caitiff  vile  !"  quoth  Guife, 

"  No  (beet  is  here  to  fave  thee  : 
"  The  caferuent  it  is  (hut  like  wife ; 

"  Beneath  my  feet  I  have  thee. 

«  If  thou  haft  aught  to  fpeak,  fpeak  out,*' 

Then  Lancaftere  did  cry, 
"  &riow'ft  thou  not  me,  nor  yet  thyfelf  ? 

"  Who  thou,  and  who  am  I  ? 

"  Know'ft  thou  not  me,  who  (God  be  prais'«!) 
"   Havt  brawl'd  and  quarrell'd  more, 

"  Than  all  the  line  of  Lancaftere, 
"  That  battled  heretofore  ? 

In  fenates  fam'd  for  many  a  fpeech, 
"  And  (what  fome  awe  muft  give  ye, 
Though  laid  thus  low  beneath  thy  breach) 
"  Still  of  the  council  privy ; 

Still  of  the  dtichy  chancellor : 

"  Durante  life  I  have  it ; 

And  turn,  as  now  thou  doft  on  me, 

*'  Mine  a — e  on  them  that  gave  it.'* 

But  now  the  fervants  they  rufh'd  inf 
And  Duke  Nic,  up  leap'd  he  : 
I  will  not  cope  againft  fuch  odds, 
«  But,  Guife !  I'll  fight  with  thee  ? 

To-morrow  with  thee  will  I  fight 

"  Under  the  green-wood  tree." 

No,  not  to-morrow,  but  to-night" 

(Quoth  Guife)  "  I'll  fight  with  thee." 
And  now  the  fun  declining  low 

Beftreak'd  with  blood  the  fkies ; 
When,  with  his  fword  at  faddle-bovr, 

Rode  forth  the  valiant  Guife. 
?ull  gently  pranc'd  he  o'er  the  lawn, 

Oft  roll'd  his  eyes  around, 
And  from  the  ftirrup  ftretch'd  to  find 

Who  was  not  to  be  found. 

brandiuYd  he  the  blade  in  air, 

Long  look'd  the  field  all  o'er  : 
At  length  he  fpy'd  the  merry-nien  brown, 

And  eke  the  coach  and  four. 

•"rom  out  the  boot  bold  Nicholas 

Did  wave  his  wand  fo  white, 
As  pointing  out  the  gloomy  glade 

Wherein  he  meant  to  fight,  .     • 
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All  in  that  dreadful  hour  fo  calm 

Was  Lancaftere  to  fee, 
As  if  he  meant  to  take  the  air, 

Or  only  take  a  fee  : 
And  fo  he  did — for  to  New  Court 

His  rolling  wheels  did  run  : 
Not  that  he  fliunn'd  the  doubtful  ftrife ; 

But  bufintfs  muft  be  done, 
Back  in  the  dark,  by  Brampton-park, 

He  turn'd  up  through  the  Gore  ! 
So  flunk  to  Camden-houfe  fo  high, 

All  in  his  coach  and  four. 
Mean  while  Duke  Guifc  did  fret  and  fume, 

A  fight  it  was  to  fee, 


Benumb'd  beneath  the  evening  deW 
Under  the  green-wood  tree. 

Then,  wet  and  weary,  home  he  far'd, 
Sore  muttering  all  the  way, 

"  The  day  I  meet  him,  Nic  fhall  rue 
"  The  cudgel  of  that  day. 

"  Mean  time  on  every  pifling  poft 
"  Pafte  we  this  recreant's  name, 

"  So  that  each  pifler-by  (hall  read 
"  And  pifs  againft  the  fame." 

Now  God  prefer ve  our  gracious  king, 

And  grant  his  nobles  all 
May  learn  this  lefibn  from  Duke  Nic« 

That  pride  will  Lave  a  fall  / 


DIONE. 

A  PASTORAL  TRAGEDY. 


"  Sunt  numina  amanti. 
«  Sxvit  ct  injufti  lege  relida  Venus.' 


TIBUL.  Eleg.  v.  Lib.  I. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 
&VANDER  vttdff  the  name  ( 

CiEANTHES. 


WOMEN. 

DlONE  under  the  name  »f  ALEXfl* 
PARTHENIA. 
LAURA. 


f  Artadia. 


ACT  1.    SCENE  I. 

4  PAw»j  at  the  Foot  ofajleep  craggy  Mountain. 

DIONE.  LAURA. 

Laura, 

Vv  HV  doft  thou  fly  me  ?  Stay,  unhappy  fair, 
Seek  not  thefe  horrid  caverns  of  defpair  ; 
To  trace  thy  fteps,  the  midnight  air  I  bore, 
Trod  the  brown  defert,  and  unfhelter'd  moor  : 
Three  times  the  lark  has  fung  his  matin  lay, 
And  rofe  on  dewy  wing  to  meet  the  day, 
Since  firil  I  found  thee,  ftretch'd  in  penfive  mood, 
Where  laurels  border  Ladon's  filver  flood. 

Diont, 

O  let  my  foul  with  grateful  thanks  o'erflow  ! 
'Tis  to  thy  hand  my  daily  life  I  owe. 
Like  the  weak  lamb,  you  rais'd  me  from  the  plain, 
Too  faint  to  bear  bleak  winds  and  beating  rain j 


Each  day  I  mare  thy  bowl  and  clean  repafl-j 
Each  night  thy  roof  defends  the  chilly  blaft. 
But  vain  is  all  thy  friendship,  vain  thy  care ; 
Forget  a  wretch  abandon'd  to  defpair. 

Laura. 

Defpair  will  fly  thec,  when  thou  fhalt  impart 
The  fatal  fecret  that  torments  thy  heart ; 
Difclofe  thy  forrows  to  my  faithful  ear, 
Tnftrudt  thefe  eyes  to  give  thee  tear  for  tear. 
Love,  love's  the  eaufe ;  our  forefts  fpeak  thy  flame^ 
The  rocks  have  learnt  to  figh  Evander'»  name. 
If  faultering  fliame  thy  bafhful  tongue  reftrain, 
If  thou  haft  look'd,  and  blufh'd,  and  figh'd  in  vain; 
Say,  in  what  grove  thy  lovely  fhepherd  ftray«, 
Tell  me  what  mountains  warble  with  his  layi ; 
Thither  I'll  fpeed  me,  and  with  moving  art 
Draw  foft  confcflions  from  his  melting  heart, 

Dione. 

Thy  generous  care  has  touch'd  my  fecret  woe. 
Love  bids  thefe  fcalding  tears  inceflant  flow. 
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Ill  fated  love !  O  fay,  ye  fylvan  maids, 
Who  range  wide  foreftsand  fequefter'd  Ihades, 
Say  where  Evander  bled,  point  out  the  ground 
That  yet  is  purple  with  the  favage  wound. 
Yonder  he  lies  ;  1  hear  the  bird  of  prey  ; 
High  o'er  thofe  cliffs  the  raven  wings  his  way ; 
Hark  how  he  croaks  !  he  fcents  the  murder  near. 

0  may  no  greedy  beak  his  vifage  tear  ! 

Shield  him,  ye  Cupids ;  ftrip  the  Paphian  grove, 
And  ftrow  unfading  myrtle  o'er  my  love  1 
Down,  heaving  heart. 

Laura. 
— The  mournful  tale  difclofe. 

Dione. 

Let  not  my  tears  intrude  on  thy  repofe. 
Yet  if  thy  friendfhip  ftill  the  caufe  requeft; 
I'llfpeak,  though  forrow  rend  my  labouring  breaft. 
Know  then,  fair  fhepherdefs,  no  honeft  fwain 
Taught  me  the  duties  of  the  peaceful  plain  ; 
Unus'd  to  fweet  content,  no  flocks  I  keep, 
Nor  browzing  goats  that  overhang  the  fteep. 
Born  where  Orchomenos'  proud  turrets  fhine, 

1  trace  my  birth  from  long  illuftrious  line, 
Why  was  I  train'd  amidft  Arcadia's  court  ? 
Love  ever  revels  in  that  gay  refort. 
Whene'er  Evander  part,  my  fmitten  heart 
Heav'd  frequent  fighs,  and  felt  unufual  fmart. 
Ah !  hadft  thou  fcen  with  what  fweet  grace  he 

mov'd '. 
Yet  why  that  wifh  ?  for  Laura  then  had  lov'd. 

Laura. 
Diftruft  me  not ;  thy  fecret  wrongs  impart, 

Dione. 

Forgive  the  fallies  of  a  breaking  heart. 
Evander's  fighs  his  mutual  flame  confeft, 
The  growing  paflion  labour'd  in  his  breaft  ; 
To  me  he  came  ;  my  heart  with  rapture  fprung. 
To  fee  the  blufhes,  when  his  faultering  tongue 
Firft  faid,  I  love.  My  eyes  confent  reveal, 
And  plighted  vows  our  faithful  paflion  feal : 
Where's  now  the  lovely  youth  ;  he's  loft,  he's  flam, 
And  the  pale  corfe  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain  I 

Laura, 

Arc  thus  the  hopes  of  conftant  lovers  paid  ? 
If  thus — ye  powers,  from  love  defend  the  maid. 

Dione. 

Now  have  twelve  mornings  warmM  the  purple  eaft 
Since  my  dear  hunter  rous'dthe  tufky  beaft; 
Swift  flew  the  foaming  monfter  through  the  wood, 
Swift  as  the  wind,  his  eager  fteps  purfued : 
'Twasthen  the  favage  turn'd ;  then  fell  the  youth 
And  his  dear  blood  diftain'd  the  barbarous  tooth. 

j ,aurct, 

Was  there  none  near  ?  no  ready  fucconr  found  ? 
Nor  healing  herb  to  ftaunch  the  fpouting  wound  ? 

Dione. 

In  vain  through  pathlefs  woods  the  hunters  croft, 
And  fought  with  anxious  eye  their  mafter  loft; 
In  vain  their  frequent  hollows  echo'd  fhrill, 
And  his  lov'd  name  was  fent  from  rml  to  'hill ; 
Evander  hears  you  not.  He's  loft,  he's  flain, 
And  the  pale  coife  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain. 

Laura. 

Has  yet  no  clown  (who,  wandering  from  the  way, 
Beats  every  bufli  to  raife  ttie  lamb  aftray) 
Ob&rv'd  the  faul  fpot  \  5 


Dltnt, 

-  O,  if  ye  pafs 
Where  purple  murder  dyes  the  wither'd  grafs, 
With  pious  finger  gently  clofe  his  eyes, 
And  let  his  grave  with  decent  verdure  rife. 


Laura. 

Sehold  the  turtle  who  has  loft  her  mate  ; 
Awhile  with  drooping  wing  fhe  mourns  his  fate  9 
Sullen,  awhile  fhe  feeks  the  darkeft  grove, 
And  cooing  meditates  the  murder'd  dove; 
But  time  the  rueful  image  wears  away, 
Again  fhe's  cheer'd,  again  fhe  feeks  the  day. 
Spare  then  thy  beauty,  and  no  longer  pine. 


Yet  fure  fome  turtle's  love  has  equal'd  mine, 
Who,  when  the  hawk  has  fnatch'd  her  mate  away, 
Hath  never  known  the  glad  return  of  day. 
When  my  fond  father  faw  my  faded  eye, 
And  on  my  livid  cheek  the  rofes  die  ; 
When  catching  fighs  my  wafted  bofom  mov'd* 
My  looks,  my  fighs,  confirm'd  him  that  I  lov'd* 
He  knew  not  that  Evander  was  my  flame, 
Evander  dead  1  my  paffion  ftill  the  fame! 
He  came,  he  threaten'd  ;  with  paternal  fway, 
Cleanthes  nam'd,  and  fix'd  the  nuptial  day  ; 

0  cruel  kindnefs  !  too  feverely  preft  ! 

1  fcorn  his  honours,  and  his  wealth  deleft. 

Laura. 
How  vain  is  force  !  Love  ne'er  can  be  compell'dL 

Dione. 

Though  bound  my  duty,  yet  my  heart  rebell'd. 
One  night,  when  fleep  had  hufh'd  all  bufy  fpics, 
And  the  pale  moon  had  journey'd  half  the  ikies, 
Softly  I  rofe  and  drefs'd  ;  with  filent  tread, 
Unbarr'd  the  gates,  and  to  thefe  mountains  fled, 
Here  let  me  foothc  the  melancholy  hours  i 
Clofe  me,  ye  woods,  within  your  twilight  bowers  j 
Where  my  calm  foul  may  fettled  forrow  know, 
And  no  Cleanthes  interrupt  my  woe 
With  importuning  love  — 

\_Melancboly  JMuJtf  is  hfard  at  a  dtfiaact, 

On  yonder  plain 

Advances  flow  a  melancholy  train  ; 
Black  cyprefs  boughs  their  drooping  heads  adorn. 

Laura. 

Alas  !   Menalcas  to  his  grave  is  borne. 
Behold  the  victim  of  Parthenia's  pride  ! 
He  faw,  he  figh'd,  he  lov'd,  was  fcorn'd,  and  dy'd, 

Dione. 

Where  dwells  thb  beauteous  tyrant  of  the  plains  ? 
Where  may  I  fee  her  ? 

Laura. 

-  Aflc  the  Cghing  fwain». 
They  beft  can  fpeak  the  conquefls  ot  her  eyes  ; 
Whoever  fees  her,  loves;  who  love*  her,  dies, 

Dront. 

Perhaps  untimely  fate  her  flame  hath  crofs'd, 
And  fhe,  like  me,  hath  her  Evander  loft. 
How  rny  foul  pities  her  I 

Laura. 

-  -  If  pity  move 

Your  generous  bofom,  pity  thofe  who  love. 
There  iate  arriv'd  among  our  fylvan  race 
A  itrangtr  fhepherd3  who  with  lonely 
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Ifrfits  thofe  mountain-pines  at  dawn  of  day, 
Where  oft  Parthenia  takes  her  early  way 
To  roufe  the  chafe ;  mad  with  his  amorous  pain, 
jle  flops  and  raves;  then  fullen  walks  again. 
Parthenia's  name  is  borne  by  pafling  gales, 
And  talking  hills  repeat  it  to  the  dales. 
Come,  let  us  from  this,  vale  of  forrow  go, 
Uor  let  the  mournful  fcene  prolong  thy  woe. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE   II*. 

Shepherds  and  Shepherdess  (crowned  with  garlands  of 
eyprefs  and  yew}  bear  ing  the  body  of  Menalcas. 

j/?  Shepherd. 

Here  gently  reft  the  corfe — With  faultering  breath 
Thus  fpake  Menalcas  on  the  verge  of  death. 
•*  Belov'd  Palemon,  hear  a  dying  friend  ; 
*•  See,  where  jon  hills  with  craggy  brows  afcend, 
«*  Low  in  the  valley  where  the  mountain  grows, 
M  There  firft  I  faw  her,  there  began  my  woes. 
•*  When  I  am  cold,  miy  there  this  clay  be  laid  ! 
u  There  often  ftrays  the  dear,  the  cruel  maid  ; 
«  There  as  fhe  walks,  perhaps  you'll  hear  her  fay, 
*  (While  a  kind  gufhing  tear  fhall  force  its  way) 
<•  How  could  my  ftubborrf  heart  felentlefs  prove  ? 
"  Ah,  poor  Menalcas— all  thy  fault  was  love  l" 

Id  Shepherd. 

When  pitying  lion's  o'er  a  carcafe  groan, 
And  hungry  tigers  bleeding  kids  bemoan ; 
When  the  lean  wolf  laments  the  mangled  fhcep ; 
Then  fhall  Parthenia  o'er  Menalcas  weep. 

ifl  Shepherd. 

When  famifh'd  panthers  f eek  their  morning  food, 
And  monfters  roar  along  the  defer t  wood ; 
When  biffing  vipers  rtiftle  through  the  brake, 
Or  in  the  path- way  rear's  the  fpeckled  fnake'; 
The  wary  fwain  th*  approaching  peril  fpies, 
And  through  fome  diftant  road  fecurely  flies. 
Jly  then,  ye  fwains,  from  beauty's  furer  wound. 
Such  was  the  fate  our  poor  Menalcas  found. 

3<f  Shepherd. 

What  fhepherd  does  not  mourn  Menalcas  flain  ! 
Kiil'd  by  a  barbarous  woman's  proud  difdain  ! 
"Whoe'er  attempts  to  bend  her  fcornful  mind, 
Cries  to  the  deferts,  and  purfues  the  wind. 

ift  Shepherd. 

With  every  grace  Menalcas  was  endow'd, 
His  merits  dazzled  all  the  fylvan  crowd. 
If  you  would  know  his  pipe's  melodious  found, 
Afk.  all  the  echoes  of  thefe  hills  around, 
For  they  have  learnt  his  ftrains ;  who  fhall  rehearfe 
The  ftrength,  the  cadence  of  his  taneful  verfe  ? 
Go,  read  thofe  lofty  poplars ;  there  you'll  find 
Some  tender  fonnet  grow  on  every  rind. 

Id  Shepherd. 

Yet  what  avails  his  fkill  ?  Parthenia  flies. 
Can  merit  hope  fuccefs  in  woman's  eyes  ? 

•    jfl  Shepherd. 

Why  was  Parthenia  form'd  of  fofteft  mould  ? 
Why  does  her  heart  fuch  favage  nature  hold  ? 
O  ye  kind  gods  !  or  all  her  charms  efface, 
Or  tame  her  heart — fo  fpare  the  fhephcrd  race. 

»*'  *   This  and  the  following  fcene  are  formed  upon  the 
novel  of  Marctlla  in  Don  Quixote. 
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id  Slepljerd. 

As  fade  the  flowers  which  on  the  grave  I  cad  j 
So  may  Parthenia's  tranficnt  beauty  wafte  i 

ijl  Shepherd. 

What  woman  ever  counts  the  fleeting  years, 
Or  fees  the  wrinkle  which  her  forehead  wears  ? 
Thinking  her  features  never  fhall  decay, 
This  fwain  me  fcorns,  from  that  (he  turns  away. 
But  know,  as  when  the  rofe  her  bud  enfolds, 
Awhile  each  brcaft  the  fhort-liv'd  fragrance  holds  ; 
When  the  dry  ftalk  lets  drop  her  fhrivell'd  pride, 
The  lovely  ruin's  ever  thrown  afide. 
So  fhall  Parthenia  be. 

id  Shepherd. 
—  See,  fhe  appears, 
To  boaft  her  fpoils,  and  triumph  in  our  tears, 


SCENE    III. 
Parthenia  appears  from  the  mountain* 

PARTHENIA   SHEPHERDS. 

Jft  Shepherd. 

Why  this  way  doft  thpu  turn  thy  baneful  eyeSf1 
Pernicious  bafilifk  ?  Lo  !  there  he  lies. 
There  lies  the  youth  thy  curfcd  beauty  flew  ; 
See,  at  thy  prefence,  how  he  bleeds  anew  1 
Look  down,  enjey  thy. murder. 
Partbcnia. 

— Spare  my  famej 

I  COOK  to  clear  a  virgin's  injur'd  name. 
If  I'm  a  bafilifk,  the  danger  fly, 
Skun  the  fwii't  glances  of  my  venom'd  eye  4 
If  I'm  a  murderer,  why  approach  ye  near, 
And  t*  the  dagger  lay  your  bofora  bare  ? 


I/?  Shepherd. 
>faj 


What  heart  is  proof  againfl  that  face  divine  ? 
Love  is  not  in  our  power. 

Parthenia.  , 

— Is  love  in  mine  ? 

If  e'er  I  trifled  with  a  fhepherd's  pain, 
Or  with  falfe  hope  his  paflion  ftrovc  to  gain ; 
Then  might  you  juftly  curfe  my  favage  mind, 
Then  might  you  rank  me  with  the  ierpent  kind  : 
But  I  ne'er  trifled  with  a  fhepherd's  pum, 
Nor  with  falfe  hope  his  paflion  ftrove  to  gain  : 
'  Tis  to  his  rafh  purfuit  he  owes  his  fate  ; 
I  was  not  cruel ;  he  was  obftinate. 

Ifl  Shepherd. 

Hear  this,  ye  fighing  fhepherds,  and  defpaiir. 
Unhappy  Lycidas,  thy  hour  is  near  !  [doojto, 

Since  the  fame  barbarous  hand  hath   fign'd  thf 

We'll  lay  thee  in  our  lov'd  Menalcas'  tomb, 

P&Ttbcnia. 

Why  will  'intruding  man  my  peace  deftroy  ? 
Let  me  content  and  folitude  enjoy  ; 

Free  was  I  born  ;  my  freedom  to  maintain, 

Early  I  fought  the  unambitious  plain. 

Molt  women's  weak  refolves,  like  reeds,  will  plf , 

Shake  with  each  breath,  and  bend  with  every  figh$. 

Mine,  like  an  oakj  whofe  firm  roots  deep  defceudg 

Nor  breath  of  love  can  fhake,  nor  figh  can  bend. 

If  ye  unhappy  Lycidas  would  fave; 

Go  feck  him,  lead  him  to  Menalcas'  grave; 

Forbid  his  eyes  with  flowing  grief  to  rain, 

Like  him  M'enalcas  wept,  but  wept  in  vain  • 
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feid  him  his  heart-confuming  groans  give  o'er  : 
Tell  hint,  I  heard  fuch  piercing  groans  before^ 
And  heard  unmov'd.     O  Lycidas,be  wife, 
Prevent  thy  fate. — Lo  !  there  Mcnalcas  lies. 

l/t  Shepherd. 

Now  all  the  melancholy  rites  are  paid, 
And  o'er  his  grave  the  weeping  marble  laid ; 
Let's  feek  >ur  charge  ;  the  flocks,  difpsrfing  wide, 
Whiten  with  moving  fleece  the  mountain's  fide. 
Truft  not,  ye  fwains,  the  lightning  of  her  eye, 
JLeft  ye,  like  him,  fhould  love,  defpair,  and  die, 
\_E\eunt  Sheplertls,  15V  Partbenia  remains  in  a  me- 
lantboly  pojlure^  looking  on  the  grave  of  MeaatfOJ. 

SCENE     IV. 
LYCIDAS,  PARTHENIA. 

Lycidas. 
When  fhall  my  fteps  have  reft  ?  through  all  tHe 

wood, 

And  by  the  winding  banks  of  Ladon's  flood, 
I  fought  my  love.     O  fay,  ye  Skipping  fawns 
(Who  range  entangled  fhades  and  daify'd  lawns) 
If  ye  have  feen  her  !  fay,  ye  warbling  race 
(Who  meafure  on  fwift  wing  th'  aerial  fpace, 
And  view  below  hills,  dales,  and  diftant  fhores) 
Where  fhall  I  find  her  whom  my  foul  adores  1 

SCENE     V. 
LYCIDAS,  PARTHENIA,  DIONE,  LAURA. 

[Dione  and  Laura  *t  a  dijlance* 

Lysidas. 

What  do  I  fee  ?  no.     Fancy  mocks  my  eyes,    x 
And  bids  the  dear  deluding  vifion  rife. 
,  *Tis  fhe.   My  fpringing  heart  her  prefence  feels. 
See,  proftrate  Lycidas  before  thee  kneels. 

f  Kneeling  to  Paribenia. 
Why  will  Parthenia  turn  her  face  away  ? 

Partbenia. 

Who  calls  Parthenia  ?  hah  ! 

\SbeJlartj  from  her  melancholy  :  and,  feeing  Lycidas , 
fiies  into  the  wood. 

Lycidas. 

Stay,  virgin,  ftay. 

O  wing  my  feet,  kind  love.  See,  fee,  fhe  bounds, 
fleet  as  the  mountain  roe,  when  preft  by  hounds. 
[He  purfues  hery  Dione  faints  in  the  arms  of  Laura.- 

Laura. 

What  means  this  trembling  ?  All  her  colour  flits, 
And  life  is  quite  unftrung.  Ah  !   lift  thy  eyes, 
And  anfwcr  me  ;  fpeak,  fpeak,  'tis  Laura  calls. 
Speech  has  forfook  her  lips. — She  taints,  fhe  tails. 
Fan  her,  ye  zephyrs,  with  your  balmy  breath, 
And  bring  her  quickly  from  the  fhades  of  death  : 
Blow,  yc  cool  gales    See,  fee.  the  toreft  (hakes 
With  coming  winds  :  flic  breathes,  ihc  moves,  flie 
wakes. 

Dione. 
Ah,  falfe  Evander ! 

Za«rT. 

Calm  thy  fobbing  breaft. 

Say,  what  new  fcrrovv  has  thy  heart  oppreft  ? 

Dione. 

Didft.  thou  not  hear  his  fighs  and  fuppliarit  tone  ? 
Didft  thou  not  hear  the  pitying  mountain  groan  ? 
Vw.  VW, 


Didft  thou  not  fee  Iran  besd  his  fuppllant  knee  ?. 

Thus  in  my  happy  days  he  knelt  to  me, 

And  pour'd  forth  all  his  foul !  See  how  he  ftrains, 

And  leffcnu  to  the  fight  o'er  yonder  plains, 

To  keep  the  fair  in  view  !  Run,  virgin  run, 

Hear  not  his  vows  ;  I  heard,  and  was  undone  » 

Laura. 

Let  not  imaginary  terror  fright ; 
Some  dark  deJufion  fwims  before  thy  fight; 
I  faw  Parthenia  from  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  Lycidas  with  prollrate  duty  bow ; 
Swift,  a*  the  falcon's  wing,  1  faw  her  fly, 
And  heard  the  cavern  to  his  groans  reply. 
Why  ftream  thy  tears  for  lorrows  not  thy  own  ? 

Dione. 

Oh  !  xvherc  are  honour^ faith,  and  juftice  flown  ? 
Perjur'd  tvander ! 

Laura. 

— i — Death  has  laid  him  loV. 
Touch  rot  the  mournful  firing  that  wakes  th/ 
woe. 

Dione. 

That  amorous  fwain;  whom  Lycidas  you  name, 
( WhoiTe  faitiilefs  bofum  feels  another  flame) 
Is  my  once  kind  Evahder — yes— -'twas*  he. 
He  lives — but  lives,  alas !  no  more  for  me.- 

Laura. 
Let  not  thy  frautic  words  confefs  defpair* 

Dione.    . 

What,  know  I  not  his  voice,  his  mi<m,  his  air  ? 
Ifes,  I  that  treacherous  voice  with  joy  believ'd, 
That  voice,,  that  r&ien,  that  air,  my  foal  d«-» 

ceiv'd. 

If  my  dear  fhepherd  love  the  lawns,  and  glades, 
With  him  I'll  range  the  lawns,  and  feek  the  fhadeftj 
With  him  through  folitary  deferts  rove. 
But  could  he  leave  me  for  another  love  ? 
O  bafe  ingratitude  1 

Laura. 

bufpend  thy  grief, 

And  let  my  friebdly  counfel  bring  relief 
To  thy  defponding  foul.  Parthenia's  eair 
Is  barr'd  for  ever  to  the  lover's  prayer  ; 
Eyander  courts  difdain,  he  follows  fcorn,  i 

And  in  the  paffing  winds  his  vows  ate  borne* 
Soon  will  he  find  that  all  in  vain  he  ilrove 
To  tame  her  bofom;  then  his  former  love 
Shall  wake  his  fcul;  then  will  he  fighing  blanifc 
His  heart  inconftant,  and  his  pcrrjur'd  flame  : 
Then  flull  he  at  Dione%  feet  implore, 
Lament  his  broken  faith,  and  change  no  more. 

Dtortft 

Perhaps  this  cruel  nymph  well  knows  to  feign 
Forbidding  fpeech,  coy  looks,  and  cold  difdain, 
To  raife  his  paflion.  Such  are  female  arts, 
To  hold  in  fafer  fnares  inconftant  hearts ! 

Laura. 
Parthenia's  breaft  is  fteel'd  with  real  fcorn. 

Dione. 
And  d^oft  thou  think  Evander  will  return  ? 

/  aura. 

Forego  thy  fex,  lay  all  thy  robes  afide, 
Strip  off  thefe  ornaments  of  female  pride; 
The  fhepherd's  veft  muft  hide  thy  graceful  air, 
With  the  bold  mai.ly  ftep  *  fwain 
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Then  with  Evander  may'ft  thou  rove  unknown, 
Then  let  thy  tender  elegance  be  fhown  ; 
Then  the  new  fury  of  his  heart  controul, 
And  with  Dione's  fufferings  touch  his  foul. 

Dione. 

8weet  as  refrefhing  dews,  or  fummer  fhowery, 
To  the  long  parching  thirfl  of  drooping  flowers; 
Grateful  as  fanning  gales  to  fainting  fwains. 
And  foft  as  trickling  balm  to  bleeding  pains ; 
Such  are  thy  words.  The  fex  (hall  be  refigu'd, 
No  more  fhall  braided  gold  thefe  trefles  bind ; 
The  (hepherd's  garb  the  woman  fhall  difguiie. 
If  he  has  loft  all  love,  may  friendfhip's  tie* 
Unite  me  to  his  heart ! 

Laura. 

Go,  profperous  maid, 

May  fmiling  love  thy  faithful  wifhes  aid  ! 
Be  now  Alexis  call'd.  With  thee  I'll  rove, 
And  watch  thy  wanderer  through  the  mazy  grove: 
Let  me  be  honour'd  with  a  fitter's  name ; 
For  thee,  I  feel  a  more  than  lifter's  flame, 

Diane. 

Perhaps  my  fhephcrd  has  outftript  her  hafte. 
Think'ft  thou,  when  out  of  fight,  fhe  flew  fo 
One  fudden  glance  might  turn  her  favage  mind  j 
May  fhe  like  Daphne  fly,  nor  look  behind, 
Maintain  her  fcorn,  his  eager  flame  defpife, 
Nor  view  Evander  with  Dione'a  eyes ! 


ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 

L.YC1BAS  lying  on  tie  grave  o/*MENALcA», 

Lyfidat. 

WHEN  (hall  thefe fcalding  fountains  ceafe  to  flow? 
How  long  will  life  foftain  this  load  of  woe > 
"Why  glows  the  morn  ?  Roll  bade,  thou  fource  of 

light, 

And  feed  my  forrows  with  eternal  night. 
Come,  fable  Death !  give,  give  the  welcome  ftroke ; 
The  raven  calls  thee  from  yon  blafted  oak, 
What  pious  care  my  ghaftful  lid  fhall  clofc  ? 
"What  decent  hand  my  frozen  limbs  compofe  ? 
O  happy  fhepherd,  free  from  anxious  pain?, 
Who  now  art  wandering  in  the  fighing  plains 
Of  bleft  Elyfium ;  where  in  myrtle  groves 
Enamour'd  ghofts  bemoan  their  former  loves, 
bpen,  thou  filent  grave;  for  lo  !   I  come 
To  meet  Menakas  in  the  fragrant  gloom  ; 
There  fhall  my  bnfom  burn  with  friendfhip's  flame, 
The  fame  our  paflion,  and  our  fate  the  fame ; 
There,  like  two  nightingales   on   neighbouring 

boughs, 

Alternate  flrains  fhall  mourn  our  fruftrate  vows. 
But  if  cold  death  fhould  clofe  Parthenia's  eye, 
And  fhould  her  beauteous  form  come  gliding  by; 
Friendfhip  would  foon  in  jealous  fear  be  loft, 
And  kindling  hate  purfue  thy  rival  ghoft. 

SCENE  II. 

LYCIDAS,  DtONS  in  a  SleplerfjlaKt. 

Lyc'idas. 

Hah !  who  comes  here  ?  turn  bence,  be  timely  wife ; 
Truft  not  thy  fkfety  to  Parthenra's  eyes. 


As  from  the  bearing  falcon  flies  the  dove, 
So,  wing'd  with  fear,  Parthenia  flies  from 

Dione. 

If  in  thefe  vales  the  fatal  beauty  ftray, 
From  the  cold  marble  rife  ;  let's  hafte  away. 
Why  lie  you  panting,  like  the  fmitten  deer  ? 
Truft  not  the  dangers  which  you  bid  me  fear. 

Lyc'tdas. 

Bid  the  lur'd  lark,  whom  tangling  nets  furprifeg 
Un  foaring  pinion  rove  the  fpacious  Ikies; 
Hid  the  cag'd  linnet  range  the  leafy  grove; 
Then  bid  my  captive  heart  get  looie  from  lov«. 
The  fnares  of  death  are  o'er  me.  Hence  !  beware; 
Left  you  fhould  fee  her,  and  like  me  defpair. 

Dione. 

No.  Let  her  come  ;  and  feek  this  vale's  recefs, 
In  all  the  beauteous  negligence  of  dreTs  ; 
Though  Cupid  fend  a  fhaft  in  every  glance, 
Though  all  the  Graces  in  her  ftep  advance, 
My  heart  can  ftand  it  all.  Be  firm,  my  breaft  ; 
Th*  enfnaring  oath,  the  broken  vow  deteft  : 
That  flame,  which  other  charms  have  power  to 

move, 

O  give  it  not  the  facred  name  of  love  \ 
'Tis  perjury,  fraud,  and  meditated  lies. 
Love's  1'cated  in  the  foul,  and  never  dies. 
What  then  avail  her  charms  ?  My  conftant  heart 
Shall  gaze  fecure,  and  mock  a  fccond  dart. 

Lycldas. 

But  you  perhaps  a  happier  fate  have  found, 
And  the  fame  hand  that  gave,  now  heals  the  wound^ 
Or  art  thou  left  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
A  wretch,  like  me,  the  fport  of  pride  and  fcorn  ? 

Dione. 

O  tell  me,  fhepherd,  hath  thy  faithlefs  maid, 
Falfe  to  her  vow,  thy  flatter  'd  hope  betray  'd  ? 
Did  her  fmooth  fpeech  engage  thee  to  believe  f 
Did  fhe  protcft  and  fwcar,  and  then  deceive  ? 
Such  are  the  pangs  I  feel  : 

LyclJas. 

-  The  haughty  fair 

Contemns  my  fufferings,  and  difdains  to  hear. 
Let  meaner  beauties,  learn'd  in  female  fnares,    < 
Entice  the  fwain  with  half-confenting  airs; 
Such  vulgar  arts  ne'er  aid  her  conquering  eye*, 
And  yet,  where'er  fhe  turns,  a  lover  figha. 
Vain  is  the  fteady  conftancy  you  boaft  ; 
All  other  love  at  fight  of  her  is  loft. 

Dioxe. 

True  conftancy  no  time,  no  power,  can  move. 
He  that  hath  known  to  change,  ne'er  knew  to  love* 
Tkough  the  dear  author  of  my  haplefs  flame 
Purfue  another  ;  ftill  my  heart's  the  fame. 
Am  I  for  ever  left  ?  (excufe  thefe  tears) 
May  your  kind  friendfhip  foften  all  my  cares  ! 


, 
What  comfort  can  a  wretch,  like  me,  beftow  ? 

Dione. 
He  beft  can  pity  who  hath  felt  the  wo*. 

I.  y  eld  at. 

Since  different  objects  have  our  fonls-pofleft, 
No  rival  fears  our  friendfhip  fhall  moleft. 

Dione. 

Come,  let  us  leave  the  fhade  of  thefe  brown  hiHsj 
And  drive  our  flock*  befide  die  ftreaming  rills. 


t>    I    O 

Should  the  fair  tyrant  to  thefe  vales  return, 
tiow  would  thy  breaft  with  double  fury  burn  ! 
Go  hence,  and  fcek  thy  peace. 

SCENE    III. 
LYCIDAS,  DIONE,  LAbRA. 

Laura. 

—Fly,  fly  this  place  ; 
(Beware  of  love  ;  the  proudeft  of  her  race 
IThis  way  approaches  :  from  among  the  pines, 
i Where  from  the  fteep  the  winding  path  declined, 
|l  faw  the  nymph  defcend. 

Lycidas. 

She  comes,  (he  comes ; 

jFrom  her  thepafling  zephyrs  fteal  perfumes, 
lAs  from  the  violet's  bank  with  odours  i'wcet    ' 
1  Breathes  every  gale;  fpring  blooms  beneath  her 

feet. 
.  |Yes,  'tis  my  faireft ;  here  flic's  wont  to  rove. 

Laura, 
j  Say,  by  what  figns  I  might  have  known  thy  love  ? 

Lycidas. 

'My  love  is  fairer  than  the  Ihowy  breaft 
|  Of  the  tall  fwan,  whofe  proudly  fwelling  cheft 
Divides  the  wave ;  her  trefles,  loofe  behind, 
jPlay  on  her  neck,  and  wanton  in  the  wind; 
j|The  rifmg  blufhes,  which  her  cheek  o'erfpread, 
'Arc  opening  rofes  in  the  lily's  bed. 
Xnow'ft  thou  Parthenia  ? 

Laura. 

Wretched  is  the  flaVe 

Who  ferves  fuch  pride  !  Behold  Menaka*'  grave  ! 
Yet  if  Alexis  and  this  fighing  fwain 
Wilh  to  behold  the  tyrant  of  the  plain, 
Let  us  behind  thefe  myrtles  twining  arms 
Retire  unfeen  ;  from  thence  furvey  her  charms. 
Wild  as  the  chaunting  thrufh  upon  the  fpray, 
At  man's  approach,  (he  fwiftly  flies  away. 
Like  the  yoilng  hare,  I've  feen  the  panting  maid 
[Stop,  Men,  run  ;  of  every  wind  afraid. 


(And  wilt  thoti  never  from  thy  vows  depart  ? 
i  Shepherd,  beware— now  fortify  thy  heart. 

[To  Diohe. 
[Lycidas,  Dione,  and  Laura,  retires  behind  the  boughs. 

SCENE  IV. 
PARTHENIA,  LYCIDAS,  DJONK,  LAURA. 

JParthenia* 

(This  melancholy  fcene  demands  a  groan. 
Hah  !  what  infcription  marks  the  weeping  ftone  ? 
*'  O  power  of  beauty  {  here  Menalcas  lies, 
"  Gaze  not,  ye  fhepherds,  on  Parthenia's  eyes." 
Why  did  Heaven  form  me  with  fuch  polifli'd  care  ? 
Why  call  my  features  in  a  mould  fo  fair  ? 
If  blooming  beauty  was  a  blefling  meant, 
Why  are  my  fighing  hours  deny'd  content  ? 
The  downy  peach,  that  glows  with  funny  dyes, 
Feeds  the  black  fnails,  and  hires  voracious  flies ; 
The  juicy  pear  invites  the  feather'd  kind, 
And  pecking  finches  feoop  the  golden  rind; 
But  beauty  luffers  more  pernicious  wrongs, 
Blafted  by  envy,  and  cenlorious  tongues, 


How  hippy  lives  the  nymph  tohofe  comoly  face 
And  pleafing  glances  boaft  fufficient  grace 
To  wound  the  fwaiii  fhe  loves !  No  jealous  fear* 
Shall  vex  her  nuptial  ftate  with  nightly  tears ;   • 
Nor  amorous  youths,  to  pufli  their  foul  pretence, 
Infeft  her  days  with  dull  impertinence. 
But  why  talk  t  of  love  ?  My  guarded  heart 
Difowns  his  power,  and  turn*  afid'e  the  dart. 
Hark  !  from  his  hollow  tomb  Menatlcas,  cries, 
"  Gaze  hot,  ye  fliepherds,  on  Parthenia's  eyes." 
Come,  Lycidas,  the  mournful  lay  perufe, 
Left  thou,  like  him,  Parthenia's  eyes  accufe. 
[Shejlands  in  a  melancholy  fojluret  looking  on  tbt  lemi. 

Lycidas. 

Call'd  (he  nOt  Lycidas  ? — I  come,  my  fair ; 
See  generous  pity  melts  into  a  tear, 
And  Her  heart  fqrtens.  Now's  the  tender  hour  5 
Aflift  me,  Love  !  exert  thy  fovereign  power 
To  tame  the  fcofnful  maid. 
Dion*. 

Rafh  fwain,  be  wife ; 

'Tis  not  from  thee  or  him  ;  from  Love  flic  flies. 
Leave  her,  forget  her.  [  They  bold  Lycidas 

Laura. 
——Why  this  furious  hafte  \ 

Lycidas. 
Unhand  rrie ;  loole  me. 


-  Sifter,  hold  him  faih 
To  follow  her,  is,  to  prolong  defpair. 
Shepherd,  you  muft  not  go. 

Lycidas. 

—  —Bold  youth,  forbear. 
Hear  trie,  Parthenia. 

Partlen'ia. 

--  From  Behind  the  lhade 
Methotfght  a  voice  fome  liflening  fpy  betrayM. 
Yes,  I'm  obferv'd.  [She  runt  »ttt* 

Lysidas.. 

-  Stay,  nymph  ;  thy  flight  fufpend. 
She  hears  me  not—when  will  my  forrows  end  ! 
As  over-fpeht  with  toil,  my  heaving  bread 
Beats  quick.  'Tis  death  alone  can  give  me  reft. 

[He  remains  in  ajixt  rttlantbofy* 

SCENE  V. 


,  LAURA. 

Lattrd. 

Recall  thy  fcatter'd  fenle,  bid  resfoii  wake3 
Subdue  thy  pafliori. 

Lycidas. 

_-Shall  I  never  fpeak  ? 

She's  gone,  fne's  gone  —  Kind  fhepherdj-Iet  rhe"  reft 
My  troubled  head  upon  thy  friendly  breaft. 
The  foreft  feems  to  move—  O  curfed  ftate  ! 
1  doom'd  to  love,  and  fhe  condemn'd  to  hate  ! 
Tell  me;  Alexis,  art  thoti  ftill  the  fame  ? 
Did  not  her  brighter  eyes  pot  out  the  flame 
Of  thy  firft  love  ?  did  hot  thy  fluttering  heart, 
Whene'er  flre  rais'd  her  look,  confeft  the  dart  ? 

Dione. 

\  own,  the  nymph  is  faireft  of  her  race, 
Yet  I  unmov'd  can  on  this  beauty  gaze,    , 
JVlir.dful  of  former  promife  ;  all  that's  dear, 
My  thought*,  my  dreams,  my  every  wHk  i*  th«r*» 
£  b  ij 
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Since  then  our  hopes  are  loft  ;  let  friendfliip'*  tie 
Calm  our  diftrefs,  and  flighted  love  fupply  ; 
Let  us  together  drive  our  fleecy  ftore, 
And  of  ungrateful  woman  think  no  more. 

Lytidaj* 
*Tis  death  alone  can  'i  afe  her  from  my  breaft. 

Laura. 

"Why  fhines  thy  love  fo  far  above  the  reft  ? 
Nature,  'tis  true,  in  every  our  ward  grace, 
Her  niceft  hand  employ'd ;  her  lovely  face 
"With  beauteous  feature  ftampt ;  with  rofy  dyes 
"Warm'd  her  fair  cheek;  with  lightning  arm'd  her 

eyes: 

"jfeut,  if  thou  fearch  the  fecrets  of  her  mind, 
"Where  fhall  thy  cheated  foul  a  virtue  find  ? 
Sure  hell  with  cruelty  her  breaft  fupply'd  : 
How  did  (he  glory  when  Menalcas  dy'd  ! 
?ride  in  her  bofom  reigns  ;  (he's  falfe,  fhe's  vain  ; 
She  firft  entice?,  then  inlults  the  fwain. 
Shall  female  cunning  lead  thy  heart  aftray  ? 
Shepherd,  be  free ;  and  fcorn  for  fcorn  repay. 

Lycidas. 
How  woman  talks  of  woman  : 

Dime.  , 

Hence  depart; 

Let  a  Ion*  abfence  cure  thy  love-fick  heart. 
To  fome  far  grove  retire,  her  fight  difclaim,     £ 
Nor  with  her  charms  awake  the  dying  flame. 
Let  not  an  hour  thy  happy  flight  fufpend; 
Hut  go  not,  Lycidas,  without  thy  frit?nd. 
Together  let  us  feck  the  cheerful  plains, 
And  lead  the  dance  among  the  fportive  fwains, 
Devoid  of  care. 

Laura. 

Or  elfe  the  groves  difdain, 

Nor  with  the- fylvan  walk  indulge  thy  pain, 
Hafte  to  the  town  ;  there  (I  have  oft  been  told) 
The  courtly  nymph  her  treffes  binds  with  gold, 
To  captivate  the  youths  ;  the  youths  appear 
In  fine  array  ;  in  ringlets  waves  their  hair 
Rich  with  ambrofial  fcents,  the  fair  to  move, 
And  all  the  bufmefs  of  the  day  is  love. 
There  from  the  gaudy  train  feledt  a  dame, 
Jier  willing  glance  fhall  catch  an  equal  flame. 

Lycidas. 

Name  not  the  court.— The  thought  my  foul  con- 
founds, 

And  with  Dione's  wrongs  my  bofom  wounds. 
Heaven  juftly  vindicates  the  faithful  maid} 
And  now  are  al!  my  broken  vows  repaid. 
Perhaps  fhe  now  laments  my  fancy 'd  death 
With  tears  unfeign'd;    and  thinks  my   gafping 

breath 

Sigh'd  forth  her  name.    O  guilt,  no  more  upbraid  ! 
Yes.  I  fond  innocence  and  truth  betray 'd.    l^ftSe. 

DIONE  and  LAURA  apart. 

Dione. 

Hark  !  how  reflection  wakes  his  confcious  heart. 
From  my  pale  lids  the  trickling  forrows  ftart. 
How  fhall  my  breaft  the  fwelling  fighs  confine  I 

Laura. 

O  frnoofh  thy  brow,  conceal  our  juft  defign  : 
Be  yet  awhile  unknown.   If  grief  arife, 

rces  paffu^e  through  thy  gufhing  eyes, 


Qvnckly  retire,  thy  forrows  re  compote  « 
Or  with  a  look  fcrenc  difguife  thy  woes. 

[Dione  is  going  out.  Laura  -walks  at  a  ^//fcafeJ 

Lycidas. 

Canft  thnu,  Alexis,  leave  me  thus  diftreft  ? 
Where's  now  the  hoafted  friendfhip  of  thy  breaft  • 
Haft  thou  not  oft  furvey'd  the  dappled  deer 
In  focial  herds  o'erfpread  the  paftures  fair? 
When  opening  hounds  the  warmer  fcent  purfue,  J 
And  force  the  deftin'd  vidlim  from  the  crew, 
Oft  he  returns,  and  fain  would  join  the  band,. 
While  all  their  horns  the  panting  wretch  withftailc  I 
Such  is  thy  friendfhip ;  thus  might  I  confide. 

Dione. 

Why  wilt  thou  cenfure  what  thou  ne'er  ruft  try'dl 
Sooner  fhall  Iwallows  leave  their  callow  braodf    1 
Who  with  their  plaintive  chirpings  cry  for  food;! 
Sooner  fhall  hens  expofe  their  infant  care, 
When  the  fpread  kite  fails  wheeling  in  the  air  j   I 
Than  I  forfake  thec  when  by  danger  preft. 
Wrong  not  by  jealous  fears  a  faithful  breaft. 

Lycidas. 

If  thy  fair-fpoken  tongue  thy  bofom  (hows, 
There  let  the  fecrets  of  my  foul  repofe. 

Diont. 

Far  be  fufpicion  ;  in  my  truth  confide. 
O  let  my  heart  thy  load  of  cares  divide ! 

Lycidas. 

Know  then,  Alexis,  that  in  vain  I  drove 
To  break  her  chain,  and  free  my  foul  from  We  \ 
On  the  lim'd  twig  thus  finches  heat  their  wings,' 
Still  more  entangled  in  their  clammy  firings 
The  flow-pac'd  days  have  witnefs'd  my  defpair/ 
Upon  my  weary  couch  fits  wakeful  care; 
Down  my  flufh'd  cheek  the  flowing  forrows  rui^ 
As  dews  defctnd  to  weep  the  abient  fun. 
O  loft  Parthenia  1 

Dltne. 

Thefe  wild  thoughts  fufpend  ^ 

And  in  thy  kind  commands  inftrucl  thy  friend. . 

Lycidas 

Whene'er  my  faultering  tongue  would  urge  mi 
Deaf  is  her  ear,  and  fullen  fhe  withdraws,    ^caufe 
Go  then,  Alexis  ;  feek  the  fcornful  maid, 
In  tender  eloquence  my  fuffl—ings  plead  ; 
Of  flighted  pufOon  you  thf  pangs  have  known  ;    ' 
6  judge  my  fecret  anguifli  by  your  own  ! 

Dione. 

Had  I  the  ikill  inconftant  hearts  to  move, 
My  longing  foul  had  never  loft  my  love. 
My  feeble  tongue,  in  thefe  foft  arts  untry'd, 
Can  ill  firpport  the  thunder  of  her  pride; 
When  he  fhall  bid  me  to  thy  bower  repair, 
How  fhall  my  trembling  lips  her  throats  declare  I 
How  fhall  I  tell  thee  that  ihe  could  behold, 
With  brow  ferene,  thy  corfe  all  pale  and  cold 
Beat  on  the  dafhing  billow  ?  Should'ft  thou  go 
Where  the  tall  hill  o'erhangs  the  rocks  below, 
Near  thee  the  tyrant  could  unpitying  ftand, 
Nor  call  thec  back,  nor  ftretch  a  faving  hand. 
Wilt  thou  then  ilill  perfift  to  tempt  thy  fate, 
To  feed  her  pride,  and  gratify  her  hate  ? 

Lycidas. 

Know,  unexperienc'd  youth,  that  woman's  mind 
Oftfhiftshcr  paffioi  s^,  like  th*  inconilunt  wind  j 


B    I    O    N 


n  flic  rages,  like  the  troubled  main, 
low  finks  the  dorm,  and  all  is  calm  again. 
»    j/atch  the  kind  moment,  then  my  wrongs  impart;, 
j  k.ud  the  foft  talc  (hall  glide  into  her  heart. 

Dione. 

'**    jfo.  Let  her  wander  in  the  lonely  grove, 
j,nd  never  hear  the  tender  voice  of  love. 
Let  her  awhile,  neglected  by  the  fwain, 
•<    fafs  by,  nor  fighs  moled  the  cheerful  plain  : 
i'hus  (hall  the  fury  of  her  pride  be  laid ; 

*  'hus  humble  into  love  the  haughty  maid. 

Lycidas. 

i"ain  are  attempts  my  paffion  to  controul. 
< |i  this  the  bairn' to  cure  my  fainting  foul? 

Diont. 

'•-.,  peep  then  among  the  green-wood  (hades  I'll  rove, 
'\  Lnd  feek  with  weary'd  pace  thy  wander'd  love  ; 
Brnftrate  I'll  fall,  and  with  inccflant  prayers 
',;;  lang  on  her  knees,  and  bathe  her  feet  with  tears. 

*  t  fighs  of  pity  can  her  ear  incline, 

|p  Lycidas,  my  life  is  wrapt  in  thine)  !         \Afidc. 
it  [11  charge  her  from  thy  voice  to  hear  the  tale, 
I  rhy  voice  more  fweet  than  notes  along  the  vale 
Breath'd  from  the   warbling  pipe  :   the  moving 

dram 

jr  jhall  flay  her  flight,  and  conquer  her  difdain. 
fet  if  fhe  hear,  fhould  love  the  meflage  fpeed, 
jThen  dies  all  hope— then  muft  Dione  bleedl  [dfide. 

Lye  Idas, 

I  Hade  then, dear  faithful  fwain.  Beneath  thofc  yews, 
>1  PVhofe  fable  arms  the  browned  (hade  diffufe, 
j  where  all  around,  to  date  the  fervent  Iky, 
j  |'he  panting  flecks  in  ferny  thickets  lie ; 
|  ['here  with  impatience  (hall  I  wait  my  friend, 
j  D'er  the  wide  profpedl  frequent  glances  fend 
j  To  fpy  thy  wim'd  return.   As  thou  (halt  find 
l\  tender  welcome,  may  thy  love  be  kind  ! 

[Exit  JLycidas. 

SCENE  V-L 
DIONE,  LAURA. 

Dione. 

\  [vlethinks  I'm  now  furrounded  by  defpair, 
i  knd  all  my  withering  hopes  are  loflriu  air. 

JThus  the  young  linnet  on  the  rocking  bough 

Hears  through  long  w,oods  autumnal  temped  blow, 
'  iVith  hallow  blads  the  clafhing  branches  bend  ; 

!\nd  yellow  fhowers  of  rudling  leaves  defcend ; 

phe  fees  the  friendly  fhelter  from  her  fly; 

JMor  dare  her  little  pinions  trud  the  fky  ; 

But  on  the  naked  (pray  in  wintery  air, 

[All  (hivering,  hopelefs,  mourns  the  dying  year. 

jWhat  have  I  promis'd  ?  rafh,  unthinking  maid  ! 

JBy  thy  own  tongue  thy  wiflies  are  betray 'd  ! 

[Laura  ad-vancei. 
Laura. 

'Why  walk'd  thou  thus  didurb'd  with  frantic  air  ?. 
rlWhy  roil  thy  eyes  with  madnefs  and  defpair  ? 

Dione.  [Mujing. 

Hpw  wilt  thou  bear  to  fee  her  pride  give  way  ? 
;VVhen  thus  the  yielding  nymph  (hall  bid  thee  fay, 

*  Let  not  the  fhepherd  feek  the  iilent  grave, 

".  Say,  that  I  bid  him  live — if  hope  car;  live  1" 


Hath  he  difcernM  thee  through  thefwain'sdifguife, 
And  now  alike  thy  love  and  friendfhip  ii^es  ? 

Diane. 

Yes.  Firm  and  faithful  to  the  promife  made, 
I'll  range  each  funny  hill,  each  lawn  and  glade. 


Laura. 


'Tis  Laura  fpeaks    O  calm  your  troubled  mind. 


Where  fhall  my  fearch  this  envy'd  beaury  find  ? 
I'll  go,  my  faithlefs  (hepherd's  caufe  to  plead, 
And  with  my  tears  accufe  the  rival  njaid. 
Yet  flrould  her  foften'd  heart  to  love  incline  !  ' 

Laura. 
If  thofe  are  all  thy  fears,  Evander's  thine, 

Dione. 

Why  fhould  we  both  in  forrow  wade  our  days  ? 
If  love  unfeign'd  my  condant  bolbm  fwayst 
His  happinefs  atone  is  all  I  prize, 
And  that  is  center'd  in  Parthenia's.  eyes. 
Hade  then,  with  earned  zeaj  her  love  implore, 
To  blefs  his  hours-  —  Avhen  thou  dialt  breathe  no 
more. 


ACT    III.  SCENE    f. 
DlONE  lying  en  the  ground  by  the  fide  of  a  Ftuntaia. 

Dione. 

HERE  let  me  red  ;.  and  in  the  liquid  glafa 
Vie\y  with  impartial  look  n^y  fading  face. 
Why  are  Parther»ia's  drikitig  beauties  priz'd  ? 
And  why  Dione's  weaker  glance  defpis'd,  i 
Nature  in  various  moulds  has  beauty  cad, 
And  form'd  the  feature  for  each  different  tade  I 
This  fighs  for  golden  locks  and  azure  eyes ; 
That,  for  the  glofs  of  fable  trefles,  dies. 
Let  all  mankind  thefe  locks,  theie  eyes.deteft, 
So  I  were  lovtly  in  Evander's  bread  ! 
When  o'er  the  garden's  knot  we  cad  our  view, 
While  fummer  paints  the  ground  with  various  hue; 
Some  praife  the  gaudy  tulip's  dreaky  red, 
And  fome  the  filver  Ijly's  bending  head  ; 
Some  the  jonquil  in  fhining  yellow  dred, 
And  fome  the  fring'd  carnation's  varied  ved; 
Some  love  the  fober  violet's  purple  dyes, 
Thus  beauty  fares  in  different  lovers'  eyes. 
But  bright  Parthenia  like  the  rofe  appears, 
Sh§  ip  all  cyesfuperior  ludre  bears, 

SCENE  H. 
DIONE,  LAURA, 

Laura. 

Why  thus  beneath  the  filver  willow  laidj 
Weeps  fair  Dione  in  the  penfive  (hade  ? 
Had  thou  yet  found  the  over-arching  bower, 
Which  guards  Parthenia  from  the  fultry  hour  * 

Dione. 

With  weary  dep  in  paths  unknown,!  dray'd, 
And  fought  in  vain  the  folitary  maid. 

Laura. 

Seed  thou  the  waving  tops  of  yonder  woods, 
Whofe  ay;ed  arms  imbrown  the  cooling  floods  J 
The  cooling  floods  o'er  breaking  pebbles  flow, 
And  wsfh.the  foil  from  the  big  roots  below.; 
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From  the  tall  rock  the  dafliing  waters  bound. 
Hark,  o'er  the  fields  the  rufhing  billows  found  ! 
There,  loft  in  thought,  and  leaning:  on  her  crook, 
Stood  the  f;id  nymph,  nor  rais'.d  her  penfive  look ; 
With  fettled  eye  the  bubbling  waves  furvey'd, 
And  watch  the  whirling  eddies  as  they  play'd. 

Dione. 

Thither  to  know  my  certain  doom  I  fpeed, 
F^r  by  this  fentence  life  or  death's  decreed.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

,  CLEANTHE8. 


Laura. 

Bnt  fe«  !  fome  hafty  ftratiger  bends  this  way; 
His  broider'd  veft  reflects  the  funny  ray : 
Now  through  the  thinner  boughs  I  mark  his  mien, 
Now  veil'd,  in  thicker  fhades  he  moves  unfeen. 
Hither  he  turns ;  I  hear  a  muttering  found  ; 
Behind  this  reverend  pak  with  ivy  bound. 
Quick  I'll  retire ;  with  bufy  thought  pcffeft, 
His  tongue  betrays  the  (carets  of  his  breaft. 

[She  bides  kerf  elf. 
Cleantbes. 

The  fkilful  hvnter  with  experienc'd  care 
Traces  the  doubles  of  the  circling  tare ; 
The  fubtle  fox  (who  breathes  the  weary  hound 
P'er  hills  and  plains)  in  diftant  brakes  is  found  ; 
With  cafe  we  track  fwift  hinds  and  fkipping  roes. 
But  who  th'  incpnftant  ways  of  woman  knows  ? 
Thdy  fay,  {he  wanders  with  the  fylvan  train, 
And  courts  the  native  freedoms  of  the  plain  ; 
Shepherds  explain  their  wifh  without  offence, 
Nor  tylufh  the  nymphs — for  love  is  innocence. 
O  lead  me  where  the  rural  youth  retreat, 
Where  the  {lope  hills  the  warbling  voice  repeat- 
Perhaps  on  daify'd  turf  reclines  the  maid, 
And  near  her  fide  fome  rival  clown  is  laid. 
Yet,  yet  I  love  her.-— O  loft  nymph  return, 
Let  not  thy  fire  with  tears  inceflant  mourn ; 
Return,  loft  nymph  ;  bid  forrow  ceafc  to   " 
And  let  Dione  glad  the  houfeof  woe. 

Laura. 

Call'd  he  not  loft  Dione  ?  'hence  I'll  ftart, 
fcrofis  his  flow  ftep's,  and  fift  his  opening  heart. 


Cleantlet. 

Tell  me,  fair  nymph,  direct  my  wandering  way  ? 
Where,  in  clofe  bowers,  to  fhun  ;he  fultry  ray, 
Repofe  the  fwairis ;  whofc  flocks  with  bleating  fill 
The  bordering  foreft  and  the  thymy  hill. 
But  if  thou  frequent  join  thofe  fylvan  band-?, 
Thyfelf  can  anfwer  what  my  foul  demands.  ' 

Laura. 
?even  years  I  trod  thefe  fields,  thefe  bowers,  and 

glades, 

And  by  the  leflening  and  the  lengthening  fhadei 
Have  mark'd  the  hours;  what  time  my  flock  ;o 

lead 

To  funny  mountains,  or  the  watery  mead : 
Train'd  in  the  labours  of  the  fylvan  crew, 
Their  fports,  retreats,  their  cares  and  loves  I  knew 

Inftruct  me,  then,  if  late  among  your'race 
A  ftianger  nymph  is  found,  of  noble  grace, 


n  rural  arts  unfkiH?d,uo  charge  fhe  tends? 

r  when  the  morn  and  evening  dew  dtfcends 
Vtilks  the  big-udder'd  ewe.  Her  mien  and  Jrcfj 
The  polifh'd  manners  of  the  court  confefa. 

Laura. 
Each  day  arrive   the  neighbouring  nymphs  aita 

fwains, 

To  fhare  the  paftime  of  our  jovial  plains ; 
How  can  1  there  thy  roving  beauty  trace, 
Where  not  one  nymph  is  bred  of  vulgar  race  ! 

Cle antbes. 

f  yet  fhe  breathes,  what  tortures  muft  fhe  find  I 
The  curfe  of  difobedience  tears  her  mind. 
If  e'er  your  breaft  with  filial  duty  burn'd, 
[f  e'er  you  forrow'd  when  a  parent  mourn'd ; 
Tell  her,  1  charge  you,  with  inceffant  groans 
Her  drooping  fire  his  abfcnt  child  bemoans. 

Laura. 
Unhappy  man  ! 

Cleantles. 

With  ftorms  of  paffion  trfft, 

When  firft  he  learn'd  his  vagrant  child  was  Ioft4; 
On  the  cold  floor  his  trembling  limbs  he  flung, 
And  with  thick  blows  his  hollow  bofom  rung  ; 
Then  up  he  ftarted,  and  with  fix'd  furprife, 
Upon  her  picture  threw  his  frantic  eyes, 
While  thus  he  cry'd  :  In  her  my  life  was  bound^ 
"  Warm  in  each  feature  is  her  mother  found  '. 
"  Perhaps  defpair  has  been  her  fatal  guide, 
"  And  now  (he  floats  upon  the  weeping  tide ; 
"  Or  on  the  willow  hung,  with  head  recliif  d, 
"  All  pale  and  cold  fhe  wavers  in  the  wind. 
"  Did  I  not  force  her  hence  by  harfh  commands  2 
"  Did  not  her  foul  abhor  the  nuptial  bands  I" 

Laura. 

Teach  not,  ye  fires,  your  daughters  to  rebel. 
By  counfcl  rein  their  wills,  but  ne'er  compel. 

CltanlJjei. 

Ye  duteous  daughters,  truft  thefe  tender  guide*  ^ 
Nor  think  a  parent's  breaft  the  tyrant  hides. 

Laura. 

From  either  lid  the  fcalding  forrows  roll ; 
The  moving  tale  runs  thrilling  to  my  foul. 

Cleanttts. 

Perhaps  fhe  wanders  in  the  lonely  woods, 
Or  on  the  fedgy  borders  of  the  floods ; 
Thou  know'ft  each  cottage,  foreft,  hill,  and  vale, 
And  pebbled  brook  that  winds  along  the  dale. 
Search  eu,ch  fequefter'd  dell  to  find  the  fair  j 
And  jufl  reward'  {hall  gratify  thy  cure. 

Laura. 

O  ye  kind  boughs,  protect  the  virgin's  flight, 
And  guard  Dione  from  his  prying  fight !      [ 

Cleantbes. 

Mean  while,  I'll  feek  the'fhephcrd's  cool  abodes, 
Point  me,  fair  nymph,  along  tbefe  doubtful  roadf, 

Laura, 

Seeft  thou  ,yon  mountain  rear  his  fhaggy  brow  ? 
In  tfye  green  valley  graze  the  flocks  below  : 
There  every  gale  with  warbling  mufic  floats, 
Shade  anfwers  {hade,  and  breathes  alternate  no'es 


He's  gone;  and  to  the  diftant  vale  is  Tent, 
Nor  fhall  his  force  Dione's  love  prevent. 
But  fee,  flic  comes  again  with  fcafty  pace, 
And  confcious  plcafure  dinirilcs  on  her  : 


DIONS. 


SCENE  IV. 
LAURA,  DIONE. 

Diane. 

I  found  her  laid  befide  the  cryftal  broolc, 
Nor  rals'd  fhe  from  the  ftreant  her  fettled  look, 
Till  near  her  fide  I  flood ;  her  head  ihe  rears, 
Starts  fudden,  and  her  fhrieks  confefs  her  fears. 

Laura. 

Did  not  thy  words  her  thoughtful  foul  furprife, 
And  kindle  fparkling  anger  in  her  C)  es  ? 

Diont. 

Thus  fhe  reply'd,  with  rage  and  fcorn  pofleft  : 
*'  Will  importuning  love  ne'er  give  me  reft  ? 
*  Why  am  I  thus  in  deferts  wild  purfu'd, 
'  Like  guilty  confidences  when  ftain'd  with  blood  ? 
Sure  boding  ravens,  from  the  blafted  oak, 
Shall  learn  the  name  of  Lycidas  to  croak, 
To  found  it  in  my  ears  !  As  fwains  pafs  by, 
With  look  afkance,  they  fhake  their  heads  and 

"  cry, 

Lo !  this  is  fhe  for  whom  the  (hepherd  dy*d  ! 
Soon  Lycidaa,  a  vi<5Um  to  her  pride,         [glade, 
Shall  feck  the  grave ;  and  in  the  glimmering 
With  look  all  pale,  fhall  glide  the  reftlefs  (hade 
Of  the  poor  fwain;  while  we  with  haggard  eye 
And  bridled  hair  the  fleeting  phantom  fly." 
Still  let  their  curfes  innocence  upbraid  : 
Heaven  never  will  forfake  the  virtuous  maid. 

Laura* 
£idft  thou  perfifl  to  touch  her  haughty  breaft  ? 

Diane. 
She  ftill  the  more  difclain'd,  the  more  I  preft. 

Laura. 

When  you  were  gene,  thefe  walks  a  flranger  croft, 
He  turn'd  through  every  path,  and  wander'd  loft  ; 
To  me  he  came ;  with  courteous  fpeech  demands 
Beneath  what  bowers  repos'd  the  (hepherd  bands ; 
Then  further  aflcs  me,  if  among  that  race 
A  fhephcrdefs  Was  found  of  courtly  grace ; 
With  proffer'd  bribes  my  faithful  tongue  effays ; 
But  for  no  bribe  the  faithful  tongue  betrays. 
In  me  Dione's  fafe.     Far  hence  he  fpeeds, 
Where  other  hills  refound  with  other  reeds. 

Dione. 

Should  he  come  back  ;  fufpicion's  jealous  eyes 
Might  trace  my  feature  through  thefwain'sdifguife. 
KOW  every  noife  and  whittling  wind  I  dread, 
And  in  each  found  approaches  human  tread. 

Laura. 

He  faid,  he  left  your  houfe  involv'd  in  cares, 
Sighs  f weird  each  breaft,  each  eye  o'erfiowVl  with 

tears ; 

For  his  loft  child  thy  penfive  father  mourns. 
And,  funk  in  forrow,  to  the  duft  returns. 
Oo  back,  obedient  daughter  ;  hence  depart, 
And  ftill  the  fighs  that  tear  his  anxious  heart, 
Soon  (hall  Evander,  wearied  with  difdain, 
1'orego  thefe  fields,  and  feck  the  town  again. 

Diqne. 

Think,  Laura,  what  thy  hafty  thoughts  perfuade. 
\f  I  return,  to  love  a  victim  made, 
My  wrathful  fire  will  force  his  harfh  command, 
rtad  with  Clcauthes  ^Oia  my  trembling  hand, 


Laura. 
rruft  a  fond  father  ;  raife  him  from  defpaur. 

Dione. 

fly  not  him;  I  fly  a  life  of  care. 
On  the  high  nuptials  of  the  court  look  round; 
Where  fhall,  alas,  one  happy  pair  be  found  ! 
There  marriage  is  for  fervile  intereft  fought  : 
;s  love  for  wealth,  or  power,  or  title  bought  J 
Tis  hence  domeftic  jars  their  peace  deftroy, 
And  loofe  adultery  fteals  the  fhameful  joy. 
But  fearch  we  wide  o'er  all  the  blifsful  plains, 
Where  love  alone,  devoid  of  intereft,  reigns. 
What  concord  in  each  happy  pair  appears  I 
How  fondnefs  ftrengthens  with  the  rolling  years  i 
Superior  power  ne'er  thwarts  their  foft  delights, 
Nor  jealous  accufations  wake  their  night*. 

Laura. 
May  all  thofe  bleffmgs  on  Dione  fall. 

Diane. 

Grant  me  Evander,  and  I  fhare  them  all. 
Shall  a  fond  parent  give  perpetual  ftrife, 
And  doom  his  child  to  be  a  wretch  for  life  ? 
Though  he  becjueath'd  me  all  thefe  woods  ani 

plains, 

And  all  the  flocks  the  ruffet  down  contains  ;. 
With  all  the  golden  harvefts  of  the  year, 
Far  as  where  yonder  purple  mountains  rear; 
Can  thefe  the  broils  of  nuptial  life  prevent  J 
Can  thefe,  without  Evander,  give  content  J 
But  fee,  he  comes. 

Laura. 

—  —  I'll  to  the  vales  repair, 
Where  wanders  by  the  ftream  my  fleecy  care. 
May'ft  thou  the  rage  of  this  new  flame  controulf 
And  wake  Dione  in  his  tender  foul  !    [  Exit  LAW  ^ 

SCENE  V. 
DIONE,  LYCIDAS. 


Say,  my  Alexis,  can  thy  words  impart 

Kind  rays  of  hope  to  clear  a  doubtful  heart  ? 

How  didft  thou  firft  my  pangs  of  love  difclofe  ? 

Did  her  difdainful  brow  confirm  my  woes  ? 

Or  did  foft  pity  in  her  bofom  rife, 

Heave  on  her  breaft,  and  languiih  in  her  eyes  ? 

Dione. 

How  fhall  my  tongue  the  faultering  tale  explain! 
My  heart  drops  blood  to  give  the  {hepherd  pain. 

Lycidas. 

Pronounce  her  utmoft  fcorn  ;  I  come  prepar'd 
To  meet  my  doom.  Say,  is  my  death  dechr'd  ? 

Dione. 

Why  fhould  thy  fate  depend  on  woman's  will  I 
Forget  this  tyrapt,  and  be  happy  ftill. 

Lycidas. 

Didft  thou  befeech  her  not  to  fpeed  her  flight, 
Nor  fhun  with  wrathful  glance  my  hated  fight  f 
Will  fhe  confent  my  ftghing  plaint  to  hear, 
Nor  let  my  piercing  cries  be  loft  in  air  ? 

Dione. 

Can  mariners  appeafe  the  toiling  ftorm, 
When  foaming  waves  the  yawning  deep  deform  I 
When  o'er  the  fable  cloud  the  thunder  flies, 
Say,  who  ftill  calm  the  terror  of  the  ikies* 
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Who  fhall  the  lien's  fami&M  roar  affuage  ? 
And  can  we  ftill  proud  woman's  ftronger  rage  ? 
Soon  as  my  faithful  tongue  pronounc'd  thy  name, 
6udden  her  glances  fhot  refcntful  flame : 
Be  dumb,  fne  cries  this  whining  love  give  o'er, 
And  vex  me  with  the  tenzing  theme  no  more. 

Lycidas. 

'Ti«  pride  alone  that  keeps  alive  her  fcorn. 
Can  the  mean  fwain,  in  humble  c"ttage  born, 
Can  poverty  that  haughty  heart  obtain, 
Whefe  avarice  and  ftrong  ambition  reign  ? 
If  poverty  pa's  by  in  tatter'd  coat, 
Curs  vex  his  heels,  and  firetch  their  barking  throat ; 
If  chance  he  mingle  in  the  female  crowd, 
Pride'toffes  high  her  head,  fcorn  laughs  aloud  ; 
Each  nymph  turns  from  him  to  her  gay  gallant, 
And  wonders  at  the  impudence  of  want. 
Tis  vanity  that  rules  all  womankind, 
Love  is  the  weakeft  paffion  of  their  mind. 

JDione. 

Though  one  is  by  thofe  lervile  views  pofleft, 
O  Lycidas,  condemn  not  all  the  reft. 

Lycidas. 

Though  I  were  bent  beneath  a  load  of  years, 
And  feven'y  winters  thin'd  my  hoary  hairs; 
Yet,  if  my  olive  branches,  dropt  with  oil, 
And  crooked  fhares  were  brighten'd  in 'my  foil, 
If  lowing  herds  my  fattening  meads  pbffeft, 
And  my  white  fleece  the  tawny  mountain  dreft; 
Then  would  fhe  lure  me  with  love-darting  glance, 
Then  with  fond  mercenary  fmiles  advance., 
Though  hell  with  every  vice  my  foul  had  ftain'd, 
And  froward  anger  in  my  bofom  reign'd, 
Though  avarice  my  coffers  cloth'd  in  ruft, 
And  my  jdints  trembled  with  cnfeebled'luft  ; 
Yet,  were  my  ancient  name  with  titles  great, 
How  would  fhe  languifh  for  the  gaudy  bait ! 
If  to  her  love  all-tempting  wealth' pretend, 
What  virtuous  woman  can  her  heart  defend  ? 

JXor.e. 

Conquefts,  thus  meanly  bought,  men  fcon  defpife. 
And  juftly  flight  the  mercenary  prize. 


I  know  thefe  frailties  in  her  breaft  refide, 

Dired  her  glance,  and  every  adion  guide. 

fitill  let  Alexis"  faithful  fiiendfhip  aid, 

Once  more  attempt  to  bend  the  ftubborn  maid. 

Tell  her,  no  bafe  born  fwain  provokes  her  fcorn, 

No  clown,  beneath  the  fedgy  cottage1  born  ; 

Tell  her,  for  her  thit  fylvaii  drefs  I  took, 

For  her  my  nan  e  and  pomp  of  courts  forfoek  ; 

My  lofty  ro>  fs  Wifh  golden  fculpturc  fhine, 

And  my  high  birth  defcends  from  autrient  line. 

1  tone. 

Love  is  a  farred  voluntary  fire, 
Gold  never  bought  that  pure,  that  chafte  defire. 
Who  thinks  true  love  for  lucre  to  poffefs, 
Shall  graip  faife  flattery  and  the  feign 'd  carefs; 
Can  we  believe  that  mean,  that  fervile  wife, 
Who  vilely  fells  her  dear-boughtlove  for  life, 
Would  n't  her  virtue  for  an  hour  refign, 
If  in  her  fight  the  proffer'd  treafure  fhine. 

Lycldai. 

Can  reafon  (when  by  winds  fwift  fires  are  borne 
4)'er  watir>g  barveJG;3  cf  autmyial  corn) 


The  driving  fury  of  the  flame  reprove? 
Who  then  (hall  reafotj  with  a  heart  in  love  2 

1  tone 

Yet  let  me  fpeak  ;   O  may  my  words  perfuade 
The  noble  )outh  fo  quit  thi^  fylvan  maid  1 
Refign  rhy  crook,  no  more  to  plains  reiort, 
Look  round  ->n  all  the  beauties  •  f  ihe  court; 
;."he  e  fhall  thy  merit  find  a  worthy  flame, 
•  Some  nymph  of  equal  wealth  and  equal  name. 
Think,  if  ihefc  -.ffers  fhouM  thy  wifh  obtain, 
And  fhould  the  ruUic  beauty  ftoop  to  gain  ; 
Thy  heart  could  ne'et  prolong  th'  unequal  fire, 
The  luddcn  blaze  would  in  one  year  expire  ; 
Then  thy  rafh  folly  th.>u  too  late  (halt  chide, 
To  poverty  and  bafe-born  blood  ally'd  ; 
Her  vulgar  tongue  fhall  animate  the  ftrife, 
And  hourly  difcord  vex  thy  future  life. 

Lycidas. 

Such  is  the  force  thy  faithful  words  impart, 
That  like  the  galling  goad  they  pierce  my  heart, 
You  think  fair  virtue  in  my  breaft  refides, 
That  honeft  truth  my  lip«  and  aclions  guides. 
Deluded  fhepherd,  could  you  view  my  foul, 
You'd  fee  it 'with  deceit  and  treachery  foul  ; 
Pm  bafe,  perfidious,     lire  from  court  I  came, 
Love  fingled  from  the  train  a  beauteous  dame; 
The  tcitder  maid  my  fervent  VOWS  belitv'd, 
My  fervent  vows  the  tender  maid  deceiv'd. 
Why  doft    thou  tremble  ?    why   thus   heave  tl 

fighs? 
Why  ftcal  thy  filent  forrows  from  thy  eyes  ? 

Dlone. 

Sure  the  foft  lamb  hides  rage  within  his  breaft, 
And  cooing  turtles  are  with  hate  poffell ; 
When  from  fo  fweet  a  tongue  flow  frau.l  and  lu 
And  thofe  meek  looks  a  perjur'd  heart  difguife. 
Aji !   v^ho  fhall  now  on  faithlels  man  depend  ? 
The  treacherous  lover  proves  as  falfe  a  friend. 

Lycidas. 

When  with  Dione's  love  my  bofom  glow'd, 
Firm  conftancy  and  truth  finccre  I  vow'd  ; 
But  lince  Parthenia's  brighter  charms  were  kno\ 
My  love,  my  conftancy  and  truth  are  flown. 

Dione. 

Are  not  thy  hours  with  coilfcious  anguifh  ftung  ? 
Swift  vengeance  rnuft  o'ertake  the  ptrjur'd  tongt 
The  god*  the  caufe  of  injur'd  love  afftrt, 
And  arm  with  ftubborn  pride  Parthenia's  hearc. 

Lycidas. 

Go,  try  her ;  tempt  her  with  my  birth  and  ftate, 
Stronger  ambition  willfubdue  her  hate. 

Dionc. 

O  rather  turn  thy  thoughts  on  that  loft  maid, 
Whofe  hourly  figi.s  thy  faithlcfs  oath  upbraid! 
Think  you  behold  her  at  the  dead  of  night, 
Piac'd  by  ihe  glimmering  taper's  paly  light, 
With  all  your  letter*  fprtad  before  her  view, 
While  trickling  tears  the  tender  lines  bedew; 
Sobbing  ihe  reads  the  perju'ics  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  her  long  nights  know  peaceful  fleep  no  m< 

Lycidas, 
Let  me  forget  her. 

Dlone. 

O  falle  youth,  relent ; 
Ttusk.  Ihould  Parthejuia  to  thy  hopes  conlcat ; 


D    I    O    N    E. 


393 


Hymen  joins  your  hands,  and  mufic's  voice 
Makes  the  glad  echoes  of  thy  domes  rejoice, 
Then  fhall  Dione  force  the  crowded  hall, 
Kneel  at  thy  feet,  and  loud  for  juftice  call : 
Could  you  behold  her  weltering  on  the  ground, 
The  purple  dagger  reeking  from  the  wound; 
Could  you,  unmov'd,  this  dreadful  fight  furvey  ? 
Such  fatal  fcenes  fhall  drain  the  bridal  day. 

Lycidas, 

The  horrid  thought  finks  deep  into  my  foul, 
And  down  my  cheek  unwilling  forrows  roll. 

Dione 

From  this  new  flame  you  may  as  yet  recede, 
Or   have   you  doom'd  that  guildefs  maid  fhall 
bleed  ? 

Lycldas. 
Name  her  no  more. — Hade,  feek  the  fylvan  fair. 

Dione. 

Should  the  rich  proffer  tempt  her  liftening  ear, 
Bid  ail  your  piece  adieu.     O  barbarous  youth, 
Can  you  forego  your  honour,  love,  and  truth  ? 
Yet  fhould  Parthenia  wealth  and  title  flight, 
Would  juftice  then  reftore  Dione's  right  ? 
Would  you  then  dry  her  ever-falling  tears ; 
And  blefs  with  honeil  love  your  future  years  ? 

Lycidas. 

I'll  in  yon  (hade  thy  wifh'd  return  attend; 
Come,  quickly  come,  and  cheer  thy  (ighing  friend. 

[  Exit  Lycidas. 

Dione. 

Should  her  proud  foul  refift  the  tempting  bait, 
Should  fhe  contemn  his  proffer'd  wealth  and  ftate; 
Then  I  once  more  his  perjur'd  heart  may  move, 
And  in  his  bofom  wake  the  dying  love. 
As  the  pale  wretch  involv'd  in  doubts  and  fears, 
All  trembling  in  the  judgment-hall  appears ; 
So  fhall  I  (land  before  Parthenia's  eyes, 
For  as  fhe  dooms,  Dione  lives  or  dies. 


ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 
LTCIDAS,  PARTHENIA,  ajleef  in  a  Bower. 

'  Lycidas. 

MAY  no  rude  wind  the  ruftling  branches  move  j 
Breathe  foft,  ye  filent  gales,  nor  wake  my  love. 
Ye  ihepherds,  piping  homeward  on  the  way, 
Let  not  the  diftant  echoes  learn  your  lay; 
Strain  not,  ye  nightingales,  your  warbling  throat, 
May  no  loud  Ihake  prolong  the  (hriller  note, 
Left  fhe  awake ;  O  fleep,  fecure  her  eyes, 
That  I  may  gaze  ;  for,  if  fhe  wake,  fhe  flies. 
While  eafy  dreams  compofe  her  peaceful  foul, 
What  anxious  cares  within  my  bofom  rolj  1 
If  tir'd  with  fighs  beneath  the  beech  I  lie, 
And  languid  flumber  clofe  my  weeping  eye, 
Her  lovely  vifion  rifes  to  my  view, 
Swift  flies  the  nymph,  and  fwift  would  I  pyrfue  ; 
I  ftrive  to  call,  my  tongue  has  loft  its  found ; 
Like  rooted  oaks,  my  feet  benumb'd  are  bound  ; 
Struggling  1  wake.     Again  my  forrows  flow, 
And  not  one  flattering  dream  deludes  my  woe. 
What  innocence  !  how  meek  is  every  grace ! 
JJow  fweet  the  fiuiiethat  dimples  oa  her  face. 


Calm  as  the  fleeping  feas !  but  fhould  my  fighs 
Too  rudely  breathe,   what  angry  ftorms  would 
rife !  [crown'd, 

Though    the  fair  rofc    with    beauteous  blufh    is 
Beneath  her  fragrant  leaves  the  thorn  is  found  ; 
The  peach,  that  with  inviting  crimfon  blooms, 
Deep  at  the  heart  the  cankering  worm  confumes; 
'  Fis  thus,  alas  !  thofe  lovely  features  hide 
Difdain  and  anger  and  refentful  pride. 

SCENE  II. 
LYCIDAS,  DIONE,  PARTHENIA, 

Lycidas. 

Hath  proffer'd  greatneis  yet  o'ercome  her  hate  J 
And  does  (he  languifh  for  the  glittering  bait  ? 
Againft  the  fwain  (lie  might  her  pride  fupporU 
Can  fhe  fubdue  her  fex,  and  fcorn  a  court  ? 
Perhaps  in  dreams  the  fhining  vifion  charms, 
And  the  rich  bracelet  fparkles  on  her  arms; 
In  fancy'd  heaps  the  golden  treafure  glows: 
Parthenia,  wake ;  all  this  thy  fwain  btftowa. 

Dione. 
Sleeps  fhe  in  thefe  clofe  bowers? 

Lycidas. 
• Lo  !  there  fhe  Ii»a, 

Dione. 

0  may  no  ftartling  found  unfeal  her  eyes, 
And  drive  her  hence  away.     Till  now,  in  vain 

1  trod  the  winding  wood  and  weary  plain. 
Hence,  Lycidas ;  beyond  thofe  (hades  repofe, 
While  I  thy  fortune  and  thy  birth  difclofe. 

Lycidas. 
May  I  Parthenia  to  thy  friendfhip  owe  ? 

Dione. 

O  rather  think  on  loft  Dione's  woe  ! 
Muft  fhe  thy  broken  faith  for  ever  mourn, 
And  will  that  jufler  paffion  ne'er  return  ? 

Lycidas. 

Upbraid  me  not ;  but  go.     Her  flumbers  chafe; 
And  in,  her  view  the  bright  temptation  place. 

[Exit  Lycidas. 

SCENE  III. 
DIONE,  PARTHENIA. 


Now  flames  the  weftern  fky  with  golden  beam»fc 
And  the  ray  kindles  on  the  quivering  dreams; 
Long  flights  of  crows,  high-croaking  from  their 

food, 

Now  feek  the  nightly  covert  of  the  wood ; 
The  tender  grafs  with  dewy  cryftal  bends, 
And  gathering  vapour  from  the  heath  afcends. 
Shake  off  this  downy  reft ;  wake,  gentle  maid, 
Truft  not  thy  charms  beneath  the  noxious  (hade. 
Partheuia,  rife. 

Parthenia. 

What  voice  alarms  my  ear  ? 

Away.     Approach  not.     Hah  !  Alexis  there  '. 
Let  us  together  to  the  vales  defcend, 
And  to  the  folds  our  bleating  charge  attend  ; 
But  let  me  hear  no  more  that  (hepherd's 
Vex  not  rhy  quiet  with  his  hateful  flame. 
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Can  I  behold  him  gafping  on  the  ground, 
And  feek  no  healing  herb  to  (launch  the  wound? 
For  thee  continual  Cghs  confume  his  heart, 
' Tis  you  alone  can  cure  the  bleeding  fmart. 
Once  more  I  come  the  moving  caufe  to  plead, 
If  ftill  his  fufferings  cannot  intercede, 
Yet  let  my  friendlhip  do  his  paflion  right, 
And  (how  thy  lover  in  his  native  light. 

Partbenia. 

Why  in  dark  myftery  are  thy  words  involv'd  ? 
If  Lycidas  you  mean ;  know,  I'm  refolv'd. 

Dione. 

Let  not  thy  kindling  rage  my  words  reftrain. 
Know  then,  Parthenia  flights  no  vulgar  fwain. 
For  thee  he  bears  the  fcrip  and  fylvan  crook, 
For  thee  the  glories  of  a  court  forfook. 
May  not  thy  heart  the  wealthy  flame  decline  ! 
His  honours,  his  pofleflions,  all  are  thine. 

Partbenta. 

If  he's  a  courtier,  O  ye  nymphs,  beware; 
Thofe  who  moft  promife  are  the  leaft  fincere. 
The  quick-ey'd  hawk  (hoots  headlong  from  above, 
And  in  his  pounces  bears  the  trembling  dove  ; 
The  pilfering  wolf  o'erleap*  the  fold's  defence. 
But  the  falfe  courtier  preys  on  innocence, 
f  f  he's  a  courtier,  O  ye  nymphs,  beware  : 
Thofe  who  moft  promife  are  the  leaft  fincere. 

Dione. 

Alas  !  thou  ne'er  haft  prov'd  the  fweets  of  ftate, 
Nor  known  that  female  pleafure,  to  be  great. 
'Tis  for  the  town  ripe  clufters  load  the  poles, 
And  all  our  autumn  crowns  the  courtier's  bowls ; 
For  him  our  woods  the  red-ey'd  pheafant  breed, 
And  annual  coveys  in  our  harveft  feed ; 
For  him  with  fruit  the  bending  branch  is  ftor'd, 
Plenty  pours  all  her  bleflings  on  his  board. 
If  (when  the  market  to  the  city  calls) 
We  chance  to  pafs  befide  his  palace-walls, 
Docs  not  his  hall  with  mufic's  voice  refound, 
And  the  floor  tremble  with  the  dancer's  bound  ? 
Such  are  the  pleafures  Lycidas  fhall  give, 
When  thy  relenting  bofom  bids  him  live. 

Parthenia. 

See  yon  gay  goldfinch  hop  from  fpray  to  fpray, 
Who  fings  a  farewell  to  the  parting  day ; 
At  large  he  flies  o'er  hill  and  dale  and  down  ; 
Is  not  each  bu(h,  each  fpreading  tree  his  own  ? 
And  canft  thou  think  he'll  quit  his  native  brier, 
For  the  bright  cage  o'er-arch'd  with  golden  wire  ? 
What  then  are  honours,  pomp  and  gold  to  me  ? 
A^e  thofe  a  price  to  purchafe  liberty  ? 

Dione. 

Think,  when  the  Hymeneal  torch  fhall  blaze, 
And  on  the  folemu  rites  the  virgins  gaze ; 
When  thy  fair  locks  with  glittering  gem*  arc 

grac'd, 

And  the  bright  zone  fhall  fparkle  round  thy  waift ; 
HOW  will  their  hearts  with  envious  forrow  pine, 
When  Lycidas  (hall  join  his  hand  to  thine ! 

Partlenta. 

And  yet,  Alexis,  all  that  pomp  and  fhow 
Are  oft  the  varnifh  of  internal  woe. 
When  the  chafte  lamb  is  from  her  fitters  led, 
494  interwoven  garlands  pint  her 


The  gazing  flock,  all  enviou*  of  her  pride, 

Behold  her  flopping  by  the  prieftefs'  fide  ; 

Each  hopes  the  flowery  wreath  with  longing  cyejj 

While  {he,  alas  !  is  led  to  facrifice  ! 

Thus  walks  the  bride  in  all  her  ftate  array'd, 

The  gaze  and  envy  of  each  thoughtlefa  maid. 

t  Dione. 

As  yet  her  tongue  refifts  the  tempting  fnare, 
And  guards  my  panting  bofom  from  defpair. 


Can  thy  ftrong  foul  this  noble  flame  forrgo  ? 
Muft  fuch  a  lover  wafte  his  life  in  woe  ? 

Partbenta. 

Tell  him,  his  gifts  I  fcorn  ;  not  all  his  art, 
Not  all  his  flattery  fhall  feduce  my  heart. 
Courtiers,  I  know,  are  difciplin'd  to  cheat, 
Their  infant  lips  are  taught  to  lifp  deceit  ; 
To  prey  on  eafy  nymphs  they  range  the  fhade, 
And  vainly  boaft  of  innocence  bctray'd  ; 
Chafte  hearts,  unlearned  in  falfehood,  they  affail, 
And  think  our  car  will  drink  the  grateful  tale. 
No.     Lycidas  Aall  ne'er  my  peace  deftroy, 
1  '11  guard  my  virtue,  and  content  enjoy. 

Dhne. 

So  ftrong  a  paffion  in  my  bofom  burns, 
Whene'er  his  foul  is  gricv'd,  Alexis  mourns  ! 
Canft  thou  this  importuning  ardor  blame  ?  [fame? 
Would  not  thy  tongue  for  frieudfhip  urge  the 

Partbenia. 

Yes,  blooming  fwain.    You  fhow  an  noneft  mind; 
1  fee  it,  with  the  pureft  flame  refm'd. 
Who  fhall  compare  love's  mean  and  grofs  defirc 
To  the  chafte  zeal  of  friendfhip's  facred  fire  ? 
By  whining  love  our  weaknefs  is  confcft  ! 
But  ftrongr  r  friendfhip  fhows  a  virtuous  breaft. 
In  folly's  heart  the  fhort-Jiv'd  blaze  may  glow, 
Wifdom  alone  can  purer  friendlhip  know. 
Love  is  a  fudden  blaze  which  foon  decay  •, 
Friendfhip  is  like  the  fun's  eternal  rays; 
Not  daily  benefits  exhauft  the  flame, 
It  ftill  is  giving,  and  ftill  burns  the  fame; 
And  could  Alexis  from  his  foul  remove 
All  the  low  images  of  groffer  love  ; 
Such  mild,  fuch  gentle  looks  thy  heart  declare, 
Fain  would  my  breaft  thy  faithful  friejidfhip  iharc*. 

Dione. 

How  dare  you  in  the  different  fcx  confide  ? 
And  fcek  a  friendfhip  which  you  ne'er  have  tryM  ? 

Partbenia. 

Yes,  I  to  thee  could  give  up  ajf  my  heart. 
From  thy  chafte  eye  no  wanton  glances  dart  ; 
Thy  modeft  lips  convey  no  thought  impure, 
With  thee  may  ftri&eft  virtue  walk  fecure. 

Dione. 

Yet  can  I  fafely  on  the  nymph  depend, 
Whofe  unrelenting  fcorn  can  kill  my  friend  ! 

Partbenia. 

Accufe  me  not,  who  aft  a  generous  part  ; 
Had  I,  like  city  maids,  a  fraudfui  heart, 
Then  had  his  proffers  taught  my  foul  te  feign, 
Then  had  I  vilely  ftoopt  to  fordid  gain, 
Then  had  I  figh'd  for  honours,  pomp  and  gold, 
And  for  unhappy  chains  my  freedom  fold. 
If  you  would  fave  him,  lid  him  leave  the  pla&, 
And  t9  his  native  city  tijrn  a^ah*  • 
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There,  fha!l  his'paffion  find  a  ready  cure, 
There  not  one  dame  refills  the  glittering  lure* 

Diane- 

All  this  I  frequent  urg'd,  but  urg'd  in  vain. 
Alas  1  thou  only  «mft  afluage  hi«  pain  ! 

SCENE  IV. 
BIONE,  PARTHENIA,  LYCIDAS. 

Lycidas.  [Lijlewng, 

Why  ftays  Alexis  ?  can  my  bofom  bear 
Thus  long  alternate  ftorms  of  hope  and  fear  ? 
Yonder  they  walk  ;  no  frowns  her  brow  difguiie, 
But  love-confenting  fparkles  in  her  eyes  ; 
Here  will  I  liften,  here,  impatient  wait. 
Spare  me,  Panhenia,  and  refign  thy  hate.     [Aftde. 

Parth.enia. 

W,hen  Lycidas  fhall  to  the  court  repair, 
Still  let  Alexis  love  his  fleecy  care  j 
»Still  let  him  choofe  cool  grots  and  fylvan  bowers, 
And  let  Parthenia  fhare  his  peaceful  hours. 

Lycidas. 

What  do  1  hear  ?  my  friendfhip  is  betray'd  ; 
The  treacherous  rival  has  feduc'd  the  maid. 


Parthenia. 

With  thee,  where  bearded  goats  defcend  the  fteep, 
Or  where,  like  winter's  fnow,  the  nibbling  fheep 
Clothe  the  flope  hills;  I'll  pafs  the  cheerful  day, 
And  from  thy  reed  my  voice  fhall  catch  the  lay. 
But  fee,  flill  evening  fpreada  her  dulky  wings, 
The  flock,  flow-moving  from  the  mifty  fprings, 
Now  feek  their  fold.    Come,  fhepherd,  let's  away, 
To  clofe  the  lateft  lahburs  of  the  day. 

[Exeunt  hand  in  hand. 

SCENE  V. 

LYCIDAS. 

My  troibled  heart  what  dire  difafters  rend  ? 
A  fcornful  miftrefs,  and  a  treacherous  friend  ! 
Would  ye  be  cozen'd,  more  than  woman  can, 
Unlock  your  bofom  to  perfidious  man. 
One  faithful  woman  have  thefe  eyes  beheld, 
And  againft  her  this  perjur'd  heart  rebell'd  : 
But  fearch  as  far  as  earth's  wide  bounds  extend, 
Where  {hall  the  wretched  find  one  faithful  friend  ? 

SCENE  VI. 
LYCIDAS,  DIONE. 

Lycidas. 

Why  ftarts  the  fwain  ?  why  turn  his  eyes  *iway, 

As  if  amidft  his  path  the  viper  lay  ? 
J)id  I  not  to  thy  charge  my  heart  confide? 
Did  I  not  truft  thee  near  Parthenia's  fide, 
As  here  me  flept  ? 

Dione. 

-<  -  She  ftraight  my  call  obey'd, 
And  downy  flumber  left  the  lovely  maid  ; 
As  in  the  morn  awakes  the  folded  rofe, 
And  all  around  her  breathing  odour  throws; 
go  wa 


-  Could  thy  guarded  heart, 
When  her  full  beauty  glow'd,  put  by  the  dart  J 
Yet  on  Alexis  let  my  foul  depend  ; 
'Tis  moil  ungenerous  to  fufpe<St  a  friend. 
And  thou,  I  hope,  haft  well  that  name  profeft, 

Dione. 

O  could  thy  piercing  eye  difcern  my  bread  ! 
Could'ft  thou  the  fecrets  of  my  bofom  fee, 
There  every  thought  is  fill'd  with  cares  for  thee* 

Lycidas. 

Is  there,  againft  hypocrify,  defence. 
Who  clothes  her  words  and  looks  with  innocence  ! 


Say,  fhepherd,  when  you  proffer'd  wealth  and 

ftate, 
Did  not  her  fcorn  and  ftippled  pride  abate  ? 

Diane. 

As  fparkling  diamonds  to  the  feather'd  train, 
Who  fcrape  the  winnow'd  chaff  in  fearch  of  grain  5 
Such  to  the  Ihepherdefs  the  court  appears  : 
Content  ihe  feeks,  and  fpurns  thofe  glittering  cares, 


'Tis  not  in  woman  grandeur  to  defpife, 
'Tis  not  from  courts^  from  me  alone  {he  flies. 
Did  not  my  paflion  fuffer  like  difgracc, 
While  Ihe  bejiev'd  me  born  of  fylvan  race  ? 
Dofl  thou  not  think,  this  proudeft  of  her  kin4 
Has  to  fome  rival  fwain  her  heart  refign'd  \ 

Dione. 

No  rival  mepherd  her  difdain  can  move  ; 
Her  frozen  bofom  is  averfe  to  love. 

Lycidas. 

Say,  art  thou  fure,  that  this  ungrateful  fair 
Scorns  all  alike,  bids  all  alike  defpair  ? 

Diane. 
How  can  1  know  the  fecrcts  of  her  heart  J 

Lycidas. 

Anfwer  Cncere,  nor  from  the  queftion  ftart* 
Say,  in  her  glance  was  never  love  confeft, 
And  is  no  fwain  diftinguilh'd  from  the  reft  J 

Dione. 

O  Lycidas,  bid  all  thy  troubles  ceafe  ; 
Let  not  a  thought  on  her  difturb  thy  peacC4 
May  juftice  bid  thy  former  paffion  wake  ; 
Think  how  Dione  fuffers  for  thy  fake  : 
Let  not  a  broken  oath  thy  honour  ftain, 
Recal  thy  vows,  and  feek  the  town  again. 

Lycidas. 

What  means  Alexis?  where's  thy  friendfhipflownfr 
Why  am  I  baniih'd  to  the  hateful  town  ? 
Hath  fome   new   Ihepherd   warm'd  Parthenia*9 

breaft  ? 

And  does  my  love  his  amorous  hours  moleft  ? 
Is  it  for  this  thou  bid'ft  me  cjuit  the  plain  ? 
Yes,,  yes,  thou  fondly  lov'ft  this  rival  fwain. 
When  firft  my  cheated  foul  thy  friendmip  woo*^ 
To  my  warm  heart  I  took  the  viperous  brood. 
Qfalfe  Alexis  I 

Dione. 

-  Why  am  I  accus'd  ? 
Thy  jealous  mind  is  by  weak  fears  abus'd,. 

Lycidas. 

Was  not  thy  bofom  fraught  with  falfe  defign  ? 
Did£  thou  not  plead  bk  cawie»  and  Sive 
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Let  not  thy  tongue  evafive  anfwer  feck ; 
The  confcious  crimfon  rifes  on  thy  cheek  : 
Thy  coward  confcience   by  thy  guilt  difmay'd, 
Shakes  in  each  joint,  and  owns  that  I'm  betray 'c 

Dione. 

1   .How  my  poor  heart  is  wrong'd !     O  fparc  tl 
friend  ! 

Lycidas. 
•Seek  not  detected  falfahood  to  defend. 

Dione. 
Beware,  left  blind  fufpicion  rafhly  blame. 

yctdas. 

Own  thyfelf  then  the  rival  of  my  flame. 
If  this  be  {he  for  whom  Alexis  pin'd, 
She  now  no  more  is  to  thy  vows  unkind. 
Behind  the  thicket's  twifled  verdure  laid, 
I  witi  efs'd  every  tender  thing  fhe  faid  ; 
I  faw  bright  pleafure  kindle  in  her  eyes, 
JLove  warm'd  each  feature  at  thy  foft  replies. 

Dione. 
Yet  hear  me  fpcak. 

Lycidas. 

In  vain  is  all  defence. 

Did  not  thy  treacherous  hand  conduct  her  hence  ? 
Hafte,  from  my  fight.  Rage  burns  in  every  vein 
Never  approach  my  juft  revenge  again. 

Dione. 
O  feareh  my  heart;  there  injur'd  truth  thou'lt  find 

/  ycidas. 

Talk  not  of  truth ;  long  fince  fhe  left  mankind. 
So  frnooth  a  tongue  !  and  yet  fo  falfe  a  heart ! 
Sure  courts  firfl  taught  thee  fawning  friendfhip'a 

arts! 

No.  Thou  art  falfe  by  nature. 
Dione. 

Let  me  clear 

This  heavy  charge,  and  prove  my  truft  fincere. 

Lycidas. 

Boaft  then  her  favours ;  fay  what  happy  hour 
Next  calls  to  meet  her  in  the  appointed  bower ; 
»5ay,  when  and  where  you  met. 
Dione. 

— —Be  rage  fuppreft. 

In  ftabbing  mine,  you  wound  Parthenia's  bread. 
She  faid,  ftie  (till  defy'd  Love's  keeneft  dart ; 
Yet  purer  friendship  might  divide  her  heart,' 
Friendfliip's  fincerer  bands  (he  wifh'd  to  prove. 

Lycidas. 

A  woman's  friendfhip  ever  ends  in  love. 
Think  not  thefe  foolifh  tales  my  faith  command ; 
Did  not  I  fee  thee  prefs  her  fnowy  hand  ? 
O'may  her  paffion  like  thy  friendfhip  laft  !, 
May  fhe  betray  thee  ere  a  day  be  paft  ! 
Hence  then.  Away.  Thou'rt  hateful  to  my  fight 
Aodthui'I  fpurn  the  fawning  hypocrite. 

[Exit  Lycidas, 


SCENE  VII. 

Dione. 

Was  ever  grief  like  mine  !  O  wretched  maid  ! 
My  friendihip  wrong'd!  my  conftant  love  betray'd! 
Misfortune  haunts  my  fteps  where'er  I  go, 
And  all  ray  days  are  overcaft  with  wo. 
Long  r.^ve  I  ftrove  th'  increafing  load  to  bear, 
Jfow  faints  my  foul,  and  fmks  into  defpair. 


O  lead  me  to  the  hanging  mountam's  celf, 
In  whofe  brown  cliffs  the  fowls  of  darknefs  dwell- 
Where  waters,  trickling  down  the  rifted  wall, 
Shall  lull  my  furrows  with  the  tinkling  fall. 
There  feek  thy  grave.     How  canft  thou  bear  the 

light, 
When  bauifli'd  ever  from  Evander's  fight  I 

SCENE  VIII. 
DIONE,  LAURA. 


Laura. 

Why  hangs  a  cloud  of  grief  upon  thy  brows  ? 
Does  the  proud  nymph  accept  Evander's  vows  ? 

Dione. 

Can  I  bear  life  with  thefe  new  pangs  oppreft! 
Again  he  tears  me  from  hisfaithlefs  breufr.  :  * 
A  perjur'd  lover  firft  he  fought  thefe  plains, 
And  now  my  friendfhip  like  my  love  difdaius. 
As  I  new  offers  to  Parthenia  made, 
Conceal'd  he  ftood  behind  the  woodbine  fhade. 
He  fays,  my  treacherous  tongue  his  heart  betray'd 
That  my  falfe  fpeeches  have  mified  the  maid; 
With  groundless  fear  he  thus  his  foul  deceive*  • 
What  frenzy  dictates,  jcaloufy  believes. 

Laura. 

Refij/n  thy  crook,  put  off  this  manly  veft,' 
And  let  the  wrong'd  Dione  ftand  confeft  ; 
When  he  fhall  learn  what  forrows  thou  haft  borne, 
And  find  that  nought  relents  Parthenia's  fcorn. 
Sure  he  will  pity  thee. 

Dione. 

No,  Laura,  no. 

hould  I,  alas !  the  fylvan  drefs  forego, 

[hen  might  he  think  that  I  her  pride  foment. 

That  injur'd  love  inftru&s  me  to  refent ; 

)ur  fecret  enterprife  might  fatal  prove  : 

Man  flies  the  plague  of  perfecting  love. 

Laura. 

Avoid  Parthenia  ;  left  his  rage  grow  warm, 
And  jealoufy  refolve  fome  fatal  harm. 

Dione. 

Laura,  if  thou  chance  the  youth  to  find, 
ell  him  what  torments  vex  my  anxious  mind  ; 
lould  I  once  more  his  awful  prefence  feek, 
'hefilent  tears  would  bathe  my  glowing  cheek; 
y  rifing  fi^hs  my  faultering  voice  be  ftay'd, 
nd  trembling  fear  too  foon  confefs  the  maid, 
afte,  Laura,  then  ;  his  vengeful  foul  affuage, 
[ell  him,  I'm  guildefs;  cool  his  blinded  rage; 
ell  him  that  truth  fincere  my  friendfhip  brought, 
,et  him  not  cherifh  one  fufpicious  thought, 
'hen,  to  convince  him  his  diftruft  was  vain. 
1  never,  never  fee  that  nymph  again, 
us  way  he  went. 

Laura. 

_,  See,  at  the  call  of  night. 

The  ftar  of  evening  fheds  his  filver  light 
High  o'er  yon  weftern  hill:  the  cooling  gales 
Frefh  odours  breathe  along  the  winding  dales  ; 
Far  from  their  home  as  yet  our  fhepherds  ftray, 
To  clofe  with  cheerful  walk  the  fultry  day.     ' 
Methinks  from  far  I  hear  the  piping  fwain  ; 
Hark,  in  the  breezs  now  fwells.  now  finks  tbt 
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Til  feek  him. 


-  While  this  length  of  gjade 
Shall  lead  me  penfive  through  the  fable  {hade; 
Where  on  the  branches  murmur  rufhing  winds, 
Grateful  as  falling  floods  to  love-lick  minds  ; 
O  may  this  path  to  death's  dark  vale  defcend  ! 
There  only  can  the  wretched  hope  a  friend. 

\Ex.  federally. 


ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 


DlONE,  CLEANTHES   (ivht  lies  tuounded  In  adljlant 
part  of  the  ft  age  J. 

Dtone. 

THE  moon  ferene  now  climbs  th'  aerial  way  ; 
See,  at  her  fight  ten  thoufand  ftars  decay  : 
With  trembling  gleam  fh.e  tips  the  (ilent  grove, 
While  all  beneath  the  chequer'd  fhadows  move. 
Turn  back  thy  filver  axles,  downward  roll, 
Darknefs  befl  fits  the  horrors  of  my  foul. 
Rife,  rife,  ye  clouds  :  the  face  of  heaven  deform, 
Veil  the  bright  goddefs  in  a  fable  ftorm  : 
O  look  not  down  upon  a  wretched  maid  1 
Let  thy  bright  torch  the  happy  lover  aid, 
And  light  his  wandering  footlteps  to  the  bower 
Where  the  kind  nymph  attends  th'  appointed  hour. 
Ye't  thou  haft  fe  en  unhappy  love  like  mine; 
Did  not  thy  lamp  in  heaven's  blue  forehead  fhinc, 
When  Thifbe  fought  her  love  along  the  glade  ? 
Jjidft  thou  not  then  behold  the  gleaming  blade, 
And  gild  that  fatal  point  that  ftabb'd  her  breaft  ? 
Soon  I,  like  her,  fhall  feek  the  realms  of  reft. 
Let  groves  of  mournful  yew  a  wretch  lurround  ! 
O  foothe  my  ear  with  melancholy  found  ! 
The  village-curs  now  ftretch  their  yelling  throat, 
And  dogs  from  diftant  cots  return  the  note  ; 
The  ravenous  wolf  along  the  valley  prowls, 
And  with  his  fa'miih'd  cries  the  mountain  howl«. 
But  hark  !  what  fudden  noife  advances  neat  ? 
Repeated  groans  alarm  my  affrighted  ear  ! 

Cleantbes. 
fihepherd,  approach  ;    ah  1    fly   not   through  the 

glade. 
A  wretch  all  dy'd  with  wounds  invokes  thy  aid* 

Dione. 

Say  then,  unhappy  ftranger,  how  you  bled; 
Colled!:  thy  fpirits,  raife  thy  drooping  head. 

[Ckanthes  raifes  bimfilf  on  his  arm. 

0  horrid  fight  !   Cleanthes  gafping  lies  ; 

And  death's  black  fhadows  float  before  his  eyes. 
Unknown  in  this  difguife,  I'll  check  my  wo, 
And  learn  what  bloody  hand  has  ftruck  the  blow. 

[46*. 

Say,  youth,  ere  fate  thy  feeble  voice  confounds, 
What  led  thee  hither  ?  whence  thefe  purple  wounds  ? 

Cleantbes. 

Stay,  fleeting  life  ;  may  ftrength  a  while  prevail, 
Left  my  clos'd  lips  confine  th'  im  per  feel;  tale. 
Ere  the  ftreak'd  eatt  grew  warm  with  amber  ray, 

1  from  the  city  took  my  doubtful  wa  y  ; 


Far  o'er  the  plains  I  fought  a  beauteous  maid,    , 
Who,  from  the  court,  in  thefe  wide  forcfts  ftray'd; 
Wanders  unknown  ;  as  I,  with  weary  pain, 
Try'd  every  path,  and  opening  glade,  in  vain  ; 
A  band  of  thieves,  forth  rufhing  from  the  wood 
Unflieath'd  their  daggers  warm  with  daily  blood  ; 
Deep  in  my  breaft  the  barbarous  fteel  is  dy'd, 
And  purple  hands  the  golden  prey  divide,   [fwain, 
Hence  are  thefe  mangling  wounds.     Say,  gentle 
If  thou  haft  known  among  the  fylvan  train 
The  vagrant  nymph  I  feek  ? 

Diorie. 

What  mov'd  thy  care. 

Thus,  in  thefe  pathlefs  wilds,  to  fearch  the  fair  \ 

Cleantbes. 

I  charge  you,  O  ye  daughters  of  the  grove, 
Ye  Naiads,  who  the  moffy  fountains  love, 
Ye  happy  fwains,  who  range  the  paftures  wide, 
Ye  tender  nymphs,  who  feed  your  flocks  befide ; 
If  my  laft  gafping  breath  can  pity  move, 
rf  e'er  ye  knew  the  pangs  of  flighted  love, 
Show  her,  I  charge  you,  where  Cleanthes  dy'dy 
The  grafs  yet  reeking  with  the  fanguine  tide* 
A  father's  power  to  me  the  virgin  gave, 
But  (he  difdain'd  to  live  a  nuptial  Have ; 
So  fled  her  native  home. 

Dlone. 

'Tis  then  from  th«ft 

Springs  the  foul  fource  of  all  her  mifery 
Could'ft  thou,  thy  felfifh  appetite  to  pleafe, 
Condemn  to  endlefs  woes  another's  peace  ? 

Cleantbes. 

O  fpare  me;  nor  my  haplefs  love  upbraid, 
While  on  my  heart  death's  frozen  hand  is  laid  I 
Go,  feek  her,  guide  her  where  Cleanthes  bled  ; 
When  fhe  furveys  her  lover  pale  and  dead, 
Tell  her,  that,  fince  fhe  fled  my  hateful  fight, 
Without  remorfe  1  fought  the  realms  of  night. 
Methinks  I  fee  her  view  thefe  poor  remains, 
And  on  her  cheek  indecent  gladnefs  reigns  ! 
Full  in  her  prefence  cold  Cleanthes  lies, 
And  not  one  tear  ftands  trembling  in  her  eyes! 
O  let  a  figh  my  haplefs  faie  deplore  ! 
Cleanthes  now  controuls  thy  love  no  more. 

Dlone.  [Afaffr 

How  fhall  my  lids  confine  thefe  rifing  woes? 

Cleantbes. 

O  might  I  fee  her,  ere  death's  finger  clofe 
Thefe  eyes  forever  !  might  her  foften'd  breaft 
Forgive  my  love  with  too  much  ardour  prefl ! 
Then  I  with  peace  could  yield  my  latefl  breath, 

Dione.  , 

Shall  1  not  calm  the  fable  hour  of  death, 
And  {how  myfelf  before  him  ! — Ha  :  he  dies. 
See  from  his  trembling  lip  the  fpirit  flies  !    \Aftdt, 
Stay  yet  a  while.     Dtone  ftands- confeft. 
He  knows  me  not.     He  faints,  he  finks  to  reft. 

C leant  bet. 

Tell  her,  fince  all  my  hopes  in  her  were  loft, 
That  death  was  welcome [JP/«ri 

Diene. 

What  fudden  gufts  of  grief  my  bofom  rend  i 
A  parent's  curfes  o'er  my  head  imperid, 
For  difobedient  vows;  O  wretched  maid, 
Thof$  very  vows  Evander  hath  betray'd. 
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See,  at  thj  feet,  Cleanthes  Wh'd  in  blood  I 
For  love  of  thee  he  trode  this  lonely  wood  ; 
Thou  art  the  cruel  authorefs  of  his  fate  ; 
He  falls  by  thine  ;  thou  by  Evander's  hate. 
When  fhall  my  foul  know  reft  ?     Cleanthes  flam 
No  longer  fighs  and  weeps  for  thy  difdain. 
Thou  ftill  art  curft  with  love.  Bleed,  virgin,  bleed. 
How  fhall  a  wretch  from  anxious  life  be  freed  ! 
My  troubled  brain  with  fudden  frenzy  burns, 
And  ihatter'd   thought  now  this,  now  that  way 

turns. 

What  do  I  fee  thus  glittering  on  the  plains  ? 
Jla!    the  dread  fword  yet  warm  with  crimfon 

ftains  1  \jTakes  vf  tie  dagger. 

SCENE  II. 
DIONE,  PARTHENIA. 

Partlcnia. 

Sweet  is  the  walk  when  night  has  cool'd  the  hour. 
This  path  direds  me  to  my  fylvan  bower.  [Aftde. 

Dione. 

Why  Is  my  foul  with  fudden  fear  dlfmay'd  ? 
Why  drops  my  trembling  hand  the  pointed  blade  ? 
O  firing  my  arm  with  force  '.  t  [  sfide. 

Parthcnia. 

•  Methought  a  noife 
Broke  through  the  filent  air,  like  human  voice 
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Call  it  not  mercy  to  prolong  my  breath  ; 


Diane. 

One  well-ahTi'd  blow  fhall  all  my  pangs  remove, 
Crafp  firm  the  fatal  fteel,  and  ceafe  to  love.  \_Aftde, 

Partbenia. 

Sure  'twas  Alexis.     Hal  a  fword  difplay'd  ! 
The  dreaming  luflre  darts  acrofs  the  fhade.  \AJidc. 

Dione. 

May  Heaven  new  vigour  to  my  foul  impart, 
And  guide  the  defperate  weapon  te  my  heart  ! 

[Afiit. 

Partlenia. 
May  I  the  meditated  death  arreft  ! 

[Holds  Dione'g  land. 

Strike  not,  rafh  fhepherd;  fpare  thy  guiklefs  breaft. 
O  give  me  ftrength  to  ftay  the  threaren'd  harm, 
And  wrench  the"  dagger  from  his  lifted  arm  ! 

Dloru. 

What  cruel  hand  with-holds  the  welcome  blow  ? 
In  giving  life,  you  but  prolong  my  wo. 
O  may  riot  thus  th'  expected  ftroke  impend  ! 
Unloofe  thy  grafp,  and  let  fwift  death  defcend. 
But  if  yon  murder  thy  red  hands  hath  dy'd  ; 
Here.  Pierce  me  deep  ;  let  forth  the  vital  tide. 

[Dione  quits  the  dagger. 

Ptirthenia. 

Wait  not  thy  fate  ;  yet  this  way  turn  thy  eyes  : 
My  virgin  hand  no  purple  murder  dyes. 
Turn  then,  Alexis  ;  and  Parthenia  know, 
3Tis  (he  protects  thee  from  the  fatal  blow. 

Dione. 

Muft  the  night-watches  by  my'  fighs  be  told  ? 
And  muft  thefe  eyes  another  morn  behold 
Through  dazzling  floods  of  tears?     Ungenerous 

maid, 
The  friendly  ftroke  is  by  thy  baed  delaj'd; 


'  fis  but  to  torture  me  with  lingering  death. 

Partbenia. 

What  moves  thy  hand  to  a&  this  bloody  part  ? 
Whence  are  thefe  gnawing  pangs  that  tear  thy 

heart  ? 

Is  that  that  thy  friend  that  lies  before  thee  flain  ? 
Is  it  his  wound  that  reeks  upon  the  plain  ? 
Is't  Lycidas  ? 

Dfanf. 

No.  I  the  ftranger  found, 

Ere  chilly  death  his  frozen  tongue  had  bound. 
He  faid,  "  As  at  the  rofy  dawn  of  day, 
He  from  the  city  took  his  vagrant  way, 
A  murdering  band  pour'd  on  him  from  the  wood, 
Firft  fciz'd  his  gold,  then  bath'd  their  fwords  in 
blood." 

Partbenia. 

You,  whofe  ambition  labours  to  be  great, 
Think  on  the  perils  which  on  riches  wait. 
Safe  are  the  fhepherd's  paths ;  when  fober  even 
Streaks  with  pale  light  ths  bending  arch  of  heaven, 
From  danger  free,  through  deferts  wild  he  hie«, 
The  rifmg  fmokefar  o'er  the  mountain  fpies, 
Which  marks  his  diftant  cottage ;  on  he  fares, 
For  him  no  murderers  lay  their  nightly  fnares  ; 
They  pafs  him  by,  they  turn  their  fteps  away ; 
Safe  poverty  was  ne'er  the  villain's  prey. 
At  home  he  Hes  fecure  in  eafy  ileep, 
No  bars  his  ivy-mantled  cottage  keep; 
No  thieves  in  dreams  the  fancy'd  dagger  hold, 
And  drag  him  to  detect  the  buried  gold ; 
Nor  ftarts  he  from  his  couch  aghaft  and  pale, 
When  the  door  murmurs  with  the  hollow  gale. 
While  he,  whofe  iron  coffers  ruft  with  wealth, 
Harbours  beneath  his  roof  deceit  and  ftealth ; 
Treachery  with  lurking  pace  frequents  his  walks, 
And  clofe  behind  him  horrid  murder  (talks. 
Tis  tempting  lucre  makes  the  villain  bold  : 
There  lies  a  bleeding  facrifice  to  gold. 

Dione. 

To  live,  is  but  to  wake  to  daily  cares, 
And  journey  through  a  tedious  vale  of  teart. 
Had  you  not  rufli'd  bet  ween,  my  life  had  flown  ; 
And  I,  like  him,  no  more  had  forrow  known. 

Partbeniti. 

When  anguifh  in  the  gloomy  bofom  dwells, 
The  counfel  of  a  friend  the  cloud  difpels- 
Give  thy  breaft  vent,  the  fecret  grief  hnpart,- 
And  fay  what  wo  Hes  heavy  at  thy  heart. 
To  fave  thy  life,  kind  Heaven  has  fuccour  fent, 
The  gods  by  me  thy  threaten'd  fate  prevenc. 

Dione. 

No.  To  prevent,  it'i«  beyond  thy  power  ; 
Thou  only  canft  defer  the  welcome  houf . 
When  you  the  lifted  dagger  turn'd  afide, 
Only  one  road  to  death  thy  force  deny'd  ; 
Still  fate  is  in  my  reach.  From  mountains  high, 
Deep  in  whofe  fkadow  craggy  ruins  lie, 
Can  I  not  headlong  fting  this  weight  of  wo, 
And  dafh  out  life  againft  the  flints  below  ? 
Are  there  not  ftreams,  and  lakes,  and  rivers  wide, 
\Vhere  my  laft  breath  may  bubble  on  the  tide  ? 
No.  Life  (hall  never  flatter  me  again, 
Nor  lhall  to>rao<row  bring  new  iDghs  and  pai»^ 
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Paniienia. 

Can  I  this  burden  of  thy  foul  relieve, 
And  calm  thy  grief  ? 

Bints, 

-  If  thou  wilt  comfort  give, 
Plight  me  thy  word,  and  to  that  word  be  juft; 
When  poor  Alexis  fhall  b«  laid  in  duft, 
That  pride  no  longer  fhall  command  thy  mind, 
That  tnou  wilt  fpare  the  friend  I  leave  behind. 
I  know  his  virtue  worthy  of  thy  breaft. 
Long  in  thy  love  may  Lycidasj  be  bleft  ! 

Partbcnia. 

That  fwain  (who  would  my  liberty  controul, 
To  ple.de  fome  fhort-liv'd  tranfport  of  his  foul) 
Shows,  while  his  importuning  flame  he  moves, 
That  'tis  not  me,  himfelf  alone  he  loves. 
O  live,  nor  leave  him  by  misfortune  prefl  : 
Tis  fhameful  to  defert  a  friend  diftreft. 

Diene. 

Alas  !  a  wretch  like  me  no  lofs  would  prove, 
Would  kind  Parthenia  liften  to  his  love. 

PartLenia. 

Why  hides  thy  bofom  this  myfterious  grief  ? 
Jlafe  thy  o'erburden'd  heart,  and  hope  relief. 


e. 

What  profits  it  to  touch  thy  tender'  breaft, 
With  wrongs,  like  mine,  which  ne'er  can  be  rc 

dreft  ? 

Let  in  my  heart  the  fatal  fecret  die, 
Nor  call  up  forrow  in  another's  eye! 

SCENE  Ilf. 
DIOXE,  PARTHINIA,  LYCIDAS. 


If  Laura  right  dire6t  the  darkfome  ways, 
Along  thefe  paths  the  penfive  fhepherd  flrays. 


Vitne. 

Let  not  a  tear  for  me  roll  down  thy  cheek, 
O  would  my  throbbing  fighs  my  heart-firings 

break! 

Why  was  my  breaft  the  lifted  ftroke  deny'd  ? 
Muft  then  again  the  deathful  deed  be  try'd? 
Yes.  'Tis  refolv'd. 

[Snatches  the  dagger  from  Parthenia. 

Partbenia. 
——Ah,  hold  ;  forbear,  forbear  \ 

Lycidas, 
Methought  diftrefs  with  fhrieks  alarm'd  my  ear. 

Parthenia. 
Strike  not.  Ye  gods,  defend  him  from  the  wound  ! 

Lycidas. 

Yes.  'Tis  Parthenia's  voice,  I  know  the  found. 
Some  fylvan  ravifher  would  force  the  maid, 
And  Laura  fent  me  to  her  virtue's  aid. 
Die,  villain,  die  ;  and  feek  the  fhades  below. 

[LycidasySwfcfor  the  dagger  from  Dione,  and 
jlahs  her. 

Dione. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  I  blefs  thee  for  the  blowv 

Lycidas, 
Since  Heaven  ordain'd  this  arm  thy  life  fhould 

guard, 
O  hear  a»y  vows!  be  l«re  the  juft  scwarel. 


Part&enia. 

Rather  let  vengeance,  with  her  fwifteft  fpeed, 
O'crtake  thy  flight,  and  recompenfe  the  deed  \ 
Why  ftays  the  thunder  in  the  upper  ficy  ? 
Gather,  ye  clouds;  ye  forky  lightnings,  fly: 
On  thee  may  all  the  wrath  of  Heaven  defcend, 
Whofe  barbarous  hand  hath  flain  a  faithful  frienct. 
Behold  Alexis  ! 

LyciJas. 

-  Would  that  treacherous  boy 
Have  forc'd  thy  virtue  to  his  brutal  joy  ? 
What  rous'd  his  paflion  to  this  bold  advance  ? 
Did  e'er  thy  eyes  confefs  one  willing  glance  ? 
I  know,  the  faithlefs  youth  his  truft  betray'd  ; 
And  well  the  dagger  hath  my  wrongs  repaid. 

Dione  [Raijing  berfelf  on  her  art.T, 
Breaks  not  Evander's  voice  along  the  glade  ? 
Ha  !  is  it  he  who  holds  the  reeking  blade  \ 
There  needed  not  or  poifon,  fword,  or  dart  ; 
Thy  faithlefs  vows,  alas  !  had  broke  my  heart. 


Parthtnia, 

O  tremble,  fhepherd,  for  thy  rafh  offence, 
The  fword  is  dy'd  with  murder'd  innocence  ! 
His  gentle  foul  no  brutal  pftfllon  feiz'd, 
Nor  at  my  bofoui  was  the  dagger  rais'd  ; 
Self  -murder  was  his  aim  ;  the  youth  I  found 
Whelm'd  in  defpair,  and  ftay'd  the  falling  wound- 

Dione. 

Into  what  mifchiefs  is  the  lover  led, 
Who  calls  down  vengeance  on  his  perjur'd  head  I 
O  may  he  ne'er  bewail  this  defperate  deed, 
And  may,  unknown,  unwept,  Dione  bleed. 


Lycidas. 

What  horrors  on  the  guilty  mind  attend  ! 
His  confcience  had  reveng'd  an  injur'd  friend, 
Hadft  thou  not  held  the  ftroke.  In  death  he  fought 
To  lofe  the  heart-cenfuming  pain  of  thought. 
Did  not  the  fmooth-tongu'd  boy  perfidious  provc^ 
Plead  his  own  paffion,  and  betray  my  love  ? 

Dione. 

O  let  him  ne'er  this  bleeding  victim  know  ; 
Left  his  rafh  tranfport,  to  revenge  the  blow, 
Should  in  his  dearer  heart  the  dagger  ftain  ! 
That  wound  would  pierce  my  ioul  with  double 
pain.  [-d/nte. 

PartLenia. 

How  did  his  faithful  lips  (now  pale  and  cold) 
With  moving  eloquence  thy  griefs  unfold  \ 

Lycidas. 

Was  he  thus  faithful  ?  thus,  to  friendfhip  true  ? 
Then  I'm  a  wretch.  All  peace  of  mind,  adieu  ! 
If  ebbing  life  yet  beat  within  thy  vein, 
Alexis,  fpeak  ;  unclofe  thofe  lids  again. 

[Flings  himfelf  on  the  ground  near  Dione. 
See  at  thy  feet  the  barbarous  villain  kneel  ! 
'Tis  Lycidas  who  grafps  the  bloody  fteel, 
Thy  once-lov'd  friend.—  Yet,  ere  I  ceafe  to  live, 
Canft  thou  a  wretched  penitent  forgive  ? 

Dine. 

When  low  beneath  the  fable  mould  I  reft, 
May  a  Cncerer  friendfliip  {hare  thy  breaft  '. 
Why  are  thofe  heaving  groans?  ah  !  ceafe  to  weep!!.) 
May  my  loft  name  in  dark  oblivion 


fc&  TH* 

Let  this  fad  tale  no  fpeaking  ftone  declare, 
From  future  eyes  to  draw  a  pitying  tear. 
Let  o'er  my  grave  the  levelling  ploughfhare  pafs, 
Mark  not  the  fpot;   forget  that  e'er  I  was. 
Then  may'ft  thou  with  Parthenia's  love  he  bled, 
And  not  one  thought  on  me  thy  joys  moleft  ! 
My  fwimming  eyes  are  overpow'rd  with  light, 
And  darkening  (hadows  fleet  before  my  fight: 
May'ft  thou  be  happy  !  ah  !  my  foul  is' free.  [Diet 

Lycidas. 

O  cruel  fliepherdefs,  for  love  of  thee  [To  Parthenia 
This  fatal  deed  was  done. 

SCENE  THE  LAST. 
LYCIUAS,  PARTHENIA,  LAURA. 

Laura. 

Alexis  flain  ! 

.    .        Lycidas. 

Yes.  'TwasT  did  it.  See  this  crimfon  {lain  ! 
My  hands  with  blood  of  innocence  are  dy'd. 
O  may  the  moon  her  filver  beauty  hide 
In  rolling  clouds  1  my  foul  abhors  the  light ; 
Shade,  fliade  the  murderer  in  eternal  night  1 

Laura. 

No  rival  fhepherd  is  before  thee  laid ; 
There  bled  the  chaileft,  the  fincereft  maid 
That  ever  figh'd  for  love.  On  her  pale  face, 
Cannot  thy  weeping  eyes  the  feature  trace 
Of  thy  once  dear  Dione  ?   With  wan  care 
Sunk  are  thofe  eyes,  and  livid  with  dcfpair  I 
Lycidas* 

i)ione ! 

Laura. 

—There  pure  conilancy  lies  dead  ! 


,, 

£ 
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LyeiJeu* 
May  Heaven  fhower  vengeance  on  this  pcrji 

head  ! 

As  the  dry  branch  that  withers  on  the  ground, 
So,  blafted  he  the  hand  that  gave  the  wound ! 
Off;  hold  me  not  This  heart  deferves  the  flroke; 
'  Tis  black  with  treachery.  Yes :  the  vows  are 
broke.  [Stats  bimfelf. 

Which  I  fo  often  fwore.   Vain  world,  adL-u  ! 
Though  I  was  falfe  in  life,  in  death  I'm  true. 

[Diet. 
.     Laura. 

To-morrow  fliall  the  funeral  rites.be  paid, 
And  thefe  love-vidtims  in  one  grave  be  laid. 

Partbcnia. 

There  fliall  the  yew  her  fable  branches  fpread, 
And  mournful  cyprefs  rear  her  fringed  head. 

Laura. 
From  thence  fhall  thyme  and  myrtle  fend  per- 

fume, 
And  laurel  ever-green  o'erfliade  the  tomb. 

Parthenia. 

Come,  Laura,  let  u»  leave  this  horrid  wood, 
Where  ftreams  the  purple  grafs  with  lovers  blood  ; 
Come  to  my  bower.    And,  as  we  forrowing  go, 
Let  poor  Dione's  ftory  feed  my  woe 

With  heart-relieving  tears. 

Laura.          [Pointing  /a  Dion C. 

Unhappy  n^aid  ! 

Hadft  thou  a  parent's  juft  command  obey'd, 
Thou  yet  hadft  liv'd. — But  who  (hall  Love  advife  ? 
Love  fcorns  command,  and  breaks  all  other  tics. 
Henceforth,  ye  f wains,  be  true  to  vows  profeft  ; 
For  ceraiu  vengeance  finke.  the  perjur'd  breaft. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  TICKELL. 


OF  Thomas  Tickell,  it  is  to  be  regretted,  that  the  particulars  which  have  been  tranfmitted  by  hig 
contemporaries,  are  infufficient  to  gratify  the  curiofity  which  his  reputation  nvuft  excite,  and  dif- 
proportionate  to  his  rank  in  poetry  and  literature. 

I  He  was  the  fon  of  the  Rev.  Richard  Tickell,  who  pofleffed  a  confiderable  living  in  Cumberland; 
and  was  born  at  Bridekirk,  near  Carlifle,  in  1 686. 

He  was  educated  in  his  native  country;  and  in  April  1701,  he  became  a  member  of  Queen's 
College  in  Oxford. 

In  1707,  he  exprcffed  his  gratitude  to  the  Uaiverfity,  in  a  poem,  intituled  Qxffrd,  addrefled  to 
L»rd  Vifcount  Lonfdale. 

Which  thus  my  thanks  to  mnch-Iov'd  Oxford  pays, 
In  no  ungrateful,  though  unartful  lays. 

In  1 708,  he  took  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts ;  and  two  years  afterwards  he  was  chofen  Fellow. 
As  he  had  not  complied  with  the  ftatutes  which  required  him  to  be  in  orders  before  he  could  be 
chofen  to  a  Fellowfhrp,  he  obtained  a  difpenfation  from  the  Crown. 

At  the  univerfity  he  acquired  the  character  of  excelling  in  claffical  learning,  and  in  academical 
exercifes;  and  was  diftinguiflied  for  his  ability  in  verification. 

He  entered  early  into  life,  and  became  known  to  Addifon  and  Sceele,  and  other  men  of  high  cha- 
racter for  talents  and  literature. 

.  He  is  faid  to  have  firft  gained  the  notice  of  Addifon,  byjhis  verfes  in  praife  of  Rofamond ;  in 
which  he  cenfures  the  Italian  opera  as  a  vehicle  of  melodious  abfurdity,  and  compares  his  foftnefs 
to  Corelli,  and  his  ftrength  to  Virgil. 

The  opera  firft  Italian  mailers  taught, 
Enrich'd  with  fongs,  but  innocent  of  thought ; 
Britannia's  learned  theatre  difdains 
Melodious  trifles,  and  enervate  ftrains  ; 
And  bluflies,  on  her  injur'd  ftage  to  fee 
Nonfenfe  well  tun'd,  and  fweet  ftupidity. 
No  charms  are  wanting  to  thy  artful  fong, 
Soft  as  Corelli,  and  as  Virgil  ftrong. 

The  cenfure  of  the  Italian  opera  is  well  founded  and  ftrong  ;  and  the  panegyric  on  R»f*m»nd  doe» 
not  very  much  exaggerate  its  merits,  except  perhaps,  in  the  conclusion. 

To  thofe  verfes,  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  it  would  not  have  been  juft  to  deny  regard,  for  they  contain 
fome  of  the  moft  elegant  encomiaftic  flrains;  and^among  the  innumerable  poems  of  the  fame  kind, 
it  will  be  hard  to  find  one  with  which  they  need  to  fear  a  comparifon. 

It  may  deferve  obfervation,  that  when  Pope  wrote  long  afterwards  in  praife  of  Addifon,  he  has 
copied,  at  lead  has  refembled,  Tickell. 

Let  joy  falute  fair  Rofamonda's  fhade, 

And  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lorely  maid. 

Cc  Jj 
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While  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ghoft  (he  roves, 

And  hears  and  tells  the  ftory  of  their  loves. 

Alike  they  mourn,  alike  they  blefs  their  faU, 

Since  love  which  made  them  wretched  made  them  great. 

Nor  longer  that  relentlefs  doom  bemoan, 

Which  gain'd  a  Virgil,  and  an  Addifon. Tickell, 

When  future  ages  with  delight  fhall  fee, 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's,  looks  agree ; 
Or  in  fair  feries  laurell'd  bards  be  (hown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addtfon. Pope. 

When   Steele  began   the  Speflator,  with  the  afliftance  of  Addifon  and  the  other  wits,  Tickefl- 
is  Relieved  to  have  contributed  frequently  to  it ;  but  his  papers  have  not  been  afcertained.     Thofe 
marked  with  the  letter  R,  are  all  Steele's,  as  are  many  of  thole  marked  with  T.     It  has  been  faid 
that  the  latter  mark  was  fometimes  ufed  by  Tickell.  There  are  more  papers  marked  with  R  and  T,1 
than  with  any  other  fignature  ;  of  thefe,  it  is  probable,  Tickell  wrote  many,  as  he  was  very  much'! 
with  Steele,  as  well  as  with  Addifon,  and  might  be  often  folicited,  as  Steele  was  often  in  a  hurry,  to 
eke  out  the  fcanty  materials  which  he  had  time  to  provide.     He  wrote  a  copy  of  Vcrfes  to  the  fup->^ 
$ofed  author  of  the  Spefiator,  inferted  in  No.  632,  in  which  a  high  praife  is  bellowed  on  Steele's  psH 
f>ers  in  the  "  Taller,"  againft  (harpers,  which  produced  moft  beneficial  effcds. 

From  felon  gamcflcrs  the  raw  fquire  is  free, 
And  Britain  owes  her  relcued  oaks  to  thce. 

He  was  alfo  a  contributor  to  the  Guardian.    All  the  papers  on  Pajloral  Poetry,  except  one  by  ! 
Pope,  in  his  own  praife,  afre  written  by  Tickell. 

When  the  Tory  Miniftry  were  negociating  with  France,  before  the  conclufion  of  the  peace  of 
Utrecht,  he  publifhed  The  Profpefi  of  Peace,  a  poem,  addreffed  to  Dr.  Robinfon,  Bifhop  of  BriftolJ 
the  Lord  Privy-Seal,  one  of  the  negociators,  the  tendency  of  which  was  to  reclaim  the  nation  from  \ 
the  pride  of  conquefl,  to  the  pleafures  of  tranquillity. 

To  the  Whigs,  who  difapproved  of  the  peace  then  negociating,  the  tendency  of  Tickell's  poem 
could  not  be  pleafing.     Addifon,  however,  in  the  candor  of  liberal  criticifm,  overlooking  the  poli-- 
tics,  beftowed  in  the  "  Spe&ator"  very  great  praife  on  the  poetry. 

It  was  read  at  that  time  with  fo  much  eagernefs,  that  fix  editions  were  fold.     The   quick  fale 
of  a  compofition  on   a  temporary  fubje«5t  is    no  teft  of  its   intrinfic   merit;  the  defpicable  bigot- 1 
ry  of  Sacheverell  had  a  much   more  extenfive  fale,  than  Tickell's  poem,  which  deferved  a  fa-/ 
vourable  reception,  though  Dr.  Johnfon  "  found  it  a  piece  to  be  approved  rather  than  admired." 

On  the  appearance  of  Catot  when  fo  many  made  offerings  of  verfes  to  the  author,  Tickell,  who 
loved  and  venerated  Addifon  as  a  father,  contributed  a  copy  of  verfes,  fuperior,  perhaps,  to  any 
•written  on  the  fubjed,  except  the  prologue  by  Pope,  and  the  verfes  by  Jeffries. 

Tickell  had  been  a  ftrenuous  fupporter  of  the  Hanover  fucceffion,  and  other  meafures,  refulting 
from  principles  of  freedom ;  and  on  the  acctfiion  and  arrival  of  King  George,  he  produced  a  poem, 
intituled  the  Royal  Progrefs,  which  was  inferted  and  praifed  in  "  the  Spedator,"  No.  620.  The 
pfeafmg  emotions  excited  in  a  benevolent  king,  by  the  view  of  i.ational  induftry  and  profperity,  con- 
flitute  the  moft  beautiful  and  interefting  parts  of  the  poem. 

When  the  friends  of  the  reigning  family  were  apprehenfivc  of  dcfigns  to  its  prejudice,  he  wrote 
An  Epi/lle  from  a  Lady  in  England  to  a  Gentleman  at  Avignon,  againft  the  Pretender  and  his  abettors, 
which, Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  "  ftands  high  among  party  poems;  it  expreffes  contempt  without  coarfev 
neft,  and  fuperiority  without  infolence.  It  had  the  fuccefs  which  it  defcrved,  being  five  times 
printed." 

He  was  now  patronifed  at  Court;  and  when  Addifon  went  into  Ireland  as  Secretary  to  Lord  SIH* 
»3*rland,  he  took  him  thither^  and  employed  him  in  public  buiiuefo, 
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At  the  time  of  the  publication  of  the  firft  volume  of  Pope's  "  Homer,"  he  publiflied  the/>y2  ~Book 
if  the  Iliad,  as  tranflated  by  himfelf,  in  apparent  oppofition  to  Pope's  tranflation,  with  an  elegant  de~ 
dicatioa,  to  the  memory  of  Halifax. 

To  apologife  for  prefenting  his  verfion  to  :he  public  at  fuch  a  jun&ure,  this  advertifement  was 
prefixed  :  "  I  muft  inform  the  reader,  that  when  J  began  this  firft  book,  I  had  fome  thoughts  of 
tranflating  the  whole  Iliad;  but  I  had  the  pleafure  of  being  diverted  from  that  defign,  by  finding  the 
work  was  fallen  into  a  much  abler  hand ;  I  would  not,  therefore,  be  thought  to  have  any  other  vie^w 
in  .publiftung  this  fmall  fpecimen  of  Homer's  Iliad,  than  to  befpeak,  if  pofllble,  the  favour  of  the  pub- 
lic to  a  trauflation  of  HumeSt  Ody/ey,  wherein  I  have  already  made  fome  progrefs." 

Addifon  declared  that  the  verfions  were  both  good,  but  that  Ticket's  was  the  heft  that  ever  was 
made ;  and  with  Addifon,  the  wits,  his  adherents  and  followers,  concurred  in  opinion. 

Pope  did  not  long  think  Addifon  an  impartial  jndge;  for  he  confidered  him  as  the  writer  of  Tick- 
ell's  verfion,  and  appealed  to  the  people  as  his  proper  judges,  "  and  if  they  are  not  inclined  to  con- 
demn me,"  fays  he,  "  I  am  in  little  care  about  the  highfliers  at  Button's." 

The  reafons  for  his  fufpicion  have  been  tranfcribed  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  from  Spence's  MS.  Collec- 
tions. 

"  There  had  been  a  coldnefs  (faid  Mr.  Pope,)  between  Mr.  Addifon  and  me  for  fome  time ;  and 
we  had  not  been  in  company  together  for  a  good  while,  any  where  but  at  Button's  Coffeehoufe, 
where  I  ufed  to  fee  him  almoft  every  day.— On  his  meeting  me  there  one  day  in  particular,  he 
took  me  afide ;  and  faid  he  would  be  glad  to  dine  with  me  at  fuch  a  tavern,  if  I  {laid  till  thofe 
people  were  gone  (Budgell  and  Philips).  He  went  accordingly;  and,  after  dinner,  Mr.  Addifon 
faid,  that  he  had  wanted  for  fome  time  to  talk  with  me ;  that  his  friend  Tickell  had  formerly, 
\vhilft  at  Oxford,  tranflated  thcftrjl  Book  of  tie  Iliad ;  that  he  defigned  to  print  it;  and  had  defired 
him  to  look  it  over ;  that  he  muft  therefore  beg  that  I  would  not  defire  him  to  look  over  my  firfl 
book;  becaufe,  if  he  did,  it  would  have  the  air  of  double  dealing.  I  afiured  him,  that  I  did 'not 
at  all  take  it  ill  of  Mr.  Tickell,,  that  he  was  going  to  publifti  his  tranflation  ;  that  he  certainly  had 
as  much  right  to  tranflate  any  author  as  myielf ;  and  that  publifhing  both  was  entering  on  a  fair 
ftage.  I  then  added,  that  I  would  not  defire  him  to  look  over  my  firft  book  of  the  Iliad,  becaufe 
he  had  looked  over  Mr.  Tickell's ;  but  could  wifh  to  hav.e  the  benefit  of  his  obfervations  on  my  fe- 
cond,  which  I  had  then  finiflied,  and  which  Mr.  Tickell  had  not  touched  upon.  Accordingly,  I 
fent  him  the  fecond  book  the  next  morning  ;  and,  Mr.  Addifon,  a  few  days  after,  returned  it,  with 
very  high  commendations.  Soon  after,  it  was  generally  known  that  Mr.  Tickell  was  publifhing 
the^r/?  Book  of  the  JHaJ,  I  met  Dr.  Young  in  the  ftreet ;  and,  upon  our  falling  into  that  fubjedt,  the 
Dodlor  exprefled  a  great  deal  of  furprife  at  Tickell's  having  had  fuch  a  translation  fo  long  by  him. 
He  faid,  that  it  was  inconceivable  to  him ;  and  that  there  muft  be  fome  miftake  in  the  matter ;  that 
each  ufed  to  communicate  to  each  other  whatever  verfes  they  wrote,  even  to  the  leaft  things ;  that 
Tickell  could  not  be  bufied  in  fo  long  a  work  there,  without  his  knowing  fomething  of  the  matter  ; 
?nd  that  he  had  never  heard  a  fingle  word  on  it,  till  on  this  occafion.  This  furprife  of  Dr.  Young, 
together  with  what  Steele  has  faid  again-ft  Tickell,  in  relation  to  this  affair,  make  it  highly  probable, 
that  there  was  fome  underhand  dealing  in  that  bufinefs  ;  and  indeed,  Tickell  himfelf,  who  is  a  very- 
fair,  worthy  man,  has  fince,  in  a  manner,  as  good  as  owned  it  to  me.  When  it  was  introduced  into 
a  converfation  between  Mr.  Tickell  and  Mr.  Pope,  by  a  third  perfcui,  Tickell  did  not  deny  it ; 
which,  considering  his  honour  and  zeal  for  his  departed  friend,  was  the  fame  as  owning  it." 

Upon  thefe  fufpicions,  Pope,  always  in  his  "  Art  of  Sinking,"  quotes  this  verfion  as  the  work  of 
Addifon  ;  though  the  circumftances  of  the  publication,  not  only  do  not  prove  that  Addifon  was  the 
tranflator,  but  do  not  even  render  probable  the  charge  of  meannefs  and  difingenuity  alleged  by  Pope 
againft  him  ;  the  opinions  of  Young  and  Steele  are  no  proof, 

Addifon  had  a  very  great  affedlion  for  Tickeil,  and  might  have  revifed  his  verfion,  and  approved 
.of  the  publication,  to  confer  a  pecuniary  obligation  on  him,  by  promoting  a  fubfcription  for  his 
Pdyffey.  But,  it  is  evident,  that  he  had  no  intention  to  oppofe  Pope;  for,  at  the  time  of  the  appear- 
ance of  Tickell's  verfien,  oppofition  to  Pope  could  -not  do  him  any  material  injury.  His  fubfcriptioi? 
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v/as  full,  and  his  contract  with  his  bookfeller  completely  performed.  Had  Addifon  wifhed  to  ob- 
ftruct  Pope's  tranflation,  the  time  for  effecting  his  purpofe,  would  have  been  when  the  fubfcription 
was  beginning.  He  might  then  have  promoted  a  fubfcription  for  Tickell,  which  would  have  inter- 
fered with  Pope's.  The  influence  of  Addifon  with  the  Whigs,  was  fully  equal  to  that  of  Swift 
with  the  Tories.  With  thofe,  who  were  of  neither  party,  his  recommendation  would  have  had 
more  weight  than  Swift's,  becaufe  he  was  in  greater  eftimation,  for  elegant  literature  in  general, 
and  particularly  for  claflical  knowledge. 

The  circumftance  of  the  time  of  publication,  which  provoked  the  irritable  difpnfltion  of  Pope,  who 
fuppofed'his  character  and  intereft  fo  much  concerned,  is  fufficiently  explained  by  the  adrertifcment 
above  quoted.  This  advertifement  was  induftrioufiy  fupprefled,  in  Pope's  publication  on  the  fub- 
ject.  That  Addifon  had  any  intention  of  publifhing  a  verfion  of  the  Iliad,  there  is  no  evidence  even 
probable.  Had  he  been  actuated  by  jealoufy,  envy,  or  malevolence,  it  is  not  probable  he  would 
have  fpoke  fo  highly  of  Pope's  Iliad  as  he  did  in  "  The  Freeholder." 

"  The  tranflation  of  the  firft  book  of  the  Iliad,"  fays  Mr.  Nichols,  "  which  has  been  afcribed  to 
Tickell,  wasfaid  to  be  in  reality  the  production  of  Addifon,  to  prejudice  that  which  Pope  had  un- 
dertaken ;  a  notion  certainly  without  foundation,  Mr.  Watts  the  printer,  affured  a  friend  of  mine, 
that  the  tranflation  of  the  Jirjl  book  of  the  Iliad  was  ia  T'tckelfs  hand--uiriilng%  Lut  much  corre&ed  and  inter- 
lifted  by  Addifon. 

To  compare  the  two  tranflations  would  be  tedious;  the  fuperiority  is  univerfally  allowed  to  Pope. 
Tickell  has,  perhaps,  more  of  the  fimple  majefty  of  Homer;  but  his  verfion  is  inferior  to  that  cf 
Pope,  in  force,  animation,  elegance,  and  harmony. 

In  1717,  when  Addifon  was  appointed  Secretary  of  State,  he  made  Tickell  under-fecretary.  When 
Addifon's  ill  health  obliged  him  to  refign,  he  fo  effectually  recommended  Tickell  to  the  patronage 
of  Craggs,  his  fucceffor,  that  he  was  continued  in  place  till  that  gentleman's  death. 

Addifon's  appointment  of  Tickell  to  be  his  under-fecretary,  is  faid  to  have  been  difpleafing,  en 
fomc  account,  to  Steele,  who  warmly  oppofcd  it ;  and  his  oppofition  having  been  reported  to  Tickell, 
produced  a  coldnefs  between  them,  which  might  be  aggravated  by  the  controverfy  between  Addi- 
fon and  Steele,  on  the  Peerage  bill. 

His  friendfhip  with  Addifon  fcems  to  have  continued  without  abatement ;  for  when  that  great 
man  died,  he  left  him  the  charge  of  publilhing  his  works,  which,  on  his  death-bed,  he  had  dedicated 
to  Craggs. 

To  the  works  of  Addifon,  which  appeared  foon  after  his  death,  in  4  vols.  410,  he  prefixed  an  ac- 
count of  his  life,  and  an  elegy  on  his  death,  addreffed  to  the  liarl  of  Warwick,  his  fon-in-law,  replete 
with  genuine  tendernefs.  It  is  the  cffuiion  of  a  refined  mind,  lamenting  the  death  of  a  friend  of  the 
higheft  intellectual  and  moral  excellence  ;  whofe  value  it  completely  comprehended,  and  whofe  lofs 
it  poignantly  felt. 

In  his  life  of  Addifon  he  charged  Steele  with  afluming  the  credit  of  Addifon's  papers  in  the 
"  Spectator,"  an  imputation  from  which  Steele  vindicated  himfelf  in  the  dedication  of  "  the 
Drummer,"  to  Congrevc. 

It  is  a  remarkable  circumftance,  that  Craggs,  to  whom  Addifon  had  dedicated  his  works,  died 
before  they  were  publilhed  ;  and  that  Lord  Warwick,  to  whom  the  verfes  on  Addifon  were  dedi- 
cated, died  likewife  before  their  publication. 

Tickell's  intereft  with  the  great  did  not  expire  with  his  friend.  His  merit  enabled  him  to  retain 
and  improve  the  footing  on  which  he  had  been  placed  by  Addifon.  In  1725,  he  was  appointed 
fecretary  to  the  Lord  Juftices  of  Ireland,  a  place  of  great  honour,  truft,  and  emolument,  in  which  he 
continued  till  his  death,  which  happened  at  Bath,  April  23,  1740,  in  the  J4th  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  married,  and  had  children ;  the  eldeft  of  whom  was  the  father  of  Richard  Tickell,  Efq. 
one  of  the  Commifiioners  of  the  Stamp-office,  and  author  of  "  The  Wreath  of  Faftuon,"  a  poem  ; 
"  Anticipation  of  the  Debates  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,"  1778  j  "  The  Carnival  of  Venice,"  an 
opera ;  and  other  ingenious  performances. 

He  died  at  Hampton  Court,  Nov.  4.  1793,  univerfally  beloved  and  lamented,  leaving  three  chil- 
dren by  his  wife,  Mifs  Linley,  the  fifter  of  the  lovely  Mrs.  Sheridan,  wife  of  the  celebrated  Richard 
Biinfley  Sheridan,  Efq.  who  died  in  1787.  £ 
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His  poems  were  printed  in  the  fecond  volume  of  "  The  Minor  Poets,"  1 749,  and  have  been  fre- 
quently reprinte'd. 

Tickell  is  faid  to  have  been  a  man  of  moft  pleafing  manners,  and  of  unqueftioned  honour  and  in- 
tegrity. His  converfation  was  gay  and  lively ;  he  was  a  very  agreeable  companion,  at  leaft  a  tem- 
perate lover  of  wine  and  conviviality,  and  in  domeftic  relations  without  cenfure.  His  writings  di£« 
cover  a  good  underftanding,  an  extenfive  knowledge  of  claffical  literature,  a  refined  tafte,  and  a 
feeling  heart. 

As  a  poet,  he  is  characterifed  by  elegance  of  diction,  correctnefs  of  judgment,  tendernefs  of  fen- 
timent,  opulence  of  allufion,  and  harmony  of  numbers. 

His  verification  exceeds  Addifon's,  and  is  inferior  to  few  of  the  Englifh  poets,  except  Dryden 
and  Pope. 

Moft  of  his  pieces,  particularly  the  ProfpeR  of  Peace;  the  Royal  Progrefs  ;  the  Letter  ts  Avignon  ;  Oxford; 
Kenjington  Gardens  ;  Epijlle  to  a  Lady  before  Marriage,  and  the  Elegy  on  the  death  of  Addifon..  are  di- 
ftinguifhed  by  a  judicious  combination  of  ornament  and  fimplicity  ;  a  happy  mixture  of  fentiment 
and  defcription,  and  a  rare  union  of  the  beauties  of  ftyle,  and  the  elegancies  of  verfificatitn,  with  the 
niceties  of  method,  connection,  and  arrangement. 

Of  Tickell,  it  has  been  faid  by  Goldfmith,  that  through' all  his  poetry,  there  is  a  flrain  of 
Ballad-thinking  to  be  found :  The  remark  is  juft,  and  to  that  {train  he  is  not  a  little  indebted  for  the 
reception  he  has  met  with  ;  whether  he  had  it  from  reading,  or  from  nature,  cannot  now  be  known, 
as  no  memoirs  of  his  life  are  fatisfactory  enough  to  inform  us  of  his  particular  ftudies.  His  beauti- 
ful ballad  of  Colin  and  Lucy,  probably  aflumed  a  tincture  of  tendernefs  and  fimplicity,  from  his  tafte 
for  our  obfcurer  writers  ;  a  tafte  which  his  friend  Addifon  undoubtedly  pofiefled  in  a  degree  fuperior 
to  any  of  his  contemporaries,  except  Rowe,  as  appears  by  his  elegant  critique  on  "  Chevy  Chace," 
and  various  fcattered  notices  of  a  congenial  nature  in  his  periodical  papers. 

"  In  the  few  things  that  Tickell  wrote,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  there  appear  to  be  a  peculiar  terfe- 
nefs  and  neatnefs.  Highly  elegant  and  polifhed  are  his  Verfes  on  Add'tfons  death," 

««  The  Elegy  on  Addifon"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  could  owe  none  of  its  beauties  to  the  affiftance  which 
might  be  fufpected  to  have  ftrengthened  or  embellifhed  his  earlier  compofitions ;  but  neither  he  nor 
Addifon  ever  produced  nobler  lines  than  are  contained  in  the  third  and  fourth  paragraphs;  nor  is  a 
more  fublime  or  more  elegant  funeral  poem  to  be  found  in  the  whole  compafs  of  Englifh  literature. 

"  Of  his  Royal  Profrtfs,  it  is  juft  to  fay,  that  it  is  neither  high  nor  low.  Of  his  Kenfington  Gardens, 
the  verification  is  fmooth  and  elegant,  but  the  fiction  unfkilfully  compounded  of  Grecian  deities  and 
Gothic  fairies.  Neither  fpecies  of  thefe  exploded  beings  could  have  done  much ;  and  when  they  are 
brought  together,  they  only  make  each  other  contemptible. 

"  To  Tickell,  however,  cannot  be  denied  a  high  place  among  the  minor  poets;  nor&ould  it  be 
forgotten  that  he  was  one  of  the  contributors  to  the  Sfeflator." 

If  by  the  term  minor  poet,  the  quantity  of  his  poetry  is  meant,  he  is  not  improperly  fo  called ;  but  if 
the  quality  is  thereby  underftood,  it  is  a  difparagement.  If  he  cannot  be  placed  in  the  firft  rank  of 
poets,  he  has  at  leaft  an  unexceptionable  claim  to  the  fecond. 
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&n  Queen  Caroline's  rebuilding  tie  Lodgings  of  tie 
Slack  Prince t  and  Henry  V.  at  Queens  College, 
Oxford. 

WHERE  bold  and  graceful  foars,  fecure  of  fame, 
The  pile,  now  worthy  great  Philippa's  name, 
Mark  that  old  ruin,  Gothic  and  uncouth,  [youth  ; 
Where  the    Black  Edward   pafs'd   his  beardlefs 
And  the  Fifth  Henry,  for  his  firft  renown, 
Out-ftripp'd  each  rival  in  a  ftudent's  gown. 

In  that  coarfe  age  were  princes  fond  to  dwell 
With  meagre  monks,  and  haunt  the  filent  cell : 
Sent  from  the  monarch's  to  the  mufe's  court, 
Their  mealswere  frugal,  and  their fleeps were fliort; 
To  couch  at  curfeu  time  they  thought  no  fcorn, 
And  froze  at  matins  every  winter  morn  ; 
They  read,  an  early  book,  the  ftarry  frame, 
And  lifp'd  each  conftellation  by  its  name ; 
Art  after  art  ftill  dawning  to  their  view, 
And  their  mind  opening  as  their  ftature  grew. 

Yet,  whofe  ripe  manhood  fpread  our  fame  fo  far, 
Sages  in  peace,  and  demi-gods  in  war ! 
Who,  ftern  in  fight,  made  echoing  Crefli  ring, 
And,  mild  in  conqueft,  ferv'd  his  captive  king  ! 
Who  gain'd,  at  Agincourt,  the  victor's  bays ; 
Nor   took  himfelf,  but  gave   good   heaven,  the 

praife  I 

Thy  nurfelings,  ancient  dome !  to  virtue  form'd  ; 
To  mercy  liftening,  whilft  in  fields  they  fterm'd ; 
Fierce  to  the  fierce ;  and  warm  th'  oppreft  to  fave ; 
Through  life  rever'd,  and  worfhip'd  in  the  grave  I 

In  tenfold  pride  the  mouldering  roofs  fhall  fhine 
The  ftately  work  of  bounteous  Caroline  ; 
And  bleft  Philippa,  with  unenvious  eyes, 
From  heaven  behold  her  rival's  fabric  rife. 
If  ftill,  bright  faint,  this  fpot  deferves  thy  care, 
Incline  thee  to  th'  ambitious  mufe's 'prayer  : 
0 1  could'ft  thou  win  young  William's  bloom  to 

grace 

His  mother's  walls,  and  fill  thy  Edward's  place, 
How  would  that  genius,  whofe  propitious  wings 
Have  here  twice  hover'd  o'er  the  fons  of  kings, 
Defcend  triumphant  to  his  ancient  feat, 
And  take  in  charge  a  third  Plantagenet ! 

TO  THE 
SUPPOSED  AUTHOR  OF  THE  SPECTATOR 

In  courts  licentious,  and  a  fhamekfs  ftage, 
How  long  the  war  fhall  wit  with  virtue  wage  ?  . 


nchanted  by  this  proftituted  fair, 
Our  youth  run  headlong  in  the  fatal  fnare ; 
n  height  of  rapture  clafp  unheeded  pains, 

d  fuck  pollution  through  their  tingling  veins?, 
Thy  fpotlcfs  thoughts  unfhock'd  the  prieft  may 

hear  ; 

And  the  pure  veftal  in  her  bofom  wear. 
To  confcious  bluflies  and  diminifh'd  pride,   [hide ; 
Thy  glafs  betrays  what  treacherous  love  would, 
Nor  harm  thy  precepts,  but  infus'd  by  ftealth, 
Pleas'd  while  they  cure,  and  cheat  us  into  health. 
Thy  works  in  Ghloe's  toilet  gain  a  part, 
And  with  his  tailor  (hare  the  fopling's  heart : 
Lafh'd  in  thy  fatire,  the  penurious  cit 
Laughs  at  himfelf,  and  finds  no  harm  in  wit : 
From  felon  gamefters  the  raw  'fquire  is  free, 
And  Britain  owes  her  refcued  oaks  to  thee. 
His  mifs  the  frolic  vifcount  dreads  to  toaft, 
Or  his  third  cure  the  {hallow  templar  boaft ; 
And  the  ram  fool,  who  fcorn'd  the  beaten  road, 
Dares  quake  at  thunder,  and  confefs  his  God. 

The  brainlefs  {tripling,  who,  expell'd  the  town, 
Damn'd  the  iliff  college  and  pedantic  gown^ 
Aw'd  by  thy  name,  is  dumb,  and  thrice  a  wees 
Spells  uncouth  Latin,  and  pretends  to  Greek. 
A  fauntering  tribe  1  fuch  born  to  wide  eftates, 
With  yea  and  no  in  fenates  hold  debates : 
At  length  defpis'd  each  to  his  fields  retires, 
Firft  with  the  dogs,  and  king  amidft  the  'fquires; 
From  pert  to  ftupid,  finks  fupinely  down, 
In  youth  a  coxcomb,  and  in  age  a  clown. 

Such  reader's  fcorn'd,  thou  wing'ft  thy  daring 

flight, 

Above  the  flare,  and  tread'ft  the  fields  of  light ; 
Fame,  heaven,  and  hell,  are  thy  exalted  theme, 
And  vifions  fuch  as  Jove  himfelf  might  dream  ; 
Man  funk  to  flavery,  though  to  glory  born,  [fcorn. 
Heaven's  pride  when  upright,  and  deprav'd  bi» 

Such  hints  alone  could  Britifti  Virgil  lend, 
And  thou  alone  defer ve  from  fuch  a  friend  ; 
A  debt  fo  borrow'd  is  illuftrious  fhame, 
And  fame,  when  fhar'd  with  him,  is  double  fame. 
So,  flulh'd  with  fweets  by  beauty's  queen  beftow'd, 
With  more  than  mortal  charms  ./Eneas  glow'd  : 
Such  generous  ftrifes  Eugene  and  Marlborough  try, 
And  as  in  glory,  fo  in  friendfhip  vie. 

Permit  thefe  lines  by  thee  to  live — nor  blame 
A  mufe  that  pants  and  languifhes  for  fame  ; 
That  fears  to  fink  when  humbler  themes  (he  fings, 
Left  in  ths  niafs  of  mean  forgotten  thiags: 
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Receiv'd  by  thee,  I  prophefy,  my  rhymes, 
7'he  praife  of  virgins  in  fucceeding  times  :       [fee, 
Mix'd  with  thy  works,  their  life  no  bounds  (hall 
But  ftand  protected,  as  infpir'd,  by  thee.          [rife, 
So  feme  weak  Ihoot,  which  elie  would  poorly 
Jove's  tree  adepts,  and  lifts  him  to  the  ikies  ; 
Through  the  new  pupil  foflering  juices  flow, 
Thruft  forth  the  gems,  and  give  the  flowers  to  blow 
Aloft ;  immortal  reigns  the  plant  unknown, 
With  borrow'd  life,  and  vigour  not  his  own. 


A  POEM, 

To  his  Excellency  tbe  Lord  Privy  Seal,  on  the  Prof- 
peft  of  Peace. 

« Sacerdos 

"  Fronde  fuper  Mitram,  et  fclici  cornptus  Oli- 
va." VIRG. 

TO  THE   LORD   PRIVY   SEAL. 

CONTENDING  kings,  and  fields  of  death,  too  long 
Have  been  the  fubjeA  of  the  Britifh  fong. 
Who  hath  not  read  of  fam'd  Ramillia's  plain, 
Bavaria's  fall,  and  Danube  choak'd  with  flain  ! 
Exhaufted  themes!  a  gentler  note  1  raife, 
And  fing  returning  peace  in  fpfter  lays. 
Their  fury  quell'd,  and  martial  rage  allay'd., 
I  wait  our  heroes  in  the  fylvan  fliade  : 
Difbanding  hofts  are  imag'd  to  my  mind, 
And  warring  powers  in  friendly  leagues  combin'd, 
While  cafe  and  pleafure  make  the  nations  fmile, 
And  heaven  and  Anna  blefs  Britannia's  ifle. 

Well  fends  our  queen  her  mitred  Briftol  forth, 
For  early  counfels  fam'd,  and  long-try'd  worth  ; 
Who,  thirty  rolling  years,  had  oft  withheld 
The  Swede  and  Saxon  from  the  dufty  field; 
Completely  form'd  to  heal  the  Chriftian  wounds, 
To  name  the  kings,  and  give  each  kingdom  bounds ; 
The  face  of  ravag'd  nature  to  repair, 
By  leagues  to  foften  earth,  and  heaven  by  prayer, 
To  gain  by  love,  -where  rage  and  flaughter  fail, 
And  make  the  crofier  o'er  the  iword  prevail. 

So  when  great  Mofes,  with  Jehovah's  wand, 
Had  fcatter'd  plague*  o'er  fhibborn  Pharaoh's  land, 
Now  fpread  an  hofl  of  locufts  round  the  fhore, 
Now  turn'd  Nile's  fattening  flreams  to  putrid  gore; 
Plenty  and  gladnefs  mark'd  the  pricft  of  God, 
And  fudden  almonds  fhot  from  Aaron's  rod. 
O  thou,  from  whom  thcfe  bounteous  bleffings 

flow, 

To  whom,  as  chief,  the  hopes  of  peace  we  owe, 
(For  next  to  thee,  the  man  whom  kings  contend 
To  flyle  companion,  and  to  make  their  fritnd, 
Great  Stafford,  rich  in  every  courtly  grace, 
With  joyful  pride  accepts  the  fecond  place) 
Prom  Britain's  ifle,  and  Ifis'  facred  fpring, 
One  hour,  oh,  liften  while  the  mufes  fing  ! 
Though  minifters  of  mighty  monarchs  wait, 
With  beating  hearts  to  learn  their  matters  fate, 
One  hour  forbear  to  fpeak  thy  queen's  commands, 
Nor  think  the  world,  thy  charge,  negleded (lands; 
Theblifsful  profpedb,  in  my  verfe  difplay'd, 
May  lure  the  flubborn,  the  deceiv'd  perfuade  : 
Ev'n  thou  to  peace  (halt  fpeedier  urge  the  way, 
And  more  be  haften'd  by  this  fhort  delay. 


ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACt. 

THE  haughty  Gaul,  in  ten  campaigns  o'erthrown 
Now  ccas'd  to  think  the  weftern  world  his  own. 
Oft  bad  he  mourn'd  his  boafting  leaders  bound," 
And  his  proud  bulwarks  fmoking  on  the  ground  : 
In  vain  with  powers  renew'd  he  fill'd  the  plain,  * 
Made   timorous  vows,  and  brib'd  the  faints 


vain  ; 

As  oft  bis  legions  did  the  fight  decline, 
Lurk'd  in  the  trench,  and  fkulk'd  behind  the  line. 
Before  his  eyes  the  fancied  javelin  gleams, 
At  feafts  he  ftarts.and  feems  dethron'd  in  dreams  • 
On  glory  pad  refleds  with  fecret  pain, 
On  mines  exhaufted,  and  on  millions  flain. 

To  Britain's  queen  the  fcepter'd  fuppliant  bends, 
To  her  his  crowns  an,d  infant  race  commends, 
Who  grieves  her  fame  with  Chriftian  blood  to  buy, 
Nor  aiks  for  glory  at  a  price  fo  high. 
At  her  decree,  the  war  fufpended  ftands, 
And  Britain's  heroes  hold  their  lifted  hands  ; 
Their  open  brows  no  threatening  frowns  difguife, 
But  gentler  paffions  fparkle  in  their  eyes 
The  Gauls,  who  never  in  their  courts  could  find 
Such  temper'd  fire  with  manly  beauty  join'd, 
Doubt  if  they're  thofe,  whom  dreadful  to  the  view 
In  forms  fo  fierce  their  fearful  fancies  drew  ; 
At  whofe  dire  names  ten  thoofaod  widows  preft 
Their  helplefs  orphans  clinging  to  the  breaft. 
In  filent  rapture  each  his  foe  furveys ; 
They  yow  firm  friendfhip,  and. give  mutual  praife. 
Brave  minds,  howe'er  at  war,  are  fecret  friends ; 
Their  generous  difcord  with  the  battle  ends  ; 
In  peace  they  wonder  whence  cliffenfion  rofe, 
And  afk  how  fouls  fo  like  could  e'er  be  foes. 

Methinks  I  hear  more  friendly  fhouts  rebound, 
And  focial  clarions  mix  their  fprightly  found. 
The  Britifh  flags  are  furl'd,  her  troops  difband, 
And  fcatter'd  armies  feek  their  native  land. 
The  hardy  veteran,  proud  of  many  a  fear, 
The  manly  charms  and  honours  of  the  war, 
Who  hop'd  to  fhare  his  friends  illultrious  doom, 
And  in  the  battle  find  a  foldier's  tomb, 
-.cans  on  his  fpear  to  take  his  farewell  view, 
And,  fighing,  bids  the  glorious  camp  adieu. 

^  Ye  generous  fair,  receive  the  brave  with  fmilcs, 
O'erpay  their  fleeplefs  nights,  and  crown  thtir  toils; 
loft  beauty  is  the  gallant  foldier's  due, 
For  you  they  conquer,  and  they  bleed  for  you. 
In  vain  proud  Gaul  with  boaftful  Spain  confpirca, 
When  Englifh  valour  Englifh  beauty  fires; 
The  nations  dread  your  eyes,  and  kings  defpair 
Of  chiefs  fo  brave,  till  they  have  nymphs  fo  fair. 

See  the  fond  wife,  in  tears  of  tranfport  drown'd, 
Hugs  her  rough  lord,  and  weeps  o'er  every  wound, 
Hangs  on  the  lips  that  fields  of  blood  relate, 
And  fmiles,  or  trembles,  at  his  various  fate. 
Near  the  full  b<ml  he  draws  the  fancy *d  line, 
And  marks  feign'd  trenches  in  the  flowing  wine, 
Then  fets  th'  inverted  fort  before  her  eyes, 
And  mines,  that  whirl'd  battalions  to  the  fkics : 
His  little  liftening  progeny  turn  pale, 
And  beg  again  to  hear  the  dreadful  tale. 

Such  dire  atchievements  fings  the  bard,  that  tells 
Of  palfrey 'd  dames,  bold  knights,  and  magic  fpcll», 
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Where  whole  brigades  one  champion's  arms  o'er- 

throw, 

And  cleave  a  giant  at  a  random  blow, 
Siay  paynims  vile,  that  force  the  fair,  and  tame 
The  goblin's  fury,  and  the  dragon's  flame. 

Our  eager  youth  to  diftant  nations  run, 
To  vifit  fields,  their  valiant  fathers  won  ;      [trace, 
From  Flandria's  fhore  their  country's  fame  they 
Till  far  Germania  (hows  her  btafted  face. 
Th'  exulting  Briton  aflcs  his  mournful  guide, 
Where  his  hard  fate  the  loft  Bavaria  try'd  : 
Where  Stepney  grav'd  the  (tone  to  Anna's  fame, 
He  points  to  Blenheim,  once  a  vulgar  name ; 
Here  fled  the  houfehold,  there  did  Tallard  yield, 
Here  Marlborough  tui  n'd  the  fortune  of  the  field, 
On  thofe  fteep  banks,  near  Danube's  raging  flood  : 
The  Gauls  thi  ice  ftarted  back,  and  trembling  flood  : 
\Vhen,  Churchill's  arm  perceiv'd,  they  flood  not 

long, 

But  plung'd  amidft  the  waves,  a  defperate  throng, 
Crowds  whelm'd  on  crowds  dafh'd  wide  the  wa- 
tery bed, 
And  drove  the  current  to  its  diftant  head. 

AS  \vhen  by  Raphael's,  or  by  Kneller's  hands 
A  warlike  courier  on  the  canvas  ftands, 
Such  as  on  Landen  bleeding  Ormond  bore, 
Or  fet  young  Ammon  on  the  Granic  fhore ; 
If  chance  a  generous  fleed  the  work  behold, 
He  fnorts,  he  neighs,  he  champs  the  foamy  gold  : 
So,  Hocftet  feen,  tumultuous  paflions  roll, 
And  hints  of  gl^ry  fire  the  Briton's  foul, 
In  fancy'd  fights  he  fees  the  troops  engage, 
And  all  the  tempeft  of  the  battle  rage.       [bright, 

Charm  me,  ye  powers,  with  fcenes  lefs  nobly 
Far  humbler  thoughts  th'  inglorious  mufe  delight, 
Content  to  fee  the  honours  of  the  field 
By  ploughfhares  levell'd,  or  in  flowers  conceal'd. 
O'er  fhatter'd  walls  may  creeping  ivy  twine, 
And  grafs  luxuriant  clothe  the  harmlefs  mine. 
Tame  flocks  afcend  the  breach  without  a  wound, 
Or  crop  the  baftion,  now  a  fruitful  ground; 
While  fhepherds  fletp,  along  the  rampard  laid, 
Qr  pipe  beneath  the  formidable  fhade. 

Who  was  the  man  ?  Oblivion  blaft  his  name, 
Torn  out,  and  blotted  from  the  lift  of  fame  1 
Who,  fond  of  lawlefs  rule,  and  proudly  brave, 
Firft  funk  the  filial  fubjed  to  a  flave, 
Hisneighbpur's  realms  by  frauds  unkingly  gain'd, 
In  guiltlefs  blood  the  facrcd  ermine  flain'd,  [heart, 
Laid  fchemes  for  death,  to  flaughter  turn'd  his 
And  fitted  murder  to  the  rules  of  art. 

Ah,  curft  ambition  !  to  thy  lures  we  owe 
All  the  great  ills  that  mortals  bear  below. 
Curft  by  the  hind,  when  to  the  fpoilhe  yields 
His  year's  whole  fwcat,  and  vainly  ripen'd  fields ; 
Curft  by  the  maid,  torn  from  her  lover's  fide, 
When  left  a  widow,  though  not  yet  a  bride ; 
By  mothers  curft,  when  floods  of  tears  they  fhed, 
And  fcatter  ufelefs  rofes  on  the  dead. 
Oh,  facred  Briftol !  then,  what  dangers  prove 
The  arts,  thou  fmil'ft  on  with  paternal  love  ? 
Then,  mix'd  with  rubbifh  by  the  brutal  foes, 
In  vain  the  marble  breathes,  the  canvas  glows  ; 
To  fhades  obfcure  the  glittering  fword  purfues 
The  gentle  poet,  and  defencelcfs  mufe. 


A  voice  like  thine,  alone,  might  then  affuage 
The  warrior's  fury,  and  controul  his  rage; 
To  hear  thee  fpeak,  might  the  fierce  Vandal  (land, 
And  fling  the  brandifh'd  fabre  from  his  hand. 

Far  hence  be  driven  to  Scythia's  ftormy  fhore 
The  drum's  harfh  mufic,  and  the  cannon's  roar  ; 
Let  grim  Bellona  haunt  the  lawlefs  plain, 
Where  Tartar  clans  and  grizly  Coffacks  reign; 
Let  the  fteel'd  Turk  be  deaf  to  matrons  cries, 
See  virgins  ravifh'd  with  relentlsfs  eyes, 
To  death  gray  heads  and  fouling  infants  doom, 
Nor  fpare  the  promife  of  the  pregnant  womb, 
O'er  wafted  kingdoms  fpread  his  wide  command, 
The  favage  lord  of  an  unpeopled  land. 

Her  guiltlefs  glory  juft  Britannia  draws 
From  pure  religion,  and  impartial  laws, 
To  Europe's  wounds  a  mother's  aid  fhe  bring*, 
And  holds  in  equal  fcales  the  rival  kings  : 
Her  generous  fons  in  choiceft  gifts  abound, 
Alike  in  arms,  alike  in  arts  renown'd. 

As  when  fweet  Venus  (fo  the  fable  fings) 
Awak'd  by  Nereids,  from  the  ocean  fprings, 
With  fmiles  fhe  fees  the  threatening  billows  rife, 
Spread  fmooth  the  furge,  and  clears  the  louring 

ikies. 

Light,  o'er  the  deep,  with   fluttering  Cupids"! 

crown'd,  / 

The  pearly  couch  and  filver  turtles  bound;         f 

Her  treffes  fhed  ambrofial  odours  round.  3 

Amidft  the  world  of  waves  fo  ftands  ferene 
Britannia's  ifle,  the  ocean's  ftately  queen  ; 
In  vain  the  nations  have  confpir'd  her  fall, 
Her  trench  the  fea,  and  fleets  her  floating  wall : 
Defencelefs  barks,  her  powerful  navy  near, 
Have  only  waves  and  hurricanes  to  fear. 
What  bold  invader,  or  what  land  oppreft, 
Hath  not  her  anger  quell'd,  her  aid  redrefl '. 
Say,  where  have  e'er  her  union- croffes  fail'd, 
But  much  her  arms,  her  juftice  more  prevail'd  ! 
Her  labours  are,  to  plead  th'  Almighty's  caufe, 
Her  pride,  to  teach  th'  untam'd  barbarian  laws : 
Who  conquers  wins  by  brutal  ftrength  the  prize; 
But  'tis  a  godlike  work  to  civilize. 

Have  we  forgot  how  from  great  Ruffia's  throne 
The  king,  whofc  power  half  Europe's  regions  own, 
Whofe  fceptre  waving,  with  one  fhout  rufh  forth, 
In  fwarms  the  harnefs'd  millions  of  the  north, 
Through  realms  of  ice  purfued  his  tedious  way 
To  court  our  friendfhip,  and  our  fame  furvey  I 
Hence  the  rich  prize  of  ufefularts  he  bore, 
And  round  his  empire  fpread  the  learned  ftore  : 
(T*  adorn  old  realms  is  more  than  new  to  raife, 
His  country's  parent  is  a  monarch's  praife.) 
His  bands  now  march  in  juft  array  to  war, 
And  Cafpian  gulfs  unufual  navies  bear  ; 
With  Runick  lays  Smolenfko's  forefb  ring. 
And  wondering  Volga  hears  the  mafes  fing. 
Did  not  the  painted  kings  of  India  greet 
Our  Queen,  and  lay  their  fceptres  at  her  feet  ? 
Chiefs  who  full  bowls  of  hoftile  blood  had  quaff'd, 
Fam'd  for  the  javelin,  and  invenom'd  fhaft, 
Whofe  haughty  brows  made  favages  adore, 
Nor  bow'd  to  lefs  than  ftars  or  fun  before. 
Her  pitying  fmile  accepts  their  fuppliant  claim. 
And  adds  ipur  monarchs  to  the  ChriHun  name- 
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Bled  ufc  of  power  !  O  virtuous  pride  in  kings 
And  like  his  bounty,  whence  dominion  fprings  ! 
"Which  o'er  new  worlds  makes  heaven's  indulgence 

fhine, 

And  ranges  myriads  under  laws  divine  ! 
Well  bought  with  all  that  thofe  fweet  regions  hold, 
With  groves  of  fpices,  and  with  mines  of  gold. 
Fearlefs  our  merchant  now  purfues  his  gain, 
And  roams  fecurely  o'er  the  boundlefs  main. 
Now  o'er  his  head  the  polar  bear  he  fpies, 
And  freezing  fpangles  of  the  Lapland  fkies ; 
Now  fwells  his  canvas  to  the  fultry  line, 
With  glittering  fpoils  where  Indian  grottos  fhine, 
Where  fumes  of  incenfe  glad  the  fouthern  feas, 
And  wafted  citron  fcents  the  balmy  breeze. 
Here  nearer  funs  prepare  the  ripening  gem, 
To  grace  great  Anne's  imperial  diadem, 
And  here  the  ore.  whofe  melted  mafs  fhall  yield 
On  faithful  coins  each  memorable  field, 
Which,  mix'd  with  medals  of  immortal  Rome, 
May  clear  difputes,  and  teach  the  times  to  come. 

In  circling  beams  fhail  godlike  Anna  glow, 
And  Churchill's  fword  hang  o'er  the  prodrate  foe ; 
In  comely  wounds  fhall  bleeding  worthies  dand, 
Webb's  firm  platoon,  and  Lumley's  faithful  band, 
Bold  Mordaunt  in  Iberian  trophies  dred, 
And  Campbell's  dragon  on  his  dauntlefs  bread, 
Great  Ormond's  deeds  on  Vigo's  fpofis  enroll'd, 
And  Guifcard's  knife  on  Harley's  Chili  gold. 
And  if  the  mufe,  O  Bridol,  might  decree, 
Here  Granville  noted  by  the  lyre  fhould  be, 
The  lyre  for  Granville,  and  the  crofs  for  tliee. 
,&uch.  are  the  honours  grateful  Britain  pays  ; 
So  patriots  merit,  and  fo  monarchs  praife. 
O'er  didant  times  fuch  records  fhall  prevail, ; 
When  Englifh  numbers,  antiquated,  Fail : 
A  trifling  fong  the  mufe  can  only  yield, 
And  footh  her  foldiers  panting  from  the  field. 
To  fweet  retirements  fee  them  fafe  convey'd, 
And  raife  their  battles  in  the  rural  fhade, 
From   fields   of  death  to    Wooddock's  peaceful 

glooms, 

(The  poet's  haunt)  Britannia's  hero  comes— 
J-Jegin,  my  mufe,  and  foftly  touch  the  dring  : 
Here  Henry  lov'd;  and  Chaucer  learn'd  to  fing. 

Hail, fabled  grotto  !  hail,  Elyfian  foil! 
Thou  faired  fpot  of  fair  Britannia's  ifle  ! 
Where  kings  of  old,  conceal'd,  forgot  the  throne, 
And  beauty  was  content  to  fhine  unknown  ; 
Where  love  and  war  by  turns  pavillions  rear, 
And  Henry's  bowers  near  Blenheim's  dome  ap- 
pear; 

The  weary'd  champion  lull  in  foft  alcoves, 
The  nobled  boad  of  thy  romantic  groves. 
Oft,  if  the  mufe  prefage,  fliall  he  be  feen 
By  Rofamonda  fleeting  o'er  the  green, 
In  dreams  be  hail'd  by  heroes'  mighty  fhades, 
And  hear  old  Chaucer  warble  through  the  glades, 
O'er  the   fam'd  echoing  vaults  his  name  fhall 

bound, 
And  hill  on  hill  reflect  the  favourite  found. 

Here,  here  at  lead  thy  love  for  arms  give  o'er, 
Nor,  one  world  conquer'd,  fondly  wifh  for  more. 
Vice  of  great  fouls  alone  !  O  third  of  fame  ! 
Tfee  mule  admire*  it,  whils  &e  ftrives  to  blame. 


OF   TICKELL. 

Thy  toils  be  now  to  chafe  the  bounding  dee*'. 
Or  view  the  courfers  dretch  in  wild  career. 
This  lovely  fcene  fhall  foothe  thy  foul  to  red, 
And  wear  each  dreadful  image  from  thy  bread. 
With  pleafure,  by  thy  conqueds  fhalt  thou  fee 
Thy  queen  triumphant,  and  all  Europe  free, 
No  cares,  henceforth,  fliall  thy  repofe  dedroy, 
But  what  thou  giv'd  the  world  thyfelf  enjoy. 
Sweet   folitude  1     when  life's   gay   hours  arc 

pad, 

Howe'er  we  range,  in  thee  we  fix  at  lad ; 
Tod  through  tempeduous  feas  (the  voyage  o'er) 
Pale  we  look  back,  and  blefs  thy  friendly  fhore. 
Our  own  ftridt  judges  our  pad  life  we  fcan, 
And  afk  if  glory  hath  enlarg'd  the  fpan  ; 
If  bright  thcprofpect,  we  the  grave  defy, 
Trud  future  ages,  and  contented  die.  [come. 

When    drangers  from  far  didant  climes  fhall 
To  view  the  pomp  of  this  triumphant  dome, 
Where  rear'd  aloft  diflembled  trophies  dand, 
And  breathing  labours  ef  thefculptor's  hand, 
Where  Kneller's  art  fhall  paint  the  flying  Gaul, 
And  Bourbon's  woes  fhall  fill  the  dory'd  wall ; 
Heirs  of  thy  blood  fhall  o'er  their  bounteous  board 
Fix  Europe's  guard,  thy  monumental  fword, 
Banners  that  oft  have  wav'd  on  conquer'd  walls, 
And  trumps,  that  drown'd  the  groans  of  gafping 

Gauls. 

Fair  dames  fhall  oft,  with  curious  eye,  explore 
The  codly  robes  that  flaughter'd  generals  wore, 
Rich    trappings  from   the    Danube's   whirpools 

brought, 

(Hefperian  nuns  the  gorgeous  broidery  wrought, 
Belts  diff  with  gold,  the  Boian  horfeman's  pride, 
And  Gaul's  fair  flowers,  in  human  crimfon  dy'd) 
Of  Churchill's  race,  perhaps,  fome  lovely  boy 
Shall  mark  the  burnifh'd  fteel   that   hangs  on 

high, 

Shall  gaze  tranfported  on  its  glittering  charms, 
And  reach  it  druggling  with  unequal  arms, 
By  figns  the  drum's  tumultuous  found  requed, 
Then  feck,  in  darts,  the  hufhing  mother's  bread. 

So,  in  the  painter's  animated  frame, 
Where  Mars  embraces  the  foft  Paphian  dame, 
The  little  loves  in  fport  his  fauchion  wield, 
Or  join  their  drength  to  heave    his  ponderous 

fliield  : 

One  drokes  the  plume  in  Tityon's  gore  embrued, 
And  one  the  fpear,  that  reeks  with  Typhon's  blood: 
Another's  infant  brows  the  helm  fuftain, 
He  nods  his  cred,  and  frights  the  fhrieking  train. 

Thus,  the  rude  temped  of  the  field  o'erblown, 
Shall  whiter  rounds  of  fmiling  years  roll  on, 
Our  victors,  bled  in  peace,  forget  their  wars, 
Enjoy  pad  dangers,  and  abfolve  the  dars. 
But,  oh  !  what  forrows  fliall  bedew  your  urns, 
Ye  honour'd  fhades,  whom  widow'd  Albion  mourns! 
f  your  thin  forms  yet  difcontented  moan, 
And  haunt  the  mangled  manfions,  once  your  own! 
Behold  what  flowers  the  pious  mufes  drow, 
And  tears  which  in  the  midd  of  triumph  flow  ; 
Cyprefs  and  bays  your  envy'd  brows  furround, 
Your    names  the  tender  matrons  heart   fhall 

wound, 
And  the  foft  maid  grow  penfive  at  the  found. 
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Accept,  gre"at  Anne,  the  tears  their  memory  ' 

draws, 

Who  nobly  perifh'd  in  their  fovereigri?s  caufe  : 
For  thou  in  pity  bid'ft  the  war  give  o'er, 
Mourn'ft  thy  flain  heroes,  nor  wilt  venture  more. 
Vaft  price  of  blood  on  each  victorious  day ! 
(But  Europe's  freedom  doth  that  price  repay) 
Lamented  triumphs !  when  one  breath  muft  tell, 
That  Marlborough  conquer'd,  and  that  Dormer 
fell.  x         [narchs  pale, 

Great  Queen  !  whofe  name  ilrikes  haughty  mo- 
On  whofe  juft  fceptre  hangs  Europa's  fcale, 
Whofe  arm  like  mercy  wounds,  decides  like  fate, 
On  whofe  decree  the  natioas  anxious  wait : 
From  Albion's  cliffs  thy  wide-extended  hand 
Shall  o'er  the  main  to  far  Peru  command ; 
So  vaft  a  trad  whofe  wide  domain  (hall  run, 
Its  circling  ikies  fhall  fee  no  fetting  fun. 
Thee,  thee  an  hundred  languages  fhall  claim, 
And  favage  Indians  fwear  by  Anna's  name; 
The  line  and  poles  fhall  own  thy  rightful  fway, 
And  thy  commands  the  fever'd  globe  obey. 

Round  the  vaft  ball  thy  new  dominions  chain 
The  watery  kingdoms,  and  controul  the  main  ; 
Magellan's  ftraits  to  Gibraltar  they  join, 
Acrofs  the  feas  a  formidable  line  ; 
The  fight  of  adverfe  Gaul  we  fear  no  more, 
But  pleas'd  fee  Dunkirk  now  a  guiltlefs  fhore  ; 
In  vain  great  Neptune  tore  the  narrow  ground, 
And  meant  his  waters  for  Britannia's  bound  ; 
Her  giant  genius  takes  a  mighty  ftride, 
And  fets  his  foot  beyond  the  encroaching  tide  ; 
On  either  bank  the  land  its  matter  knows, 
And  in  the  midft  the  fubjeit  ocean  flows. 

So  near  proud  Rhodes,  acrofs  the  raging  flood, 
Stupenduous  form  !  the  vaft  Coluffusttood, 
(While  at  one  foot  their  thronging  galliesride, 
A  whole  hour's  fail  fcare  reach  the  farther  fide) 
Betwixt  his  brazen  thighs,  in  loofe  array, 
Ten  thoufand  ftreamers  on  the  billows  play. 

By  Harley's  counfels  Dunkirk  now  reftor'd 
To  Britain's  empire,  owns  her  ancient  lord. 
In  him  transfus'd  his  godlike  father  reigns, 
Rich  in  the  blood  which  fwell'd  that  patriot's  veins, 
Who  boldly  faithful  met  his  fovereign's  frown, 
And  fcorn'd  for  gold  to  yield  th'  important  town. 
His  fon  was  born  the  ravifh'd  prey  to  claim, 
And  France  ftill  trembles  at  an  Harley's  name. 

A  fort  fo  dreadful  to  our  Engliih  fhore, 
Our  fleets  fcarce  fear'd  the  fands  or  tempefts  more, 
Whofe  vaft  expencesto  fuch  fums  amount, 
That  the  tax'd  Gaul  fcarce  furnilh'd  out  th'  ac- 
count, [ftraio, 
Whofe  walls  fuch  bulwarks,  fuch  vaft  towers  re- 
Its  weakeft  ramparts  are  the  rocks  and  main, 
His  boaft  great  Louis  yields,  and  cheaply  buys 
Thy  friendfliip,  Anna,  with  the  mighty  prize. 
Holland  repining,  and  in  grief  caft  down, 
Sees  the  new  glories  of  the  Britifh  crown  : 
Ah  !  may  they  ne'er  provoke  thee  to  the  fight, 
Nor  foes,  more  dreadful  than  the  Gaul,  invite, 
Soon  may  they  hold  the  olive,  foon  affuage 
Their  fecret  murmurs,  nor  call  forth  thy  rage, 
To  rend  their  banks,  and  pour,  at  one  command, 
Thy  realm,  the  lea,  o'er  their  precarious  land. 
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Henceforth  be  thine,  vicegerent  of  the  ikies, 
Scorn'd  worth  to  raife,  and  vice  in  robes  chaftife, 
To  dry  the  orphan's  tears,  and  from  the  bar 
Chafe  the  brib'd  judge,  and  hulh  the  wordy  war, 
Deny  the  curft  blafphemer's  tongue  to  rage, 
And  turn  God's  fury  from  an  impious  age. 
Bleft  change  1  the  foldier's  late  deftroying  hand 
Shall  rear  new  temples  in  his  native  land  ; 
Miftaken  zealots  Ihall  with  fear  behold, 
And  beg  admittance  in  our  facred  fold ; 
On  her  own  works  the  pious  queen  (hall  fmile, 
And  turn  her  cares  upon  her  favourite  ifle. 
So  the  keen  bolt  a  warrior  angel  aims, 
Array 'd  in  clouds,  and  wrapt  in  mantling  flames} 
He  bears  a  tempeft  on  his  founding  wings, 
And  his  red  arm  the  forky  vengeance  flings ; 
At  length,  heaven's  wrath  appeas'd,  he  quits  the 

war, 

To  roll  his  orb,  and  guide  his  deftin'd  ftar, 
To  fhed  kind  fate,  and  lucky  hours  beftow, 
And  fmile  propitious  on  the  world  below. 

Around  thy  throne  (hall  faithful  nobles  wait, 
Thefe  guard  the  church,  and  thofe  diredt  the  ftate. 
To  Briftol,  graceful  in  maternal  tears, 
The  church  her  towery  forehead  gently  rears, 
She  begs  her  pious  fon  t'  aflert  her  caufe, 
Defend  her  rights,  and  reinforce  her  laws ; 
With  hply  zeal  the  facred  work  begiir, 
To  bend  the  ftubborn,  and  the  meek  to  win. 

Our  Oxford's  earl  in  careful  thought  ihall  ftand, 
To  raife  his  queen,  and  fave  a  finking  land. 
The  wealthieft  glebe  to  ravenous  Spaniards  known. 
He  marks,  and  makes  the  golden  prize  our  own, 
Content  with  hands  unfoil'd  to  guard  the  prize, 
And  keep  th<  fhore  with  undefiring  eyes. 

So  round  the  tree,  that  bore  Hefperian  gold, 
The  facred  watch  lay  curl'd  in  many  a  fold, 
His  eyes  uprearing  to  th'  untafted  prey, 
The  fleeplefs  guardian  wafted  life  away. 

Beneath  the  peaceful  olives,  rais'd  by  you, 
Her  ancient  pride  fhall  every  art  renew, 
(The  arts  with  you,  fam'd  Harcourt,  fhall  defend, 
And  courtly  Bolingbroke  the  mufe's  friend,) 
With  piercing  eye  fome  fearch  where  nature  plays, 
And   trace  the  wanton   through   her  darkfome 
maze,  [begun, 

Whence  health  from  herbs;  from  feeds  how  groves 
How  vital  ftreams  in  circling  eddies  run. 
Some  teach  why  round  the  fun  the  fpheres  advance, 
In  the  fix'd  meafures  of  their  myftic  dance,  [flow, 
How  tides,  when  heav'd  by  prefling  moons,  o'er- 
And  fun-born  Iris  paints  her  fhowery  bow. 
In  happy  chains  our  daring  language  bound, 
Shall  fport  no  more  in  arbitrary  found, 
But  bufkin'd  bards  henceforth  fhall  wifely  rage, 
And  Grecian  plans  reform  Britannia's  ftage  : 
Till  Congreve  bids  her  fmile,  Augufla  ftands 
And   longs  to  weep  when  flowing  Rowe  com* 

mands. 

Britain's  ipedtators  fhall  their  ftrength  combine 
To  mend  our  morals,  and  our  tafte  refine, 
Fight  virtue's  caufe,  ftand  up  in  wit's  defence, 
Win  us  from  vice,  and  laugh  us  into  fenfe. 
Nor,  Prior,  haft  thou  hufh'd  the  trump  in  vain, 
Thy  lyre  ihall  now  revive  her  mirthful  ftrain, 
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New  tales  fhall  now  be  told ;  if  right  I  fee, 
The  foul  of  Chaucer  is  reftor'd  in  thee. 
Garth,  in  majeftic  numbers,  to  the  flars 
Shall  raife  mock  heroes,  and  fantaftic  wars ; 
Like  the  young  fpreading  laurel,  Pope,  thy  name 
Shoots  up  with  ftrength,  and  rifes  into  fame  ; 
With  Philip§  (hall  the  peaceful  vallies  ring, 
And  Britain  hear  a  fecond  Spenfer  fing.          [fine, 
That  much-lov'd  youth,  whom  Utrecht's  wall  con- 
To  Briftol's  praifes  fhall  his  StrafFord's  join  : 
He  too,  from  whom  attentive  Oxford  draws 
Rules  for  juft  thinking,  and  poetic  laws, 
To  growing  bards  his  learned  aid  fhall  lend, 
The  ftridteft  critic,  and  the  kindeft  friend. 
Ev'n  mine,  a  bafhful  mufe,  whofe  rude  effays 
Scarce  hope  for  pardon,  not  afpire  to  praife, 
Cherilh'd  by  you  in  time  may  grow  to  fame, 
And  mine  furvive  with  Briftol's  glorious  name. 
Fir'd  with  the  views  this  glittering  fcene  dif- 

plays, 

Andfnait  with  paffion  for  my  country's  praife, 
My  artlcfs  reed  attempts  this  lofty  theme, 
Where  facrcd  Ifis  rolls  her  ancient  ftream  ; 
In  cloifter'd  domes  the  great  Philippa's  pride, 
Where  learning  blooms,  while  fame  and  worth 

prefide, 

Where  the  fifth  Henry  arts  and  arms  was  taught, 
And  Edward  form'd  his  CrefTy,  yet  unfought, 
Where  laurel'd  bards  have  ftruck  the  warbling 

firings, 

The  feat  of  fages  and  the  nurfe  of  kings. 
Here  thy  commands,  O  Lancafter,  inflame 
My  eager  bread  to  raife  the  Britifh  name, 
Urge  on  my  foul,  with  no  ignoble  pride, 
To  woo  the  mufe,  whom  Addifon  enjoy'd, 
See  that  bold  fwain  to  heaven  fublimely  ibar, 
Purfue  at  diftance,  and  his  fteps  adore. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

ON  HIS  OPERA  OF  ROSAMOND. 

"  Ne  forte  pudori 

"  Sit  tibi  mufa  lyras  folers,  et  cantor  Apollo." 

THE  opera  firft  Italian  matters  taught, 
Enrich'd  with  fongs,  but  innocent  of  thought ; 
Britannia's  learned  theatre  difdains 
Melodious  trifles,  and  enervate  ftrains; 
And  blufties,  on  her  injur'd  ftage  to  fee 
Nonfenfe  well-tun'd,  and  fweet  ftupidity. 

No  charms  are  wanting  to  thy  artful  fong, 
Soft  as  Corelli,  and  as  Virgil  ftrong, 
From  words  fo  fweet  new  grace  the  notes  receive, 
And  mufic  borrows  helps  fhe  us'd  to  give. 
Thy  flyle  hath  match'd  what  ancient  Romans 

knew, 

Thy  flowing  numbers  far  excel  the  new. 
Their  cadence  in  fuch  eafy  found  convey'd, 
The  height  of  thought  may  feem  fuperfluous  aid  ; 
Yet  in  fuch  charms  the  noble  thoughts  abound, 
That  needlefsfeem  the  fweets  of  eafy  found. 

Landfkips  how  gay  the  bowery  grotto  yields, 
Which  thought  creates,  and  lavifh  fancy  builds ! 
What  art  can  trace  the  vifionary  fcenes, 
The  flowery  groves,  and  everlafting  greens, 


The  babbling  founds  that  mimic  echo  plays, 

The  fairy  (hade,  and  it*  eternal  maze  ? 

Nature  and  art  in  all  their  charms  combin'd, 

And  all  Elyfium  to  one  view  confin'd  : 

No  further  could  imagination  roam, 

Till  Vanbrugh  fram'd,  and   Marlborough  rais'd 

the  dome. 

Ten  thoufand  pangs  my  anxious  bofotn  tear, 
When  drown'd  in  tears  I  fee  th'  imploring  fair  ; 
When  bards  lefsfoft  the  moving  words  fupply, 
A  feeming  juflice  dooms  the  nymph  to  die  ; 
But  here  Ilie  begs,  nor  can  flic  beg  in  vain 
(In  dirges  thus  expiring  fwans complain) ; 
Each  verfe  fo  fwells  expreflivc  of  her  woe.«, 
And  every  tear  in  lines  fo  mournful  flows; 
We,  fpite  of  fame,  her  fate  revers'd  believe, 
O'erlook  her  crimes,  and  think  fhe  ought  to  live. 

Let  joy  falute  fair  Rofamonda's  fhade, 
And  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid. 
While  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ghoft  fhe  roves. 
And  hears  and  tells  the  flory  of  their  loves, 
Alike  they  mourn,  alike  they  blefs  their  fate, 
Since  love,   which  made  them  wretched,   makes 

them  great. 
Nor  longer  that  relentlefs  doom  bemoan, 
Which  gain'd  a  Virgil,  and  an  Addifon, 

Accept,  great  monarch  of  the  Britifh  lays, 
The  tribute  fong  an  humble  fubje6t  pays. 
So  tries  the  artlefs  lark  her  early  flight, 
And  foars,  to  hail  the  god  of  verfe  and  light. 
Unrival'd  as  unmatch'd  be  ftill  thy  fame, 
And  thy  own  laurels  fhade  thy  envy'd  name  : 
Thy  name,  the  boaft  of  all  the  tuneful  quire, 
Shall  tremble  on  the  firings  of  every  lyre ; 
While   the  charm'd  reader  with  thy  thought"} 
complies  f 

Feels  correfponding  joys  or  forrows  rife,  T 

And  views  thy  Rofamond  with  Henry's  eyes.    3 

TO  THE  SAME,  ' 

ON    HIS    TRAGEDY    OF    CATO. 

Too  long  hath  love  engrofs'd  Britannia's  ftage. 
And  funk  to  foftnefs  all  our  tragic  rage  : 
By  that  alone  did  empires  fall  or  rife, 
And  fate  depended  on  a  fair-one's  eyes  : 
The  fweet  infection,  mix'd  with  dangerous  art, 
Debas'd  our  manhood,  while  it  footh'd  the  heart. 
You  fcorn  to  raife  a  grief  thyfclf  muft  blame, 
Nor  from  our  weaknefs  fteel  a  vulgar  fame  : 
A  patriot's  fall  may  juftly  melt  the  mind, 
And  tears  flow  nobly,  fhed  for  all  mankind. 

How  do  our  fouls  with  generous  pleafure  glow! 
Our  hearts  exulting,  while  our  eyes  o'erflcw, 
When  thy  firm  hero  (lands  beneath  the  weight 
Of  all  his  fufferings  venerably  great ; 
Rome's  poor  remaias  fliil  fheltering  by  his  fide, 
With  confcious  virtue,  and  becoming  pride  '. 

The  aged  oak  thus  rears  his  head  in  air, 
His  fap  exhaufted,  and  his  branches  bare  ; 
'Midfl  ftorms  and  earthquakes,  he  maintains  his 

ftate, 

Fixt  deep  in  earth,  and  faften'd  by  his  weight : 
His  naked  boughs  ftill  lend  the  fhepherds  aid, 
And  his  old  trunk  projects  an  awful  (hade 
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Amidft  the  joys  triumphant  peace  beftows, 
Our  patriots  fadden  at  his  glorious  woes; 
Awhile  they  let  the  world's  great  builnefs  wait, 
Anxious  for  Rome,  and  figh  for  Gate's  fate. 
Here  taught  how  ancient  heroes  rofe  to  fame, 
Our  Britons  crowd,  and  catch  the  Roman  flame, 
Where  ftates  and  fenates  well  might  lend  an  ear, 
And  kings  and  priefts  without  ablufh  appear. 

France  boafts  no  more,  but  fearful  to  engage, 
Now  firft  pays  homage  to  her  rival's  ftage, 
Haftes  to  learn  thee,  and  learning  mall  fubmit 
Alike  to  Britifli  arms,  and  Britifh  wit : 
No  more  fhe'll  wonder,  forc'd  to  do  us  right, 
Who  think  like  Romans,  could  like  Romans  fight. 

Thy  Oxford  fmiles  this  glorious  work  to  fee, 
And  fondly  triumphs  in  a  (on  like  thee. 
The  fenates,  confuls,  and  the  gods  of  Rome, 
Like  old  acquaintance  at  their  native  home, 
In  thee  we  find  :  each  deed,  each  word  expreft, 
And  every  thought  that  fwell'd  a  Roman  breaft, 
We  trace  each  hint  that  could  thy  foul  infpire 
With  Virgil's  judgment,  and  with  Lucan's  fire ; 
We  know  thy  worth,  and,  give  us  leave  to  boaft, 
We  moft  admire,  becaufe  we  know  thee  moft. 

THE  ROYAL  PROGRESS. 

WHEN  Brunfwick  firft  appear'd,  each  honeft  hearta 

Intent  on  verfe,  difdain'd  the  rules  of  art ; 

For  him  the  fongfters,  in  unmeafur'd  odes, 

Debas'd  Alcides,  and  dethron'd  the  gods, 

In  golden  chains  the  kings  of  India  led, 

Or  rent  the  turban  from  the  fultan's  head. 

One,  in  old  fables,  and  the  Pagan  drain, 

With    nymphs  and  tritons,  wafts  him  o'er  the 

main ; 

Another  draws  fierce  Lucifer  in  arms, 
And  fills th'  infernal  region  with  alarms; 
A  third  awakes  fome  druid,  to  foretel 
Each  future  triumph,  from  his  dreary  cell. 
Exploded  fancies  !  that  in  vain,  deceive, 
While  the  mind  naufeates  what  {he  can't  believe. 
My  nuife  th'  expected  hero  (hall  purfue 
From  clime  to  clime,  and  keep  him  ft  ill  in  view; 
His  mining  march  defcribe  in  faithful  lays, 
Content  to  paint  him,  nor  prefume  to  praife ; 
Their  charms,  if  charms  they  have,  the  truth  fup 

plies, 

And  from  the  theme  unlabour'd  beauties  rife. 
By  longing  nations  for  the  throne  defign'd, 
And  call'd  to  guard  the  rights  of  human-kind  ; 
With  fecret  grief  his  godlike  foul  repines, 
And  Britain's  crown  with  joylefs  luftre  Ihines, 
While  prayers  and  tears  his  deftin'd  progrcfs  ftay 
And  crowds  of  mourners  choke  their  fovereign 

way 

Not  fo  he  march'd,  when  hoftile  fquadrons  flood 
In  fcenes  of  death,  and  fir'd  his  generous  blood ; 
When  his  hot  courfer  paw'd  th'  Hungarian  plain 
And  advcrfe  legions  ftood  the  mock  in  vain. 
His  frontiers  paft.  the  Belgian  bounds  he  views, 
And  crofs  the  level  fields  his  march  purfues. 
Here  pleas'd  the  land  of  freedom  to  furvey, 
He  greatly  fcorns  the  thirft  of  boundlefs  fway. 
O'er  the  thin  foil,  with  filent  joy,  he  fpies 
Tranfplanted  woods,  and  borrow'd  verdure  rife 


Where  every  meadow  won  with  toil  and  blood, 

rom  haughty  tyrants  and  the  raging  flood, 
With  fruit  and  flowers  the  careful  hind  fupplies, 
nd  clothes  the  marines  in  a  rich  difguife. 
uch  wealth  for  frugal  hands  doth  heaven  decree, 
nd  fuch  thy  gift,  celeftial  Liberty  ! 
ThrougrTitately  towns,  and  many  a  fertile  plain, 
he  pomp  advances  to  the  neighbouring  main, 
Whole  nations  crowd  around  with  joyful  cries^ 
And  view  the  hero  with  infatiate  eyes. 

In  Haga's  towers  he  waits,  till  eaftern  gale* 
>ropitious  rife  to  fwell  the  Biitiih  fails, 
lither  the  fame  of  England's  monarch  brings  ^ 
The  vows  and  friendftiips  of  the  neighbouring 

kings ; 

Mature  in  wifdom,  his  extenfive  mind 
"akes  in  the  blended  interefts  of  mankind, 
The  world's  great  patriot.  Calm  thy  anxiousbreaft, 

ecure  in  him,  O  Europe,  take  thy  reft ; 
Henceforth  thy  kingdoms  ihall  remain  confin'd 
ly  rocks  or  ftreams,  the  mounds  which  heaven 

defign'd ; 

"he  Alps  their  new-made  monarch  (hall  reftraln, 
sfor  ihall  thy  hills,  Pirene,  rife  in  vain. 

But  fee  !  to  Britain's  ifle  the  fquadrons  ftand, 
And  leave  the  finking  towers,  and  leflening  land. 
The  royal  bark  bounds  o'er  the  floating  plain, 
Jreaks  through  the  billows,  and  divides  the  main. 
O'er  the  vaft  deep,  great  monarch,  dart  thine  eyes, 
A  watery  profpeft  bounded  by  the  ikies : 
Ten  thoufand  veffels,  from  ten  thoufind  ihores, 
3ring  gums  and  gold,  and  either  India's  ftorcs ; 
Behold  the  tributes  haftening  to  thy  throne, 
And  fee  the  wide  horizon  all  thy  own. 

Still  is  it  thine ;  though  now  the  cheerful  crew 
Hail  Albion's  cliffs  ;  juft  whitening  to  the  view. 
Before  the  wind  with  fwelling  fails  they  ride, 
Till  Thames  receives  them  in  his  opening  tide. 
The  monarch  hears  the  thundering  peals  around, 
From  trembling  woods  and  echoing  hills  rebound, 
Nor  mifles  yet,  amid  the  deafening  train, 
The  roarings  of  the  hoarfe-refounding  main. 

As  in  the  flood  he  fails,  from  either  fide 
He  views  his  kingdom  in  his  rural  pride ; 
A  various  fcene  the  wide  fpread  landikip  yields, 
O'er  rich  enclofures  and  luxuriant  fields; 
A  lowing  herd  each  fertile  pafture  fills, 
And  diftant  flocks  ftray  o'er  a  thoufand  hills. 
Fair  Greenwich  hid  in  woods  with  new  delight, 
Shade  above  fhade,  now  riles  to  the  fight; 
His  woods  ordain'd  to  vifit  every  ihore, 
And  guard  the  iflaud  which  they  grac'd  before. 
The  fun  now  rolling  down  the  weftern  way, 
A  blaze  of  fires  renews  the  fading  day ; 
Unnumber'd  barks  the  regal  barge  enfold, 
Brightening  the  twilight  with  its  beamy  gold ; 
Lefs  thick  the  finny  fhoals,  a  countlefs  fry, 
Before  the  whale  or  kingly  delphin  fly. 
In  one  vaft  (bout  he  feeks  the  crowded  ftrand, 
And  in  a  peal  of  thunder  gains  the  land. 

Welcome,  great  ftranger,  to  our  longing  eyes, 
Oh  !  king  defir'd,  adopted  Albion  cries. 
For  thee  the  eaft  breath'd  out  a  profperous  breeze, 
Bright  were  the  funs,  and  gently  fwell'd  the  feas. 
Thy  prefence  did  each  doubtful  heart  compofe, 
And  facttoni  wonder'd  that  they  once  were  foes. 
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That  joyful  clay  they  loft  each  hoftile  name, 
The  fame  their  afpecl,  and  their  voice  the  fame. 

So  two  fair  twins,  whofe  features  were  defign'd 
At  one  foft  moment  in  the  mother's  mind, 
Show  each  the  other  with  reflected  grace, 
And  the  fame  beauties  bloom  in  either  face ; 
The  puzzled  ftranger  which  is  which  inquire ; 
Delufion  grateful  to  the  fmiling  fire. 

From  that  fair  *  hill,  where  hoary  fages  boaft 
To  name  the  ftars,  and  count  the  heavenly  hoft, 
By  the  next  dawn  doth  great  Augufta  rife, 
Proud  town  !  the  nobleft  fcene  beneath  the  fkies. 
O'er  Thames  her  thoufand  fpires  their  luftre  fhed, 
And  a  vaft  navy  hides  his  ample  bed, 
A  floating  foreft.  From  the  diftant  flrand 
A  line  of  golden  cars  ftrikes  o'er  the  land  : 
Britannia's  peers  in  pomp  and  rich  array, 
Before  their  king  triumphant,  lead  the  way. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  the  gaudy  train, 
A  bright  proceflion,  {nines  along  the  plain,  [ways 
So,  haply,  through  the  heaven's  wide  pathlefs 
A  comet  draws  a  long  extended  blaze;        [frame, 
From  eaft   to  weft  burns  through  the  ethereal 
And  half  heaven's  convex  glitters  with  the  flame. 

Now  to  the  regal  towers  fecurely  brought, 
He  plans  Britannia's  glories  in  his  thought ; 
Refumes  the  delegated  power  he  gave, 
Rewards  the  faithful,  and  reftores  the  brave. 
Whom  fhall  the  mufe  from  out  the  finning  throng 
Seledl,  to  heighten  and  adorn  her  fong  ? 
Thee,  Halifax.  To  thy  capacious  mind, 
O  man  approv'd,  is  Britain's  wealth  confign'd. 
Her  coin,  while  Naflau  fought,  debas'd  and  rude, 
By  thee  in  beauty  and  in  truth  renew'd, 
An  arduous  work  1  again  thy  charge  we  fee, 
And  thy  own  care  once  more  returns  to  thee. 
O  !  form'd  in  every  fcene  to  awe  and  pleafe, 
Mix  wit  with  pomp,  and  dignity  with  cafe  : 
Though  call'd  to  fhine  aloft,  thou  wilt  not  fcorn 
To  fmileon  arts  thyfelf  did  once  adorn  : 
For  this  thy  name  fucceeding  time  fiiall  praife, 
And  envy  lefs  thy  garter,  than  thy  bays. 

The  mufe,  if  fir'd  with  thy  enlivening  beams, 
Perhaps  fhall  aim  at  more  exalted  themes, 
Record  our  monarch  in  a  nobler  ftrain, 
And  fing  the  opening  wonders  of  his  reign ; 
Bright  Carolina's  heavenly  beauties  trace, 
Her  valiant  confort,  and  his  blooming  race. 
A  train  of  kings  their  fruitful  loves  fupplies, 
A  glorious  fcene  to  Albion's  ravifli'd  eyes ; 
Who  fees  by  Brunfwick's  hand  her  fceptre  fway'd, 
And  through  his  line  from  age  to  age  convey'd. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  THE  PROPHECY 
OF  NEREUS. 

FR0M  HORACE.     BOOK  II.   ODE  XV. 

"  Dicam  infigne,  recens,  adhuc 

**  Indicium  ore  alio  :  non  fecus  in  jugis 
ct  Ex  fomnis  ftupet  Euias 

•*  Hebrum  profpiciens,  et  nive  candidam 
"  Thracen,  ac  pede  barbaro 

"  JLuftratam  Rhodopen."  HOR. 

As  Mar  his  round  one  morning  took, 
(Whom  fome  call  earl,  and  fome  call  duke) 


And  his  new  brethren  of  the  blade, 
Shivering  with  fear  and  froft,  furvey'd, 
On  Perth's  bleak  hills  he  chanc'd  to  fpjr 
An  aged  wizard  fix  foot  high, 
With  briftled  hair  and  vifage  blighted, 
Wall-ey'd,  bare-haunch'd,  and  fecond-fighted. 

The  grifly  fage  in  thought  profound 
Beheld  the  chief  with  back  fo  round, 
Then  roll'd  his  eye-balls  to  and  fro 
O'er  his  paternal  hills  of  fnow, 
And  into  thefe  tremendous  fpeeches 
Broke  forth  the  prophet  without  breeches. 

Into  what  ills  betray'd,  by  thee, 
This  ancient  kingdom  do  I  fee  ! 
Her  realms  unpeopled  and  forlorn  ! 
Wae's  me !  that  ever  thou  wert  born  ! 
Proud  Englifti  loons  (our  clans  o'ercomc) 
On  Scottifh  pads  fhall  amble  home ; 
I  fee  them  dreft  in  bonnets  blue 
(The  fpoils  of  thy  rebellious  crew)  ; 
I  fee  the  target  caft  away, 
And  chequer'd  plaid  become  their  prey, 
The  chequer'd  plaid  to  make  a  gown 
For  many  a  lafs  in  London  town. 

In  vain  thy  hungry  mountaineers 
Come  forth  in  all  thy  warlike  gears, 
The  fhield,  the  piftol,  durk,  and  dagger, 
In  which  they  daily  wont  to  fwagger, 
And  oft  have  fally'd  out  to  pillage 
The  hen-roofts  of  fome  peaceful  village, 
Or,  while  their  neighbours  were  afleep, 
Have  carry'd  off  a  lowland  fheep. 

What  boots  thy  high-born  hoft  of  beggars^ 
Mac-leans,  Mac-kenzies,  and  Mac-gregors^ 
With  popifh  cut-throats,  perjur'd  ruffians, 
And  Fofter's  troop  of  raggamuffins. 

In  vain  thy  lads  around  thee  bandy, 
Inflam'd  with  bag-pipe  and  with  brandy, 
Doth  not  bwld  Sutherland  the  trufty, 
With  heart  fo  true,  and  voice  fo  rufty, 
(A  loyal  foul)  thy  troops  affright, 
While  hoarfely  he  demands  the  fight  J 
Doft  thou  not  generous  Hay  dread, 
The  braveft  hand,  the  wtfeft  head? 
Undaunted  doft  thou  hear  th*  alarm* 
Of  hoary  Athol  fheath'd  in  arms  ? 

Douglas,  who  draws  his  lineage  down 
From  Thanes  and  Peers  of  high  renown, 
Fiery,  and  young,  and  uncontroul'd, 
With  knights,  and  'fquires,  and  barons  bold. 
(His  floble  houfehold  band)  advances, 
And  on  the  milk-white  courfer  prances. 
Thee  Forfar  to  the  combat  dares, 
Grown  fwarthy  in  Iberian  wars : 
And  Monro,  kindled  into  rage, 
Sourly  defies  thee  to  engage ; 
He'll  rout  thy  foot,  though  ne'er  fo  many, 
And  hcrfe  to  boot — if  thou  hadft  any. 
But  fee  Argyll,  with  watchful  eyes, 
Lodg'd  in  his  deep  entrenchments  lies ! 
Couch'd  like  a  lion  in  thy  way, 
He  waits  to  fpring  upon  his  prey ; 
While,  like  a  herd  of  timorous  deer, 
1'hy  army  fhakes  and  pants  with  fear, 
Led  by  their  doughty  general's  fkill, 

From  frith  to  frith,  from  bill  tc  hill. 
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Is  thus  thy  haughty  promlfe  paid 
That  to  the  Chevalier  was  made, 
When  thou  didft  paths  and  duty  barter, 
For  dukedom,  generalftiip,  and  garter  ? 
Three  moons  thy  Jemmy  ftnll  command, 
With  Highland  fceptre  in  his  hand, 
Too  good  for  his  pretended  birth, 
—Then  down  {hall  fall  the  king  of  Perth. 

'Tis  fo  decreed  :  for  George  (hall  reign, 
And  traitors  be  forefwoi  n  in  vain. 
Heaven  fhall  for  ever  on  him  fmile, 
And  blefs  him  ftill  with  an  Argyil. 
While  thou,  purfued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Condemn'd  to  barren  rocks  and  fnows, 
And  hinder'd  paffing  Inverlocky, 
Shall  burn  the  clan,  and  curfe  poor  Jocky. 

AN  EPISTLE 
Frem  a  Lady  in  England  to  a  Gentleman  at  Avignon. 

To  thee,  dear  rover,  and  thy  vanquifli'd  friends, 

The  health,  fhe  wants,  thy  gentle  Chloe  fends. 

fhough  much  you  fuffer,  think  I  luifer  more, 

Worfe  than  an  exile  on  my  native  fhore. 

Companions  in  your  matter's  flight  you  roam, 

Unenvy'd  by  your  haughty  foes  at  home  ; 

For  ever  near  the  royal  outlaw's  fide 

You  mare  his  fortunes,  and  his  hopes  divide, 

On  glorious  fchemes,and  thoughts  of  empire  dwell, 

And  with  imaginary  titles  fwell. 

Say,  for  thou  know'ft  I  own  his  facred  line, 
The  paflive  dodtrine,  and  the  right  divine, 
Say,  what  new  fuccours  does  the  chief  prepare  ? 
The  ftrength  of  armies  ?  or  the  force  of  prayer  ? 
Does  he  from  heaven  or  earth  his  hopes  derive  ? 
From  faints  departed,  or  from  priefts  alive  ? 
JJor  faints  nor  priefts  can  Brunfwiek's  troops  with- 

ftand, 

And  beads  drop  ufelefs  through  the  zealot's  hand; 
Heaven  to  our  vows  may  future  kingdoms  owe, 
But  {kill  and  courage  win  the  crowns  below 

Ere  to  thy  caufe,  and  thee,  my  heart  inclin'd, 
Or  love  to  party  had  feduc'd  my  mind, 
In  female  j»ys  I  took  a  dull  delight, 
Slept  all  the  morn,  and  punted  half  the  night : 
But  BOW,  with  fears  and  public  cares 'pofieft, 
The  church,  the  church,  for  ever  breaks  my  reft. 
The  poftboy  on  my  pillow  I  explore, 
And  fift  the  news  of  every  foreign  more, 
Studious  to  find  new  friends,  and  new  allies  ; 
What  armies  march  from  Sweden  in  difgwfe; 
How  Spain  prepares  her  banners  to  unfold, 
And  Rome  deals  out  her  blefllngs,  and  her  gold 
Then  o'er  the  map  my  finger,  taught  to  ftray, 
Crofs  many  a  region  marks  the  winding  way  ; 
From  fea  to  fea,  from  realm  to  realm  I  rpve? 
And  grow  a  mere  geographer  by  love  : 
But  ftill  Avignon,  and  the  pleafing  coaft 
That  holds  thee  banifh'd,  claims  my  care  the  moft: 
Oft  on  the  well  known  fpot  1  fix  my  eyes, 
And  fpan  the  diftancc  that  between  us  lies,    [pair, 

Let  not  our  James,  though  foil'd  in  arms,  def- 
Whilft  on  his  fide  he  reckons  half  the  fair  : 
In  Britain's  lovely  ifle  a  fhining  throng 
War  in  his  caufe,  a  thoufand  beauties  ftrone. 
QL.  VI1L 


'!  h*  unthinking  victors  vainly  boaft  their  powers; 

Be  theirs  the  mulket,  w.'ile  the  tongue  is  ours. 

We  reafon  with  luch  fluency  and  fire, 

The  beaux  we  baffle,  and  the  learned  tire, 

Againft  her  prelates  plead  the  church's  caufe, 

And  from  our  judges  vindicate  the  laws. 

Then  mourn  not,  hapiefs  prince,  thy  kingdoms 

loft; 

A  crown,  though  late,  thy  facred  brows  may  boaft  ; 
Heaven  feems  through  us  thy  empire  to  decree  ; 
Thofe  who  win  hearts,  have  given  their  hearts  to 

thee. 

Haft  thou  not  heard  that  when,  profufely  gay, 
Our  well-dreft  rivals  grac'd  their  fovereign's  dayi 
W<e  ftubborn  damfels  met  the  public  view 
In  loathfome  wormwood,  and  repenting  rue  ? 
What  Whig  but  trembled,  when  our  fpotlefs  baud 
In  virgin  rofes  whiten'd  half  the  land  \ 
Who  can  forget  what  fears  the  foe  pofTeft, 
When  oaken  boughs  mark'd  every  loyal  breaft  ! 
Lefs  fcar'd  than  Medway's   ftream  the  Norman 

fto-.d, 

When  crofs  the  plain  he  fpy'd  a  marching  wood, 
Till,  near  at  hand,  a  gleam  of  fwords  betray'd 
The  youth  of  Kent  beneath  its  wandering  fhade  ? 

Thofe  whp  the  fuccours  of  the  fair  defpife, 
May  find  that  we  have  nails  as  well  as  eyes. 
The  female  bards,  O  prince  by  fortune  croft, 
At  leaft  more  courage  than  thy  men  can  boaft  : 
Our  fex  has  dar'd  the  tnug-houle  chiefs  to  meet,     - 
Andpurchas'd  fame  in  many  a  well-fought  ftr&tj 
From  Drury-Lane,  the  region  of  renown. 
The  land  of  love,  the  Paphos  of  the  town, 
Fair  patriots  fallying  oft  have  put  to  flight 
With  all  their  poles  the  guardians  of  the  night, 
And  bore,  with  fcreams  of  triumph,  to  their  fide  ; 
The  leader's  ftaff  in  all  its  painted  pride. 
Nor  fears  the  hawker  in  her  warbling  note 
TOjVend  the  difcontented  ftatelman's  thought, 
Though  red  with  ftripes,  and  recent  from  the  thong, 
Sore  fmitten  for  the  love  of  facred  fong, 
The  tuneful  fitters  ftill  purfue  their  trade, 
Like  Philomela  darkling  in  the  {hade. 
Poor  Trott  attends,  forgetful  of  a  fare, 
And  hums  in  concert  o'er  his  eafy  chair. 

Mean  while,  regardlefs  of  the  royal  caufe, 
Hi*  fword  for  James  no  brother  fovereign  drawSi 
The  Pope  himJelf,  furrounded  with  alarms, 
To  France  his  bulls,  to  Corfu  fends  hia  arms, 
And  though  he  hears  his  darling  fon's  complain^ 
Can  hardly  fpare  one  tutelary  faint, 
But  lifts  them  all  to  guard  his  own  abodes, 
And  into  ready  money  coins  hi$  gods. 
The  dauntlefs  -Swede,  purfued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Scai  ce  keeps  his  own  hereditary  fnows  ; 
Nor  mull  the  friendly  roof  of  kind  Lorrain 
With  feafts  regale  our  garter'd  youth  again, 
bafe,  Bar-le  Due,  within  thy  iilent  grove 
The  pheafant  now  may  perch,  the  hare  may  rove  : 
The  knight,  who  aims  unerring  from  afar, 
Th'  adventurous  knight,  now  quits  the  (ylvan  war  5 
Thy  brinded  boars  may  {lumber  undifmay'd, 
,Or  grunt  fecure  beneath  the  chefnut  lhade. 
inconftant  Orleans  (ftill  we  mourn  the  day, 
That  tru%d  Orleans  with  imperial  fway,) 
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Far  o'er  the  Alps  our  helplefs  monarch  fends, 
Far  from  the  call  of  his  defponding  friends. 
Such  are  the  terms,  to  gain  Britannia's  grace  ! 
And  fuch  the  terror  of  the  Brunfwick  race  ! 

Was  it  for  this  the  fun's  whole  luftre  fail'd, 
And  fudden  midnight  o'er  the  moon  prevail'd  ! 
For  this  did  heaven  difplay  to  mortal  eyes 
Aerial  knights  and  combats  in  the  ikies  ! 
Was  it  for  this  Northumbrian  ftreams  look'd  red  ! 
And  Thames  driv'n  backward  fhow'd   his  fecret 
Falfe  auguries  !  th'  infulting  victor's  fcorn !  [bed  '. 
Ev'n  our  own  prodigies  againft  us  turn  ! 
O  portents  cor.ftrued  on  our  fide  in  vain  ! 
JLet  never  Tory  truft  eclipfe  again  ! 
,Run  clear,  ye  fountains  !  be  at  peace,  ye  ikies ! 
And,  Thames,  henceforth  to  thy  green  borders 
rife ! 

To  Rome  then  muft  the  royal  wanderer  go, 
And  fall  a  fuppliant  at  the  papal  toe  ? 
His  life  in  floth  inglorious  muft  he  wetr, 
One  half  in  luxury,  and  ore  in  prayer  ? 
His  mind  perhaps  at  length  debauch'd  with  eafe, 
The  proffer'd  purple  and  the  hat  may  pleafe. 
Shall  he,  whofe  ancient  patriarchal  race 
To  mighty  Nimrod  in  one  line  we  trace, 
In  folemn  conclave  fit,  devoid  of  thought, 
And  pole  for  points  of  faith  his  trufty  vote  ! 
Be  fummon'd  to  his  ftall  in  time  of  need, 
And  with  his  cafting  fuffrage  fix  a  creed  ! 
Shall  he  in  robes  on  ftated  days  appear, 
And  Englifh  heretics  curfc  nnce  a  year  ! 
Garnet  and  Faux  fhall  he  with  praytrs  invoke, 
And  beg  that  Smithfield  piles  once    more  may 

fmoke! 

Forbid  it,  heaven  !my  foul,  to  fury  wrought, 
Turns  almoft  Hanoverian  at  the  thought. 

From  James  and  Rome  1  fetl  my  heart  decline, 
And  fear,  O  Brunfwick,  'twill  be  wholly  thine  ; 
Vet  ftill  his  (hare  thy  rival  \yill  conteft, 
And  ftillthe  double  claim  divides  my  breaft. 
The  fate  of  James  witb  prying  eyes  !  view, 
And  wiih  my  l.omage  were  not  Brunfwick's  due  : 
To  James  my  paflion  and  my  weaknefs  guide, 
But  reafcn  fways  me  to  the  vicVr's  Cde. 
Though  griev'd  I  fpeak  it,  let  the  truth  appear  ! 
You  knew  my  language,  and  my  heart,  fmcere. 
In  vain  did  falfehood  his  fair  fame  difgrace  ; 
What  force  had  falfehood,  when  he  ihow'd  his 

face! 

In  vain  to  war  our  boaftful  clans  were  led ; 
Heaps  driv'n  on  heaps,  in  the  dire  (hock  they  fled: 
France  {buns  his  wrath,  nor  raifes  to  our  fharne 
A  fecond  Dunkirk  in  another  name  : 
In  Britain's  funds  their  wealth  all 'Europe  throws, 
And  up  the  Thames  the  world's  abuixUnce  flows  : 
Spite  of  feign'd  fear*  ai)d  artificial  cries, 
The  pious  town  fees  fifty  churches  rife  : 
The  hero  triumphs  as  his  worth  is  known, 
And  fits  more  firmly  on  his  fhaken  throne. 

To  my  fad  thought  no  beam  of  hcpe  appears 
Through  the  long  profpecft  of  fucceeding  years. 
The  fon,  afpiring  to  his  father's  fame, 
Shows  all  his  fire  •  another  and  the  fame. 
lie,  bleft  in  lovely  Carolina's  arms, 
TV  future  ages  propagates  her  charms: 


With  pain  and  joy  at  ftrifc,  I  often  tract 
The  mingled  parents  in  each  daughter's  face  j 
Half  fickening  at  the  fight,  too  well  I  fpy 
The  father's  fpirit  through  the  mother's  eye  : 
In  vain  new  thoughts  of  rage  I  entertain, 
And  ftrive  to  hate  their  innocence  in  vain. 

O  princefs'.   happy  by  thy  foes  confeft  ! 
Bleft  in  thy  hufb*nd  '.   in  thy  children  bleft  ! 
As  they  from  thee,  from  them  new  beauties  born^ 
While  Europe  lafts,  fhall  Europe's  thrones  adorn. 
Tranfplanted  to  each  court,  in  times  to  come, 
Thy  fmile  celeftial  and  unfadrng  bloom, 
Great  Auftria's  fons  with  fofter  lines  {hall  grace, 
Andfmooth  the  frowns  of  Bourbon's  haughty  raci. 
The  fair  dependents  of  thy  facred  bed, 
Wide-branching    o'er  the   weftern    world   fhall 

fpread, 

Like  the  fam'd  Banian  tree,  whofe  pliant  fhoot    | 
To  earthward  bending  of  itfelf  takes  root, 
Till,  like  their  mother  plant,  ten  thoufand  ftand  .  1 
In  verdant  arches  on  the  fertile  land  ; 
Beneath  her  fhade  the  tawny  Indians  rove, 
Or  hunt,  at  large,  through  the  wide  echoing  grorcJ 

O  thou,  to  whom  thele  mournful  lines  1  fend,  1 
My  promis'd  hufband,  and  my  deareft  friend  ; 
Since  heaven  appoint"  this  favour'd  race  to  reign;  ? 
And  blood  has  drench'd  the  Scottish  fields  in  vaio  ..j 
Muft  I  be  wretched,  and  thy  flight  partake  ? 
Or  wilt  not  thou,  for  thy  lov'd  Chloe's  fake, 
Tir'd  out  at  length,  fubmit  to  fate's  decree  ? 
If  not  to  Brunfwick,  O  return  to  me  ! 
Proftrate  before  the  victor's  mercy  bend  : 
What  fpares  whole  thoufands,  may  to  thee  extend. j 
Should  blinded  friends  thy  doubtful  conduct  blame. 
Great  Brunfwick's  virtue  fliall  fecure  thy  fame  :    g 
Say  thefe  invite  thee  to  approach  his  throne, 
And  own  the  monarch,  heaven  voucMafes  to  own; 
The  world,  convinc'd,thy  reafons  will  approve; 
Say  this  to  them ;  but  fwear  to  me  'twas  love. 

AN  ODE, 

Qccaftofftd  by  bit    Excellency  the   Earl  of  StanLi,pe*^\ 
Poyage  to  J< ranee,  1718.  , 

«  Idem 
"  Paci«  eras  mediufque  belli."         HOR. 

FAIR  daughter  once  of  Windfor's  woods! 
In  fafety  o'er  the  rolling  floods, 
Britannia's  boaft  and  darling  care, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  bear. 
May  winds  propitious  on  his  wHy 
The  minifter  of  peace  convey ; 
Nor  rebel  wave,  nor  riling  ftorm, 
Great  George's  liquid  realms  deform. 

Our  vows  are  heard.   Thy  crowded  fails  „ 
Alieady  fwell  with  weftern  gales  ; 
Already  Albion's  coaft  retires, 
And  Calais  multiplies  her  fpires  : 
At  length  has  royal  Orleans  preft, 
With  open  arms,  the  well-known  gueft  ; 
Before  in  facred  friendfhip  join'd, 
And  now  in  counfels  for  mankind  : 

Whilft  his  clear  fchemes  our  patriot  fhov?s. 
And  plans  the  threatened  world's  repefe, 


IP    O    E    M     S, 


They  fix  each  haughty  monarch's  doom, 
And  blefs  whole  ages  yet  to  come. 
Henceforth  great  Brunfwick  {hall  decree 
What  flag  muft  awe  the  Tyrrhene  fea ; 
From  whom  the  Tufcan  grape  fhall  glow, 
And  fruitful  Arethufa  flow. 

See  in  firm  leagues  with  Thames  combine 
The  Seine,  the  Maefe,  and  diftant  Rhine  ! 
Nor,  Ebro,  let  thy  {ingle  rage 
With  half  the  warring  world  engage. 
Oh  !  call  to  mind  thy  thoufands  ilain, 
And  Almanara's  fatal  plain  ; 
While  yet  the  Gallic  terrors  flcep, 
Jtfor  Britain  thunders  from  the  deep. 

PROLOGUE 

To  the  Unherfzty  of  Oxford,  1713. 

WHAT  kings  henceforth  fhall  reign,  what  dates 

be  free, 

Is  fix'd  at  length  by  Anna's  juft  decree  : 
Whofe  brows  the  mufe's  facred  wreath  (hall  fit, 
Is  left  to  you  the  arbiters  of  wit. 
With  beating  hearts  the  rival  poets  wait, 
Till  you,  Athenians,  fliall  decide  their  fate  ; 
Secure,  when  to  thefe  learned  feats  they  come, 
Of  equal  judgment,  aud  impartial  doom. 

Poor  is  the  player's  fame,  whofe  whole  reaown 
Ie  but  the  •praife  of  a  capricious  town  ; 
While,  with  mock-majeity,  and  fancy'd  power, 
He  ftruts  in  robes,  the  monarch  of  an  hour. 
Oft  wide  of  nature  mud  he  a6c  a  part, 
Make  love  in  tropes,  in  bombafi:  break  his  heart  : 

I  In  turn  and  fimile  refign  his  breath, 
Atid  rhyme  and  quibble  ii  the  pangs  of  death. 

I  We  blufli,  when  plays  like  thefe  receive  applaufe  ; 
And  laugh,  in  fecret,  at  the  tears  we  caufe ; 
With  honefl  fcorn  our  own  fuccefs  difdaip, 
A  worthlefs  honour,  and  inglorious  gain. 

No  trifling  fcenes  at  Oxford  fhall  appear; 
Well,  what  we  blufti  to  act,  may  you  to  hear. 
To  you  our  f:im'd4  our  ftundard  plays  we  bring, 
The  work  of  poets,  whom  you  taught  to  fing  : 
Though  crown'd  with  fame,  they  dare  not  think 

it  due, 

Nor  take  the  laurel  till  beftow'd  by  you. 
Great  Cato'sfelf  the  glory  of  the  ftage, 
Who  charms,  corrects,  exalts,  and  fires  the  age, 
Begs  here  he  may  be  try'd  by  Roman  laws ; 
To  you,  O  fathers,  he  fubmits  his  caufe ; 
He  refts  not  in  the  people's  general  voice, 
Till  yau,  the  fenate,  have  coniirm'd  his  choice. 

Fine  is  the  fecret,  delicate  the  art, 
To  wind  the  paflions,  and  command  the  heart ; 
For  fancy'd  ills  ts  force  our  tears  to  flow, 
And  make  the  generous  foul  in  love  with  woe ; 
To  raife  the  fliades  of  heroes  to  our  view; 
Rebuild  fall'n  empires,  and  old  time  renew. 
How  hard  the  tafk  !  how  rare  the  godlike  rage  ! 
None  fhould  prefume  to  diclate  for  the  llage, 
But  fuch  as  boaft  a  great  extenfive  mind, 
Jinrich'd  by  nature,  and  by  art  refin'd  ;        [bring, 
Who  from  the  ancient  ftores   their    knowledge 
tailed  early  of  ihe  mufe&'  fpring. 


1 


May  none  pretend  upon  her  throne  to  fit, 
But  fuch  as,  fprung  from  you,  are  born  to  wit : 
Chofen  by  the  mob,  their  lawlefs  claim  we  flight  s 
Yours  is  the  old  hereditary  nght. 

THOUGHTS 

Occaftoned  hy  the  fight  of  an  Original  Pi&ure  of  King 
Charles  I.      Taken  at  the  time  of  bis  Trial. 
INSCRIBED   TO  GEORGE   CLARKE,  Esq. 

"  — ! — Animum  pidlura  pafcit  inani 
"  Multa  gemens,  largoque  humedlat  flumine 
"  vuhum."  VIRG. 

CAN  this  be  he !    could  Charles,  the  good,  the 

great, 

Be  funk  by  heaven  to  fuch  a  dilmal  ftate ! 
How  meagre,  pale,  neglected,  worn  with  care  1 
What  fteady  fadnefs,  and  auguft  defpair  ! 
In  thofe  funk  eyes  the  grief  of  years  I  trace, 
And  forrow  feems  acquainted  with  that  face. 
Tears,  which  his  heart  difdain'd,  from  me  o'er 

flow, 

Thus  to  furvey  God's  fubftitute  below, 
In  folemn  anguifh,  and  majeftic  woe. 

When  fpoil'd  of  empire  by  unhallowed  hands, 
Sold  by  his  flaves,  and  held  in  impious  band^; 
Rent  from,  what  oft  had  fweeten'd  anxious  life, 
Hishelplefs  children,  and  his  bofom  wife; 
Doom'd  for  the  faith,  plebeian  rage  to  ftand, 
And  fall  a  vi&im  for  the  guilty  land  ; 
Then  thus  was  feen,  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
The'k'ng,  the  father,  ^nd  the  faint  to  mom  p. 
How  could'ft  thou,  artift,  then  thy  fkill  difplay  ? 
Thy  fteady  hands  thy  favage  heart  betray: 
Near  thy  bold  work  the  ftunn'd  fpeclators  faint, 
Nor  fee  unmov'd,  what  thou  unmov'd  could'fl 

paint. 

What  brings  to  mind  each  various  fcene  of  woe,^ 
Th*  infulting  judge,  the  folemn-mocking  fhow,-£ 
The  horrid  fentence,  and  accurfed  blow.  j 

Where  then, juft  heaven,  was  thy  una6Hve  hand, 
Thy  idle  thunder,  and  thy  lingering  brand  ! 
Thy  adamantine  fhield,  rhy  angel  wings, 
And  the  great  Genii  of  anointed  kings! 
Treafon  and  fraud  fhall  thus  the  ftars  regard  I 
And  injur'd  virtue  meet  this  fad  reward  ! 
So  fad,  none  like,  can  time's  old  records  tell, 
Though  Pompey  bled,  and  poor  Darius  fell !  . 
All  names  but  one  too  low— that  one  too  high  : 
All  parallels  are  wrongs,  c>r  blafphemy. 

O  power  fuprtme !   How  fecret  are  thy  ways  ! 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  trace  thy  myllic  maze, 
With  foolilh  wifdom,  arguing,  charge  his  God, 
His  balance  hold,  and  guide  his  angry  rod ; 
New-mould  the  fpheres,and  mend  the  iky's  defign, 
And  found  th'  inimenfe  with  his  fhort  fcanty  line. 
Do  thou,  my  foul,  the  deftin'd  period  wait, 
When  God  (hall  folve  the  dark  decrees  of  fate, 
His  now  unequal  difpenfations  clear, 
And  make  all  wife  and  beautiful  appear ; 
When  fuflering  faints  aloft  in  beams  (hall  glow, 
And  profperous  traitors  gmfh  their  testh  below. 

Such  boding  thoughts  di  1  guilty  cc.nicience  dait, 
A  pledge  of  hell  to  dying  Cromwell's  heart  ; 
P  d  i 
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Then  this  pale  image  feem'd  t*  invade  his  room, 
Gaz'd  him  to  ftone,  and  warn'd  him  to  the  tomb. 
While  thunders  roll,  and  nimble  lightnings  play, 
And  the  ftorm  wings  his  fyotted  foul  away. 

A  blaft  more  bounteous  ne'er  did  heaven  com- 
mand 

To  fcatter  blefiings  o'er  the  Britifh  land.  [Spain, 
Not  that  more  kind,  which  dafli'd  the  pride  of 
.And  whjrl'd  her crufh'd  Armada  round  the  main; 
JNot  thofe  more  kind,  which  guide  our  floating 

towers, 

Waft  gums  and  gold,  and  made  far  India  ours  : 
That  only  kinder,  which  to  Britain's  fhore 
Did  mitres,  crowns,  and  Stuart's  race  reftore, 
Renew'd     the  church,    revers'd   the    kingdom's 

doom, 
And  brought  with  Charles  an  Anna  yet  to  come. 

O  Clarke,  to  whom  a  Stuart  Tufts  her  reign 
O'er  Albion's  fleets,  and  delegates  the  main  ; 
Dear,  as  the  faith  thy  loyal  heart  hath  fwoni, 
Tranfmit  this  piece  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
This  fight  (hall  damp  the  raging  ruffian's  breaft, 
The  poifon  fpill,  and  half-drawn  fword  arreft; 
To  foft  compafiion  ftubborn  tiaitors  bend, 
And,  one  deftroy'd,  a  thoufand  kings  defend. 

A  FRAGMENT  OF  A  POEM  ON  HUNTING. 

*'  Dona  cano  divum,  Iztas  venantibus  artes, 
"  Aufpicio,  Diana,  tuo "  GRATIUS. 


HORSES  and  hounds,  their  rare,  their  various  race, 
The  numerous  beafts,  that  range  the  rural  chafe, 
The  huntfman's  chofen  fcenes,  his  friendly  ftars, 
The  laws  and  glory  of  the  fylvan  wars, 
J  firft  in  Britiih  verfe  prefume  to  raife ; 
A  venturous  rival  of  the  Roman  praife. 
!Let  me,  chafte  queen  of  woods,  thy  aid  obtaiu, 
Bring  here  thy  light-foot  nymphs,  and  fprightly 

train  : 

$f  oft,  o'er  lawns,  thy  care  prevents  the  day 
To  roufe  the  foe,  and  prefs  the  bounding  prey, 
Woo  thine  own  Phoebus  in  the  taflc  to  join, 
And  grant  me  genius  for  the  bold  defign. 
In  this  foft  (hade,  O  footh  the  warrior's  fire, 
And  fit  his  bow-firing  to  the  trembling  lyre  ; 
And  teach,  while  thus  their  arts  and  arms  we  fing, 
The  groves  tp  echo  and  the  vales  to  ring. 

*     *     *     *  '  *     *     *     *     *     *     *     # 
*********** 

*Thy  care  be  firft  the  various  gifts  to  trace, 
7"he  minds  and  genius  of  the  latrant  race. 
In  powers  diftind  the  different  clans  excel, 
In  fight,  or  fwiftnefs,  or  fagacious  fmell ; 
J3y  wiles  ungenerous  fome  furprife  the  prey, 
And  fome  by  courage  win  the  doubtful  day. 
Secft  thou  the  gaze-hound  :  how  with  glance  fe- 

vere 

From  the  clofe  herd  he  marks  the  deftin'd  dqer  \ 
How  every  nerve  the  greyhound's  ftretch  difplays, 
The  hare  preventing  in  her  airy  maze  ; 
The  lucklefs  prey  how  treacherous  tumblers  gain, 
And  dauntlefs  wolf-dog^  (hake  the  lionYmane  ; 
O'er  all,  the  blood-hound  boafts  fuperior  fkill, 
To  fciiit,  to  vi^w.  to  turn,  and  boldly  kill ! 


His  fellows'  vain  alarms  rejects  with  fcorn, 
True  to  the  mailer's  voice,  and  learned  hori 
His  noftrils  oft,  if  ancient  fame  fing  true, 
Trace  the  fly  felon  through  the  tainted  dew  ; 
Once  fnuff  'd,he  follows  with  unalter'd  aim, 
Nor  odours  lure  him  from  the  chofen  game  ; 
Deep-mouth'd  he  thunders,  and  inflam'd  he  vie 
Springs  on  relemlefs,  and  t ,  death  purfues. 

Some  hounds  of  manners  vile  (  nor  lefs  we 
Of  fops  in  hpunds,  than  in  the  reafoning  kind 
Puff'd  with  conceit  run  gladding  o'er  the  plain, 
And  from  the  fcent  divert  the  wifer  train ; 
For  the  foe's  footfteps  fondly  fnuff  their  own, 
And  mar  the  mufic  with  their  fenfelefs  tone  ; 
Start  at  the  ftarting  prey,  or  ruftling  wind, 
And,  hot  at  firft,  inglorious  lag  behind 
A  fauntering  tribe  !  may  fuch  my  foes  difgracc ! 
Give  mt- ,  ye  gods,  to  breed  the  nobler  race. 
NT  grieve  thou  to  attend,  while  truths  unknown 
I  fing,  and  make  Athenian  arts  our  own. 

Doft  thou  in  hounds  afpire  to  deathlefs  fame  .' 
Learn  well  their  lineage  and  their  ancient  ftem. 
Kach  tribe  with  joy  old  ruftic  heralds  trace, 
And  fing  the  chofen  worthies  of  their  race  ; 
How  his  fire's  features  in  the  fon  were  fpy'd, 
When  Die  was  made  the  vigorous  Ringwood'$ 

bride, 

Lefs  fure  thick  lips  the  fate  of  Auftria  doom, 
Or  eagle  nofes  rul'd  almighty  Rome. 

Good  fhape  to  various  kinds  old  bards  confine, 
Some  praife  the  Greek,  and  fome  the  Roman  line: 
And  dogs  to  beauty  make  as  differing  claims, 
As  Albion's  nymphs,  and  India's  jetty  dames. 
Immenfe  to  name  their  lands,to  mark  their  bounds, 
And  paint  the  thoufand  families  of  hounds  : 
Firft  count  the  fands,  the   drops  where   oceans 

flow, 

Or  Gauls  by  Marlborough  fent  to  (hades  below. 
The  taflc  be  mine,  to  teach  Britannia's  fwains, 
My  much-lov'd  country,  and  my  native  plains. 

Such  be  the  dog,  I  charge,  thou  mean'ft  to  train, 
His  back  is  crooked,  and  his  belly  plain, 
Of  fillet  ftretch'd,  and  huge  of  haunch  behind, 
A  tapering  tail,  that  nimbly  cuts  the  wind; 
Trufs-thigh'd,  ftraight-ham'd,and  fox-like  form'd 

his  paw, 

Large -leg'd,  dry  fol'd,  and  of  protended  claw. 
His  flat,  wide  noftrils  fnuff  the  favoury  fteam, 
And  from  his  eyes  he  (hoots pernicious  gleam; 
Middling  his  head,  and  prone  to  earth  his  view, 
With  ears  and  cheft  that  daih  the  morning  dew : 
He  beft  to  ftem  the  flood,  to  leap  the  bound, 
And  charm  the  Dryads  with  his  voice  profound; 
To  pay  large  tribute  to  his  weary  lord, 
And  crown  the  fylvan  hero's  plenteous  board. 

The  matron  bitch  whofe  womb  fhall  beft  pro- 
duce 

The  hopes  and  fortune  of  th'  illuftrioushnufe, 
Deriv'd  from  noble,  but  from  foreign  feed, 
For  various  nature  lothes  inceftuous  breed, 
Is  like  the  fire  throughout.   Nor  yet  difpleafe 
Large  flanks,  and  ribs,  to  give  the  teenier  eafc. 
In  fpring  let  loofe  thy  pairs.    Then  all  things^ 

prove 
The  flings  e£  pleasure,  and  the  pangs  of  love  : 


POEMS. 


JEth'ereal  Jove  then  glads,  with  genial  fliowers, 
Earth's  mighty  womb,  and  ftrews  her  lap  with 

flowers. 

Hence  juices  mount,  and  buds,  embolden'd,  try 
More  kindly  breezes,  and  a  fofter  fky  • 
Kind  Venus  revel?.    Hark  !  on  every  bough, 
In  lulling  ftrains  the  fearher'd  warblers  woo. 
Fell  tigers  {often  in  th'  infectious  flames, 
And  lions,  fawning,  court  their  brinded  dames  : 
Great  love  pervades  the  deep  ;  to  pleafe  his  mate, 
The   whale,   in  gambols,  moves   his    monftrolis 

weight, 

Heav'd  by  his  wayward  mirth  old  ocean  roars, 
And  fcatter'd  navies  bulge  on  diftant  fhores. 

All  nature,  fmiles ;  come  now,  nor  fear,  my  love, 
To  tafte  the  odours  of  the  woodbine  grove, 
To  pafs  the  evening  glooms  in  harmlefs  play, 
And,  fweetly  fwearing,  languifh  life  away. 
An  altar,  bound  with  recent  flowers,  I  rear 
To  thee,  beft  feafon  of  the  various  year  ; 
All  hail !  fuch  days  in  beauteous  order  ran, 
Sofwift,  fo  fweet,  when  firft  the  world  began, 
In  Eden's  bowers,  when  man's  great  fire  afllgn'd 
The  names  and  natures  of  the  brutal  kind. 
Then  lamb  and  lion  friendly  walk'd  their  round, 
And  hares,  undaunted,  lick'd  the  fondling  hound  ; 
Wond'rous  to  tell !  but  when,  with  lucklefs  hand, 
Our  daring  mother  broke  the  Q)Ie  command, 
Then  want  and  envy  brought  their  meagre  train, 
Then  wrath  came  down,  and  death  had  leave  to 

reign  : 

Hence  foxes  earth'd,  and  wolves  abhor'd  the  day, 
And  hungry  churls  enfnar'd  the  nightly  prey; 
Rude  arts  at  firft  ;  but  witty  want  refin'd 
The  huntfman's  wiles, and  famine  form'd  the  mind. 

Bold  Nimrod  firft  the  lion's  trophies  \vore, 
The  panther  bound,  and  lanc'd  the  briftling  boar  ; 
He  taught  to  turn  the  hare,  to  bay  the  deer, 
And  wheel  the  courfer  in  his  mid  career  : 
Ah,  had  he  there  reftrain'd  his  tyrant  hand! 
Let  me,  ye  powers,  an  humbler  wreath  demand. 
No  pomps  I  afk,  which  crowns  and  fceptres  yield, 
Nor  dangerous  laurels  in  the  dufty  field ; 
Faft  by  the  foreft,  and  the  limpid  fpring, 
Give  me  the  warfare  of  the  woods  to  fing, 
To  breed  my  whelps,  and  healthful  prefs  the  game, 
A  mean,  inglorious,  but  a  guiltlefs  name. 

And  now  thy  female  bears  in  ample  womb 
The  bane  of  hares,  and  triumphs  yet  to  come. 
No  fport,  I  ween,  nor  blaft  of  fpri.'htly  horn, % 
Should  tempt  me  then  to  hurt  the  whelps  un- 
born. 

Unlock'd,  in  covers  let  her  freely  run, 
To  range  thy  courts,  and  baik  before  the  fun ; 
Near  thy  full  table  let  the  favourite  ftand, 
Strok'd  by  thy  fon's,  or  blooming  daughter's  hand. 
Carefs,  indulge,  by  arts  the  matron  bribe, 
T'  improve  her  breed,  and  teem  a  vigorous  tribe. 
So,  if  fmall  things  may  be  compar'd  with  great, 
And  nature's  works  the  mufes  imitate, 
So,  ftretch'd  in  fhades,  and  lull'd  by  murmuring 

ftreams, 

Great  Maro's  breaft  receiv'd  the  heavenly  dreams. 
Reclufe,  ferene,  the  mufing  prophet  lay, 
Till  thoughts  in  embryo,  ripening,  burft  their  way. 
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Hence  bees  in  flate,  and  foaming  cowrfers  come 
Heroes,  and  gods,  and  walls  of  loffy  Rome. 

********* 


TO   APOLLO  MAKING  LOVE. 

FROM  MONSIEUR   FONTENELLE. 

I  AM,  cry'd  Apollo,  when  Daphne  he  woo'd, 
And  panting  for  breath,  the  coy  virgin  purfued, 
When  his  wifdom,  in  manrier  moft  ample,  exprefs'el 
The  long  lift  of  the  graces  his  godfhip  poflefs'd : 
I'm  the  god  of  fweet  fong,  and  infpirer  of  lays ; 
Nor  for  lays,  nor  fweet  fong,  the  fair  fugitive  ftays; 
I'm  the  god  of  the  harp— ftop  my  faireft — in  vain  ; 
Nor  the   harp,  nor  the  harper,  could  fetch  her 
again. 

Every  plant,  every  flower,  and  their  virtues  I  know, 

God  of  light  I'm  above,  and  of  phyfic  below  : 

At  the  dreadful  word  phyfic,  the  nymph  fled  more 

faft; 

At  the  fatal  word  phyfic  fhe  doubled  her  hafte. 
Thou  fond  god  of  wifdom,  then,  alter  thy  phrafe, 
Bid  her  view  the  young  bloom,  and  thy  ravifhing 

rays,  [charms, 

Tell  her  lefs  of  thy  knowledge,  and  more  of  thy 
And,  my  life  for't,  the  damfel  will  fly  to  thy  arms. 

THE  FATAL  CURIOSITY. 

MUCH  had  I  heard  of  fair  Francelia's  name, 
The  lavifh  praifee  of  the  babler,  fame  : 
I  thought  them  fuch,  and  went  prepar'd  to  pry, 
Arid  trace  the  charmer,  with  a  critic's  eye. 
RefolvM  to  find  fome  fault,  before  unfpy'd, 
And  difappointed,  if  but  fatisfy'd. 

Love  pierc'd  the  vaffal  heart,  that  durft  rebel, 
And,  where  a  judge  was  meant,  a  victim  fell : 
On  thofe  dear  eyes,  with  fweet  perdition  gay, 
I  gaz'd,  at  once,  my  pride  and  foul  away  ; 
All  o'er  1  felt  the  lufcious  poifon  run, 
And,  in  a  look,  the  hafty  conqueft  won. 

Thus  the  fond  moth  around  the  taper  plays, 
And  fports  and  flutters  near  the  treacherous  blaze  j 
RaviuYd  with  joy,  he  wings  his  eager  flight, 
Nor  dreams  of  ruin  in  fo  clear  a  light ; 
He  tempts  his  fate,  and  courts  a  glorious  doom, 
A  bright  deftrudtion,  and  a  fhining  tomb. 

TO  A  LADY ; 

WITH  A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE   PHOENIX. 

LAVISH  of  wit,  and  bold,  appear  the  lines, 
Where  Claudian's  genius  in  the  Phoenix  fhines  j 
A  thoufand  ways  each  brilliant  point  is  turn'd, 
And  the  gay  poem,  like  its  theme,  adorn'd  : 
A  tale  more  ftrange  ne'er  grac'd  the  poet's  art,' 
Nor  e'er  did  fiction  play  fo  wild  a  part. 

Each  fabled  charm  in  matchlefs  Czelia  meets, 
The  heavenly  colours,  and  ambrofial  Iweets  ; 
Her  virgin  bofom  charter  fires  fupplies. 
And  beams  more  piercing  guard  her  kindred  eyes« 
O'erSowing  wit  th'  imagin'd  wondor  drew, 
But  fertile  fancy  ne'er  can  reach  the  true. 
D  d  iij 
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Now  buds  your  youth,  your  cheeks  their  bloom 

difclofe, 

Th'  untainted  lily,  and  unfolding  rofe; 
Eafe  in  your  mien,  and  fweetnefsin  your  face, 
You  fpeak  a  fyren,  and  you  move  a  grace ; 
Nor  time  fhall  urge  thefe  beauties  to  decay, 
While  virtue  gives,  what  years  fhall  fteal  away  : 
The  fair,  whofe  youth  can  boaft  the  worth  of  age, 
In  age  fhall  with  the  charms  of  youth  engage  ; 
In  every  change  ftill  lovely,  ftill  the  fame, 
A  fairer  Phoenix  in  a  purer  flame. 

A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  PHCENIX. 

FROM  CLAUD1AN. 

JN  utmoft  ocean  lies  a  lovely  ifle, 

"Where  fpringfHll  blooms,  and  greens  for  everTmile, 

"Which  fees  the  fun  put  on  his  firft.  array, 

And  hears  his  panting  fteeds  bring  on  the  day; 

When,  from  the  deep,  they  nifh  with  rapid  force, 

And  whirl  aloft,  to  run  their  glorious  courfe  j 

When  firft  appear  the  ruddy  ftreaks  of  light, 

And  glimmering  beams  difpel  the  parting  night. 

In  thefe  foft  fhades,  tinpreft  by  human  feet, 
The  happy  phoenix  keeps  his  balmy  feat, 
Far  from  the  world  di«join'd  ;  he  reigns  alone, 
Alike  the  empire,  and  its  king  unknown. 
A  godlike  bird  '  whofe  endlefs  round  of  years 
Outlafts  the  ftars,  and  tires  the  circling  fpheres ; 
Not  us'd  like  vulgar  birds  to  eat  his  fill, 
Or  drink  the  cryftal  of  the  murmuring  rill ; 
But  fed  with  warmth  from  Titan's  purer  ray, 
And  ilak'il  by  ftreams  which  eaftern  fcas  convey; 
Still  he  renews  his  life  in  thefe  abodes, 
Contemns  the  power  of  fate,  and  mates  the  gods. 
Hi?  fiery  eyes  fhoot  forth  a  glittering  ray, 
And  round  his  head  ten  thoufand  glorica  play  ; 
High  on  his  creft,  a  ftar  celeftial  bright 
Divides  the  darknefs  with  its  piercing  light ; 
His  legs  are  flain'd  with  purple's  lively  dye, 
His  azure  wings  the  fleeting  winds  outfly  ; 
Soft  plumes  of  cheerful  bluc'his  limbs  enfold, 
Enrich'd  with  fpangles,  and  bedropt  with  gold. 

Begot  by  none  himfelf,  begetting  none, 
Sire  of  himfelf  he  is,  and  of  himfelf  the  fon ; 
His  life  in  fruitful  death  renews  his  date, 
And  kind  deftru&ion  but  prolongs  his  fate  : 
Ev'n  in  the  grave  new  ftrength  his  limbs  receive, 
.And  on  the  funeral  pile  begin  to  live. 
For  when  a  thoufand  times  the  fummer  fun 
His  bending  race  has  on  the  zodiac  run, 
And  when  as  oft  the  vernal  figns  have  roll'd, 
As  oft  the  wintcry  brought  the  numbir.g  cold; 
Then  drops  the  bird,  worn  out  with  aged  cares, 
And  bends  beneath  the  mighty  load  of  years. 

So  falls  the  (lately  pine,  that  proudly  grew, 
The  fhade  and  glory  of  the  mountain's  brow. 
When  i  iei  c'd  by  blr.fbs,  and  fpouting  clouds  o'cr- 

fprcad, 

J-6,  flowly  fuikinp,  nods  its  tottering  head, 
Part  dies  by  winds,  and  part  by  fickly  rainf, 
And  wafting  age  deftroys  the  poor  icmains, 

i  hen,  as  the  filver  emprcfs  of  the  night, 
0'crclouded,  glimmers  in  a  fainter  light, 
£o,  froz'n  with  age,  and  (hut  from  iTght  fupplies, 
lit  lazy  rounds  fcarce,  roll  his  feeble  eyes, 


And  thofe  fleet  wings,  for  ftrength  and  fp 

nown'd, 
Scarce  rear  th'  inactive  lumber  from  the  groi 

Myftcrious  arts  a  fecond  time  create 
The  bird,  prophetic  of  approaching  fate. 
Pil'd  on  a  heap  Sabaran  herbs  he  lays, 
Parch'd  by  his  fire  the  iun's  intenfeft  rays ; 
The  pile  defign'd  to  form  his  funeral  fcene 
He  wraps  in  covers  of  a  fragrant  green, 
And  bids  his  fpicy  heap  at  once  become 
A  grave  deftru&ivc,  and  a  teeming  womb. 

On- the  rich  bed  the  dying  wonder  lies, 
Imploring  Phoebus  with  perfuafive  cries, 
To  dart  upon  him  in  colic&ed  rays, 
And  new-create  him  in  a  deadly  blaze. 

The  god  beholds  the  fuppliant  from  afar, 
And  flops  the  progrefs  of  his  heavenly  car. 
"  O'thou,  fays  he,  whom  harnilefsfircsfhallburn," 
"  Thy  age  the  flame  to  fecond  youth  fhall  turn,  J 
"  An  infant's  cradle  is  thy  funeral  urn. 
"  Thou,  on  whom  heaven  has  fix'd  th'  ambij: 

"  doom 

"  To  live  by  ruin,  arrd  by  death  to  bloom, 
<f  Thy  life,  thy  ftrength,  thy  lovely  form  renew, 
"  And  with  frefh  beaQtiesdoubly  charm  the  view, 

Thus  fpeaking,  'rhidft  the  aromatic  bed 
A  golden  beam  he  toflesfrom  his  head; 
Swift  as  defire,  the  fliining  ruin  flies. 
And  ftraight  devours  the  willing  facrificer 
Who  haftes  to  perifh  in  the  fertile  fire, 
Sink  into  ftrength,  andinto  life  expire. 

In  flames  the  circling  odours  mount  on  high, 
Perfume  the  air,  and  glitter  in  the  fky, 
The  moon  and  ftars,  amaz'd,  retard  their  flight, 
And  nature  flartles  at  the  doubtful  fight ; 
For,  whilft  the  pregnant  urn  with  fury  glows, 
The  goddefs  labours  with  a  mother's  throes, 
Yet  joys  to  cherifh,  in  the  friendly  flames, 
The  nobleft  produA  of  the  fkill  fhe  claims. 

Th*  enlivening  duft  its  head  begins  to  rear, 
And  on  the  afhes  fprouting  plumes  appear; 
In  the  dead  bird  reviving  vigour  reigns, 
And  life  returning  revels  in  his  veins: 
A  new-born  Phoenix  flatting  from  the  flame, 
Obtains  at  once  a  fon's,  and  father's  name  ; 
And  the  great  change  of  double  life  difplays, 
Fn  the  fhort  moment  of  one  tranfient  blaze. 

On  his  new  pinions  to  the  Nile  he  bends, 
And  to  the  gods  his  parent  urn  commends, 
To  E^ypt  bearing,  with  majeftic  pride, 
The  balmy  neft,  where  firft  he  liv'd  and  dy'd. 
Birds  of  all  kinds  admire  th'  unufual  fight, 
And  grace  the  triumph  of  his  infant  flight; 
In  crowds  unnumber  d  round  their  chief  they  i 
O.pprefs  the  air,  .and  cloud  the  fpacious  fky  ; 
Nor  dares  the  fierceft  of  the  winged  race 
OhftruiSl  his  journey  through  th'  ethereal  fpace; 
The  hawk  and  eagle  tifel^ls  wars  forbear, 
Forego  their  courage,  and  confent  to  fear  ; 
Tiie  fcather'd  nations  humble  homage  bring, 
And  blefs  the  gaudy  flight  of  their  ambrofial  king-. 

Ltfs  glittering  pomp  does  Parthia's  monarch 
Commanding  legions  to  the  duity  field  ;        [~yieldr 
Though  fparkling  jewels  on  Ks  helm  abound, 
And  royal  gold  his  awful  head  furrouod; 
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^Though  rich  embroidery  paint  his  purple  vert, 
And  his  fteed  bound  in  coftly  trappings  dreft, 
Pleas'd  in  the  battle's  dreadful  van  to  ride, 
In  graceful  grandeur,  and  imperial  pride. 

Fam'd  for  the  worfliip  of  the  fan,  there  Hands 
A  facred  fane  in  Egypt's  fruitful  lands, 
Hewn  from  the  Theban  mountain's  rocky  womb 
An  hundred  columns  rear  the  marble  dome; 
Hither,  'tis  faid,  he  brings  the  precious  luad, 
A  grateful  offering  to  the  beamy  god  ; 
Upon  whofe  altar's  coufecrated  blaze 
The  feeds  and  relics  of  himfelf  he  lay-?, 
'Whence  flaming  incenfe  makes  the  temple  fhine, 
And  the  glad  altars  breathe  perfumes  divine. 
The  wafted  fmell  to  far  Pelufian  flies, 
To  cheer  old  Ocean,  and  enrich  the  ikies, 
With  nectar's  fweets  to  make  the  nations  fmile. 
And  icent  the  feven-fold  channels  of  the  Nile. 

Thrice  happy  Phoenix  !    heaven's  peculiar  care 
Has  made  thyielf  thyfelf's  furviving  heir; 
By  death  thy  deathlefs  vigour  is  fupply'd, 
Which  finks  to  ruin  all  the  world  befide  ; 
Thy  age,  not  thee,  afiifting  Phoebus  burns, 
And  vital  flames  light  up  thy  funeral  urnsl 
Whate'er  events  have  been,  thy  eyes  furvey, 
And  thou  art  fixt,  while  ages  roll  avray  ; 
Thcu  faw'ft  when  raging  Ocean  burft  his  bed* 
O'ertop'dthe  mountains,  arid  the  garth  o'erfpread; 
When  the  rafh  youth  enflam'd  the  high  abodes, 
Scorch' d  up  the  fkies,  and  fcar'd  the  deathlefs  gods. 
When  nature  ceafes,  thou  (halt  fti'l  remain, 
Nor  fecond  chaos  bound  thy  endkfs  reign  ; 
Fate's  tyrant  laws  thy  happier  lot  fhall  brave, 
Baffle  deftru&ion,  and  elude  the  grave. 

VERSES  TO  MRS.  LOWTHER 

ON   HER   MARRIAGE. 
From  Menage. 

THE  greateft  fwain  that  treads  th*  Arcadian  grove, 
Our  fhepherds  envy,  and  our  virgins  love, 
His  charming  nymph,  his  fc/ter  fair  obtains, 
The  bright  Diana  of  our  flowery  plains  ; 
He,  'midft  the  graceful,  of  fuperior  grace, 
And  ihe  the  lovclieft  of  the  lavelieft  race. 

Thy  fruitful  influence,  guardian  Juno,  fhedj 
And  crown  the  pleafures  of  the  genial  bed  : 
Raife  thence,  their  future  joy,  a  fouling  heir, 
Brave  as  the  father,  as  the  mother  fair. 
Well  may'it  thou  fhower  thy  chciceft  gifts  on  thofe, 
Who  boldly  rival  thy  moft  hated  foes  ;" 
The  vigorous  bridegroom  with  Alcides  vies, 
And  the  fair  bride  has  Cytherea's  eyes ; 

TO  A  LADY; 

WITH   A    PRESENT   OF   FLOWERS. 

THE  fragrant  painting  of  our  flowery  fields, 
The  choiceft  ftores  that  youthful  fummer  yields, 
Srrephon  to  fair  Eliza  hath  convey'd, 
The  fweeteft  garland  to  the  fweeteit  maid. 
O  cheer  the  flowers,  my  fair,  and  let  them  reft 
On  the  Rlyfjum  of  thy  inowy  breaft, 
And  there  regale  the  fmell,  and  charm  the  view, 
With  richer  odours,  an<l  a  lovelier  hue. 
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Learn  hence,  nor  fear  a  flatterer  in  the  flower, 
Thy  form  divine,  and  beauty's  matchlefs  power  : 
Faint,  near  thy  cheeks,  the  bright  carnation  glows, 
And  tliy  ripe  lips  outbluih  the  opening  rofe  : 
The  lily's  fnow  betrays  lefs  pure  a  light,  * 
Loft  in  thy  bofom's  more  tinfullied  white  ; 
And  wreathes  of  jafmine  fhed  perfumes,  beneath 
Th'  ambrofial  incenfe  of  thy  balmy  breath. 

Ten  thoufand  beauties  grace  the  rival  pair, 
How  fair  the  chaplet,  and  the  nymph  how  fair  1 
But  ah  !  too  foon  thefe  fleeting  charms  decay, 
The  fading  luftre  of  one  haftening  day. 
Tiiis  night  fhall  fee  the  gaudy  wreath  decline, 
Therofes  wither,  and  the  lilies  pine. 

The  garlands  fate  to  thine  Aiaii  be  apply 'd, 
And  what  advance  thy  form,  fhall  check  thy  pride; 
Be  wife,  my  fair,  the  prefent  hour  improve, 
Let  joy  be  now,  and  now  a  wafte  of  love  ; 
Kach  drooping  bloom  fhail  plead  thy  juft  excufe, 
And  that  which  fhow'd  thy  beauty,  fhow  its  ufe« 

ON  A  LADY'S  PICTURE. 

TO    GILFRED    LA\VSON,    ESqUIRE. 

As  Damon  Chloe's  painted  form  furvey'd. 
He  figh'd,  and  languifh'd  for  the  jilting  fhade  : 
For  Cupid  taught  the  artift  hand  its  grace, 
And  VenuS  wanton'd  in  the  mimic  face. 

Now  he  laments  a  look  fo  falfely  fair, 
And  almoft  damns,  what  yet  reiembles  her  ; 
Now  he  devours  it  with  his  longing  eyes  ;          V 
Now  fated,  from  the  lovely  phantom  flies,          C 
Yet  burns  to  look  again,  yet  looks  again, and  dies.  J 
Her  ivory  neck  his  lips  prcfume  to  kifs, 
And  his  bold  hand$  the  fwelilng  bofom  prefs ; 
The  fwain  drinks  in  deep  draughts  of  vain  defire, 
Melts  without  heat,  and'burns  in  fancy'd  fire. 

Strange  power  of  paint !  thou  nice  creator  art  I 
What  love  infpires,  may  life  itfelf  impart. 
Struck  with  like  wound;,  of  old,  Pygmalion  pray'd, 
And  hugg'd  to  life  his  artificial  maid  ; 
Clafp,  new  Pygmalion,  clafp  the  feeming  charms,} 
Perhaps  cv'n  now  th'-eu livening  image  warms,    > 
Deflin'd  to  crown  thy  joys,  and  revel  in  thy  arms:  J 
Thy  arms,  which  fhall  with  fire  fo  fierce  invade, 
That  fhc  at  once  fhall  be,  and  ceafe  to  be  a  maid. 


PART  OF  THE  FOURTH  BOOK  OF  LUC  AN. 

Csefar,  having  refolved  to  give  battle  to  Petreius 
and  Afranius,  Pompey's  lieutenants _in  Spain, 
encamped  nea>:  the  enemy  in  the  fame  field. 
The  behaviour  of  their  foldiers,  at  their  feeing 
and  knowing  <»ne  another,  is  the  fubjedl  of  tha- 
following  verfcs. 

['HEIR  ancienc  friends,  as  now  they  nearer  drew, 
repar'd  for  fight  the  wondering  foldiers  knew  ; 
brother,  with. brother  in  unnatural  flrife, 
And  the  fon  arnVd  againft  the  father's  life  : 
Curft  civil  war  !  then  confcience  firft  was  felt, 
And  the  tough  veteran's  heart  began  to  melt. 
~ix'd  in  dumb  forrow  all  at  once  they  (land, 
Then  wave,  a  pledge  of  peace,  th?  guiitlcfs  hand  3 
P  d  lil 
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To  Veftt  ten  thoufand  ftruggling  paflionu  move, 
The  flings  of  nature,  and  the  pang^  of  love. 
All  order  broken,  wide  their  arms  they  throw, 
And  run.  with  tranfpo't,  to  the  longing  foe  : 
Here  the  long  loft  acquaintance  neighbours  claim, 
There  an  old  friend  recalls  his  comrade's  name, 
Youths,  who  in  arts  beneath  one  tutor  grew, 
Rome  rent  in  twain,  and  kindred  hods  they  view. 

Tears  wet  their  impiou>.  arms,  a  fond  relief, 
And  kifles,  broke  by  fobs,  the  words  of  grief; 
Though  yet  no  blood  was  fpik.  each  anxious  mind 
With  horror  thinks  on  what  his  rage  defign'd. 
Ah  !  generous  youths,  why  thus,  with  fraitlefs  pain, 
Beat  ye  thofe  breafls?  why  gufh  thofe  eyes  in  vain  ? 
Why  blame  ye  heaven,  and  charge  your  guilt  on 

fate  ? 
Why  dread  the  tyrant,  whom  yourfelves  maie 

great  ? 

Bids  he  the  trumpet  found  ?  the  trumpet  flight. 
Bids  he  the  ftandards  move  ?  refufe  the  fight. 
Your  generals,  left  by  you,  will  love  again 
A  fon  and  father,  when  they're  private  men. 
Kind  Concord,  heavenly  born  !  whofe  blif»fut 

reign 

Holds  thin  vaft  globe  in  ont  fiirrounding  chain, 
Whofe  laws  the  jarring  eleme-  ts  contreul, 
And  knit  each  atom  clofe  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
Soul  of  the  world !  and  love's  eternal  fpring  ! 
This  lucky  hour,  thy  aid  fair  goddcfs  bring  ! 
This  lucky  hour,  ere  aggravated  crimes 
Heap  guilt  on  guilt,  and  doubly  (lain  the  times. 
No  veil  henceforth  for  fin,  for  pardon  none  ; 
JThey  know   their  duty,  now  their  friends  are 

known. 

Vain  wifh  !  from  blood  fliort  muft  the  refpite  be, } 

New  crimes,  by  love  erhanc'd.  this  night  fhall  fee-  i 

Such  is  the  will  of  fate,  and  fuch  the  hard  decree.  J 

Twas  peace.     From  either  camp,  now  void  of 

fear, 

The  foldiers  mingling  cheerful  feafts  prepare  : 
On  the  green  fod  the  frier.tUy  bowls  were  crown'd, 
And  hafty  banquets  pil'd  t.pon  the  ground  : 
Around  the  fire  they  talk  ,  one  fhows  his  fears, 
One  tells  what  chance  firft  led  him  to  the  wars ; 
Their  ftories  o'er  the  tcdiovs  night  prevail, 
And  the  mute  circle  liftens  to  the  tale ; 
They  own  they  fought,  but  iwear  they  ne'er  could 

hate, 

Deny  their  guilt,  and  lay  the  blame  on  fate  ; 
TKerr  iove  revives,  to 'make  them  guilder  grow, 
A  fhort-liv'd  blcfling,  but  to  heighten  woe. 
When  to  Petreius  firft  the  news  was  told, 
The  jealous  general  thought  his  legions  fold. 
Swift  with  the  guards. hi*  hcadftrong  fury  drew, 
From  out  his  camp  he  drives  the  hoftile  crew  ; 
Cuts  clafping  friends  afunder  uith  his  fword, 
And  flains  with  blood  each  hofpiuble  board. 
Then  thus  his  wrath  breaks  out.     «  Oh  !  loil  to 

1  fame  ! 
1  Oh  :  falfe  to  Pompey,  and  the  Roman  name  I 

*  Can  ye  not  conquer,  ye  degenerate  bands  ? 

*  Oh    die  at  lead;  'tis  all  that  Rome  demands. 

«  What  !  will  you  own,  while  ye  can  wield  the 

'  fwo  d, 

*  A  rebel  ftacdard,  and  ufurping  lord  ? 
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Shall  he  be  fued  to  take  you  into  place 
Amongft  hi-»  flaves,  and  grant  you  equal  grace  ? 
What  ?    fhall   my    life    be   begg'd  ?    ingl 

'  thought  1 

And  lift-  abhorr'd,0n  fuch  conditions  bought ! 
The  toils  we  bear,  nhfy  friends,  are  not  for  life, 
Too  mean  a  prize  in  fnch  a  dreadful  ftrife; 
1  '  But  peace  would  lead  to  fervitude  and  fhame, 
'  A  fair  amufement,  and  a  fpecious  name. 

*  Never  had  man  explor'd  the  iron  ore, 

'  Mark'd  out  the  trench,  or  rais'd  the  lofty  t( 

*  Ne'er  Lad  the  fteed  in  harnels  fought  the  ph 
'  Or  fleets  encountered  on  th'  unftable  main ; 

*  Were  life,  were  breath,  with  fame  to  he  com] 

*  Or  peace  to  glorious  liberty  preferr'd. 

'  By  guilty  oaths  the  hoftrle  army  bound, 

*  Holds  fail  its  impious  faith,  and  ftands  its  gr< 
4  Are  you  perfidious,  who  efpoufe  the  laws, 

*  And  traitors  only  in  a  righteous  caufe  ? 

*  Oh  fhame  !  in  vain  through  nations  far  and  wi 
'  Thou  call'ft  the  crowding  monarchs  to  thy  fu 
'  Fall'n  P./mpey  !  while  thy  legions  here  betray 

1  Thy  cheap  bought  life,  and  treat  thy  fame  away.' 

He  ended  fierce.  The  foldier's  rage  returns, 
His  blood  flics  upward,  and  his  bofom  burns. 
So,  haply  tam'd,  the  tiger  bears  his  bands, 
Lefs  grimly  growls, and  licks  his  keeper's  hands; 
But  if  by  chance  he  taftes  forbidden  gore, 
He  yelis  amain,  and  makes  his  dungeon  rear, 
tie  glares,  he  fonms,  he  aims  a  defperate  bound, 
And  his  pale  matter  flies  the  dangerous  ground. 
Now  deeds  are  done,  which  man  might 

aright 

On  ftubborn  fate,  or  undifcerning  night, 
Had  not  their  guilt  the  lawlefs  foldiers  known, 
And  made  the  whole  malignity  their  own. 
1  he  beds,  the  plenteous  tables,  float  with  gore, 
And  breads  are  ftabb'd,  that  were  embrac'd  befc 
Pity  a  while  their  hands  from  flaughter  kept. 
Inward  they  groan'd,  and, asthey  drew, they  w< 
But  every  blow  their  wavering  rage  affures, 
In  murder  hardens,  and  to  blood  inures, 
Crowds  charge  on  crowds,  nor  friends  their  fri 

defcry, 

But  fires  by  Ions,  ar:d  fons  by  fathers  die. 
Black,  monftrousrage    each,  with  victorious  < 
Drags  his  ilain  friend  before  the  general's  eyes, 
Exults  in  guilt,  that  thrown  the  only  (hame 
On  Pompey's  caufe,  and  blots  the  Roman  name. 
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THE  DEDICATION. 

WHEN  I  firft  entered  upon  this  tranflation, 
ambitious  of  dedicating  it  to  the  Earl  of  Halifax; 
but  being  prevented  fr<  m  doing  myfelf  that  ho- 
nour, by  the  unfpeakable  lofs  which  our  country- 
hath  fuftained  in  the  death  of  that  extraordinary 
perfon,  1  hope  I  fliall  not  be  blamed  for  prefuming 
to  make  a  dedication  of  it  to  his  memory.  The 
greatnefs  of  his  name  will  juftify  a  practice  alto- 
gether uncommon,  and  may  gain  favour  towards 
a  work,  which  (if  it  had  dcferved  bis  patronage) 
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is  perhaps  the  only  one  infcrlbed  to  his  lordfhip, 
that  will  efcape  being  rewarded  Hy  him. 

I  might  have  one  advantage  from  fuch  a  dedi- 
cation, that  nothing,  I  could  fay  in  it,  would  be 
fufpecled  of  flattery.  Befides  that  the  world  would 
take  a  pleafure  in  hearing  thofe  things  faid  of  this 
great  man,  now  he  is  dead,  which  he  himfelf 
would  have  been  offended  at  when  living.  But 
though  I  am  feafiblc,  fo  amiable  and  exalted  a 
character  vrould  be  very  accepraijle  to  the  public, 
were  I  able  to  draw  it  in  its  full  extent,  I  fhould 
be  cenfured  very  defervedly,  fhould  I  venture 
upon  an  undertaking,  to  which  1  am  by  no  means 
equal. 

His  consummate  knowledge  in  all  kinds  of  bu- 
Cnefs,  his  winning  eloquence  in  public  aflemblies, 
his  a&ive  zeal  for  the  good  of  his  country,  and 
the  ftiare  he  had  in  conveying  the  fupreme  power 
to  an  iliuftrious  family  famous  for  being  friends  to 
mankind,  are  fubje&s  eafy  to  be  enlarged  upon, 
but  incapable  of  being  exhaufted.  The  nature  of 
the  following  performance  more  dire<SUy  leads  me 
to  lament  the  misfortune,  which  hath  befa'len  the 
learned  world,  by  the  death  of  fo  generous  and 
univerfal  a  patron. 

He  refted  not  in  a  barren  admiration  of  the  po- 
lite arts,  wherein  he  himfelf  was  fo  great  a  mafter; 
but  was  a&ed  by  that  humanity  they  naturally 
infpire  :  which  gave  rife  to  many  excellent  writers, 
who  have  caft  a  light  upon  the  age  in  which  he 
lived,  and  will  diftinguifb.  it  to  pofterity.  It  is 
well  known,  that  very  few  celebrated  pieces  have 
been  publi(hed  for  feveral  years,  but  what  were 
«ither  promoted  by  his  encouragement,  or  fup- 
ported  by  his  approbation,  or  recompenfed  by  his 
bounty.  And  if  the  fucceffion  of  men,  who  excel 
in  mod  of  the  refined  arts,  fhould  not  continue ; 
though  fome  may  impute  it  to  a  decay  of  genius 
in  our  countrymen  ;  thofe,  who  are  unacquainted 
with  his  lordfhip's  character,  will  know  more 
juftly  how  to  account  for  it. 

The  caufe  of  liberty  will  receive  no  fmall  ad- 
vantage in  future  times,  when  it  (hall  be  obferved 
that  the  Earl  of  Halifax  was  one  of  the  patriots 
who  were  at  the  head  of  it ;  and  that  moft  of 
thofe,  who  were  eminent  in  the  feveral  parts  of 
polite  or  ufeful  learning,  were  by  his  influence 
and  example  engaged  in  the  fame  intereft. 

I  hope,  therefore,  the  public  will  excufe  my  am- 
bition for  thus  intruding  into  the  number  of  thofe 
applauded  men,  who  have  paid  him  this  kind  of 
homage  :  efpecially  fince  I  am  alfo  prompted  to  it 
by  gratitude,  for  the  protection  with  which  he  had 
begun  to  honour  me ;  and  do  it  at  a  time  when 
he  cannot  fuffer  by  the  importunity  of  my  acknow- 
ments. 

TO  THE  READER. 

I  MUST  inform  the  reader,  that  when  I  began  this 
firft  book,  I  had  fome  thoughts  of1  tranflating 
the  whole  Iliad  •  but  had  the  pleafure  of  being  di- 
verted from  that  defign,  by  finding  the  work  was 
fallen  into  a  much  abler  hand.  I  would,  not  there- 
fore be  thought  to  have  any  other  view  in  publifh- 


ing  this  fmall  fpecime'n  of  Homers  Iliad,  than  to 
befpeak,  if  poflible,  the  favour  of  the  public  to  a 
tranilation  of  Homer's  Odyffeys,  wherein  I  hav« 
already  made  fome  progrefs. 

ACHILLES'  fatal  wrath,  whence  difcord  rofe, 
That  brought  the  foiis  of  Greece  unnumber'd  woetfjj 
O  goddefs,  fing.     Full  many  a  hero's  ghoil 
Was  driven  untimely  to  th'  infernal  coaft, 
While  in  promifcuous  heaps  their  bodies  lay, 
A  feaft  for  dogs,  and  every  bird  of  prey. 
So  did  the  fire  of  gods  and  men  fulfil 
His  ftedfaft  purpofe,  and  almighty  will ; 
What  time  the  haughty  chiefs  their  jars  begun, 
Atrides,  king  of  men,  and  Peleus'  godlike  fon. 

What  god  in  ftrife  the  princes  did  engage  ? 
Apollo  burning  with  vindictive  rage 
Againft  the  fcornful  king,  whofe  impious  pride 
His  prieft  diflionour'd,  and  his  power  dcfy'd. 
Hence  fwift  contagion,  by  the  god's  commands, 
Swept  through  the  camp,  and  thinn'd  the  Grecian 

bands.  i 

For,  wealth,  immenfe  the  holy  Chryfes  bore, 
(His  daughter's  ranfom)  to  the  tented  fhore  : 
HJS  fceptre  ftretching  forth,  the  golden  rod, 
Hung  round  with  hallow'd  garlands  of  his  god, 
Of  all  the  hoft,  of  every  princely  chief, 
But  firft  of  Atreus'  fons  he  begg'd  relief: 

**  Great  Atreus'  fons  and  warlike  Greeks  attend, 
So  may  th'  immortal  gods  your  caufe  befriend, 
So  may  you  Priam's  lofty  bulwarks  burn, 
And  rich  in  gather'd  fpoils  to  Greece  return, 
As  for  thefe  gifts  my  daughter  you  beftow, 
Aa.d  reverence  due  to  great  Apollo  (how, 
Jove's  favourite  offspring,  terrible  in  war,      ...   , 
"  Who  fends  his  fhafts  unerring  from  afar." 

Throughout  the  hoft  confenting  murmurs  rife, 
The  prieft  to  reverence,  and  give  back  the  prize  ; 
When  the  great  king,  incens'd,  his  filence  broke 
In  words  reproachful,  and  thus  fternly  fpoke  : 

"  Hence,  dotard,  from  my  fight.  Nor  ever  more 
"  Approach,  I  warn  thee,  this  forbidden  fhore  ; 
"  Left  thou  ftretch  forth,  my  fury  to  reftrain, 
"  The  wreathes  and  fceptre  of  thy  god,  in  vain. 
'*  The  captive  maid  I  never  will  refign, 
"  Till  age  o'ertake  her,  I  have  vow'd  her  mine. 
"  To  diftant  Argos  (hall  the  fair  be  led  : 
"  She  fhall ;  to  ply  the  loom,  and  grace  my  bed. 
"  Begone,  ere  evil  intercept  thy  way. 
"  Hence  on  thy  life  :  nor  urge  me  by  thy  ftay." 

He  ended  frowning.  Speechlefs  and  difmay'dj  • 
The  aged  fire  his  ftern  command  obey'd. 
Silent  he  pafs'd,  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tumbling  billows,  on  the  lonely  fhore  : 
Far  from  the  camp  he  pafs'd  :  then  fuppliant  flood  j 
And  thus  the  hoary  prieft  invok'd  his  god  : 

Cv  Dread  warrior  with  the  fiiver  bow,  give  ear. 
"  Patron  of  Chryfa  and  of  (Mia,  hear. 
•'  J'o  thee  the  guard  of  Tenedos  belongs; 
"  Propitious  Smintheus  !  Oh  /  redrefs  my  wrongs. 
"  If  e'er  within  thy  fane,  with  wreathes  adorn'd,  > 
"   The  fat  of  hulls  and  well-feu  goats  I  burn'd, 
"  O  !  hear  my  prayer.  Let  Greece  thy  fury  know, 
"  And    with    thy    (hafts   avenge   thy    fervaut's 
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Apollo  heard  his  injur'd  fuppliant's  cry. 
Down  rufh'd  the  vengeful  warrior  from  the  fky; 
Acrofs  his  brcaft  the  glittering  bow  he  flung, 
And  at  his  back  the  well-ftor'd  quiver  hung  : 
(His  arrows  rattled,  as  he  urg'd  his  flight.) 
In  clouds  he  flew,  conceal'd  from  mortal  fight : 
Then  rook  his  Hand,  the  wcll-aim'd  ihaft  to  throw: 
fierce  fprung  the  firing,  and  twang'd  the  lilver 

bow. 

The  dogs  and  mules  his  firft  keen  arrow  flew  ; 
Amid  the  ranks  the  next  more  fatal  flew, 
A  deathful  dart    The  funeral  piles  around 
For  ever  blaz'd  on  the  devoted  ground. 

Nine  days  entire  he  vex'd  th'  embattled  hoft, 
The  tenth,  Achilles  through  the  winding  coaft 
Summon'd  a  council,  by  the  queen's  command 
Who  wields  heaven's  fceptre  in  her  fnowy  hand  : 
She  mourn'd  her  favourite  Greeks,  who  now  en- 

clofe 
The  hero,  fwiftly  fpeaking  as  he  rofe  : 

"  What  now,  O  Atreus*  fon,  remains  in  view, 
"  But  o'er  the  deep  our  wanderings  to  renew, 
"  Doom'd  to  deftru&ion,  while  our  wafted  powers 
"  The  fword  and  peflilence  at  once  devours? 
"  Why  hafte  we  not  fome  prophet's  ikill  to  prove, 
IC  Or  feek  by  dreams  ?    for  dreams  defcend  from 

"Jove.) 

"  What  moves  Apollo's  rage  let  him  explain, 
*'  What  vow  with-held,  what  hecatomb  unflain  : 
"'And  if  the  blood  of  lambs  and  goats  can  pay 
"  The  price  of  guilt,  and  turn  this  curfe  away." 
Thus  he.  And  next  the  reverend  Calchas  rofe, 
Their  guide  to  Ilion  whom  the  Grecians  chofe  j 
The  prince  of  augurs,  whofe  enlightened  eye 
Could  things  paft,  prefent,  and  to  come,  defcry  : 
Such  wifdom  Phoebus  gave.  He  thus  began, 
His  fpeech  addreffing  to  the  godlike  man  : 

*'  Me  then  command'ft  thou,  lov'd  of  Jove,  to 

"fhow 

"  What  moves  the  god  that  bends  the  dreadful  bow  ? 
"  Firft  plight  thy  faith  thy  ready  help  to  lend, 
*'  By  words  to  aid  me,  or  by  arms  defend. 
"  For  I  forefee  his  rage,  whofe  ample  fway 
*'  The  Argian  powers  and  fceptred  chiefs  obey. 
"  The  wrath  of  kings  what  fubjed:  can  opppfe  ? 
ft  Deep  in  their  breafts  the  fmother'd  vengeance 

«  glows, 

f{  Still  watchful  to  deftroy.     Swear,  valiant  youth, 
•*  Swear,  wilt  thou  guard  me,  if  I  fpeak  the  truth  ?" 

To  this  Achilles  fwift  replies  :  "  Be  bold. 
f<  Difclofe,  what  Phoebus  tells  thee,  uncontroul'd. 
"  By  him,  who,  liftening  to  thy  powerful  prayer, 
"  Reveals  the  fecret,  I  devoutly  Iwear, 
"  1  hat,  while  thefe  eyes  behold  the  light,  no  hand 
"  Shall  dare  to  wrong  thee  on  this  crowded  ftrand, 
"  Not  Atreus'  fon.  Though  now  himfelf  he  boaft 
"  The  king  of  men,  and  ibvereign  of  the  hofl." 

Then  boldly  he.  "  Nor  does  the  god  complain 
"  Of  vows  with-held,  or  hecatombs  unflaiii. 
"  Chryfeis  to  her  awful  fire  refus'd, 
«*  The  gifts  rejected,  and  the  pried  abus'd,     [call, 
"  Call  down  thefe  judgments,  and  for  more  they 
"  Juft  ready  on  th'  exhaufted  camp  to  fall ; 
"  Till  ranfom-free  the  damfel  is  beftow'd, 
*'  And  hecatombs  are  fcut  to  foothe,  the  god, 


"  To  Chryfa  fent.     Perhaps  Apollo's  rage 

"  The  gifts  may  expiate,  and  the  prieft  affuage. 

He  fpoke  and  fat.  When,  with  an  angry  frc 
The  chief  of  kings  upftarted  from  his  throne. 
Difdain  and  vengeance  in  his  bofom  rife, 
Lour  irt  his  brows,  and  fparkle  in  his  eyes  : 
Full  at  the  prieft  their  fiery  orbs  he  bent, 
And  all  at  once  his  fury  fnund  a  vent. 

"  Augur  of  ills,  (for  never  good  to  me 
*'  Did  that  mod  inaufpicious  voice  decree) 
"  Forever  ready  to  denounce  my  woes, 
"  When  Greece  is  punifh'd,  I  am  ftill  the  caufe  ; 
"  And  now  when  Phoebus  fpreads  his  plagues 

"  broad, 

"  And  waftes  our  camp,  *tis  I  provoke  the  god, 
"  Becaufe  my  blooming  captive  I  detain, 
"  And  the  large  ranfotn  is  produc'd  in  vain. 
"  Fond  of  the  maid,  my  queen,  in  beauty's  pride, 
"  Ne'er  charm'd  me  more,  a  virgin  and  a  bride  ; 
"  Not  Clytemneftra  boafts  a  nobler  race, 
"  A  fweeter  temper,  or  a  lovelier  face, 
"  In  works  of  female  fkill  hath  more  command, 
"  Or  guides  the  needle  with  a  nicer  hand. 
"  Yet  fhe  fhall  go.  The  fair  our  peace  fhall  buy  : 
"  Better  I  fufTer,  than  my  people  die. 
"  But  mark  me  well.  See  inftantly  prepared 
"  A  full  equivalent,  a  new  reward. 
"  Nor  is  it  meet,  while  each  enjoys  his  fhare, 
"  Your  chief  fhould  lofc  his  portion  of  the  war  : 
"  In  vain  your  chief;  whilft  the  dear  prize  1  boaft, 
"  Is  wrefted  from  me,  and  forever  loft." 

To  whom  the  fwift  purfuer  quick  reply'd  : 
"  O  funk  in  avarice,  and  fwoln  with  pride  1 
How  fhall  the  Greeks,  though  large  of  foul  they 

"  be, 

"  Collect  their  fever'd  fpoils,  a  heap  for  thee 
To  fearch  anew,  and  cull  the  choiceft  fhare, 
Amid  the  mighty  harveft  of  the  war  ? 
Then  yield  thy  captive  to  the  god  refign'd, 
Affur'd  a  tenfold  recompenfe  to  find, 
When   Jove's  decree  fhal;  throw  proud  Ilion 

"  down, 
"  And  give  to  plunder  the  devoted  town." 

"  Think  not   (Atrides  anfwer'd)  though  thou 

"  fhine, 

"  Graceful  in  beauty,  like  the  powers  divine, 
"  Think  not,  thy  wiles,  in  fpecious  words  convey'd, 
"  From  its  firm  purpofe  fhall  my  foul  diffuadc. 
"  Muft  I  alone  bereft  fit  down  with  fhame, 
*  And  thou  infulting  keep  thy  captive  dame  ? 
"  If,  as  I  afk,  the  large-foul'd  Greeks  confent 
"  Full  reiompenfe  to  give,  I  Hand  content. 
"  If  not :  a  prize  I  fhall  myfelf  decree, 
"  From  him,  or  him,  or  elfe  perhaps  from  thee. 
l<  While  the  proud  prince,  defpoil'd,  fhatl  rage  in 

"  vain. 

;<  But  break  we  here.  The  reft  let  time  explain. 
",  Launch  now  a  well-trimm'd  galley  from  thcfhore, 
;<  With  hands  experienc'd  at  the  bending  oar: 
'  End  >ie  the  hecatomb  ;  and  then  with  care 
"  To  the  high  deck  convey  the  captive  fair. 
'  The  facred  bark  let  fage  Ulyfles  guide, 
'  Or  Ajax,  or  Idomeneus,  prefide: 
'  Or  thou,  O  mighty  man,  the  chief  fhalt  be. 
'  And  who  more  fit  to  foothe  the  god  than  theej"' 
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«<  Shamelefs,  andpoor  of  foal,"  the  prince  replies, 
And  on  the  monarch  catts  his  fcornful  eyes, 
«'  What  Greek  henceforth  will  march  at  thy  cora- 

"  mand, 

"  In  fearch  of  danger  on  the  doubtful  ftrand  ? 
«  Who  in  the  face  of  day  provoke  the  fight, 
"  Or  tempt  the  fecret  ambufh  of  the  night  ? 
"  Not  I,  be  fure.     Henceforward  I  am  free. 
"  For  ne'er  was  Priam's  houfe  a  foe  to  me. 
*'  Far  from  their  inroads,  in  my  paftures  feed 
"  The  lowing  heifer,  and  the  pamper'd  fteed, 
"  On  Phthia's  hills  our  fruits  fecurely^  grow, 
"  And  ripen  carelefs  of  the  diftant  foe, 
Between  whofe  realms  and  our  Theffalian  more 
Unnumber'd  mountains  rife,  and  billows  roar. 

*  For  thine,  and  for  thy  baffled  brother's  fame, 
Acrofs  the  feas,  difdainful  man,  I  came  ; 
Yet  infolent !  by  arbitrary  fway, 

Thou  talk'ft  of  feizing  on  my  rightful  prey, 
"  The  prize' whofe  purchafe  toils  and  dangers  coft, 
"  And  given  by  fuffrage  of  the  Grecian  hoft. 
"  What  town,  when  fack'd  by  our  victorious  bands, 
"  But  ftiil  brought  wealth  to  thofe  rapacious  hands  ? 
"  To  me,  thus  fcorn'd,  contented,  doft  thou  yield 
'  My  fhare  of  blood  in  the  tumultuous  field ; 

*  But  ftill  the  flower  of  all  the  fpoil  is  thine  ; 

1  There  claim'ft  thou  moft.   Nor  e'er  did  I  repine. 
'  Whate'er  was  giv'n  I  took,  and  thought  it  beft, 
1  With  flaughter  tir'd,  and  panting  after  reft. 
'  To  Phthia  now,  for  I  mail  fight  no  more, 
'  My  (hips  their  crooked  prows  {hall  tatn  from 

« iliore. 

"  When  I  am  fcorn'd,  I  think  I  well  forefee 
<f  What  fpoib  and  pillage  will  be  won  by  thec, 
"  Hence  !  (cry'd  the  monarch)  hence  1  without 
"  delay :  [ftay. 

'*  Think  not,  vain  man  I  my  voice  {hall  urge  thy 
"  Others  thou  leav'it  to  the  great  caufe  inclin'd, 
11  A  league  of  kings  thou  leav'ft,  and  Jove  behind. 
"  Of  all  the  chiefs  doft  thou  oppofe  me  moft  : 
*c  Outrage  and  uproar  are  thy  only  boaft. 
"  Difcord  and  jars  thy  joy.     But  learn  to  know, 
"  If  thou  art  ftrong,  'tis  Jove  hath  made  thee  fo. 
"  Go,  at  thy  plealure.     None  will  flop  thy  way. 
"  Go,  bid  thy  bafe-born  Myrmidons  obey. 
"  Thou,  nor  thy  rage,  fliall  my  refolves  fubdue ; 
"  I  fix  my  purpofe,  and  my  threats  renew. 
"  Since  'tis  decreed  I  muft  the  maid  reftore, 
"  A  fhip  fliall  waft  her  to  thr  offended  power ; 
"  But  fair  Brifeis  thy  allotted  prize, 
"  Myfelf  will  feize,  and  feize  before  thy  eyes  : 
*'  That  thoti  and  each  audacious  man  may  fee, 
*'  How  vain  the  raih  attempt  to  cope  with  me!" 
Stung  to  the  foul,  tumukuous  thoughts  began 
This  way  and  that  te  rend  the  godlike  man. 
To  force  a  paffage  with  his  falchion  drawn, 
And  hurl  th'  imperial  boafter  from  his  throne, 
He  now  refolves:  and  now  refolves  again 
To  qsell  his  fury,  and  his  arm  reftrain. 
While  thi.d  by  turns  his  rage  and  reafon  fway'd, 
And  half  unfheath'd  he  held  the  glittering  blade  ; 
That  moment,  Juno,  whofe  impartial  eye 
Watch'd  o'er  them  both,  fent  Pallas  from  the  fky  : 
She  flew,  and  caught  his  yellow  hair  behind, 
To  him  alone  th§  radiant  goddefe  ihiaM.) 


Sudden  he  turn'd,  and  ftarted  with  furprife  ; 
Rage  and  revenge  flafh'd  dreadful  in  his  eyes. 

Then  thus  with  hafty  words  ?  "  O  !   heavenly. 
"  born, 

Com'ft  them  to  fee  proud  Agamemnon's  fcorn  ? 

But  thou  malt  fee  (my  fword  {hall  make  it  good) 


"  This  glutted  fand  fmoke  with  the  tyrant's  blood." 

"To  foothe  thy  foul,  the  blue-ey'd  maid  replies, 
"  (If  thou  obey  my  voice)  I  left  the  {kies. 
«'  Heavens  queen,  who  favours  both,  gave  thi» 

"  command  ! 

«  Supprefs  thy  wrath,  and  ftay  thy  vengeful  handi 
"  Be  all  thy  rage  in  tauntful  words  expreft; 
"  But  guiltlefs  let  the  thirfty  falchion  reft. 
"  Mark  what  I  fpeak.  An  hour  is  on  its  way,    ^ 
"  When  gifts  tenfold  for  this  affront  fhall  pay.     > 
"  Supprefs  thy  wrath ;  and  heaven  and  me  obey."  j 

Then  he  :    "  I  yield ;    though  with  rehuftanfc 

"  mind. 

"  Who  yields  toheaven  {hall  heaven  propitious  find.'r 
The  filver  hilt  clofe-grafping,  at  the  word, 
Deep  in  the  {heath  he  plung'd  his  mighty  fword. 
The  goddefs,  turning,  darted  from  his  fight, 
And  reach'd  Olympus  in  a  moment's  flight. 

But  fierce  Achilles,  in  a  thundering  tone, 
Throws  cut  his  wrath,  and  goes  impetuous  on  r 

"  Valiant   with  wine,   and   furious  from   th« 

"  bowl ! 

«  Thou  fierce-look'd  talker  with  a  coward  foul ! 
"  War's  glorious  peril  ever  flow  to  fhare  : 
"  Aloof  thou  view'ft  the  field ;  for  death  is  there, 
"  'Tis  greater  far  this  peaceful  camp  to  fway, 
"  And  peel  the  Greeks,  at  will,  who  difobey : 
"  A  tyrant  lord  o'er  flaves  to  earth  dcbas'd ; 
<l  For,  had  they  fouls,  this  outrage  were  thy  laft, 
"  But,  rhou,  my  fix'd,  my  final  purpofe  hear. 
"  By  this  dread  fceptre  folemnly  I  fwear  : 
"  By  this  (which,  once  from  out  the  foreft  torn, 
"  Nor  leaf  nor  fliade  fhall  ever  more  adorn. 
"  Which  never  more  its  verdure  muft  renew, 
'  Lopp'd  from  the  vital  ftem,  whence  firft  it  grew, 
'  But  given  by  Jove  the  fons  of  men  to  awe, 
*  Now  fways  the  nations,  and  confirms  the  law) 
'  A  day  {hall  come,  when  for  this  hour's  difdain 
'  The  Greeks  fhail  wifh  for  me,  and  wilh  in  vain 
"  Nor  thou,  though  griev'd,  the  wanted  aid  af- 

"  ford, 

"  When  heaps  on  heaps  {hall  fall  by  He  dor's  fword: 
"  Too  late  with  anguifh  fhall  thy  heart  be  torn, 
"  That  the  firft  Greek  was  made  the  public  fcorn.'* 

He  faid.    And,  mounting  with  a  furious  bound, 
He  dafti'd  his  ftudded  fceptre  on  the  ground ; 
Then  fat.  Atrides,  eager  to  reply, 
On  the  fierce  champion  ghinc'd  a  vengeful  eye. 

' Twas  then,  the  madding  monarchs  to  compofe, 
The  Pyiian  prince,  the  fmopth-fpeech'd  Neftor 

rofe. 

His  tongue  dropp'd  honey.     Full  of  days  was  he  j 
Two  ages  paft,  he  liv'd  the  third  to  fee  : 
And,  his  firft  race  of  fubjeds  long  decay 'd, 
O'er  their  fons  fons  a  peaceful  fceptre  fway'd. 

"  Alas  for  Greece!  (he  cries)  and  with  what jof 
"  Shall  Priam  hear,  and  every  fon  of  Troy  1 
"  That  you,  the  firft  in  wifdom  as  in  wars, 
a.  Wafte  your  great  fouls  in  poor  ignoble  jars ! 
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**  Go  to !  you  both  are  young.    Yet  oft  rever'd 

"*  Greater  than  you  have  the  wife  Neftor  heard. 

"  Their  equals  never  fhall  thefe  eyes  behold  : 

•*  Cseneus  the  juft,  Pirithous  the  bold, 

•'  Exadiws,  Dryas,  born  to  high  command, 

"  Shepherds  of  men,  and  rulers  of  the  land, 

««  Thefeus  unrivall'd  in  his  fire's*  abodes* 

•*  And  mighty  Polypheme,  a  match  for  gods. 

"  They,  greateft  name'  that  ancient  ftory  knows, 

**  In  mortal  conflict  met  as  dreadful  foes  : 

**  Fearlefs  through  rocks  and  wilds  their  prey  pur- 

"  fued, 

"  And  the  huge  double  Centaur  race  fubdued. 
«'  With  them  my  early  youth  was  pleas'd  to  roam 
•'  Through  regions,  far  from  myfweet  native  home; 
"  They  call'd  me  to  the  wars.     No  living  hand 
•*  Could  match  their  valour,    or   their  ftrength 

"  withftand ; 

«'  Yet  wont  they  oft  my  fagc  advice  to  hear. 
*«  Then  Hften  both,  with  an  attentive  ear. 
«*  Seize  not  thou,  king  of  men,  the  beauteous  flave, 
•l  Th'  allotted  prize  the  Grecian  voices  gave. 
«*  Nor  thou,  Pelides,  in  a  threatening  tone 
«*  Urge  him  to  wrath,  who  fills  that  facred  throne, 
•*  I  he  king  of  forty  kings,  and  honour'd  more 
**  By  mighty  Jove  than  e'er  was  king  before. 

*  Brave  though  thou  art,  and  of  a  race  divine, 

•*  Thou  muft  obey  a  power  more  great  than  thine. 
**  And  thou,  O  king,  forbear.     Myfelf  will  fuc 
**  Great  Thetis*  fon  his  vengeance  to  fubdue  : 
*'  Great  Thetis'  valiant  fon,  our  country's  boaft, 
•*  The  fliield  and  bulwark  of  the  Grecian  hoft." 

*'  Wife  are  thy  words,  O  fi:e,  (the  king  began) 
•*  But  what  can  fatiate  this  afpiring  man  ? 
•*  Unbounded  power  he  claims  o'er  humankind, 
'*  And  hopes  for  flaves.  I  truft,  he  ne'er  fhall  find. 
••  Shall  we,  becaufe  die   gods  have  form'd    him 
"  ftrong, 

*  Bear  the  lewd  language  of  his  lawlefs  tongue  ! 
"  If  aw'd  by  thee,  the  Greeks  might  well  de- 

"fpife 

w  My  name,*'  the  prince,  precipitate,  replies. 
•*  In  vain  thou  nodd'ft  from  thy  imperial  throne. 
**  Thy  vaflals  feek  elfewhere;  for  I  am  none. 
"  But  break  we  here.  The  fair,  though  juftly  mine, 
**  With,fword  undrawn  I  purpofe  to  rcfign. 
*c  On  aught  befide,  I  once  for  all  command, 
**  Lay  not,  I  charge  thee,  thy  prefumptuous  hand. 
"*  Come  not  within  my  reach,  nor  dare  advance, 
•*  Or  thy  heart's  blood  fhall  reek  upon  rny  lance." 

Thus  both  in  foul  debate  prolong'd  the  day. 
The  council  broke,  each  takes,  his  icparate  way. 
Achilles  feeks  his  tent  with  reftlefs  mind  ; 
Patroclus  and  his  train  jnove  flow  behind. 

Mean  time,  a  bark  washaul'd  along  the  fand,") 
Twice  ten  fele&ed  Greeks,  a  brawny  band,        > 
Tug  the  tough  oars,at  the  great  king's  command,  j 
The  gifts,  the  hecatomb,  the  captive  fair, 
Are  all  intrufted  to  Ulyffes*  care. 
They  mount  the  deck^  The  veflel  takes  its  flight, 
Bounds  o'er  the  furge,  and  leffens  to  the  fight. 

Next  he  ordains  along  the  winding  coaft 
Ey  hollow'd  rites  to  purify  the  hoft. 
A  htrd  of  chofen  victims  they  provide, 
And  call  their  offals  on  the  briny  tide, 


Fat  bulls  and  goats  to  great  Apollo  die. 
In  clouds  the  favoury  fteam  afcend  the  Iky. 

The  Greeks  to  heaven  their  folemn  vow*  addreft'; 
But  dire  revenge  roll'd  in  the  monarch's  bread. 
Obfequious  at  his  call  two  heralds  ftand  : 
To  them  in  frowns  he  gives  this  harfh  command. 
"  Ye  heralds  to  Achilles'  tent  repair; 
"  Thence  fwift  the  female  flave  Brifei'-i  bear. 
"  With  arm«,  if  difobey'd,  myfelf  will  come. 
"  Bid  him  refign  her,  or  he  tempts  his  doom." 

The  heralds,  though  unwillingly,  obev. 
Along  the  fea-b«at  fhore  they  fpeed  their  way  : 
And,  now  the  Myrmidonian  quarter  paft, 
At  his  tent-door  they  find  the  hero  plac'd. 
Difturb'd  the  folemn  meflengers  he  faw  : 
They  too  flood  filent,  with  refpe&ful  awe, 
Before  the  royal  vouth,  they  neither  fpoke. 
He  guefs'd  their  meflage,  and  the  filence  broke  J 

"  Ye  minifters  of  gods  and  men,  draw  near, 
"  Not  you,  but  him  whofe  heralds  ye  appear, 
"  Robb'd  of  my  right  I  blame.  Parroclus,  bring 
"  The  damfel  forth  for  this  difdainful  king. 
"  But  ye,  my  wrongs,  O  heralds,  bear  in  mind, 
"  And  clear  me  to  the  gods  and  all  mankind, 
'•  Ev'n  to  your  thoughtlefs  king  ;  if  evermore 
"  My  aid  be  wanted  on  rhe  hoftile  (bore. 
"  Thoughtlefs  he  is,  nor  know,  his  certain  doom, 
"  Blind  to  the  paft,  nor  fees  the  woes  to  come, 
"  His  beft  defence  thus  rafhly  to  forego, 
"  And  leave  a  naked  army  to  the  foe." 

He  ceas'd    Patroclus  his  dear  friend  obey'd, 
\nd  ufher'd  in  the  lovely  weeping  maid. 
S'»re  figb'd  fhe,  as  the  heralds  took  her  hand, 
And  oft  look'd  back  flow-moving  o'er  the  ftrand. 

The  widow 'd  hero,  when  the  fair  was  gone, 
Far  from  his  friends  fat  bath'd  in  tears  alone. 
On  the  cold  beach  he  fat,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
Where  black  with  ftorms  the  curling  billows  rife, 
And  a-  the  fea  wide-rolling  he  furvey'd, 
With  out-ftretch'd  arms  to  his  fond  mother  prjy'd: 

*'  Since  to  fhort  life  thy  haplefs  fon  was  born, 
"  Great  Jove  ftands  bound  by  promife  to  adorn 
k(  His  ftinted  courfe  with  an  immortal  name. 
"  Is  this  the  grear  amends?  the promis'd  fame  ? 
w    The  fon  of  Atreu^,  proud  of  lawlefs  fway, 
"  Demands,  poff  fles,  and  enjoys  my  prey." 

Near  her  old  fire  enthron'd,  fhe  heard  him  weep 
From  the  low  filent  caverns  of  the  deep: 
Then  in  a  morning  mifl-hcr  head  fhe  rears, 
Sits  by  her  fon,  and  mingles  tears  with  tears,  [cries) 
Cl  fe  grafps  her  darling's  hand.    "  My  fon  (fhe 
"  Why  heaves  thy  heart  ?  and  why  o'erflow   thy 

"  eyes  ? 

"  Oh  tell  me,  tell  thy  mother  all  thy  care, 
"  That  both  may  know  it,  and  that  both  may 
"  fhare."  rgroan» 

"  Oh!    goddefs !    (cry'd  he  with  an    inward 
"  Thou    know'ft  it  all :    to  thee   are  all  thingi 

'•  known. 

"  Ectian  Thebes  we  fack'd,  their  ranfack'd  towers, 
'*  The  plunder  ef  a  people,  all  was  ours. 
"  We  flood  agreed  the  booty  to  divide. 
"  Chryfe'is  roiy-cheek'd,  and  gloily-ey'd, 
"   Fell  to  the  king  ;  but  holy  Chryfes  bore 
"  Vaft  gifts  of  ranfom  to  the  tented  fh/jre  : 
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,f  His  fceptre  ftretching  forth  (the  golden  rod 
t«  Hung  round  with  hallow 'd  garlands  of  his  god) 
«  Of  all  the  hoft,  of  every  princely  chief, 
'«  But  firft  of  Atreus'  fons  he  begg'd  relief. 
f(  Throughout  the  hoft  confenting  murmurs  ran, 
"    To  yield  her  to  the  venerable  man  ; 
«'  But  the  harfh  king  deny'd  to  do  him  right, 
*'  An*'  drove  the  trembling  prophet  from  his  fight. 
"   Apollo  heard  his  injur'd  fuppliant's  cry, 
*'  And  dealt  his  arrows  through  th'  infected  fky  ; 
"  The  fwift  contagion  fern  by  his  commands, 
'$  Swept  through  the  camp,  and  thinn'd  the  Grc- 

"  cian  bands. 

*f  The  guilty  caufe  a  facred  augur  fhow'd, 
"  And  I  firft  mov'd  to  mitigate  the  god 
"  At  this  the  tyrant  ftormd,  and  vengeance  vow'd ; 
"  And  now  too  foon  hath  made   his  threatnings 

"  good. 

«{  Chryfei-  firft  with  gifts  to  Chryfa  feht, 
*'  His  heralds  came  this  moment  to  my  tent, 
"  And  bore  Bre  Vis  thence,  my  beauteous  flave, 
"  Th'  allotted  prize,  wtuch  the  leagu'd  Grecians 

"  gave. 
"  Thou  goddefs,  then,  and  thou,   I  know,   haft 

"  power. 

"  For  thine  owr  fon  the  might  of  Jove  implore. 
"  Oft  in  my  father's  houfe  I've  heard  thee  tell, 
*'  When  fudden  feais  on  heaven's  great  monarchs 

"  fell, 

"  Thy  aid  the  rebel  deities  o'ercame, 
"  Andfav'd  the  mighty  thunderer  from  fhame. 
•'  Pallas,  and  Neptune,  and  great  Juno,  bound 
'*  The  fire  in  chains,  and  hemm'd  their  iovercign 

"  round. 

c<  Thy  voice,  O  goddefs,  broke  their  idle  bands, 
"  Andcall'd  the  giant  of  the  hundred  hands, 
"  The  prodigy,  whom  heaven  and  earth  revere, 
"  Briareus  nam'd  above,  Mgton  here. 
"  His  father  Neptune  he  in  ftrength  furpafs'd ; 
•c  At  Jove's  right  hand  his  hideous  form  he  plac'd, 
"  Proud  of  his  might.    The  gods  with  fecret  dread, 
"  Beheld  the  huge  enormous  fhape  and  fled. 
"   Remind  him  then  :  for  well  thou  know'ft  the  art; 
"  po,  clafp  his  knees,  and  melt  his  mighty  heart. 
"  J_>et  the  driven  Argians,  hunted  o'er  the  plain, 
."  Seek  the  vaft  verge  of  his  tempeftuous  main  : 
"  There  let  them  perifh,  void  of  all  relief, 
*c  My  wrongs  remember,  and  enjoy  their  chief. 
"  Too  late  with  anguifh  fhall  his  heart  be  torn, 
**  Tha£  the  firft  Greek  was  niade  the  public  fcorn." 
Then  fhe  (with  tears  her  azure  eyes  ran  o'er:) 
"  Why  bore  I  thee  !  or  nourifh'd  when  I  bore  1 
"  Bleft,  if  within  thy  tent,  and  free  from  ftrife, 
"  Thou  might'ft  poffefs  the  poor  remains  of  life, 
"  Thy  death  approaching  now  the  fates  forefhow ; 
"  Short  is  thy  deftin'd  term,  and  full  of  woe, 
"  Ill-fated  thou  !  and  oh  unhappy  1 ! 
"  But  hence  to  the  celeftial  courts  I  fly, 
"  Where,  hid  in  fnow,  to  heaven  Olympus  fwells, 
*'  And  Jove,  rejoicing  in  his  thunder,  dwells. 
**  Mean  time,  my  fon,  indulge  thy  juft  difdain  : 
•'  Vent  all  thy  rage,  and  fhun  the  hoftile  plain, 
"  Till  Jove  returns.     Laft  night  my  waves  he 

4«  crofs'd, 
£  Ajid  fought  the  diftan;  Ethiopian  coaft,  ; 


*  Aleng  the  fkies  his  radiant  courfe  he  fteer'd, 

*  Behind  him  all  the  train  of  gods  appear'd,  - 
'  A  bright  proceffion.      To  the  holy  feaft 

'  Of  blamelefs  men  he  goes  a  grateful  gueft. 

'  To  heaven  he  comes,  when  twice  fix  days  arc 

"  o'er  ! 

Then  fhall  his  voice  the  fire  of  gods  implore, 
Then  to  my  lofty  manfion  will  I  pafs, 
Founded  on  rocks  of  ever-during  brafs  : 
There  will  I  clafp  his  knees  with  wonted  art, 
No  doubt,  my  fon.  but  I  fhall  melt  his  heart." 
She  ceas'd:   and  left  him  loft  in  doubtful  care. 
And  bent  on  vengeance  for  the  ravifh'd  fair. 

But,  fafe  arriv'd  near  Chryfa's  facred  ftand, 
The  fage  Uly.ffes  now  advanc'd  to  land. 
Along  the  coaft  he  fhoot*  with  fwelling  gales, 
Then  lowers  the  lofty  maft,  and  furls  the  fails; 
Next  plies  to  port  with  many  a  well-tim'd  oar. 
And  drops  his  anchors  near  the  faithful  fhore. 
The  bark  now  fix'd  amidft  the  rolling  tide, 
Chryfeis  follows  her  experienc'd  guide  : 
The  gifts  to  Phcebus  from  the  Grecian  hoft, 
A  herd  of  bulls  went  bellowing  o'er  the  coaft. 
To  the  god's  fane,  high  looking  o'er  the  land, 
He  led,  and  near  the  altar  took  his  ftand, 
Then  gave  her  joyful  19  her  father's  hand. 

"  All  hail !  Atrides  fets  thy  daughter  free, 
"  Sends  offerings  to  thy  god  and  gifts  to  thee. 
"  But  thou  entreat  the  power,  whofe  dreadful 

**  fway 

"  Afflicts  his  camp,  and  fweeps  his  hoft  away." 
He  faid,  and  gave  her.  The  fond  father  fmU'd 
With  fecret  rapture,  and  cmbrac'd  his  child. 

The  viiftims  now  they  range  in  chofen  bands, 
And  offer  gifts  with  unpolluted  hands : 
When  with  loud  voice,  and  arms  uprearMin  air, 
The  hoary  prieft  preferr'd  this  powerful  prayer  : 

•'  Dread  warrior  with  the  filver  bow,  give  ear  : 
«  Patron  of  Chryfa  and  of  Cilia,  hear. 
"  About  this  domethou  walk'ft  thy  conftant  round: 
*'  Still  have  my  vows  thy  power  propitious  found. 
"  Rous'd  by  my  prayers  ev'n  now  thy  vengeance 

*•  burns, 

"  And  fmit  by  thee,  the  Grecian  army  mourns. 
"  Hear  m«  once  more;  and  let  the  fiifpliant  foe 
"  Avert  thy  wrath,  and  flack  thy  dreadful  bow." 
He  pray'd  :  and  great  Apollo  heard  his  prayer. 
The  fuppliants  now  their  votive  rites  prepare  : 
Amidft  the  flames  they  caft  the  hallow'd  bread, 
And  heaven-ward  turn  each  victims  deftin'd  head.: 
Next  flay  the  fatted  bulls,  their  fkins  divide, 
And  from  each  carcafe  rend  the  fmoking  hide, 
On  every  limb  lajge  rolls  of  fat  beftow, 
And  chofen  morfels  round  the  offering  ftrow  : 
Myfterious  rites.  Then  on  the  fire  divine 
The  great  high  prieft  pours  forth  the  ruddy  wine  ; 
Himfclf  the  offering  burns.     On  either  hand 
A  troop  of  youths,  in  decent  order  ftand. 
On  fharpen'd  forks,  obedient  to  the  fire, 
They  turn  the  tafteful  fragments  in  the  fire, 
Adorn  the  feaft,  fee  every  difli  well-ftor'd, 
And  ferve  the  plenteous  meffes  to  the  board. 
When  now  the  various  fcafts  had  cheer 'd  their 
fouls,  ,  [bowls, 

With  fjparkling  wines  they  crown  the  generc^s 
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The  firft  libations  to  Apollo  pay, 

And  folemnife  with  facred  hymns  the  day : 

His  praife  in  16  Paeans  loud  they  fmg, 

And  foothe  the  rage  of  the  far-(hooting  king. 

At  evening,  through  the  (hore  difpers'd  they  fleep 

Hufh'd  by  the  diftant  roarings  of  the  deep. 

When  now,  afcending  from  the  fhades  of  night, 
Aurwra  glow'd  in  all  her  rofy  light, 
The  daughter  of  the  dawn  :  th'  awaken'd  crew 
Back  to  the  Greeks  encamp'd  their  courfe  renew. 
The  breezes  frefhen  :  for  with  friendly  gales 
Apollo  fwell'd  their  wide,  diftended,  fails  : 
Cleft  by  the  rapid  prow,  the  waves  divide, 
And  in  hoarfe  murmurs  break  on  either  fide. 
In  fafety  to  the  deftin'd  port  they  pafs'd, 
And  fix'd  their  bark  with  grappling  haulfers  faft  ; 
Then  dragg'd  her  farther,  on  the  dry-land  coaft, 
Regain'd  their  tents,  and  mingled  in  the  hoft. 
But  fierce  Achilles,  ftill  on  vengeance  bent, 
CheriuYd  his  wrath,  and  madden'd  in  his  tent. 
Th'affembled  chiefs  he  (hun'd  with  high  difdain, 
A  band  of  kings  :  nor  fought  the  hoftile  plain  ; 
But  long'd  to  hear  the  diftant  troops  engage, 
The  ftrife  grow  doubtful,  and  the  battle  rage. 
Twelve  days  were  paft ;  and  now  th'  ethereal 

train, 

Jove  at  their  head,  to  heaven  return'd  again: 
When  Thetis,  from  the  deep  prepar'd  to  rife, 
Shot  through  a  big-fwoln  wave,  and  pierc'd  the 

flcies. 

At  early  morn  fhe  reach'd  the  realms  abo.ve, 
The  court  of  gods,  the  refidence  of  Jove. 

On  the  top  point  of  high  Olympus,  crown'd 
With  hills  on  hill?,  him  far  apart  (he  found, 
Above  the  reft.  The  earth  beneath  difplay'd 
(A  boundlefsprofpect)  his  broad  eye  furvey'd. 
Her  left  hand  grafp'd  his  knees,  her  right  fhe  rear'd, 
And  touch'd  with  blandiftiment  his  awful  beard  ; 
Then,  fuppliant,  with  fubmifliye  voice  implor'd 
Old  Saturn's  fon,  the  god  by  gods  ador'd  : 

"  If  e'er,  by  rebel  deities  oppreft, 
*'  My  aid  reliev'd  thee,  grant  this  one  requeft. 
"  Since  to  fhort  life  my  haplefs  fon  was  born, 
"  Do  thou  with  fame  the  fcanty  fpace  adorn. 
tl  Ptinifh  the  king  of  men,  whofe  lawlefs  fway 
"  Hath  (ham'd  the  youth,  and  feiz'd  his  deftin'd 

"  prey. 

"  Awhile  let  Troy  prevail, that  Greece  may  grieve, 
"  And  doubled  honours  to  my  offspring  giye." 
She  faid.     The  god  vouchfaf'd  not  to  reply 
(A  deep  fufpence  fat  in  his  thoughtful  eye)  : 
Once  more  around  his  knees  the  goddefs  clung1, 
And  to  foft  accents  form'd  her  artful  tongue  : 
M  Oh  !  fpeak.     Or  grant  me,  or  deny  my  prayer. 
"  Fear  not  to  fpeak,  what  I  am  doom'd  to  bear  ; 
•"  That  I  may  know,  if  thou  my  prayer  deny, 
^  The  moft  defpis'd  of  all  the  gods  am  I." 

With  a  deep  figh  the  thundering  power  replies  : 
?l  To  what  a  height  will  Juno's  anger  rife  i 
"  Still  doth  her  voice  before  the  gods  upbraid 
?'  My  partial  hand,  that  gives  the  Trojans  aid. 
*'  I  grant  thy  fuit.     But,  hence  !  depart  unfeen, 
"  And  fhun  the  fight  of  heaven's  fufpicious  queen. 
"  Believe  my  nod,  the  great,  the  certain  fign, 

Jove  propitioiis  hears  the  powers  divine ; 


"  The  fign  that  ratifies  my  high  commtnd, 
"  That  thus  I  will :  and  what  I  will  (hall  flat 
This  faid,  his  kingly  brow  the  fire  inclin'd; 
The  large  black  curls  fell  awful  from  behind, 
Thick  fhadowing  the  ftern  forehead  of  the  god  : 
Olympus  trembled  at  th'  almighty  nod, 

The  goddefs  fmil'd  :  and,  with  a  fudden  leap 
From  the  high  mountain  plung'd  into  the  deep. 

But  Jove  repair'd  to  hisceleftial  towers : 
And,  as  he  rofe,  up-rofe  th'  immortal  powers. 
In  ranks,  on  either  fide,  th'  affembly  caft, 
Bow'd  down,  and  did  obeifance  as  he  pafs'd. 

To  him  enthron'd  (for  whifpering  fhe  had 
Clofe  at  his  knees  the  filver-footed  queen, 
Daughter  of  him,  who,  low  beneath  the  tides, 
Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  refides) 
Big  with  invectives,  Juno  filence  broke, 
And  thus,  opprobrious  her  refentments  fpoke  : 
"  Falfe  Jove  I  what  goddefs  whifpsring  did  II 

fee? 

"  O  fond  of  coucfels,  fiill  conceal'd  from  me  ! 
*  To  me,  neglected,  thou  wilt  ne'er  impart 
"  One  fingle  thought  of  thy  clofe-cover'd  heart." 

To  whom  the  fire  of  gods  and  men  reply'd  ; 
*'  Strive  not  to  find,  what  1  decree  to  hide. 
"  Laborious  were  the  fearch,  and  vain  the  ftrife, 
"  Vain  ev'n  for  thee,  my  fitter  and  my  wife. 
"  The  thoughts  and  counfels,  proper  to  declare, 
"  Nor  god  nor  mortal  (hall  before  thee  (hare  : 
"  But,  what  my  fecret  wifdom  (hall  ordain, 
"  Think  not  to  reach,  for  know  the  thought  were 

"  vain. 

"  Dread  Saturn's  fon,  why  fo  fevere  ?"  replies 
*'  The  goddefs  of  the  large  majeltic  eyes,     [fhow  ; 
"  Thy  own  dark  thoughts  at  pleafure  hide,  OS 
"  Ne'er  have  I  alk'd,  nor  now  afpire  to  know. 
"  Nor  yet  my  fears  are  vain,  nor  came  unfeen 
"  To  thy  high  throne,  the  filver-footed  queen, 
"  Daughter  of  him,  who  low  beneath  the  tides 
"  Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  refides. 
"  Thy  nod  aflures  me  fhe  was  not  deny'd  : 
"  And  Greece  muft  perift  for  a  madman's  pride.'* 
To  whom  the  god,  whofe  hand  the  tempeft  forms. 
Drives  clouds  on  clouds,  and  blackens  heaven  with 
ftorms,  [plain  ? 

Thus  wrathful   anfwer'd :  "  Doft  thou  ftill  com- 

Perplex'd  for  ever,  and  perplex'd  in  vain ! 
"  Should'ft  thou  difclufe  the  dark  event  to  come, 
"  How  wilt  thou  ftop  th'  irrevocable  doom  1 
"  This  ferves  the  mor*  to  ftiarpen  my  difdain  ; 

And  woes  forefcen  but  lengthen  out  thy  pain. 
"  Be  filent  then.     Difpute  not  my  command ; 
"  Nor  tempt  the  force  of  this  fuperior  hand  : 
Left  all  the  gods,  around  thee  leagu'd,  engage 
In  vain  to  fhield  thee  from  my  kindled  rage." 
Mute  and  ahafh'd  (he  fat  without  reply, 
And  downward  turn'd  her  large  majcftic  eye, 
Nor  further  durft  th'  offended  fire  provoke  ; 
The  gods  around  him  trembled,  as  he  fpoke, 
When  Vulcan,  for  his  mother  fore  diitrefs'd, 
Turn'd  orator,  and  thus  his  fpeech  addrelVd  : 

"  Hard  is  our  fate,  if  men  of  mortal  hue 
:<  Stir  up  dsbate  among  the  powers  divine, 
'  If  things  on  earth  difturb  the  bleft  abodes, 
c  And  mar  th'  ambrcfial  banquet  of  the  gods  1 
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*•<  Then  let  my  mother  once  be  rul'd  by  me, 
"  Though  much  more  wife  than  I  pretend  to  be  : 
ff  Let  me  advife  her  filent  to  obey,  '-• 

"  And  due  fubmiflion  to  our  father  pay. 
*'  Nor  force  again  his  gloomy  rage  to  rife, 
"  Ill-tim'd,  and  damp  the  revels  of  the  ikies. 
f^For  fhould  he  tofs  her  from  th'  Olympian  hill, 
"  Who  could  refill  the  mighty  monarch's  will  ? 
"  Then  thou  to  love  the  thunderer  reconcile, 
"  And  tempt  him  kindly  on  us  all  to  fmile." 

He  faid  :  and  in  his  tottering  hands  up-bore 
A  double  goljlet,  fill'd,  and  foaming  o'er. 

"  Sit  down,  dear  mother,  with  a  heart  content, 
"  Nor  urge  a  more  difgraccful  punifhment, 
"  Which  if  great  Jove  inflict,  poor  I,  difmay'J, 
"  Muft  Hand  aloof,  nor  dare  to  give  thee  aid. 
"  Great  Jove  fhall  reign  for  ever,  ur.controi'd  : 
"  Remember,  when  I  took  thy  part  of  old, 
"  Caught  by  the  heel  he  fwung  me  round  on  high, 
"  And  headlong  hurl'd  me  from  th'  etherial  iky  : 
"  From  morn  to  Upon  \  fell,  from  noon  to  night ; 
V  Till  pitch'd  on  Lemnos,  a  moft  piteous  fight, 
"  The  Sintians  hardly  could  my  breath  recal, 
"  Giddy  and  gafping  with  the  dreadful  fall." 

She  fmii'd  :  and,  fmiling,  her  white  arm  dif- 

play'd 

TO  reach  the  bowl  her  aukward  fon  convey'd 
From  right  to  left  the  generous  bowl  he  crown'd, 
And  dealt  the  rofy  ne&ar  fairly  round. 
The  gods  laugh'd  out,unweary'd,  as  they  fpy'd 
The  bufy  fkinker  hop  from  fide  to  fide. 

Thus,  feafting  to  the  full,  they  pafs'd  away, 
In  blifsful  banquets,  all  the  live-long  day, 
Nor  wanted  melody.     With  heavenly  art 
The  mures  fung  ;  each  mule  perform'd  her  part. 
Alternate  warbling ;  while  the  golden  lyre, 
Touch'd  by  Apollo,  led  the  vocal  choir. 
The  fun  at  length  declin'd,  when  every  gueft 
Sought  his  bright  palace,  and  withdrew  to  reft; 
Each  had  his  palace  on  th'  Olympian  hill, 
A  mafterpiecc  of  Vulcan's  matchlefa  fkill. 
Ev'n  he,  the  god,  who  heaven's  great  fceptre  fways, 
And  frowns  amid  the  lightning's  dreadful  blaze, 
His  bed  of  ftate  afcending,  lay  compos'd  ; 
His  eyes  a  fwcet  refreshing  {lumber  clos'd  : 
Arxi  at  his  fide,  all-glorious  to  behold, 
Was  Juno  lodg'd  in  her  alcove  «f  gold. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  WARWICK, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  ADDISON. 

IF,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  mufe  hath  ftay'd, 
And  left  her  debt  to  Addifon  unpaid, 
Blame  not  herfilence,  Warwick,  but  bemoan, 
And  judge,  oh  judge,  my  bofom  by  your  own. 
What  mourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires  ! 
Slow  comes  the  verfe  that  real  woe  infpires : 
Grief  unaffecled  fuits  but  ill  with  art, 
Or  flowing  numbers  with  a  bleeding  heart. 
Can  I  forget  the  difmal  night  that  gave 
My  foul's  bc.fi.  part  for  ever  to  the  grave ! 
How  filent  did  his  old  companions  tread, 
By  midnight  lamps,  the  manfions  of  the  dead, 
Through  breathing  ftatues,  then  unheeded  things, 
1"hrough  rows  of  warriors,  and  through  walks  of 


What  awe  did  the  flow  folemn  knell  infpire  ; 
The  pealing  organ,  and  the  paufing  choir  ; 
The  duties  by  the  lawn-rob'd  prelate  pay'd; 
And  the  laft  words,  that  duft  to  duft  convey'd  ! 
While  fpeechlefs  o'er  thy  clofing  grave  we  bend, 
Accept  thefe  tears,  thou  dear  .departed  friend. 
Oh,  gone  for  ever !  take  this  long  adieu ; 
And  fleep  in  peace,  next  thy  lov'd  Montague. 
To  drew  frefh  laurels,  let  the  tafk  be  mine, 
A  frequent  pilgrim,  at  thy  facred  ftirinc  ; 
Mine  with  true  fighs  thy  abfence  to  bemoan, 
And  grave  with  faithful  epitaphs  thy  ftone. 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  lov'd  memorial  part, 
May  fhame  afflidr.  this  alienated  heart; 
Of  thee  forgetful  if  I  form  a  fong. 
My  lyre  be  broken,  and  untun'd  my  tongue, 
My  grief  be  doubled  from  thy  image  free, 
And  mirth  a  torment,  unchaftis'd  by  thee. 

Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  aifles  alone,     . 
Sad  luxury  !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown, 
Along  the  walls  where  fpeaking  marbles  {how; 
What  worthies  form  the  hallow'd  mould  below  ; 
Proud  names,  who  once  the  reins  of  empire  held; 
In  arms  who  triumph'd  ;  or  in  arts  excell'd  ; 
Chiefs,  grac'd  with  fears,  and  prodigal  of  blood  ; 
Stern  patriots,  who  for  facred  freedom  flood; 
Juft  men,  by  whom  impartial  laws  were  given ; 
And  faints  who  taught,  and  led,  the  way  to  heaven; 
Ne'er  to  thefe  chambers,  where  the  mighty  reft, 
Since  their,  foundation,  came  a  nobler  gueft ; 
Nor  e'er  was  to  the  bowers  of  blifs  convey'd 
A  fairer  fpirit  or  more  welcome  fnade. 

In  what  new  region,  to  the  juft  aflign'd, 
What  new  employments  pleafe  th'  unbody'd  mind; 
A  winged  virtue,  through  th'  ethereal  iky, 
From  world  to  world  un weary 'd  does  he  fly  ? 
Or  curious  trace  the  long  laborious  maze 
Of  heaven's  decrees,  where  wondering  angels  gaze; 
Does  he  delight  to  hear  bold  feraphs  tell 
JIow  Michael  battl'd,  and  the  dragon  fell ; 
Or,  mix'd  with  milder  cherubim,  to  glow- 
In  hymns  of  love,  not  ill  eflay'd  below  ? 
Or  doft  thou  warn  poor  mortals  left  behind, 
A  taflc  well-fuited  to  thy  gentle  mind  ? 
Oh  !  if  fometimes  thy  fpotlefs  form  defcend  ; 
To  me  thy  aid,  thou  guardian  genius,  lend  I 
When  rage  mifguides  me,  or  when  fear  alarms, 
When  pain  diftreffes,  or  when  pleafure  charms, 
In  filent  whifperings  purer  thoughts  impart, 
And  turn  from  ill,  a  frail  and  feeble  heart ;  \ 
Lead  through  the  paths  thy  virtue  trod  before, 
Till  blifs  {ball  join,  nor  death  can  part  us  more. 

That  awful  form,  which,  fo  the  heavens  decree, 
Muft  ftill  be  lov'd  and  ftill  deplor'd  by  me; 
In  nightly  viiions  feldom  fails  to  rife, 
Or,  rous'd  by  fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyes. 
If  bufinefs  calls,  or  crowded  courts  invite ; 
Th'  unblemifti'd  ftatefman  feems  to  ftrike  my  Cght* 
If  in  the  ftage  I  feek  to  foothe  my  care  ; 
I  meet  his  foul  which  breathes  in  Cato  there  ; 
If  jffnfive  to  the  rural  {hades  I  rove  ; 
His  fhape  o'er  takes  me  in  the  lonely  grove  ; 
'Twas  there  of  juft  and  good  he  reafo-n'd  ftrong, 
Clear'd  fome  great  truth,  or  rais'd  feme  ferious 
long  ; 
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There  patient  ffiow'd  us  the  wife  courfe  to  (leer, 
A  candid  cenfor,  and  a  friend  fevere,- 
There  taught  us  how  to  live  ;  and  (oh  !  too  high 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 

Thou  hill,  whofe  brow  the  antique  ftrudlurcs 

grace, 

Rear'd  by  bold  chiefs  of  Warwick's  noble  race, 
Why,  once  Ib  lov'd,  whene'er  thy  bower  appears, 
O'er  my  dim  eye-ball*  glance  the  fudden  tears  ! 
How  fweet  were  once  thy  profpe&s  frefh  and  fair, 
Thy  iloping  walk*,  and  unpolluted  air ! 
How  fweet  the  glooms  beneath  thy  aged  trees, 
Thy  noon  tide  fhadow,  and  thy  evening  breeze  ! 
His  image  thy  forfaken  bowers  reftore; 
Thy  walks  and  airy  profpe&s  charm  no  more ; 
No  more  the  fuii.mer  in  thy  glooms  allay'd, 
Thy  evening  breezes,  and  thy  noon-day  (hade. 

From  other  hillb,  however  fortune  frown'd; 
Some  refuge  in  the  muff's  art  I  found  ; 
Reluvilant  now  t  touch  the  trembling  firing, 
JSen-fc  01  him,  who  taught  me  how  to  fing  ; 
.And  tnefe  lad  accents,  murmur'd  o'er  his  urn, 
Betray  that  abferice,  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
O     muft  I  then  -Nnow  frefli  my  botcm  bleeds, 
And  Craggs  in  dc;ath  to  Addiion  fuccetds) 
The  v;rle,  begun  to  one  loft  friend,  prolong, 
And  weep  a  fecond  in  th'  unfmiuYd  foug. 

Thefe  works  divine,  which  on  his  death-bed  laid 
To  thec,  O  Craggsl  th'  expiring  fage  convey 'd, 
Great,  but  ill-omen'd,  monument  of  fame,    . 
Nor  he  furviv'd  to  give,  nor  thou  to  claim. 
Swift  after  him  thy  focial  fpirit  flies, 
And  clofe  to  his,  how  foon  .  thy  cofljn  lies. 
Bleft  pair  I  whofe  union  future  bards  {hall  tell 
In  future  tongues  :  each  other's  boaft ;  farewell, 
farewell !  whom,  join'd  in   fame,   in  friendship 

try'd, 
Jj^o  chance  could  fever,  nor  the  grave  divide. 

COLIN  AND  LUCY. 

A  BALLAD. 

OF  Leinfter,  fam'd  for  maidens  fair, 

Bright  Lucy  was  the  grace  ; 
Nor  e'er  did  LifFy's  limpid  ilream 

Refled  fo  fw<;et  a  face : 
Till  lucklefs  love,  and  pining  care, 

Impau'd  her  rofy  hue, 
Her  coral  lips,  and  damafk,  cheeks, 

And  eyes  of  gl«-fly  blue. 

Oh,  have  you  feen  a  lily  pale, 

When  beating  rains  defcend  ? 
So  droop' d  the  flow-confuming  maid, 

Her  life  now  near  its  end. 
By  Lucy  warri'd,  of  flattering  fwains 

Take  heed,  ye  ealy  fair : 
Of  vengeance  due  to  broken  vows, 

Ye  perjur'd  fwains,  beware. 

Three  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring ; 
And  fhrieking.  at  her  window  thrice, 

The  raven  flap'd  his  wing 
TOO  well  the  iove-lorn  maiden  knew 

The  roiemn  boding  found ; 


And  thus,  in  dying  words,  befpok* 
The  virgins  weeping  round  : 

"  I  hear  a  voice,  you  cannot  hear, 

"  Which  fays,  I  muft  not  ftay; 
"  I  fee  a  hand,  you  cannot  fee, 

"   Which  beckons  me  away. 
"  By  a  falfe  hea*rt,  and  broken  vows, 

"   In  early  youth  I  die  : 
"  Was  I  to  blame,  becaufe  his  bride 

"  Was  thrice  a»  rich  as  I  ? 

"  Ah,  Colin     give  not  her  thy  TOWS, 

"  Vows  due  to  me  alone  : 
"  N<-r  thou,  fond  maid,  receive  hiskifi, 

"  Nor  think  him  all  thy  own. 
"  To-morrow,  in  the  church  to  wed, 

"  Impatient, both  prepare! 
"  But  know,  fond  maid  ;  and  know,  falfe  man, 

"  That  Lucy  will  be  there  ! 

"  Then  bear  my  corfe,  my  comrades,  bear, 

"  This>  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet,* 
"  He  in  his  wedding-trim  fo  gay, 

"   I  in  my  winding  ftieet." 
She  fpoke,  fhe  dy'd,  her  corfe  was  borne, 

The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet, 
He  in  his  wedding  trim  fo  gay, 

She  in  her  wjndjng-flieet 
Then  what  were  perjur'd  Colin's  thoughts  ? 

How  were  thefe  nuptials  kept  ? 
The  bridefmen  flock'd  round  Lucy  dead, 

And  all  the  village  wept. 
Confu::on,  fliame,  remorfe,  defpair, 

At  once  his  hofom  fwell : 
The  damps  of  death  bcdew'd  his  brow, 

He  fhook,  he  groan'd,  he  fell. 

From  the  vain  bride,  ah,  bride  no  more ! 

The  varying  crimfon  fled, 
When,  ftretch'd  before  her  rival's  corfe, 

She  faw  her  hufband  dead. 
Then  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

Convey'd1  by  trembling  fwains, 
One  mould  with  her,  beneath  one  fod, 

For  ever  he  remains. 

Oft  at  his  grave,  the  conftant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  feen  ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  true-love  knots, 

They  deck  the  facred  green  ; 
But,  fvain  forfworn,  whoe'er  thou  art, 

This  hallow'd  fpot  forbear ; 
Remember  Colin's  dreadful  fate, 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 

TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

AT   HIS  COUNTR.T   SEAT. 

To  Wiiitton's  {hades,  and  Hounflow's  airy  plain, 
Thou,  Kneller,  tak'ft  thy  fummer  flights  in  vain^ 
In  vain  thy  wim  gives  all  thy  rural  hours 
To  the  fair  villa,  and  well-ordcr'd  bowers ; 
To  court  thy  pencil  early  at  thy  gates, 
Ambition  knocks,  and  fleeting  beauty  wait* ; 
The  boaftful  mule,  of  others  fame  fo  fure, 
Implores  thy  aid  to  make  her  own  fecure  ; 
1'he  great,  the  fair,  and,  if  aught  nobler  be.j 
4>ught  more  belov'd,the  arts  iolicit  thee. 


PO 

Mow  eanft'tlirm  hope  to  fly  the  world,  in  vain 
From  Europe  fever'd  by  the  circling  main  ; 
Sought  by  the  kings  of  every  ditlant  land, 
And  every  hero  worthy  of  thy  hand  ? 
Haft  tho-a  forgot  that  mighty  Bourbon  fear'd 
He  ftill  was  mortal,  till  thy  draught  appear 'd  ? 
That  Cofmo  chofe  thy  glowing  form  to  place, 
Amidft  her  matters  of  the  Lombard  race  ? 
See  on  her  Titian's  and  her  Guide's  urns, 
Her  falling  arts  forlorn  Hefperia  mourns ; 
While  Britain  wins  each  garland  from  her  brow, 
Her  wit  and  freedom  firft,  her  painting  now. 

Let  the  faint  copier,  on  old  Tiber's  fhore, 
Nor  mean  the  taflc,  each  breathing  buft  explore, 
Line  after  line,  with  painful,  patience  trace, 
This  Roman  grandeur,  that  Athenian  grace  ; 
Vain  care  of  parts ;  if,  impotent  of  foul, 
Th'  induftrious  workman  fails  to  warm  the  whole, 
Each  theft  betrays  the  marble  whence  it  came, 
And  a  cool  ftatue  ftjffens  in  the  frame. 
Thee  nature  taught,  nor  art  her  aid  deny'd, 
The  kiudeft  miftrefs,  antl  the-furcft  guide, 
To  catch  a  likenefs  at  one  piercing  fight, 
And  place/the  faireil  in  the  faired  light; 
Ere  yet  thy  pencil  tries  her  nicer  toils, 
Or  on  thy  pallet  lie  the  blended  oils, 
Thy  careleis  chalk  has  half  atchiev'd  thy  art, 
And  her  juft  image  makes  Cleora  ftart. 

A  mind  that  grafps  the  whole  is  rarely  found, 
Half  learn'd,  half  painters,  and  half  wits,  abound  ; 
Few,  like  thy  genius,  at  proportion  aim, 
All  great,  all  graceful,  and  throughout  the  fame. 

Such  be  thy  life,  O  fmce  the  glorious  rage 
That  fir'd  thy  youth  '.  flames  unfubdued  by  age  ; 
Though  wealth,  nor  fame,  now  touch  thy  fated 

mind, 

Still  tinge  the  canvas,  bounteous  to  mankind ; 
Since  after  thee  may  rife  an  impious  line,  4 

•Coarfe  manglers  of  the  human  face  divine, 
Paint  on,  till  fate  diffolve  thy  mortal  part, 
•And  live  and  die  the  monarch  of  thy  art. 


DEATH  OF  THE  EARL  OF  CADOOAN. 

C)»  Marlboroiigh's  captains,  and  Eugenie's  friends, 
The  laft,  Cadogan,  to  the  grave  dcfcends  : 
Low  lies  each  hand,   whence  Blenheim's  glory 
fprung,  [Anig. 

The  chiefs  who  conquer'd,    and  the  bard"  who 
From  his  cold  corfe  though  every  friend  be  lied, 
Lo !  envy  waits,  that  lover  of  the  dead  : 
Thus  did  fhe  feign  e'er  Naffau's  herfe  to  mourn  ; 
Thus  wept  infidious  Churchill  o'er  thy  urn  ; 
To  blaft  the  living,  gave  the  dead  their  due,' 
And  wreaehs,  herfelf  had  tainted,  trim*d  anew. 
Thou,  yet  unnam'd  to  fill  his  empty  place, 
And  lead  to  war  thy  country's  growing  race. 
Take  every  wifh  a  Eritifh  heart  ca'n  frame, 
Add  palm  to  palm,  and  rife  from  fame  to  fame. 
•An  hour  muft  come,  when  thou  fhalt  hear  with 

rage 

Thyfelf  traduc'd,  and  curfe  a  thanklefs  a^e  : 
Nor  yet  for  this  decline  the  generous  ftrife, 
Thefe  ills,  brave  man.  fhali  quit  thcc  with  thy  life, 
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Alive,  though  {lain'cl.  by  every  abje&  flave, 
Secure  of  fame  and  juftice  in  the  grave.  ' 
Ah,  no  I--— — -when  once  the  mortal  yields  to  fate, 
The  blaft  of  fame's  fweet  trumpet  founds  too  late, 
Too  late  to  ftay  the  fpirit  oh  its  flight, 
Or  foothe  the  new  inhabitant  of  light ; 
Who  hears  fegardleft,  while  fond  man,  diftrefs'd. 
Hangs  on  the  abfent,  and  laments  the  bleft. 
Farewell  then  fame,  ill  fought  through  fieldi 

and  blood, 

Farewell  unfaithful  promifer  of  good  t 
Thou  mufic,  warbling  to  the  deafen'd  ear  ! 
Thou  incerffe  wafted  on  the  funeral  bier  ! 
Through  life  puriued  in  vain,  by  death  obtain'd, 
When  alk'd,  d<ny'd  us,  and  when  given,  difdain'd. 

AN  ODE, 

Infer -thud  to  the  Earl  of  SunderUnd^  at  WinJfor. 

THOU  dome,  where  Edward  firft  enroll'd 
His  red-crofs  knights  and  barons  bold, 
Whofe  vacant  feats,  by  virtue  bought,  - 
Ambitious  emperors  have  fought : 
Where  Britain's  foremoft  names  are  found, 
In  peace  belov'd,  in  war  renown'd,  ^ 
Who  made  the  hoftile  nations  moan, 
Or  brought  a  blefling  on  their  own  : 

Once  more  a  fen  of.  Spenfer  waits, 
A  name  familiar  to  thy  gates ; 
Sprung  from  the  chief  whofe  prowefs  gainM 
The  garter  while  thy  founder  reign'd, 
He  offer'd  here  his  dinted  ftlield, 
The  dread  of  Gauls  in  Crefli's  field, 
Which,  in  thy  high-arch'd  temple  rais'd,  ;*  ». 

For  four  long  centuries  hath  blaz'd. 

Thefe  feats  our  fires,  a  hardy  kind, 
To  the  fierce  fons  of  war  confin'd, 
The  flower  of  chivalry,  who  drew 
With  finew'd  arm  the  ftubborn  yew  : 
Or  with  heav'd  pole-ax  clear'd  the  field ; 
Or  who,  in  jufts  and  tourneys  fkill'd, 
Before  their  ladies  eyes  renown'd, 
Thre  w  horfe  and  horfeman  to  the  gf oUnd» 

In  after-times,  as  courts  refin'd, 
Our  patriots  in  the  lift  were  jotn'd* 
Not  only  Warwick  ftain'd  with  blood, 
Or  Marlborough  near  the  Danube's  flood, 
Have  in  their  crimfon  crones  glow'd  ; 
But,  on  juft  lawgivers  beftow'd, 
Thefe  emblems  Cecil  did  invcft, 
And  gleam'd  on  wife  Godolphin's  breaft* 

So  Greece,  ere  arts  began  to  rife, 
Fix'd  huge  Orion  in  the  Ikies, 
And  ftern  Alcides,  fum'd  in  wars, 
Befpangled  with  a  thoufand  liars  ; 
Till  letter'd  Athens  round  the  pole 
Made  gentler  conftellations  roll ; 
In  the  blue  heavens  the  lyre  fhe  ftrung, 
And  near  the  Maid  the  *  Balance  hung. 

Then,  Spenfer,  mount  amid  the  band. 
Where  knights  and  kings  promiscuous  Hand, 
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What  though  the  hero's  flame  reprefs'd 
Burns  calmly  in  thy  generous  bread,  ! 
Yet  who  more  dauntlefs  to  oppofe 
In  doubtful  days  our  home-bred  foes ! 
"Who  rais'd  his  country's  wealth  fo  high, 
Or  view'd  with  lefs  defiring  eye  ! 

The  fage  who  large  of  foul  furveyt 
The  globe,  and  all  its  empires  weighs, 
Watchful  the  various  climes  to  guide, 
Which  feas,  and  tongues,  and  faiths,  divide, 
A  nobler  name  in  Windfor's  flirine, 
Shall  leave,  if  right  the  mufe  divine, 
Than  fprung  of  old,  abhorr'd  and  vain, 
From  ravag'd  realms,  and  myriads  flain. 

Why  praife  we,  prodigal  of  fame, 
The  rage  that  fets  the  world  on  flame  ? 
My  guiltlefs  mufe  his  brow  (kail  bind, 
Whofe  godlike  bounty  fpares  mankind. 
For  thofe,  whom  bloody  garlands  crown, 
The  brafs  may  breathe,  the  marble  frown, 
To  him  through  every  refcued  land. 
Ten  thoufand  living  trophies  ftand. 

KENSINGTON-GARDEN. 
«  —  Campos,  ubi  Troja  fait." VIRC. 

WHERE  Kcnfington  high  o'er  the  neighbouring 

lands 

'Midft  greens  and  fweets,  a  regal  fabric,  {lands, 
And  fees  each  fpring,  luxuriant  in  her  bowers, 
A  fnow  of  bloilbms,  and  a  wild  of  flowers, 
The  dames  of  Britain  oft  in  crowds  repair 
To  gravel  walks,  and  unpolluted  air. 
Here,  while  the  town  in  damps  and  darknefs  lies, 
They  breathe  in  fun-ihine,  and  fee  azure  ikies ; 
Each  walk,  with  robes  of  various  dyes  befpread, 
Seems  from  afar  a  moving  tulip-bed, 
Where  rich  brocades  and  glofly  damafks  glow, 
And  chints,  the  rival  of  the  Ihowery  bow. 

Here  England's  daughter,  darling  of  the  land, 
Sometimes,  furrounded  with  her  virgin  band, 
Gleams  through  the  (hades.     She,  towering  o'er 

the  reft, 

Sfands  faireft  of  the  fairer  kind  confefs'd,  [ny'd, 
Form'd  to  gain  hearts,  that  Brunfwick's  caufe  de- 
And  charm  a  people  to  her  father's  fide,  [known, 

Long  have  thefe  groves  to  royal  guefts  been 
Nor  Naflau  firft  prefer'd  them  to  a  throne. 
Ere  Normaa  banners  wav'd  in  BritHh  air; 
Ere  lordly  Hubba  with  the  golden  hair 
Four'd  in  his  Danes ;  ere  elder  Julius  came; 
Or  Dardan  Brutus  gave  our  ifle  a  name ; 
A  prince  of  Albion's  lineage  grac'd  the  wood, 
The  fcene  of  wars,  and  ftain'd  with  lovers'  blood. 

You,  who  through  gazing  crowds,  your  captive 

throng, 

Throw  pangs  and  pafllons,  as  yoir  move  along, 
Turn  on  the  left,  ye  fair,  your  radiant  eyes, 
Where  all  anlevell'd  the  gay  garden  lies  : 
If  generous  anguifh  for  another's  pains        [veins, 
Ere  heav'd  your  hearts,  or  (hiver'd  through  your 
Look  down  attentive  on  the  pleafing  dale, 
And  liften  to  my  melancholy  tale. 

That  hollow  (pace,  where  now  in  living  rows 
Line  above  line  the  yew's  fad  verdure  grows, 


Was,  ere  the  planter's  hand  its  beauty  gave 
A  common  pit,  a  rude  unfafhion'd  cave. 
The  landfkip  now  fo  fweet  we  well  may 
But  far,  far  fweeter  in  its  ancient  days, 
Far  fweeter  was  it,  when  its  peopled  ground 
With  fairy  domes  and  dazzling  towers-was  crovrn'd. 
Where  in  the  midft  thofe  verdant  pillars  fpring,, 
Rofe  the  proud  palace  of  the  Elfin  king ; 
For  every  hedge  of  vegetable  green, 
In  happier  years  a  crowded  ftreet  was  feen  ; 
Nor  all  thofe  leaves  that  now  the  profpecl  grace. 
Could  match  the  numbers  of  its  pygmy  race, 
What  urg'd  this  mighty  empire  to  its  fate, 
A  tale  of  woe  and  wonder,  I  relate. 

When  Albion  rul'd  the  land,  whofe  lineage  came 
From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  dame, 
Their  midnight  pranks  the  fprightly  fairies  play'd 
On  every  hill,  and  danc'd  in  every  (hade. 
But,  foes  to  fun-flnne,  mod  they  took  delight 
In  dells  and  dales  conceal'd  from  human  fight  : 
There  hew'd  their  houfes  in  the  arching  rock ; 
Or  fcoop'd  the  bofora  of  the  bladed  oak ; 
Or  heard,  o'erihadow'd  by  fome  (helving  hill, 
The  diftant  murmurs  of  the  falling  rill. 
They,  rich  in  pitfer'd  fpoils,  indulg'd  their  mirtb,  - 
And  pity'd  the  huge  wretched  fons  of  earth. 
Ev'n  now,  'tis  faid,  the  hinds  o'erhear  their  drain, 
And  ftrive  to  view  their  airy  forms  in  vain  : 
They  to  their  cells  at  man's  approach  repair, 
Like  the  (hy  leveret,  or  the  mother- hare, 
The  whild  poor  mortals  ftartle  at  the  found 
Of  unfeen  footfteps  on  the  haunted  ground. 

Amid  this  garden,  then  with  woods  o'ergrowa,. 
Stood  the  lov'd  feat  of  royal  Oberon. 
From  every  region  to  his  palace-gate 
Came  peers  and  princes  of  the  fairy  date, 
Who,  rank'd  in  council  round  the  facred  (hade, 
Their  monarch's  will  and  great  behefts  obey'd. 
From  Thames'  fair  banks,  by  lofty  towers  a<iorn'<J 
With  loads  of  plunder  oft  his  chkfs  return'd  : 
Hence  in  proud  robes,  and  colours  bright  aad  gayr 
Shone  every  knight  and  every  lovely  fay. 
Whoe'er  on  Powell's  dazzling  ftage  difplay'd, 
Hath  fam'd  King  Pepin,  and  his  court  furvey'd, 
May  guefs,  if  old  by  modern  things  we  trace, 
The  pomp  and  fplendour  of  the  fairy-race. 

By  magic  fenc'd,  by  fpells  encompafs'd  round, 
No  mortal  touch'd  this  interdicted  ground  ; 
No  mortal  entcr'd,  thofe  alone  who  came 
Stol'n  from  the  couch  of  fome  tcrreftrial  dame  : 
For  oft  of  babes  they  robb'd  the  matron's  bed, 
And  left  fome  fickly  changeling  in  their  dead. 

It  chanc'd  a  youth  of  Albion's  royal  blood 
Was  fofter'd  here,  the  wonder  of  the  wood. 
Milkah  for  wiles  above  her  peers  renown'd, 
Dcep-flcilTd  in  charms  and  many  a  myftic  (bund, 
As  through  the  regal  dome  (he  fought  for  prey, 
Obferv'd  the  infant  Albion  where  he  lay 
In  mantles  broider'd  o'er  with  gorgeous  pride, 
And  dole  him  from  the  fleeping  mother's  fide. 

Who  now  but  Milkah  triumphs  in  her  mind } 
Ah,  wretched  nymph,  to  future  evils  blind ! 
The  time  ftiall  come  when  thou  (halt  dearly  pay  I 
The  theft,  hard-hearted  1  of  that  guilty  day  : 
Thou  in  thy  turn  (halt  like  the  queen  repine, 
And  all  her  forrows,  doubled,  (ball  be  thine ; 
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JJe  who  adorns  thy  houfe,  the  lovely  boy 
Who  now  adorns  it,  fhall  at  length  deftroy. 

Two  hundred  moons  in  their  pale  courfe  had  feen 
The  gay-rob'd  fairies  glimmer  on  the  green, 
And  Albion  now  had  reach 'd  in  youthful  prime 
j  To  nineteen  years,  as  mortals  meafure  time. 
I  f  lufti'd  with  refiftlefs  charms  he  fir'd  to  love 
Each  nymph  and  little  Dryad  of  the  grove ; 
For  fldlful  Milkah  fpar'd  not  to  employ 
Her  utmofl  art  to  rear  the  princely  boy  ; 
Each  fupple  limb  ihe  fwath'd,  and  tender  bone, 
And  to  the  Elfin  ftandard  kept  him  down  ; 
She  robb'd  dwarf-elders  of  their  fragrant  fruit, 
j  And  fed  him  early  with  the  daify's  root, 
I  Whence  through  his  veins  the  powerful  juices  ran, 
And  form'd  in  beauteous  miniature  the  man. 
Yet  ftill,  two  inches  taller  than  the  reft, 
His  lofty  port  his  human  birth  confefs'd  ; 
A  foot  in  height,  how  ftately  did  he  (how  ! 
How  look  fuperior  on  the  crowd  below  ! 
"What  knight  like  him  could  tofs  the  rufliy  lance  1 
Who  move  fo  graceful  in  the  mazy  dance  1 
j  A  (hape  fo  nice,  or  features  half  fo  fair, 
[What  elf  could  boaft  !  or  fuch  a  flow  »f  hair  J 
[Bright  Kenna  faw,  a  princefs  born  to  reign, 
|And  felt  the  charmer  burn  in  every  vein. 
She,  heirefs  to  this  empire's  potent  lord, 
jPrais'd  like  the  ftars,  and  next  the  moon  ador'd. 
She,  whom  at  diftance  thrones  and  princedoms 

view'd, 

To  whom  proud  Oriel  and  Azuriel  fued, 
In  her  high  palace  languifh'd,  void  of  joy, 
lAnd  pin'd  in  fecret  for  a  mortal  boy. 
I     He  too  was  fmitten,  and  difcreetly  ftrove 
jBy  courtly  deeds  to  gain  the  virgin's  love. 
(For  her  he  cull'd  the  faireft  flowers  that  grew, 
JEre  morning  funs  had  drain'd  their  fragrant  dew  J 
|He  chas'd  the  hornet  in  his  mid-day  flight, 
And  brought  her  glow-worms  in  the  noori  of  night; 
(When  on  ripe  fruits  (he  caft  a  wifliing  eye, 
jDid  ever  Albion  think  the  tree  too  high  ! 
He  ihow'd  her  where,  the  pregnant  goldfinch  hung, 
And  the  wren-mother  brooding  o'er  her  young ; 
To  her  th*  inscription  on  their  eggs  he  read, 
!( Admire,  ye  clerks,  the  youth  whom  Milkah  bred) 
To  her  he  fhow'd  each  herb  of  virtuous  juice, 
Their  powers  diftinguilh'd  and  dcfcrib'd  their  ufe: 
iAll  vain  their  powers,  alas !  to  Kenna  prove, 
And  well  fung  Ovid,  *  There's  no  herb  for  love." 
!    As  when  a  ghoft,  enlarg'd  from  realms  below, 
Seeks  its  old  friend  to  tell  fome  fecret  wo, 
jThe  poor  (hade  fhivering  (lands,  and  muft  not 

break 

(His  painful  (Hence,  till  the  mortal  fpeatc : 
ISo  far'd  it  with  the  little  lovc-fick  maid, 
;Fqrbid  to  utter,  what  her  eyes  betray'd. 
He  faw  her  anguifh,  aridfeveal'd  his  (fame, 
;  And  fpaf'd  the  bluflies  of  the  tongue-ty'd  dame. 
The  day  would  fail  me,  (hould  I  reckon  o'er 
iThe  fighs  they  lavifhM,  and  the  Oaths  they  (wore 
jln  words  fo  melting,  that  compar'd  with  thofe 
;The  niceft  courtfhip  of  terrcftriat  beaut 
iWould  found  like    compliments,   from  country 

clowns  [gotvns. 

To  red  cheek' d  fweet-hcarts  in  their  hom'e-fpun 


All  in  a  lawn  of  many  a  various  hue 
A  bed  of  flowers  (a  fairy  foreft)  grew  ; 
'Twas  here  one  noon,  the  gaudieft  of  the  May, 
The  ftill,  the  fecret,  filent,  hour  of  day, 
Beneath  a  lofty  tulip's  ample  (hade 
Sat  the  young  lover  and  th'  immortal  maid. 
They  thought  all  fairies  (tept,  ah,  iucklefs  pair ! 
Hid,  but  in  vain^  in  the  fun's  noon- tide  glare ! 
Whfin'Albion,  leaning  on  his  Kienna's  breaft, 
Thus  ail  the  foftnefs  of  his  foul  expreft  : 

"  All  things  are  hu(h'd.  The  fun's  meridian  rajfi 
"  Veil  the  horizon  in  one  mighty  blaze  : 
"  Itfor  moon  nor  ftar  in  heaven's  blue  arch  is  feejB 
"  With  kindly  rays  to  filver  o'er  the  green, 
"  Grateful  to  fairy  eyes ;  they  fecret  take 
"  Their  reft,  and  only  Wretched  mortals  wake. 
"  This  dead  of  day  j  fly  to  thec  alone, 
"  A  world  to  me,  a  multitude  in  one. 
"  Oh;  fweet  as  dew-drops  oh  thefe  flowery  lawn£ 
"  When  the  (ky  opens,  and  the  eveining  dawns  I 
"  Straight  as  the  pink,  that  towers  fo  high  in  aif, 
"  Soft  as  the  blo'w-bell !  as  the  daify  fajr  J 
"  Bleft  be  the  hour,  when  firft  I  was.  convey'd 
"  An  infant  captive  to  this  blifsful  fhade ! 
"  And  bleft  the  hand  that  did  niy  form  refine, 
"  And  (hrunk  my  ftature  to  a  match  with  thine  \ 
"  Glad  I  for  thec  renounce  my  royal  birth, 
"  And  all  the  giant- daughters  of  the  earth. 
'  Thou,  if  thy  braaft  with  equal  ardour  burn, 
"  Flenounce  thy  kind,  and  love  for  love  returni 
"  So  from  us  two,  cpmbin'd  by  nuptial  ti«», 
"  A  race  of  unknown  dcmi-gods  (hall  rife. 
"  0  fpeak,  my  love  !  my  vows  with  vows  rej>aya 
"  And  fwreetly  fwear  niy  rifing  fears  away." 

To  whom  (the  fliining  azxire  of  her  eyes 
Mere  brighten'd)  thus  th'  enamour'd  maid  re^ 
plies: 

"  By  all  the  ftars,  and  firft  the  glorious  moon, 
"  I  fwear,  and  by  the  head  of  Oheron, 
"  A  dreadful  oath  '.  no  prince  of  fairy  line 
"  Shall  e'er  in  wedlock  plight  His  vows  with  mine,, 
"  Where'er  miy  footfteps  in  the  dance  are  feen, 
"  May  toadftools  rife,  and  mildews  blaft  the  green, 
"  May  the  keen  eaft  wind  blight  mjf  favourite 

"  flowers, 

"  And  fnakes  and  fpotted  adders  haunt  my  bowers 
"  Confiri'd  whole  ages  in  an  hemlock  (hade 
"  There  rather  pine  I  a  neglected  maid, 
"  Or  worfe,  exil'd  from  Cynthia's  gentle  rays, 
"  Parch  in  the  fun  a  thoufand  fummer-days, 
"  Tha'n  any  prince,  a  prince  of  fairy  line, 
"  In  facreof  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine/* 

She  ended  :  a;nd  with  lips  of  rpfy  hue 
Dipp'd  five  times  over  in  ambrofial  dew, 
Stifled  his  words.     When  from'  his  covert  rear* d, 
The  frowning  brow  of  Oberon  appfiar'd. 
A  fun-flower's  trunk  was  hear,  whence  (killing 

fight!) 

The  monarch  iflued,  half  an  ell  in  height : 
Full  on  the  pair  a  furious  look  he  caft, 
Nor  fpoke ;  but  gave  his  bngle-horn  a  blaft 
That  through  the  woodland  echoed  far  and  wide, 
And  drew  a  fwarm  of  fubjefts  to  his  fide. 
A  hundred  chofen  knights,  in  war  renown'd, 
Drive  Albion  baniih'd  from  the  facr«d  grouaiz 
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And  twice  ten  myriads  guard  the  bright  abodes, 
"Where  the  proud  king,  amidd  his  demi-gods, 
for  Kenna's  fudden  bridal  bids  prepare, 
And  to  Aznriel  gives  the  weeping  fair. 

If  fame  in  arms,  with  ancient  birth  combm'd, 
A  faultlefs  beauty,  and  a  fpotlefs  mind, 
TO  love  and  praife  can  generous  fouls  incline, 
That  love,  Azuriel,  and  that  .pratfe,  was  thine. 
Blood,  only  lefs  than  royal,  fill'd  thy  veins, 
I'roud  was  thy  roof,  and  large  thy  fair  domains. 
Where  now  the   Ikies  high  Holland-Houfe  in- 

.   vades, 

And  fhort-liv'd  Warwick  fadden'd  all  the  (hades, 
Thy  dwelling  dood:   nor  did  in  him  afford 
A  nobler  owner,  or  a  lovelier  lord. 
For  thee  a  hundred  fields  produc'd  their  dore, 
And  by  thy  name  ten  thcufand  vaflals  fwore  ; 
So   lov'd  thy  name»   that,    at  their    monarch's 

choice, 
AN  fairy  fhouted  with  a  general  voice. 

Oriel  alone  a  fecret  rage  fuppred, 
That  from  his  bofom  heav'd  the  golden  ved. 
Along  the  banks  of  Thame  his  empire  ran, 
Wide  was  his  range,  and  populous  his  clan. 
"When  cleanly  fervants,  if  we  trud  old  tales, 
Befide  their  wages  had  good  fairy  vails, 
Whole  heaps  of  filver  tokens,  nightly  paid, 
The  careful  wife,  or  the  neat  dairy-maid, 
Sunk  not   his  dores.    With  fmiles  and  powerful 

bribes 

He  gain'd  the  leaders  of  his  neighbour  tribes 
And  ere  the  night  the  face  of  heaven  had  chang'd, 
Beneath  his  banners  half  the  fairies  rang'd. 

Meanwhile,  driven  back  to  earth,  a  loritly  way 
The  cheerkfs  Albion  wander'd  half  the  day, 
Along,  long  journey/ chok'd  with  brakes  and 

thorns 

Hl-meafur'd  by  ten  thoufand  barley-corns. 
Tir'd  out  at  length,  a  fpreading  dream  he  fpy'd 
Fed  by  old  Thame,  a  daughter  of  the  tide  : 
'Twas  then  a  fpreading  dream,  though  now  its 

fame 

Obfcur'd,  it  bears  the  Creek's  inglorious  name, 
And  creeps,  as  through  contracted  bounds  it  drays, 
A  leap  for  boys  in  thefe  degenerate  days. 

On  the  clear  crydal's  verdant  bank  he  dood, 
And  thrice  look'd  backward  on  the  fatal  wood, 
And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  thrice  he  beat  his 

bread, 
And  thus  in  tears  his  kindred  gods  addred. 

u  If  true,  ye  watery  powers,  my  lineage  came 
"  From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  dame  ; 
*'  Down  to  his  court,  with  coral  garlands  crown'd 
'*  Through  all  your  grottoes  wait  my  plaintive, 

found, 

"  And  urge  the  god,  whofe  trident  fliakes  the  earth, 
*"  To  grace  his  offspring,  and  affert  my  birth." 
He  faid.     A  gentle  Naiad  heard  his  prayer, 
And,  touch'd  with  pity  for  a  lover's  care, 
Shoots  to  the  fea,  where  low  beneath  the  tides 
Old  Neptune  in  th'  unfathom'd  deep  refidcs, 
Rous'd  at  the  news,  the  fea's  dern  fultan  fwore 
Revenge,  and  fcarce  from  prefent  arms  forbore ; 
Put  firft  the  nymph  his  harbinger  he  fends, 
And  to  her  care  the  favourite  boy  commendi. 


OF   TlfcKELL. 

As  through  the  Thames  her  backward  courfc  fbe 

gsiides, 

Driven  by  his  current  up  the  refluent  tides, 
Along  his  banks  the  pigmy  legions  fpread, 
She  fpies,  and  haughty  Oriel  at  their  head. 
Soon  with  wrong'd  Albion's  name  the  hod  (hefirw, 
And  counts  the  ocean's  god  among  his  fires: 
"  The  ocean's  god,  by  whom  {ball  be  o'erthrown, 
"  (Styx  heard  his  oath)  the  tyrant  Oberon. 
"  See  here  beneath  a  toadftool's  deadly  gloom 
"  Lies  Albion  :  him  the  fates  your  leader  doom. 
"  Hear,  and  obey  ;   'tis  Neptune's  powerful  call, 
"  By  him  Azuriel  and  his  king  fhall  fall." 

She  faid.     They  bow'd :   and  on  their  fhicldi 

up-bore 

With  fhouts  their  new  faluted  emperor. 
Ev'n  Oriel  fmil'd  :  at  lead  to  fmile  he  ftrove, 
And  hopes  of  vengeance  triumph'd  over  love. 

See  now  the  mourner  of  the  lonely  fhade 
By  gods  prote&ed,  and  by  hods  obey'd, 
A  flave,  a  chief,  by  fickle  fortune's  play, 
In  the  fhort  courfe  o'f  one  revolving  day. 
What  wonder  if  the  youth,  fo  ftrangely  ble 
Felt  his  heart  flutter  in  his  little  breaft  ! 
His  thick  embattled  troops,  with  fccret 
He  views  extended  halt  an  acre  vride  ; 
More  light  he  treats,  more  tall  he  feems  to 
And  ftruts  a  ftraw-breadth  nearer  to  the  fkies. 

O  for  thy  mufe,  great  Bard  *,  whofe  lofty  ftraim 
In  battle  join'd  the  pigmies  and  the  cranes  ! 
Each  gaudy  knight,  had  I  that  warmth  divi 
Each  colour'd  legion  in  my  verfe  fhould 
But  fimple  I,  and  innocent  of  art, 
The  tale,  that  footh'd  ray  infant  years,  imm 
The  tale  I  heard  whole  winter-eves,  untir'd, 
And  fing  the  battles,  that  my  nurfe  infpir'd. 

Now  the  flirill  corn-pipes,   echoing   loud 

arms, 

To  rank  and  file  reduce  the  draggling  fwarms. 
Thick  row»  of  fpears  at  once,  with  fudden  glare, 
A  grove  of  needles  glitter  in  the  air  ; 
Loofe  in  the  winds  fmall  ribbon-dreamers  flow, 
Dipt  in  all  colours  of  the  heavenly  bow, 
And  the  gay  hod,  that  now  its  march  purfues, 
Gleams  o'er  the  meadows  in  a  thoufand  hues, 

On  Buda's  plains  thus  formidably  bright, 
Shone  Afia's  fons,  a  pleafing  dreadful  fight. 
In  various  robes  their  filken  troops  were  feen, 
1'he  blue,  the  red,  and  prophet's  facred  green  : 
When  blooming  Brunfwick,  near  the  Danube': 

flood, 
Fird  dain'd  his  maiden  fword  in  Turkifti  blood, 

Unfeen  and  filent  march  the  flow  brigades 
Through  pathlefs  wilds,  and  unfrequented  fhadefc 
In  hope  already  vanquifli'd  by  furprife, 
In  Albion's  power  the  fairy  empire  lies; 
Already  has  he  feiz'd  on-Kenna's  charms, 
And  the  glad  beauty  trembles  in  his  arms. 

The  march  concludes :  and  now   in  profped 

near, 

But  fenc'd  with  arms,  the  hodile  towers  appear, 
Fpr  Oberon,  or  Druids  falfcly  fing, 
Wore  his  prime  vifier  in  a  magic  ring, 

*  Mr.  Addif,* 
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A  fubtle  fpritC;  that  opening  plots  foretold 

By  fudden  dimnefs  on  the  beamy  gold. 

Hence,  in  a  crefcent  form'd,  his  legions  bright 

With  beating  bofoms  waited  far  the  fight ; 

To  charge  their  foes  they  march,  a  glittering  band, 

jAnd  in  their  van  doth  bold  Azuriel  ftand. 

What  rage  that  hour  did  Albion's  foul  poffefs, 
Let  chiefs  imagine,  and  let  lovers  guefs ! 
Forth  iffuing  from  his  ranks,  that  ftrove  in  vain 
(To  check  his  courfe,  athwart  the  dreadful  plain 
jHe  ftrides  indignant :  and  with  haughty  cries 
[To  fingle  fight  the  fairy  prince  defies. 

Forbear  1  rafh  youth,  th'  unequal  war  to  try  ; 
Nor,  fprung  from  mortals,  with  immortals  vie. 
NO  god  {lands  ready  to  avert  thy  doom, 
Nor  yet  thy  grandfire  of  the  waves  is  come. 
My  words  are  vain — no  words  the  wretch  can 

move, 

By  beauty  dazzled,  and  bewitch'd  by  love  : 
He  longs,  he  burns,  to  win  the  glorious  prize, 
And  fees  no  danger,  while  he  fees  her  eyes. 

Now  from  each  hoft  the  eager  warriors  ftart, 
And  furious  Albion  flings  his  hafty  dart. 
'Twas  feather'd  from  the  bee's  tranfparent  wing, 
And  its  fhaft  ended  in  a  hornet's  fling  ; 
But,  toft  in  rage,  it  flew  without  a  wound, 
High  o'er  the  foe,  and  guiltlefs  pierc'd  the  ground. 
Not  fo  Azuriel's  :  with  unerring  aim 
Too  near  the  needle-pointed  javelin  came, 
Drove  through  rhe  fevenfold  fhield,  and  fiiken  veft, 
And  lightly  raz'd  the  lover's  ivory  breaft. 
Rous'd  at  the  fmart,  and  riling  to  the  blow, 
With  his  keen  fword  he  cleaves  his  fairy  foe, 
Sheer  from  the  fhoulder  to  the  wafte  he  cleaves 
And  of  one  arm  the  tottering  trunk  bereaves. 

His  ufelefs  fteel  brave  Albion  weilds  no  more, 
But  fternly  fmiles,  and  thinks  the  combat  o'er : 
So  had  it  been,  had  aught  of  mortal  {train, 
Or  lefs  than  fairy  felt  the  deadly  pain. 
But  empyreal  forms  howe'er  in  fight 
Gafh'd  and  difmember'd,eafily  unite. 
As  fome  frail  cup  of  China's  pureft  mould, 
With  azure  varnifh'd,  asd  bedropt  with  gold, 
Though  broke,  if  cur'd   by  fome  nice  virgin's 

hands, 

In  its  old  ftrength  and  priftine  beauty  {lands ; 
The  tumults  of  the  boiling  bohea  braves, 
And  holds  fecure  the  coffee's  fable  waves  : 
So  did  Azuriel's  arm,  if  fame  fay  true, 
Rejoin  the  vital  trunk  whence  firft  it  grew ; 
And,  whilfl  in  wonder  fix'd  poor  Albion  flood, 
Plung'd  the  curs'd  fabre  in  his  heart's  warm  blood. 
The  golden  broidery,  tender  Milkah  wove, 
The  brcaft,  to  JCenna  facred  and  to  love, 
Lie  rent  and  mangled  :  and  the  gaping  wound 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  purple  on  the  ground. 
The  jetty  luftre  fickens  in  his  eyes  : 
On  his  cold  cheeks  the  bloomy  frefhnefs  dies  j 
*  Oh  Kenna,  Kenna,  thrice  he  try'd  to  fay, 
*-Kenna,  farewell '.'  and  figh'd  his  foul  away. 

His  fall  the  Dryads  with  loud  fhrieks  deplore, 
By  filler  Naiads  echo'd  from  the  fhore, 
Thence   down   to  Neptune's  fecret  realms  con- 

vey'd, 
Through  grotf ,  and  gloomi,and  many  a  coral  fiiade. 


The  fca's  great  fire,  with  looks  denouncing  war, 
The  trident  fhakcs,  and  mounts  the  pearly  car  : 
With  one  ftern  frown  the  wide-fpread  deep  de- 

forms, 

And  works  the  madding  ocean  into  tlorms. 
O'er  foaming  mountains,  and  through  burfling 

tides, 

Now  high,  now  low,  the  bounding  chariot  rides, 
Till  through  the  Thames  in  a  loud  whirlwind's 

roar 
It  moots,  and  lands  him  on'the  deftin'd  fhore. 

Now  fix'd  on  earth  his  towering  ftature  flood, 
Hung  o'er  the  mountains,  and  o'erlook'd  the  wood. 
To  Brumpton's  grove  one  ample  ftride  he  took, 
(The  vallies  trembled,  and  the  foreils  fhook) 
The  next  huge  flep  reach'd  the  devoted  fhade, 
Where  chok'd  in  blood  was  wretched  Albion  laid; 
Where  nowthe  vanquifh'd,  with  the  vidlors  join'd, 
Beneath  the  regal  banners  flood  combin'd. 

Th'  embatteU'd  dwarfs  with  rage  and  fcorn  ho 

paft, 

And  on  their  town  his  eye  vindictive  caft. 
In  deep  foundations  his  ftrong  trident  cleaves. 
And  high  in  air  th'  uprooted  empire  heaves; 
On  his  broad  engine  the  vafl  ruin  hung, 
Which  on  the  foe  with  force  divine  he  flung  ; 
Aghaft  the  legions,  in  th'  approaching  fhade, 
Th'  inverted  fpires  and  rocking  domes  furvey'd, 
That  downward  tumbling  on  the  hoft  below 
Crufh'd  the  whole  nation  at  one  dreadful  blow, 
lowers,  arms,  nymphs,  warriors,  are  together 
loft,  [ghoft. 

And  a  whole  empire  falls  to  foothe  fad  Albion'* 

Such  was  the  period,  long  reftrain'd  by  fate, 
And  fuch  the  downfall  of  the  fairy  ftate. 
This  dale,  a  pleafing  region,  not  unbleft, 
This  dale  pofleft  they  ;  and  had  ftill  poffeft  ; 
Had  not  their  mrnarck,  with  a  father's  pride, 
Rent  from  her  lord  th'  inviolable  bride, 
Rafh  to  diffolve  the  contract  feal'd  above, 
The  folemn  vows  and  facred  bonds  of  love. 
Now,  where  his  elves  fo  fprightly  danc'd  the  round, 
No  violet  breathes,  nor  daify  paints  the  ground, 
His  towers  and  people  fill  one  common  grave, 
A  fhapelefs  ruin,  and  a  barren  cave. 

Beneath  huge  hills  of  fmoking  piles  he  lay 
Stunn'd  and  confounded  a  whole  fummer's  day, 
At  length  awak'd  (for  what  can  long  refirain 
Unbody'd  fpirits  !)  but  awakM  in  pain  : 
And  as  he  faw  the  defolated  wood, 
And  the  dark  den  where  once  his  empire  flood, 
Grief  chill'd  his  heart :  to  his  hajf-open'd  eyes 
In  every  oak  a  Neptune  feem'd  to  rife  : 
He  fled :  and  left,  with  all  his  trembling  peer*, 
The  long  poffeffion  of  a  thoufand  years. 

Through  bufh,  through  brake,  through  groves 

and  gloomy  dales, 
Through  dank  and  dry,  o'er  flreams  and  flewery 

vales, 

Dire.51  they  fled  ;  but  often  look'd  behind, 
And  flopt  and  flarted  at  each  milling  wind. 
Wing'd  with  like  fear,  his  abdicated  bands 
Difperfe  and  wander  into  different  lands. 
Part  hid  beneath  the  Peak's  deep  caverns  lie. 
In  dent  glooms,  impervious  to  the  iky; 
£  eiij 
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Part  on  fair  Avon*s  margin  feek  repofe, 

Whofc  dream  o'er  Britain's  midmoft  region  flows, 

Where  formidable  Neptune  never  came, 

And  feas  and  oceans  are  but  known  by  fame  : 

Some  to  dark  woods  and  fccret  fhade  retreat : 

And  fome  on  mountains  choofe  their  airy  feat. 

There  haply  by  the  ruddy  damfel  feen, 

Or  fhepherd-boy,  they  featly  foot  the  green, 

While  from  their  fteps  a  circling  verdure  fprings ; 

But  fly  from  towns,  and  dread  the  coyts  of  kings. 

Mean  while  fad  Kenna,  loth  to  quit  the  grove, 
Hung  o'er  the  body  of  her  breathlefs  love, 
Ttfy'd  every  art,'  (vain  arts! )  to  change  his  doom, 
And  vow'd  (vain  voWs 1. )  to  join  him  in  the  tomb. 
What  could  fhe  do  ?  the  fates  alike  deny 
The  dead  to  live,  or  fairy  forms  to  die.  [tells 

An  herb  there  grows  (the  fame  old  *  Homer 
Ulyffes  bore  to  rival  Circe's  fpells) 
Its  root  is  ebon-black,  but  fends  to  light 
A  fterri  that  bends  with  flowrcts  milky  white, 
Molythe  plant,  which  gods  and  fairies  know, 
$ut  fecret  kept  from  mortal  men  below. 
On  his4  pale  limbs  its  virtuous  juice  fhe  fhed, 
And  murmur'd  myftic  numbers  6"er  the  dead, 
When  lo  !  the  little  fhape  by  magic  power 
Grew  lefs  and  lefs,  contracted  to  a,  flower ;: 
A  flower,  that  firft  in  this  fweet  garden  fmil'd, 
To  virgins  facred,  and  thve  fnow-drop  ftyl'd. 

The  fiew-born  plant  with   fweet   regret   fhe 
•      viewM,  [dew'd, 

Warm'd  with  her  fighs,  and  with  her  tear's  be- 
lts ripen'd  feeds  from  bank  to  bank  convey'd, 
And  with  her  lover  whiten'd  half  the  fhade. 
Thus  won  from  death  fcach  fpring  fhe  fees  him 

grow,  ' 

And  glories  in  the  vegetable  fnow,  [plains, 

"Which  now   increas'd  through  wide  Britannia's 
Its  parent's  warmth  and  fpotlefsnamc  retains, 
Jiril  leader  of  the  flowery  race  afpirea, 
And  foremoft  catches  the  fun's  genial  fires, 
'Mid  frofls  and  friows  triumphant  dares  appear, 
Mingles  the  feafbns,  and  leads  on  the  year.'1 

Defer  ted  now  of  all  the  pigmy  race, 
Nor  m<in  nor  fairy  touch'd  this  guilty  place. 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  for  many  a  rolling  age," 
it  lay  accurs'd,  the  mark  of  Neptune's  rage, 
Till  great  Naffau  recloth'd  the  defart  fhade, 
Thence  facred  to  Britannia's  inonarchs  made. 
*1  was  then  the  green-rob'd  nymph,  fair  Kcnna, 

came, 

(Kenna,  that  gave  the  neighbouringtown  its  name. ) 
Proud  when  ftie  faw  th'  ennobled  garden  fhinr, 
With  nymphs  and  heroes  of  htr  lover's  line, 
She  vow'd  to  grace  the  manfiohs  once  her  own, 
Ajid  piclure  out  in  plants  the  fairy  town. 
T*  far-farn'd  wife  her  flight  unfeert  fhe  fped, 
And  with  gay  profpecls  fili'd  the  craftfman'^  head, 
Soft  in  his  fancy  drew  a  pleafirig  fcheme,  ' 
And  plann'd  that  landfhip  in  a  morning  dream. 

With  the  fweet  vre,w  the  fire  bf  gardens  iirjd, 
Attempts  the  labour  by  the  nymph  infpir'd, 
The  walls  and  ftreets  in  rows  of  yewdefigns, 
And  forms  the  town  in  all  its  ancient  lines  j 
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The  corner  trees  he  lifts  more  high  in  air, 
And  girds  the  palace  with  a  verdant  fquare ; 
Nor  knows,  while  round  he  views  the  rifing  fcener, 
He  builds  a  city  as  he  plants  his  greens. 

With  a  fad  pleafure  the  aerial  maid 
This  image  of  her  ancient  realms  furvey'd,  , 
How  chang'd,  how  fall'n  from  its  primaeval  ft 
Yet  here  each  moon,  the  hour  her  lover  dy'd, 
Each  moon  his  folemn  obfequies  fhe  pays, 
And  Heads  the  dance  beneath  pale  Cynthia's 
Pleas' d  in  thefe  fhades  to  head  her  fairy  train, 
And  grace  the  groveswhcre  Albion'skinfmen  rei 

TO  A  LADY  BEFORE  MARRIAGE. 

OH,  form'd  by  nature,  and  refin'd  by  art ! 
With  charms  to  win,  and  fenfe  to  fix  the  heart ! 
By  thoufands  fought,  Clotilda,  canft  thou  free 
Thy  crowd  of  captives,  and  defccnd  to  me  ? 
Content  in  fhades  obfcure  to  wade  thy  life, 
A  hidden  beauty,  arid  a  country  wife, 
O,  liften,  while  thy  fummers  are  my  theme  ! 
Ah,  foothe  thy  partner  in  his  waking  dream ! 
In  fome  fmall  hamlet  on  the  lonely  plain, 
Where  Thames,  'through  meadows,  rolls  his 

zy  train ;  [ra7>c 

Or  where  high  Windfor,  thick  with  greens 
Waves  his  old  oaks,  and  fpreads  his  ample  fhade, 
Fancy  has  figur'd  out  our  calm  retreat ; 
Already  round  the  vifionary  feat 
Our  limes  begin  to  fhoot,  our  flowers  to  fpring, 
The  brooks  to  murmur,  and  the  birds  to  fing. 
Where  doft  thou  lie,  thou  thinly- peopled  green  I 
Thou  namelefs  lawn,  and  villagt  yet  unfecn  ? 
Where  fons,  contented  with  their  native  ground, 
Ne'er  travell'd  further  than  ten  furlongs  round  ; 
And  the  tanh'd  peafant,  and  his  ruddy  bride, 
Were  born  together,  and  together  died. 
Where  early  larks  beft  tell  the  morning  light, 
And  only  Philomel  difturbs  the  night ; 
'Midft  gardens  here  my  humble  pile  fhall  rife, 
With  fwects  furrounded  of  ten  thoufand  dyes ; 
All  favage  where  th'  embroider'd  gardens  end, 
The  haunt  of  echoes  fhall  my  woods  afcend ; 
And  oh  !  if  heaven  th'  ambitious  thought  aj 
A  rill  {hall  warble  crof»  the  gloomy  grove, 
A  little  rill,  o'er  pebbly  beds  convey'd, 
Gufh  down  the  fteep,  and  glitter  through  the  glade. 
What  cheering  fcems  thofe  bordering  banks  ex-1 

•hale  1 

How  loud  that  heifer  lows  from  yonder  vale ! 
That  thrufh  how  fhrill !  his  note  fb'clear,  fo  high, 
He  drowns  each  feather'd  minftrel  of  the  fky. 
Here  let  me  trace,  beneath  the  purpted  morn, 
The  deep-mouth'd  beagle,  and  the  fprightly  horn : 
Or  lure  the  trout  with  well-difletnbled  flies, 
Or  fetch  the  fluttering  partridge  from  the  ikies. 
Nor  fhall  thy  hand  difdairi  to  crop  the  vine, 
The  downy  peach,  or  flavour'd  nectarine  ; 
Or  rob  the  bec-hiVe  of  its  golden  hoard, 
And  bear  th'unbought  luxuriance  to  thy  board- 
Sometimes  my  books  by  day  fliall  kill  the  hours-, 
While  from  thy  needle  rife  the  filfcen  flowers-,    I 
And  thou,  by  turns,  to  cafe  my  feeble  fight, 
Refume  the  volume,  and  deceive  the  eijjUt. 
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€>1i  ?  when  I  mark  thy  twinkling  eyes  oppreft, 
Soft  whifpering,  let  me  warn  my  love  to  reft  ; 
Then  watch  thee,  charm'd,  while  fleep  locks  every 

fenfc, 

And  to  fweet  heaven  commend  thy  innocence. 
Thus  reign'd  our  fathers  o'er  the  rural  fold, 
Wife,  hale,  and  honeft,  in  the  days  of  old ; 
Till  courts  arofe,  where  fubftance  pays  for  (how, 
And  fpecious  joys  are  bought  with  real  woe. 
See  Flavia's  pendants,    large,  well-fpread,   and 

right, 

The  ear  that  wears  them  hears  a  fool  each  night : 
Mark  how  th'  embroider'd  colonel  fneaks  away, 
To  (hun  the  withering  dame  that  made  him  gay  ; 
That  knave,  to  gain  a  title,  loft  his  fame  ; 
That  rais'd  his  credit  by  a  daughter's  (hame ; 
This  coxcomb's  ribband  coft  him  half  his  land, 
And  oaks,  unnumber'd,  bought  that  fool  a  wand. 
Fond  man,  as  all  his  forrows  were  too  few, 
Acquires  ftrange  wants  that  nature  never  knew, 
By  midnight  lamps  he  emulates  the  day, 
And  fleeps,  perverfe,  the  cheerful  funs  away  ; 
From  goblets  high-emboft,  his  wine  muft  glide, 
Round  his  clos'd  fight  the  gorgeous  curtain  flide ; 
Fruits  ere  their  time  to  grace  his  pomp  muft  rife, 
And  three  untafted  courfes  glut  his  eyes. 
For  this  are  nature's  gentle  calls  withftood, 
The  voice  of  confcience,  and  the  bonds  of  blood  ; 
This  wifdom  thy  reward  for  every  pain, 
And  this  gay  glory  all  thy  mighty  gain. 
Fair  phantoms  woo'd  and  fcorn'd  from  age  to  age, 
Since  bards  began  to  laugh,  or  priefts  to  rage. 
And  yet,  juft  curfe  on  man's  afpiring  kind, 
Prone  to  ambition,  to  example  blind, 
Our  children's  children  (hall  our  fteps  purfue, 
And  the  fame  errors  be  for  ever  new. 
Mean  while  in  hope  a  guiltlefs  country  Twain, 
My  reed  with  warblings  cheers  th'  imagin'd  plain. 
Hail  humble  fhades,  where  truth  and  filence  dwell ! 
Thou  noify  town,  and  faithlefs  court,  farewell! 
Farewell  ambition,  once  my  darling  flame  ! 
The  thirft  of  lucre,  and  the  charm  of  fame ! 
In  life's  by-road,  that  winds  through  paths  un- 
known, 

My  days,  though  number'd,  (hall  be  all  my  own. 
Here  (halj  they  end,  (O,  might  they  twice  begin !) 
And  all  be  white  the  fates  intend  to  fpin. 

A  POEM, 

IN  PRAISE  OF  THE  HORN-BOOK. 

Written  under  a  Fit  of  tit  Gout, 

"  Magni  magna  patrant,  nos  non  nifi  ludicra— 
Podagra  haec  otia  fecit." 

HAIL,  ancient  book,  moft  venerable  code  ! 
Learning's  firfl  cradle,  and  its  laft  abode ! 
The  huge  unnumber'd  volumes  which  we  fee, 
By  lazy  plagiaries  are  ftol'n  from  thee. 
Yet  future  timss,  to  thy  fufficient  ftore, 
Shall  ne'er  prefume  to  add  one  letter  more. 

Thee  will  I  fing,  in  comely  wainfcot  bound, 
And  golden  verge  enclofing  thee  around ; 
The  faithful  horn  before,  from  age  to  ace^ 
JPrcferying  tby  invaluable  page  j 


Behind,  thy  patron  faint  in  armour  (nines, 
With  fword  and  lance,  to  guard  thy  facred  lines  : 
Beneath  his  courfer's  feet  the  dragon  lies 
Transfix'd  ;  his  blood  thy  fcarlet  cover  dies  ; 
Th*  inftructive  handle's  at  the  bottom  fix'd, 
Left  wrangling  critics  (hould  pervert  the  text. 

Or  if  to  ginger-bread  thou  (halt  defcend, 
And  liquorifli  learning  to  thy  babes  extend ; 
Or  fugar'd  plane,  o'crfpread  with  beaten  goW, 
Does  the  fweet  treafure  of  thy  letters  hold  ; 

Thou  ftill  (halt  be  my  fong Apollo's  choir 

I  fcorn  t'  invoke  ;  Cadmus  my  verfe  infpire  : 
'Twas  Cadmus  who  the  firft  materials  brought 
Of  all  the  learning  which  has  fince  been  taught, 
Soon  made  complete  !  for  mortals  ne'er  mall  knovP 
More  than  containM  of  old  the  Chrift-crofs  row ; 
What  mafters  dictate,  or  what  doctors  preach, 
Wife  matrons  hence,  ev'n  to  our  children  teach  : 
But  as  the  name  of  every  plant  and  flower 
(So  common  that  each  peafant  knows  its  power) 
Phyficians  in  myfterious  cant  exprefs, 
T'  amufe  the  patient,  and  enhance  their  fees ; 
So  from  the  letters  of  our  native  tongue, 
Put  in  Greek  fcrawls,  a  myftery  too  is  fprung-, 
Schools  are  erected,  puzzling  grammars  made, 
And  artful  men  ftrike  out  a  gainful  trade  : 
Strange  characters  adorn  the  learned  gate, 
And  heedlefs  youth  catch  at  the  (hining  bait ; 
The  pregnant  boys  the  noify  charms  declare, 
And  *  Tau's  and  Delta's  make  their  mother's  dare  j 
Th*  uncommon  founds  amaze  the  vulgar  ear, 
And  what's  uncommon  never  cods  too  dear. 
Yet  in  all  tongues  the  horn-book  is  the  fame, 
Taught  by  the  Grecian  matter,  or  the  EnglifH. 
dame. 

But  how  (hall  T  thy  endlefs  virtues  tell, 
In  which  thou  doft  all  other  books  excel  ? 
No  greafy  thumbs  thy  fpotlefs  leaf  can  foil, 
Nor  crooked  dogs- ears  thy  fmooth  corners  fpoil  j 
[n  idle  pages  no  errata  fund, 
To  tell  the  blunders  of  the  printer's  hand  : 
No  fulfome  dedication  here  is  writ, 
Nor  flattering  verfe,  to  praife  the  author's  wit : 
The  margin  with  no  tedious  notes  is  vex'd, 
Nor  various  reading  to  confound  the  text  : 
All  parties  in  thy  literal  fenfe  agree, 
Thou  perfect  centre  of  concordancy  ! 
Search  we  the  records  of  an  ancient  date, 
Or  read  what  modern  hiftories  relate, 
They  all  proclaim  what  wonders  have  been  done 
By  the  plain  letters  taken  as  they  run  : 
"  f  Too  high  the  floods  of  paffion  us'd  to  roll, 
'  And  rend  the  Roman  youth's  impatient  foul ; 
'  His  hafty  anger  furnifh'd  fcenes  of  blood, 
1  And  frequent  deaths  of  worthy  men  enfued : 
*  In  vain  were  all  the  weaker  methods  try'd, 
'  None  could  fuffice  to  ftem  the  furious  tide, 
'  Thy  facred  line  he  did  but  once  repeat, 
«  And  laid  the  ftorm,  and  cool'd  the  raging  heat.'* 

Thy  heavenly  notes,  like  angels*  mufic,  cheer 
Departing  fouls,  and  foothe  the  dying  ear. 

*  Tfa  Greek  letters  T,  A. 

f  The  ad-vice  given  to  Augujlus%  t>y  Atbtnodarm  tfe 
Stw  plihjofher. 
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An  aged  peafant,  on  hit  lateft  bed, 
WifiVd  for  a  friend  feme  godly  book  to  read  ; 
The  pious  grandfon  thy  known  handle  takes, 
And  (eyes  lift  up)  this  lavory  le<Slure  makes : 
Great  A  he  gravely  read  ;  th'  important  found 
The  empty  walls  and  hallow  roof  rebound  : 


Th 

And 


expiring  ancient  rear'd  his  drooping  head, 
I  thank'd  his  liars  that  Hodge  had  learn'd 


to 


read. 


Great  B,  the  younker  hauls;  O  heavenly  breath  I 
"What  ghoftly  comforts  in  the  hour  of  death  1 
"What  hopes  I  feel  !  great  C,  pronounc'd  the  boy  ; 
The  grandlire  dies  with  ecftafy  of  joy. 

Yet  in  fome  lands  fuch  ignorance  abounds, 
"Whole  purifhes  fcarce  know  thy  ufcful  fouimo* 
Of  Effi.x  hundreds  fame  gives  this  report, 
But  fame,  I  ween,  lays  many  thing*  in  fport. 
Scarce  lives  the  man  to  whom  thou'rt  quite  un- 

known, 

Though  few  th  extent  of  thy  vaft  empire  own. 
Whatever  wonders  magic  fpells  can  do 
On  earth,  in  air,  in  fea  in  fhades  below  ; 
What  words  profound  and  dark  wife  Mahomet 

fpoke, 

When  his  old  cow  an  angel's  figure  took  ; 
What  ftrong  enchantments  fage  Canidia  knew, 
Or  Horace  fung,  fierce  monfters  to  fubdue, 

0  mighty  hook  !  are  all  contain'd  in  you  ? 
All  human  arts,  and  every  fcience  meet, 
Within  the  limits  of  thy  fingle  fhect  : 

From  thy  vaft  root  all  learning's  branches  grow, 
And  all  her1  ftreams  from  thy  deep  fountaiu  flow. 
And,  lo  1  while  thus  thy  wonders  1  indite, 
Infpir'd  I  feel  the  power  of  which  1  write  ; 
The  gentler  gout  his  former  rage  forgets, 
Le{s  frequent  now,  and  lei's  fevere  the  fits  : 
Loofe  grew  the  chains  which  bound  my  ufelefs  feet; 
£tiffnefs  and  pain  from  every  juint  retreat  ; 
fcurprifing  ftrength  comes  every  moment  on, 

1  (hand,  I  ftep,  I  walk,  and  now  I  run. 

Jiere  let  me  ceafe,  my  hobling  number*  {lop, 
Aad  at  *  thy  handle  hang  my  crutches  up. 

THERISTES; 

OR,  THE  LQROL1NO, 

yie  Grandftn  of*  Lricklaycr,  Great-grattflfin  of  q 
Butcbtr. 

THERISTES  of  ampliibious  breed, 
Motley  fruit  of  mongrel  feed: 
By  the  dam  from  lordlings  fprung, 
By  the  fire  exhal'd  from  dung  : 
Think  on  every  vice  in  both, 
Look  on  him,  and  fee  their  growth. 

View  him  on  the  mother's  fide, 
Fill'd  with  falfehood,fpleen,and  pride, 
Pofitive  and  over-bearing, 
Changing  flill,  and  ftill  adhering, 
Spiteful,  peevifh,  rude,  untoward  : 
Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward  : 
"When  his  friends  he  moft  is  hard  on, 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardom; 


-  Hot, 


Reputation  ever  tearing, 
Everdeareft  fricndfbip  fwearing. 
Judgment  weak,  and  pstffion  ilrongj. 
Always  various,  dflways  wrong  : 
ProYocation  never  waits, 
Where  he  loves,  or  where  he  hates. 
Talks  whate'er  comes  in  his  head, 
Wifhis  it  were  all  urifcid. 

Let  me  now  the  vices  trace, 
From  his  father 'sfcoundr  el  race, 
Who  could  give  the  looby  fuch  airs; 
Were  they  mafons?  Were  they  butchers? 
Herald  lend  the  mufe  an  anfwcr, 
From  his  atavus  and  grandfire^ 
This  was  dexterous  at  his  trowel, 
That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  well : 
Hence  the  greafy  clumfy  mien, 
In  his  drefs  and  figure  feen  : 
Hence  that  mean  and  fordid  foul. 
Like  his  body,  rank  and  foul : 
Hence  that  wild  fufpicious  peep, 
Like  a  rogue  that  fteals  a  fheep  : 
Hence  he  learn'd  the  butcher's  guile^ 
How  to  cut  a  throat  and  fmile  : 
Like  a  butcher  doom'd  for  life, 
In  his  mputh  to  wear  his  knife. 
Hence  he  draws  his  daily  food, 
From  his  tenant's  vital  blood.. 

LafUy,let  hik  gifts  be  tryM, 
Borrow'd  from  the  mafon  fide. 
Some,  perhaps,  may  think  him  able- 
In  the  ftate  to  build  a  Babel; 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  ftation 
To  deftroy  the  old  foundation. 
True,  indeed,  I  fnould  be  gladder 
Could  he  learn  to  mount  the  ladder. 
May  he  at  his  letter  end 
Mount  alive,  and  dead  dcfcend. 
In  him  ttll  me,  which  prevail,' 
Female  vices  moft,  or  male  ? 
What  I'ro.luc'd  them,  can  you  tell  ? 
Human  race,  or  imp  of  hell  ? 

OXFORD: 

A  PAEM. 
Infer  tied  to  Lord  Lonf dale,  I  JO?. 

"  Unum  opus  eft  intadae  palladis  urbem, 
"  Carmine  perpetuo  cclebrare" — 

HOR.  I  Od. 

WHILST  you,  my  lord,  adorn  that  (lately  feat, 
Where  fhining  beauty  makes  her  foft  retreat, 
Enjoying  all  thofe  graces,  uncontrol'd, 
Which  noblcft  youths  would  die  but  to  behold; 
Whilft  you  inhabit  Lowther's  awful  pile, 
A  ftru&ure  worthy  of  the  founder's  toil ; 
Amaz'd  we  fee  the  former  Lonfdale  fhine 
In  each  defcendant  of  his  noble  line  : 
But  moft  tranfported  and  furpriz'd  we  view 
His  ancient  glories  all  reviv'd  in  you, 
Where  charms  and  virtues  join  their  equal  gt 
Your  father's  godlike  iuul,  your  mother'*  Io> 
face*  4 
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Me  fortune  and  kind  Hearers  indulgent  care 
To  famous  Oxford  and  the  mufcs  bear, 
Where,  of  all  ranks,  the  blooming  youths  combine 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  mighty  Nine, 
And  fnatch,  with  fmiling  joy,  the  laurel  crown, 
Due  to  the  learned  honours  of  the  gown. 
Here  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
Delude  the  time  with  an  unhallow'd  fong, 
Which  thus  my  thanks  to  much-lov'd  Oxford  pays, 
In  no  ungrateful,  though  unartful  lays. 

Where  fhall  I  firft  the  beauteous  ftcne  difclofe, 
And  all  the  gay  variety  expofe.  ? 
For  wherefoe'er  I  turn  my  wondering  eyes, 
Afpiring  towers  and  verdant  groves  arife, 
Immortal  greens  the  fmiling  plains  array, 
And  mazy  rivers  murmur  all  the  way. 

O '.    might   your   eyes  behold   each  fparkling 

dome, 

And  freely  o'er  the  beauteous  profpect  roam, 
J,efs  ravifh'd  your  own  Lowther  you'd  furvey, 
Though  pimp  and  ftate  the  cortly  feat  difplay, 
Where  art  fo  nicely  has  adorn'd  the  place, 
That  nature's  aid  might  feem  an  ufelefs  grace  ; 
Yet  nature's  fmiles  fuch  various  charms  impart, 
That  vain  and  needlefs  are  the  ftrokes  of  art. 
In  equal  ftate  our  rifing  ftructures  fhine, 
Fram'd  by  fuch  rules,  and  forrn'd  by  fuch  defign, 
That  here,  at  once  furpris'd  and  pieas'd,  we  view 
.Old  Athens  loft  and  conquer'd  in  the  new ; 
More  fweet  our  fhades,  more  fit  our  bright  abodes 
For  warbling  mufes  and  infpiring  gods. 

Great  *  Vanbrook's  felf  might  own  each  artfu 

draught 

Equal  to  models  in  his  curious  thought, 
Ncr  fcorn  a  fabric  by  our  plans  to  frame, 
Or  in  immortal  labours  fing  their  fame  ; 
Both  ways  he  faves  them  from  deftroying  fate, 
If  he  but  praife  them,  or  but  imitate. 

See,  where  the  facred  f  Sheldon's  haughty  dom 
Rivals  the  {lately  pomp  of  ancient  Rome, 
Whofe  form,  fo  great  and  noble  feems  defign'd 
T'  exprefs  the  grandeur  of  its  founder's  mind. 
Here,  in  one  lofty  building,  we  behold 
Whate'er  the  Latian  pride  could  boaftof  old. 
True,  no  dire  combats  feed  the  favage  eye, 
And  ftrew  the  fand  with  fportive  cruelty; 
But,  more  adorn'd  with  what  the  mufe  infpires, 
It  far  outfhines  their  bloody  theatres. 
Delightful  fcene  !  when  here,  in  equal  verfe, 
The  youthful  bards  their  godlike  queen  rehearfe, 
To  Churchill's  wreaths  Apollo's  laurel  join, 
And  fing  the  plains  of  Hockftet  and  Judoig'n. 
Next  let  the  mufe  record  our  Boif  ley's  feat 
Nor  aim  at  numbers,  like  the  fubject,  great ; 
All  hail,  thou  fabric,  facred  to  the  Nine, 
Thy  fame  immortal,  and  thy  form  divine  ! 
Who  to  thy  praife  attempts  the  dangerous  flight 
Should  in  thy  various  tongues  be  taught  to  write 
His  verfe,  like  thee,  a  lofty  drefs  fhould  wear, 
And  breathe  the  genius  which  inhabits  there; 
Thy  proper  lays  alone  can  make  thee  live, 
And  pay  that  fame,  which  firft  thy  felf  dioft  give 

*   Sir  John  Vanlru«b. 
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So  fountains,  which  through  fecret  channels  flow, 
nd  pour  above  the  floods  they  take  below, 
Sack  to  their  father  ocean  urge  their  way, 
nd  to  the  fea,  the  ftreams  it  gave,  repay. 
No  more  we  fear  the  military  rage, 
urs'd  up  in  fome  obfcure  barbarian  age  ; 
or  dread  the  ruin  of  our  arts  divine, 
rom  thick -fcull'd  heroes  of  the  Gothic  line, 
hough  pale  the  Romans  faw  thofe  arms  advance, 
nd  wept  their  learning  loft  in  ignorance, 
et  brutal  rage  around  its  terrors  fpread, 
The  living  murder,  and  confume  the  dead, 
n  impious  fires  let  nobleft  writings  burn, 
And  with  their  authors  fhare  a  common  urn; 
Only>ye  fates,  our  lov'd  Bodleian  f'pare, 
Je  IT,  and  learning's  felf  fhall  be  your  care, 
iere  every  art  and  every  grace  fhall  join, 
Collected  Phoebus  here  alone  fhall  fhine, 
Each  other  feat  be  dark,  and  this  be  all  divine. 
Thus  when  the  Greeks  imperial  Troy  defac'd, 

to  the  ground  its  fatal  walls  debas'd, 
n  vain  they  burn  the  work  of  hands  divine, 
And  vow  deftru&ion  to  the  Dardan  line, 
Whilft  good  ./Eneas  flies  th'  unequal  wars, 
And,  with  his  guardian  gods,  lulus  bears, 
Did  Troy  for  ever  ftands  in  him  alone, 
And  all  the  Phrygian  kings  furvive  in  one. 

Here  ftill  prefides  each  fage's  reverend  IhaJc, 
In  foft  and  eafy  grandeur  laid ; 
Their  deathlefs  works  forbid  their  fame  to  die,  ~\ ' 
Nor  time  itfelf  their  perfons  fhall  deftroy, 
Preferv'd  within  the  living  gallery  *.  j> 

What  greater  gift  could  bounteous  heaven  be- 

flow,  •  , 

Than  to  be  feen  above,  and  read  below  ? 
With  deep  refpe<ft  1  bend  my  duteous  head; 
To  fee  the  faithful  likenefs  of  the  dead  ; 
But  O  1  what  mufe  can  equal  warmth  impart  ? 
The  painter's  ikill  tranfcends  the  poet's  art. 
When  round  the  pi&ur'd  founders,  I  defcry, 
With  goodnefsfoft,  and  great  with  majefty, 
So  much  of  life  the  artful  colours  give, 
Scarce  more  within  their  colleges  they  live  ; 
My  blood  begins  in  wilder  rounds  to  roll, 
And  pleafing  tumults  combat  in  my  foul; 
An  humble  awe  my  downcaft  eyes  betray, 
And  only  lefs  than  adoration  pay, 
Such  were  the  Roman  fathers,  when  o'ercome, 
They  faw  the  Gauls  infult  o'er  conquer'd  Romej 
Each  captive  feem'd  the  haughty  vidlor's  lord, 
And  proflrate  chiefs  their  awful  flaves  ador'd. 
Such  art  as  this  adorns  your  Lowther's  hall, 
Where  feafting  gods  caroufe  upon  the  wall; 
The  nectar,  which  creating  paint  fupplies, 
Intoxicates  each  pleas'd fpectator's  eyes; 
Who  view,  amaz'd,  the  figures  heavenly  fair, 
And  thii.k  they  breathe  the  true  JLlyfian  air. 
With  flrokcs  fo  bold,    great  Verrio's  hand  has 

drawn 

The  gods  in  dwellings  brighter  than  their  own. 
,  Fir'd  with  a  thoufand  raptures,  I  behold 
What  lively  features  grac'd  each  bard  of  old  ; 
Such  lips,  I  think,  did  guide  his  charming  tonguCj 
In  fuch  an  air  as  this  the  poet  fling  j 
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Such  eyfe*  as  thefe  glow'd  with  the  facred  fire, 
And  hands  like  thefe  employ'd  the  vocal  lyre. 
Quite  ravifli'd,  I  purfue  each  image  o'er, 
And  fcarce  admire  their  deathlefs  labours  more. 
Sec  where  the  gloomy  Scaliger  appears, 
Each  fhade  is  critic,  and  each  feature  fneers; 
The  artful  Ben  fo  fmartly  ftrikes  the  eye, 
I  more  than  fee  a  fancied  comedy ; 
The  muddy  Scotus  crowns  the  motley  (hew, 
And  metapbyfics  cloud  his  wrinkled  brow. 
But  diftant  awe  invades  my  beating  brcaft, 
To  fee  great  Ormond  in  the  paint  exprefl; ; 
With  fear  I  view  the  figure  from  afar, 
Which  burns  with  noble  ardour  for  the  war ; 
But  near  approaches  free  my  doubting  mind, 
To  view  fuch  fweetnefs  with  fuch  grandeur  join'd. 

Here  ftudious  heads  the  graver  tablet  fhows, 
And  there  with  martial  warmth  the  pi&ure  glows; 
The  blooming  youth  here  boafls  a  brighter  hue, 
And  painted  virgins  far  outfhine  the  true. 

Hail,  colours,  which  with  nature  bear  a  ilrife, 
And  only  want  a  voice  to  perfect  life ; 
The  wondering  ftranger  makes  a  fudden  (land, 
And  pays  low  homage  to  the  lovely  band ; 
Within  each  frame  a  real  fair  believes, 
And  vainly  thinks  the  mimic  canvafs  lives; 
Till,  undeceiv'd,  he  quits  th'  enchanting  fhow, 
JPleas'd  with  the  art,  though  he  laments  it  too. 

So  when  his  Juno  bold  Ixion  woo'd, 
And  aim'd  at  pleafures  worthy  of  a  god, 
A  beauteous  cloud  was  form'd  by  angry  Jove, 
Fit  to  invite,  though  not  indulge  his  love ; 
The  mortal  thought  he  faw  his  geddefs  (bine, 
And  all  the  lying  graces  look'd  divine ; 
But  when  with  heat  he  clafp'd  her  fancied  charms, 
The  empty  vapour  baulk'd  his  eager  arms. 

JLoth  to  depart,  I  leave  th'  inviting  fcenc, 
Yet  fcarce  forbear  to  view  it  o'er  again ; 
But  ftill  new  objects  give  a  new  delight, 
And  various  profpects  blefs  the  wandering  fight. 

Aloft  in  ftate  the  airy  towers  arife, 
And  with  new  luftre  deck  the  wondering  fides ; 
J^o !  to  what  height  the  fchools  afcending  reach, 
Built  with  that  art  which  they  alone  can  teach  ; 
The  lofty  dome  expands  her  fpacious  gate, 
Where  all  the  decent  graces  jointly  wait  j 
Kn  every  fhape  the  god  of  art  reforte, 
And  crowds  of  fages  fill  th'  extended  courts. 

With  wonders  fraught  the  bright  mufeum  fee, 
Jtfelf  the  greateft  curiofity ! 
Where  nature's  choiceft  treafure,  all  combin'd, 
Delight  at  once,  and  quite  confound  the  mind ; 
Ten  thoufand  fplendors  flrike  the  dazzled  eye, 
And  form  on  eartH  another  galaxy. 

Here  colleges  in  fweet  confufion  rife, 
There  temples  feem  to  reach  their  native  flcies; 
Spires,  towers,  and  groves,  compofe  the  various 

fhow, 

And  mingled  profpects  charm  the  doubting  view ; 
Who  can  deny  their  characters  divine, 
Without  refplendent,  and  infpir'd  within  ? 
But,  fince  above  my  weak  and  artlefs  lays, 
JLet  their  own  poets  fing  their  equal  praife. 

'One  labour  more  my  grateful  verfe  renews, 
Andrews  aloft  the  lowdefcendibg  rnufe; 

3 


The  building  *,  parent  of  my  young  cffays. 
Aflcs  in  return  a  tributary  praife. 
Pillars  fublime  bear  up  the  learned  weight, 
And  antique  fages  tread  the  pompous  height ; 
Whiift  guardian  mufes  fliade  the  happy  piles, 
And  all  around  dtffufe  propitious  fmiles. 
Here  Lancafter,  adorn'd  with  every  grace, 
Stands  chief  in  merit,  as  the  chief  in  place  5 
To  his  lov'd  name  our  earlieft  lays  belong, 
The  theme  at  once,  and  patron  of  our  fong. 
Long  may  he  o'er  his  much  lov'd  queen's  prefide, 
Our  arts  encourage,  and  our  counfels  guide  ; 
Till  after-ages,  fill'd  with  glad  furprifc, 
Behold  his  image  all  majeftic  rife, 
Where  now  in  pomp  a  venerable  band, 
Princes  and  queens,  and  holy  fathers,  (land. 
Good  Egglesfield  f  claims  homage  from  the  eye, 
And  the  hard  ftone  feems  foft  with  piety ; 
The  mighty  monarchs  ftill  the  fame  appear, 
And  every  marble  frown  provokes  the  war ; 
Whiift  rugged  rocks,  mark'd  with  Philippa's  face, 
Seften  to  charms,  and  glow  with  new-born  grace. 
A  light  lefs  noble  did  the  warriors  yield, 
Transform'd  to  ftatues  by  the  Gorgon  fhicld  ; 
Diftorting  fear  the  coward's  form  confeft, 
And  fury  fecm'd  to  heave  the  hero's  breaft ; 
The  lifelefs  rocks  each  various  thought  betray 'd, 
And  all  the  foul  was  in  the  ftone  difplay'd. 

Too  high,  my  verfe,  has  been  thy  daring  flight, 
Thy  fofter  numbers  now  the  groves  invite, 
Where  filent  fhades  provoke  the  fpcaking  lyre, 
And  cheerful  objects  happy  fongs  infpire, 
At  once  beftow  rewards,  and  thoughts  infufe, 
Compofe  a  garland,  and  fupply  a  mufe. 

Behold  around,  and  fee  the  living  green 
In  native  colours  paints  a  blooming  fcene  ; 
Th'  eternal  buds  no  deadly  wintef  fear, 
But  fcorn  the  coldeft  fcafon  of  the  year ; 
Apollo  fure  will  blefs  the  happy  place, 
Which  his  own  Daphne  condefcends  to  grace  ; 
For  here  the  everlafting  laurels  grow, 
In  every  grotto,  and  on  every  brow. 
Profpects  fo  gay  demand  a  Congreve's  ftrain*, 
To  call  the  gods  and  nymphs  upon  the  plains ; 
Pan  yields  his  empire  o'er  the  fylvan  throng, 
Pleas'd  to  fubmit  to  his  fuperior  fong ; 
Great  Denham's  genius  looks  with  rapture  down, 
And  Spenfer'a  (hade  refigns  the  rural  crown. 

Fill'd  with   great  thoughts,  a  thoufand  fages 

rove 

Through  every  field  and  folitary  grove; 
Whofe  fouls,  afcending  an  exalted  height, 
Outfoar  the  drooping  mufe's  vulgar  flight, 
That  longs  to  fee  her  darling  votaries  laid 
Beneath  the  covert  of  fome  gentle  fliade, 
Wheie  purling  dreams  and  warbling  birds  con* 

fpire 
To  aid  th'  enchantments  of  the  trembling  lyre. 

Bear  me,fome  God,  to  Chrift-Church,  royal  feat. 
And  lay  me  foftly  in  the  green  retreat, 
Where  Aldrich  holds  o'er  wit  the  fovereign  powers 
And  crowns  the  poets  which  he  taught  before. 

*    Queen's  College  Library. 
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To  Aldfich  Brltala  owes  her  tuneful  Boyle, 
The  nobleft  trophy  of  the  conquer'd  ifle  ; 
Who  adds  new  warmth  to  our  poetic  fire, 
And  gives  to  England  the  Hibernian  lyre. 
Philips,  by  Phoebus  and  his  Aldrich  taught, 
Sings  with  that  heat  wherewith  his  Churchill 

fought, 

Unfetter'd,  in  great  Milton's  ftrain  he  writes, 
Like  Milton's  angels  whilft  his  hero  fights ; 
Purfues  the  bard,  whilft  he  with  honour  can, 
Equals  the  poet,  and  excels  the  man.  [round, 

O'er  all  the  plains,  the  ftreams,  and  woods  a- 
The  pleafmg  lays  of  fweeteft  bards  refound; 
A  faithful  echo  every  note  returns, 
And  liftening  river-gods  neglect  their  urns. 
When  Codrington  *  and  Steele  their  verfe  unrein, 
And  form  an  eafy,  unaffected  ftrain, 
A  double  wreath  of  laurel  binds  their  brow, 
As  they  are  poets  and  are  warriors  too. 
Trapp's  lofty  fcenes  in  gentle  numbers  flow, 
Like  Dryden  great,  as  foft  as  moving  Rowe. 
When  youthful  Harrifon,  with  tuneful  fkill,[Hill ; 
Makes  Woodftock  Park  fcarce  yield  to  Cooper's 
Old  Chaucer  from  th'  Elyfian  fields  looks  down, 
And  fees  at  length  a  genius  like  his  own ;      [low, 
Charm'd  with  his  lays,  which  reach  the  ftiades  be- 
Fair  Rofamonda  intermits  her  woe, 
Forgets  the  anguilh  of  an  injur'd  foul, 
The  fatal  poignard,  and  envenom'd  bowl. 

Apollo  fmiles  on  Magd'len's  peaceful  bowers, 
Perfumes  the  air,  and  paints  the  grot  with  flowers, 
Where  Yalden  learn'd  to  gain  the  myrtle  crown, 
And  every  mufe  was  fond  of  Addifon. 
Applauded  man  !  for  weightier  trufts  defign'd, 
For  once  difdain  not  to  unbend  thy  mind; 
Thy  mother  Ifis  and  her  groves  rehearfe, 
A  fubje<Sl  not  unworthy  of  thy  verfe ; 
So  Latian  fields  will  ceafe  to  boaft  thy  praife, 
And  yield  to  Oxford,  painted  in  thy  lays : 
And  when  the  age  to  come,  from  envy  free, 
What  thou  to  Virgil  giv'ft  fhall  give  to  thee, 
Ifis,  immortal  by  the  poet's  {kill, 
**  Shall,  in  the  fmooth  defcription,  murmur  ftill  f  ;" 
New  beauties  fhall  adorn  our  fylvan  fcene, 
And  in  thy  numbers  grow  for  ever  green. 

Danby's  fam'd  gift  $  fuch  verfe  as  thine  requires, 
Exalted  raptures,  and  celeftial  fires ; 
Apollo  here  mould  plenteoufly  impart, 
As  well  his  finging,  as  his  curing  art ; 
Nature  herfelf  the  healing  garden  loves, 
Which  kindly  her  declining  ftrength  improves, 
Baffles  the  ftrokes  of  unrelenting  death, 
Can  break  his  arrows,  and  can  blunt  his  teeth. 
How  fweet  the  landfkip !  where,  in  living  trees, 
Here  frowns  a  vegetable  Hercules  ! 
There  fam'd  Achilles  learns  to  live  again, 
And  looks  yet  angry  in  the  mimic  fcene  ; 
Here  artful  birds,  which  blooming  arbours  (how, 
Seem  to  fly  higher,  whilft  they  upwards  grow, 
From  the  fame  leaves  both  arms  and  warriors  rife, 
And  every  bough  a  different  charm  fupplies. 

*    The  great  IsnefaRor  to  All-fouls   Cottrge* 
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So  when  our  world  the  great  Creator  made, 
And,  unadorn'd,  the  fluggifli  chaos  laid, 
Horror  and  Beauty  own'd  their  fire  the  fame, 
And  Form  itfelf  from  Parent  Matter  came, 
That  lumpifti  mafs  alone  was  fource  of  all, 
And  Barda  and  Themes  had  one  original. 

In  vain  the  groves  demand  my  longer  ftajr, 
The  gentle  Ifis  wafts  the  mufe  away ; 
With  eafe  the  river  guides  her  wandering  ftream,' 
And  haftes  to  mingle  with  uxorious  Thame, 
Attempting  poets  on  her  banks  lie  down, 
And  quaff,  infpir'd,  the  better  Helicon, 
Harmonious  ftrains  adorn  their  various  theme*, 
Sweet  as  the  banks,  and  flowing  as  the  ftreams. 

Blefs'd  we,  whom  bounteous  fortune  here  has 

thrown, 

And  made  the  various  bleffinga  all  our  own  ! 
Nor  crowns,  nor  globes,  the  pageantry  of  ftate, 
Upon  our  humble,  eafy  {lumbers  wait ; 
Nor  aught  that  is  ambition's  lofty  theme 
Difturbs  our  fleep,  and  gilds  the  gaudy  dream. 
Touch'd  by  no  ills  which  vex  th'  unhappy  great. 
We  only  read  the  changes  in  the  ftate, 
Triumphant  Marlborough's  arms  at  diftancehear, 
And  learn  from  fame  the  rough  events  of  war ; 
With  pointed  rhymes  the  Gallic  tyrant  pierce, 
And  make  the  cannon  thunder  in  our  verfe. 

See  how  the  matchlefs  youth  their  hours  im* 

prove, 

And  in  the  glorious  way  to  knowledge  move ! 
Eager  for  fame,  prevent  the  rifing  fun, 
And  watch  the  midnight  labours  of  the  moon. 
Not  tender  years  their  bold  attempts  reftrain, 
Who  leave  dull  Time,  and  haften  into  man, 
Pure  to  the  foul,  and  pleafing  to  the  eyes, 
Like  angels  youthful,  and  like  angels  wife. 

Some  learn  the  mighty  deeds  of  ages  gone, 
And,  by  the  lives  of  heroes,  form  their  own; 
Now  view  the  Granique  chok'd  with  heaps  of 

flain, 

And  warring  worlds  on  the  Pharfalian  plain  ; 
Now  hear  the  trumpets  clangour  from  afar, 
And  all  the  dreadful  harmony  of  war ; 
Now  trace  thofe  fecret  tricks  that  loft  a  ftate, 
And  fearch  the  fine-fpun  arts  that  made  it  great, 
Correct  thofe  errors  that  its  ruin  bred, 
And  bid  fome  long-loft  empire  rear  its  ancient 
head, 

Others,  to  whom  perfuafive  arts  belong 
(Words  in  their  looks,  and  muficen  their  tongue), 
Inftructed  by  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Learn  richly  to  adorn  their  native  home ; 
Whilft  liftening  crowds  confefs  the  fweet  furprife* 
With  pleafure  in  their  breafts,  and  wonder  in  their 
eyes. 

Here  curious  minds  the  latent  feeds  difclofe. 
And  nature's  darkeft  labyrinths  expofe ; 
Whilft  greater  fouls  the  diftant  words  defcry,    ^ 
Pierce  to  the  outftretch'd  borders  of  the  fky,     / 
Enlarge  the  fcarching  mind,  and  broad  expand  t" 
the  eye.  3, 

O  you,  whofe  rifing  years  fo  great  began, 
In  whofe  bright  youth  1  read  the  fliining  man, 
O  Lonfdale,  know  what  nobleft  minds  approve, 
The  though^  th'0}'  chgrijh;  and  the  arts  they  lev^- 


444 

Let  thcfe  examples  your  young  bofom  fire, 
And  bid  your  foul  to  boundlefg  height  afpire. 
Methinks  I  fee  you  in  our  fhades  rctir'd, 
Alike  admiring,  and  by  all  admir'd  : 
Your  eloquence  now  charms  my  ravifli'd  ear, 
"Which  future  fenates  fhall  transported  hear, 
Now  mournful  verfe  infpires  a  pleafing  woe, 
And  now  your  cheeks  with  warlike  fury  glow, 
•Whilft  on  the  paper  fancy 'd  fields  appear, 
And  profpe«5ls  of  imaginary  war  ; 
Your  martial  foul  fees  Hockftet's  fatal  plain, 
Or  fights  the  fam'd  Ramilia  o'er  again. 

But  I  in  vain  thefe  lofty  names  rehearfe, 
Above  the  faint  attempts  of  humble  verfe, 
Which  Garth  fhould  in  immortal  ftrains  dcfign, 
Or  Addifon  exalt  with  warmth  divine  ; 
A  meaner  fong  my  tender  voice  requires, 
And  fainter  lays  confefs  the  fainter  fires, 
By  nature  fitted  for  an  humble  theme, 
A  painted  profp€<5l,  or  a  murmuring  ftream, 
To  tune  a  vulgar  note  in  Echo's  praifc, 
Whilft  Echo's  fclf  refounds  the  flattering  lays  • 
Or,  whilft  I  tell  how  Myra's  charms  furprife, 
"Paint  rofes  on  her  cheeks,  and  funs  within  her  eyes. 

O,  did  proportion'd  height  to  me  belong, 
Great  Anna's  name  fhould  grace  th'  ambitious 

fong; 

Illuftrious  dames  fhould  round  their  queen  refort, 
And  Lonfdale's  mother  crown  the  fplendid  court ; 
Her  noble  fon  fhould  boaft  no  vulgar  place, 
But  mare  the  ancient  honours  of  his  race ;      [eyes 
\Vhilft  each  fair  daughter's  face  and  conquering 
To  Venus  only  fhould  fubmit  the  prize. 
O  matchlefs  beauties !  more  than  heavenly  fair, 
Your  looks  refiftlefs,  and  divine  your  air, 
Let  your  bright  eyes  their  bounteous  beams  diffufe, 
And  no  fond  bard  fhall  afk  an  ufelefs  mufe ; 
Their  kindling  rays  excite  a  noble  fire, 
Give  beauty  to  the  fong,  and  mufic  to  the  lyre. 

This  charming  theme  I  ever  could  purfue, 
And  think  the  infpiration  ever  new, 
pid  not  the  God  my  wandering  pen  reftrain ; 
And  bring  me  to  his  Oxford  back  again. 

Oxford,  the  goddefs  mufe's  native  home, 
Infpir'd  like  Athens,  and  adorn'd  like  Rome  ! 
Hadft  thou  of  old  been  Learning's  fam'd  retreat, 
Pagan  mules  chufc  thy  lovely  feat, 
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O,  how  unbounded  had  their  fic'llon  been  ? 
What  fancy'd  vifions  had  adorn'd  the  fcenc  I 
Upon  each  hill  a  Sylvan  Pan  had  flood, 
And  every  thicket  boafted  of  a  God ; 
Satyrs  had  frifk'd  in  each  poetic  grove, 
And  not  a  ftream  without  its  nymphs  could  move  ; 
Each  fummit  had  the  train  of  Mules  {how'd, 
And  Hippocrene  in  every  fountain  flow'd  ; 
The  tales,  adorn'd  with  each  poetic  grace, 
Had  look'd  almoft  as  charming  as  the  place. 

Ev'n  now  we  hear  the  world  with  tranfportsown 
Thofe  fi&ions  by  more  wond'rous  truths  outdone  ; 
Here  pure  Eufebia  keeps  her  holy  feat, 
And  Themis  fmiles  from  Heaven  on  this  retreat; 
Our  chafter  graces  own  refin'd  defires, 
And  all  our  mufes  burn  with  veftal  fires; 
Whilft  guardian-angels  our  Apollo's  ftand,         ^ 
Scattering  rich  favours  with  a  bounteous  hand  > 
To  blefs  the  happy  air,  and  fandify  the  land.       j) 

O  pleafing  fhades !   O  ever-green  retreat*  ! 
Ye  learned  grottos !  and  ye  facred  feats  ! 
Never  may  you  politer  arts  refufe, 
But  entertain  in  peace  the  bafhful  mufe  ! 
So  may  you  be  kind  Heav'n's  diftinguifh'd  care, 
And  may  your  fame  be  lafting,  as  'tis  fair  ! 
Let  greater  bards  on  fam'd  Parnaffus  dream, 
Or  tafte  th*  infpir'd  Heliconian  ftream ; 
Yet,  whilft  our  Oxford  is  the  bleft  abode 
Of  every  mufe,  and  every  tuneful  god, 
Parnaffus  owns  its  henours  far  outdone, 
And  Ifii  boafts  more  bards  than  Helicon. 

A  thoufand  bleflings  I  to  Oxford  owe, 
But  you,  my  Lord,  th  infpiring  mufe  bcftow ; 
Grac'd  with  your  name  th'unpolifh'dpoemihines^ 
You  guard  its  faults,  and  conlecrate  the  lines, 
O  might  you  here  meet  my  defiring  eyes, 
My  drooping  fong  to  nobler  heights  would  rife : 
Or  might  I  come  to  breathe  your  northern  air, 
Yet  fhould  I  find  an  equal  pleafure  there ; 
Your  prefencc  would  the  harfher  climate  foothe, 
Hufh  every  wind,  and  every  mountain  fmooth ; 
Would  bid  the  groves  in  fpringing  pomp  arife, 
And  open  charming  yifta's  to  the  eyes ; 
Would  make  my  trifling  verfe  be  heard  around, 
And  fportive  echo  play  the  empty  found  : 
With  you  I  fhould  a  better  Phoebus  find, 
And  own  in  you  alone  the  charms  of  Oxford  join'd. 
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•Attend,  ye  vocal  throng, 


SOMERVILE  meditates  th'  adventurous  fong. 
Bold  to  attempt,  and  happy  to  excel, 
His  numerous  verfe  the  huntfman's  art  fliall  tell. 
From  him,  ye  Britifli  youths,  a  vigorous  race, 
Imbibe  the  various  fcience  of  the  Chafe. 
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THE  family  of  Somervile  was  originally  from  Normandy;  and  came  to  England  with  William  the 
Conqueror,  in  1066.  Sir  Walter  de  Somervile  had  a  confiderable  command  in  the  Conqueror'* 
army ;  and  was  rewarded  for  his  fervices,  with  the  lordfhip  of  Whlchenovre  in  Staffordfture,  and 
Afton  in  Gloucefterfhire.  His  eldeft  fon,  Sir  Walter  de  Somervile,  fucceeded  him  in  the  lordfliip 
of  Whichenovre ;  and  from  him  was  defcended  Sir  Philip  de  Somervile,  lord  of  Whichenovre,  in 
the  reign  of  Henry  V.  who  held  the  lands  of  Whichenovre,  Scirefcot,  Ridware,  Netherton,  and  Cowlee, 
•f  the  Earls  of  Lancafter,  by  the  memorable  fervice  of  giving  a  flitch  of  bacon,  as  a  reward  to  any  huf- 
band  and  wife,  who  could  fay,  that  they  never  had  the  kaft  difference,  nor  contradicted  one  another, 
within  the  fpace  of  twelve  months  after  marriage,  &c.  The  male  line  of  the  Whichenovre  family 
is  long  fince  extinct,  having  ended  in  a  daughter,  married  to  Stafford  Duke  of  Buckingham,  beheaded 
in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.  William  de  Somervile,  the  fecond  fon  of  the  firft  Sir  Walter,  having 
contracted  a  friendfhip  with  David  I.  King  of  Scotland,  when  he  was  in  England,  accompanied 
him  to  Scotland,  and  obtained  from  him  the  barony  of  Carnwath  in  Lanarkfliire,  where  he  fettled. 
He  was  the  progenitor  of  the  prefent  Lord  Somerville,  and  the  other  families  of  that  name  in  Scotland. 

Roger  de  Somervile,  the  third  fon  of  the  firft  Sir  Walter,  got  from  his  father  the  lordfhip  of 
Afton  in  Gloucefterfliire,  which,  after  him,  was  called  Somervile-Afton. 

Sir  John  Somervile,  his  grandfon,  obtained  by  marriage  feveral  eftates  in  Warwickftiire,  which, 
with  Somervile-Afton,  defcended  to  Robert  Somervile,  Efq.  his  lineal  reprefentative,  father  of  Wil- 
liam Somervile,  the  poet,  who  was  born  at  Edfton  in  Warwickshire,  in  1692. 

He  tells  of  himfelf,  in  his  Qde  to  General  Stanhope^  that  he  was  barn  near  Avonas  winding  Jlream  ;  and 
Ramfay,  his  contemporary  and  admirer,  in  an  encomiaftic  epiftle  addreffed  to  him,  on  readixg  feveral 
qfbis  excellent  poems  t  gives  a  metrical,  but  inaccurate  account  of  his  illuftrious  lineage,  and  that  of  his 
«'  noble  kinfman." 

You  both  from  one  great  lineage  fpring, 
Both  from  de  Somervile,  who  came 
With  William,  England's  conqu'ring  king, 
To  win  fair  plains  and  lafting  fame. 
Whichnour  he  left  to 's  eldeft  fon, 
That  firft-born  chief  you  represent ; 
The  fecond  came  to  Caledon, 
From  whom  our  Somer'le  takes  defcent. 

OF  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  Somervile,  fome  dates,  and  fome  few  fads,  fcarce  more  iaterefting  than 
thofe  that  make  the  ornaments  of  a  country  tombftone,  are  all  the  memorials  that  have  defcended 
to  pofterity. 

A  poet,  while  living,  it  has  been  well  obferved,  is  feldom  an  object  fufficiently  great  to  attrad 
much  attention ;  his  real  merits  are  known  but  to  a  few,  and  thefc  are  generally  fparing  in  their 
praifcs.  When  his  fame  is  increafed  by  time,  it  is  then  too  late  to  inveftigate  the  peculiarities  of 
his  difpofition  and  familiar  practices  :  "  the  dews  of  the  morning  are  paft,  and  we  vainly  try  t« 
continue  the  chafe  by  the  meridian  fplead<mr.V 
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He  was  educated  at  Winchefter  fchool,  and  afterward  chofen  tox>ne  of  the  vacancies 
College,  Oxford. 

In  the  places  of  his  education,  tradition  has  preferved  no  account  of  his  haying  difplayed  any  un- 
common proofs  of  his  genius  or  literature. 

It  is  probable  that  he  was  not  negligent  of  ftudy ;  and,  it  is  certain,  that  he  made  a  confidef  able 
proficiency  in  claifical  learning,  and  difcovercd  an  early  propenfity  to  poetry. 

It  is  not  known  how  long  he  refided  at  Oxford,  or  what  literary  or  political  conne&ions  he  formed 
there ;  but  he  feems  to  have  been  an  early  friend  to  the  Hanover  fucceffion,  and  other  meafures  re- 
fulting  from  principles  of  freedom. 

When  the  Tory  minifters  of  Queen  Anne  removed  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  from  all  his  places, 
Jie  addreffed  an  Ode  to  him,  which  ftands  high  among  the  nioft  diftinguifhed  competitions  of  that 
time. 

It  was  followed,  in  1712,  by  an  OJe,  occaftoncd  by  the  Duke  of  Marl&orougb* s  cmkarling  for  OJtenJ ; 
which,  though  Icfs  elevated,  has  fome  fine  encomiaftic  {trains. 

After  the  accefiion  of  King  George,  he  preferved  his  attachment  to  the  Whig  party  ;  and  ad- 
dreffed an  OJe  to  General  Stanbof>ey  one  of  his  Majefty's  Secretaries  of  State,  afterward  Earl  Stan- 
hope, in  which  he  is  conflant  to  his  theme,  and  mingles  the  praifes  of  Marlborough  and  Stanhope 
•with  appropriate  encomiums  on  Milton,  and  Addiibn,  and  other  Englifh  poets,  whofc  efforts  have 
been  directed  to  fupport  the  caufe  of  freedom. 

When  Addifon  purchafed  an  eftate  in  Warwickshire,  his  native  county,  he  did  not  mifs  fo  fair  an 
cccafion  of  ihowing  his  refpedt  for  that  great  mian,  and  of  doing  honour  to  the  feat  of  his  illuftriout 
miccilor*,  aud  the  birth-place  of  the  immortal  Shakipeare. 

Contending  nations  ancient  Homer  claim, 
And  Mantua  glories  in  her  Maro's  name, 
Our  happier  foil  the  prize  (hall  yield  to  none, 
Ardenna's  groves  fhall  boaft  an  Addifon. — 
Your  wifer  choice  prefers  this  fpot  of  earth, 
Diftinguifh'd  by  th'  immortal  Shakfpeare's  birth; 
"Where  through  the  vales  the  fair  Avona  glides, 
And  nourifhes  the  glebe  with  fattening  tideg — 
Here,  on  the  painted  borders  of  the  flood 
The  babe  was  born,  his  bed  with  rofes  ftrew'd  j 
Here,  in  an  ancient  venerable  dome, 
Oppreft  with  grief,  we  view  the  poet's  tomb ! 

His  compliment  to  Addifon,  as  a  teacher  of  moral  and  religious  truth,  is  expf  effed  with  admirable 
felicity  and  delicacy. 

When  panting  virtue  her  lafl  efforts  made, 
You  brought  your  CLIO  to  the  virgin's  aid, 
Prefumptuous  Folly  blufh'd,  and  Vice  withdrew, 
To  vengeance  yielding  her  abandou'd  crew. 

He  was  now  diftinguifhed  as  a  poet,  and  came  forward  among  the  reft,  with  verfcs  to  the  autkif 
tftbe  EJfay  on  Man,  and  an  Epijlle  to  Mr.  Tbomfon,  on  the  frjl  edition  of  bis  Seafonj. 

He  was  no  lefs  diftinguifhed  as  an  accomplifhed  gentleman,  an  active  and  fkilful  fportfman,  and  a 
ufeful  juftice  of  the  peace. 

Inheriting  an  eftate  of  fifteen  hundred  a-year,  he  lived  chiefly  in  the  country ;  and  fet  a  good  ex- 
ample to  men  of  his  own  clafs,  by  devoting  part  of  his  time  to  elegant  knowledge ;  the  fubjefls 
•which  his  poetry  has  adorned,  fhow  that  ^it  is  praAicable  to  be  at  ence  a  fkilful  fportfman  and  a 
man  of  letters. 

He  was  a  man  of  high  fpirit ;  and  feems  to  have  practifed  an  unbounded  hofpitality,  and  to  have 
teen  wholly  negligent  of  economy,  by  which  he  impaired  his  fortune,  and  fubjedcd  himfclf  to  dif- 
treffes,  which  met  with  but  little  commiferatioa  from  his  unfeeling  neighbours. 
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In  17 jo,  he  concluded  a  bargain  with  James  Lord  Somerville  (who  claimed  and  obtained,  in 
1722,  the  ancient  peerage  that  had  been  dormant  fince  1618),  for  the  reverfion  of  his  eftate  at  his 
death. 

His  connexion  with  Lord  Somerville  probably  occafioned  his  poetical  correfpondence  with  Ram. 
fay,  who  was  patronifed  by  that  nobleman. 

He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Shenftone,  who  was  his  neighbour,  and  by  whom  he  was  too  much 
refembled  in  his  negligence  of  economy. 

"  I  loved  Mr.  Somervile,"  fays  Shenftonej  "  becaufe  he  knew  fo  perfectly  what  belonged  to  the 
flocci-nauci-nihili-pilification  of  money." 

In  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  he  wrote  The  Chafe,  which  raifed  his  reputation  very  high  among 
fportfmen,  and  men  of  letters,  and  by  which  he  is  beft  known.  It  is  written  with  equal  vigour  and 
elegance,  and  juftly  ranks  among  the  beft  didactic  poems  in  the  Engliih  language. 

It  was  followed  by  Hobbind,  a  burlefque  poem,  dedicated  to  Hogarth  ;  and  Field  S forts ,  a  poem  on 
hawking,  addrefied  to  Frederick  Prince  of  Wales,  and  printed  in  1 741. 

"  Mr.  Somervile's  poem  upon  hacking,  called  Field  Sports"  fays  Shenftone,  in  his  letter  to  Mr. 
Graves,  "  was  fent  to  Mr.  Lyttleton,  to  be  read  to  the  Prince,  to  whom  it  is  infcribed.  It  feemi 
he  is  fond  of  hawking." 

Of  the  clofc  of  his  life,  thofe  whom  his  poems  have  delighted,  will  read  with  pain  the  following 
account,  copied  from  the  letters  of  his  friend  Shenftone. 

"  Our  old  friend  Somervile  is  dead !  I  did  not  imagine  I  could  have  been  fo  forry  as  I  find  myfelf 
upon  this  occafion.  Sublatum  qu<erimut,  I  can  now  excufe  all  his  foibles,  impute  them  to  age,  and 
to  diflrefs  of  circumftances ;  the  laft  of  thefe  confiderations  wrings  my  very  foul  to  think  on.  For 
a  man  of  high  fpirit,  confcious  of  having  (at  leaft  in  one  production)  generally  pleafed  the  world, 
to  be  plagued  and  threatened  by  wretches  that  are  very  low  in  every  fenfe  ;  te  be  forced  to  drink 
himfclf  into  pains  of  the  body,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  pains  of  the  mind,  is  a  mifery." 

He  died  July  19,  174*,  in  the  joth  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  at  Wotton,  near  Henley,  on 
Arden. 

His  eftate,  inherited  from  a  long  line  of  anceftors,  devolved  to  Lord  Somerville,  chargeable  with 
a  jointure  of  fix  hundred  a-year  to  his  mother,  who  lived  till  ninety. 

His  Chafe,  Hobbinol,  and  Field  Sports,  have  been  frequently  printed }  and  are  inferted  with  his 
Cccajional  Poems,  Tranjlations ,  Fa&ks,  and  Tales,  in  the  collection  of  the  "  Englifh  Poets"  17791 
and  1790. 

From  Lady  Luxborough's  "  Letters  to  Shenftone,"  p.  21 1}  it  appears  that  he  tranflated  Al»iret 
from  Voltaire,  which  was  then  in  MS.,  in  her  poffeflion ;  together  with  feveral  "  little  poems  and 
impromptus,  which,"  (he  fays,  "  are,  for  the  rnoft  part,  too  trivial  or  too  local  for  the  prefs." 

Somervile  is,  by  his  contempotaries,  allowed  to  have  been  a  man  of  very  great  benevolence,  and 
•f  very  agreeable  manners. 

Shenftone,  who  knew  him  well,  has  tranfmitted  to  pofterity  a  very  advantageous  idea  of  his  pri- 
fate  character,  as  well  as  his  capacity  as  a  poet. 

Near  Avon's  banks,  on  Arden's  flowery  plain, 
A  tuneful  jbepberd  charm'd  the  lift'iiing  wave, 
And  funny  CotfoP  fondly  lov'd  the  fwain  ; 
Yet  not  a  garland  crowns  thefttpberd's  grave. 

Oh  loft  Ophelia !  fmoothly  flow'd  the  day, 
To  feel  hismufic  with  my  flames  agree, 
To  tafte  the  beauties  of  his  melting  lay, 
To  tafte,  and  fancy  it  was  dear  to  thee  ! 

When,  for  his  tomb,  with  each  revolving  year, 
I  fteal  the  mulk  rofe  from  the  fcented  brake, 
I  ftrew  my  cowflips,  and  I  pay  my  tear  ; 
I'll  add  the  myrtle  for  Ophelia's  fake.— — — JZIeg.  xviii< 

ffoi.  viir,  if        j 
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He  was  triuch  eftcemed  for  his  amiable  and  eftimable  qualities  by  Lady  Luxborough,  the  fitter  o 
Lord  Bolingbroke  ;  who  "  feen:ed,"  fays  Shenftone,  "  in  all  refpecls  the  female  Lord  Bolingbroke .' 
Her  correfpondence  with  Shenftone  exhibits  many  unequivocal  teftimonies  of  her  veneration  for  his 
•virtue  and  his  genius.  "  I  return,"  fays  fhe,  "  Mr.  Somervile's  picture.  I  think  it  very  like  Wor- 
ledgc's,  and  indeed  very  like  Mr.  Somervile ;  but,  methinks,  it  fcarcely  does  him  juftice,  as  fome 
of  the  leaft  agreeable  features  in  his  face  are  rather  too  ftrongly  marked  ;  as  under  the  eyes,  for  ex- 
ample ;  and  I  think,  as  he  was  very  fair,  the  pencil  might  be  fainter.  But,  upon  the  whole,  had  I 
not  another  of  him,  I  would  not  give  this  for  a  great  fum."  In  another  place  :  «*  As  to  the  urn  for 
Mr.  Somervile,  my  prefent  defign  is  to  place  it  under  the  great  double  oak,  as  himfelf  exprefles  it, 
"  under  the  oak's  protecting  (hade."  It  will  be  like  raifing  a  throne  as  well  as  a  monument  for 
3fir.  Somervile ;  and,  could  he  fee  it,  he  would,  I  believe,  think  himfelf  more  honourably  pi 
than  if  he  was  kicked  down  below  one's  feet,  which  might  offend  his  elevated  fpirit."  Ags 
"  Mr.  Allen  propofes,  that  below  where  Mr.  Somervile's  name,  &c.  is  placed,  fhould  be  added, 

Multis  ille  bonis  flebiliis  occidit." 

I  think  with  him,  that  this  motto  will  record  him,  as  a  man  who  deferved  the  efteem  of  evefj 
good  man,  and  was  regretted  accordingly.     But  you  and  I  may  both  be  in  the  right  in  agreeing 
the  infcription's  being  in  Englifh. 

Sacred  to  tbe  Memory  of 
WILLIAM  SOMERVILE,  ESC-UIRE. 

"  I  am  charmed  with  your  thought  of  alluding  to  the  Chafe,  which  you  very  juftly  fay  -would 
the  mojl  proper  ornament,  a  -wreath  and  French  born.  As  the  reaibn  of  my  erecting  it  is  to  be  plainly 
underftood  to  mean  no  more  than  my  efteem  for  him  as  a  worthy  man,  and  a  good  poet,  who  had 
honoured  me  with  his  friendfhip,  I  fhould  like  the  whole  to  be  as  plain  as  poflible  ;  that  is  to  fay, 
as  far  as  is  confiftent  with  exprefling  my  friendfhip  for  Mr.  Somervile,  and  his  poetical  genius,  tro- 
jphies  of  which  muft  undoubtedly  be  en  one  fide  the  urn.  Neither  would  I  have  it  expcnfive  ;  but 
I  would  exprefs  with  as  much  fimplicity  as  poflible,  my  refpecl  for  his  memory,  without  flattery  or 
pomp  ;  and  that  it  was  my  friendfhip  only  which  made  me  raife  this  memorandum  of  him.  So  that 
my  firft  thought  of  all  was,  only  to  have  had  an  altar,  without  any  urn,  and  fomething  wrote  upon 
it  equivalent  to  what  you  have  put  round  the  blazing  altar  you  drew  out  in  your  letter,  viz.  Sacrel 
to  Friend/hip.,  or  to  that  effect."  In  her  letter,  April  25,  1750,  flic  writes:  "  As  to  the  urn,  I  told 
you  it  was  erecHed.  As  the  motto  Mr.  Allen,  and  that  you  had  chofe,  cannot,  in  your  opinion,  be 
on  each  fide  the  fame  plinth,  and  neither  of  them  fingly  take  in  both  the  moral  and  the  poetical 
character  of  Mr.  Somervile,  nor  my  friendfhip,  I  fearched  Francis's  Horace,  with  a  view  to  find  tne 
only  that  fhould  exprefs,  in  fome  meafure,  the  whole.  The  motto  is, 

Debitafparge  lacryma  fa-viUam 
Vatis  Amid. 

This  upon  the  plinth,  ana  under  it  on  the  pedeftal  over  the  wreathj  Mr.  Somervile's  name  in 
Latin,  and  p  '  and,  at  bottom,  the  date  of  the  year  he  died,  becaufe  of  the  word  favillam.  I 
do  not  imagine  Author  of  the  Chafe  can  be  put  agreeably  into  Lathi ;  and,  I  confefs,  it  appears  to 
me,  that  the  emblematical  born,  -wreathed  tvitb  laurel,  will  fuffice  to  put  all  who  know  him,  in  mind 
of  that  poetical  performance,  without  any  explanation  by  words." 

Hischaraaer  as  a  poet,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  may  be  generally  allowed,  with  fome  exception 
to  his  unreafonable  diflike  of  blank  verfe  and  burlefque  poetry. 
"  Somervile  has  tried  many  modes  of  poetry ;  and  though  perhaps  he  has  not  in  any  reached  fuch 
excellence  as  to  raife  much  envy,  it  may  commonly  be  faid,  at  leaft,  that  "  he  writes  very  well  for  a 
gentleman."     His  ferious  pieces  are  fometimes  elevated,  and  his  trifles  are  fometimes  elegant.    In  his 
fes  to  Addifon,  the  couj> let  which  mentions  CLIO,  is  written  with  the  moft  exquifuc  deli««cj,o£ 
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praife ;  it  exhibits  one  of  thofc  happy  ftrokes  that  are  feldom  attained.  In  his  Odes  to  Marlborough, 
there  are  beautiful  lines.  His  fubje&s  are  commonly  fuch  as  require  no  great  depth  of  thought, 
or  energy  of  expreflion.  His  Fables  are  generally  ftale ;  and  therefore  excite  no  curiofity.  Of  his 
favourite,  Tie  T-wo  Springs,  the  fiction  is  unnatural,  and  the  moral  inconsequential.  In  his  Tales  t 
there  is  too  much  coarfenefa,  with  too  little  eafe  of  language,  and  not  fufficient  rapidity  of  narration. 

"  His  great  work  is  his  Chafe,  which  he  undertook  in  his  maturer  age,  when  his  ear  was  im- 
proved to  the  approbation  of  blank  verfe  ;  of  which,  however,  his  two  firft  lines  give  a  bad  fpecimen. 
To  thii  poem  praife  cannot  be  totally  denied.  He  is  allowed  by  fportfmeri,  to  write  with  great  in- 
telligence of  his  fubjed,  which  is  the  firft  requifite  to  excellence  ;  and,  though  it  is  impoflible  to  in- 
tercfl  the  common  readers  of  verfe,  in  the  dangers  or  pleafures  of  the  chafe,  he  has  done  all  that  tran- 
fition  and  variety  could  effect;  and  has,  with  great  propriety,  enlarged  his  plan,  by  the  modes  of 
hunting  ufed  in  other  countries. 

"  With  ftill  lefs  judgment  did  he  choofe  blank  verfe  as  the  vehicle  of  Rural  Sports.  If  blank 
verfe  be  not  tumid  and  gorgeous,  it  is  crippled  profe — and  familiar  images  in  laboured  language, 
have  nothing  to  recommend  them  but  abfurd  novelty,  which,  wanting  the  attractions  of  nature, 
cannot  pleafe  long. —  One  excellence  of  the  "  Splendid  Shilling,"  is,  that  it  is  (hort.  Difguife  can 
gratify  no  longer  than  it  deceives." 
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PREFACE. 


THE  old  and  infirm  have  at  leaft  this  privilege, 
that  they  can  recal  to  their  minds  thofe  fcenes  of 
joy  in  which  they  once  delighted,  and  ruminate 
Over  their  paft  pleafures,  with  a  fatisfadion  almoft 
equal  to  the  firft  enjoyment.  For  thofc  ideas,  to 
which  any  agreeable  fenfation  is  annexed,  are  eafily 
excited ;  as  leaving  behind  the  meft  ftrong  and  per- 
manent impreffions.  The  amufements  of  our  youth 
are  the  boaft  andcomfortof  ourdeclining  years.  The 
ancients  carried  this  notion  even  yet  further,  and 
fuppofed  their  heroes  in  the  Elyfian  fields  were  fond 
pf  the  very  fame  diveriions.  they  exercifed  on  earth. 
Death  itfelf  could  not  wean  them  from  the  accuf- 
tomed  (ports  and  gaieties  of  life. 
"  Pars  in  graroineis  exercent  membra  palaeftris; 
u  Contendunt  ludo,  et  fulvi  luctantur  arena  : 
"  Pars  pedibus  plaudunt  choreas,  et  carmina  di- 

"  cunt. 

"  Arma  procul,  currufque  virum  miratur  inanes. 
"  Stant  terra  defixae  haftse,  paffimque  foluti 
"  Per  campum  pafcuntur  equi.  Quae  gratia  cur- 

"rum 

"  Armorumque  full  yivis,  qu*  cura  nitentes 
"  Pafcere  equos,  eadem  fequitur  tellure  repof- 
"  tos." VJRG.  JEneid.  vi. 

Part  on  the  grafly  cirque  their  pliant  limbs 
In  wreftling  exercife,  or  on  the  fands 
Struggling  difpute  the  prize.    Part  lead  the  ring, 
Or  fwell  the  chorus  with  alternate  lays. 
The  chief  their  arms  admires,  their  empty  cars, 
Their  lances  fix'd  in  earth.     Th*  unharnefs'd 

fteeds 

Graze  unreftrain'd ;  horfes,  and  cars,  and  arms, 
All  the  fame  fond  defirea,  and  pleafing  cares, 
Still  haunt  their  (hades,  and  after  death  furvive. 
I  hope,  therefore,  I  may  be  indulged  (even  by  the 
more  grave  and  cenforious  part  of  mankind)  if  at 
my  leifure  hours,  I  run  over,  in  my  elbow  chair, 
fome  of  thofe  chafes,  which  were  once  the  delight 
of  a  more  vigorous  age.  It  is  an  entertaining,  and 
(as  I  conceive)  a  very  innocent  amufement.     The 
refuit  of  thefe  rambling  imaginations  will  be  found 
in  the  following  poem ;  which,  if  equally  divert- 
ing to  my  readers,  as  to  myfelf,  I  (hall  have  gained 
my  snd.    I  have  intermixed  the  preceptive  parts 


with  fo  many  defcriptions  and  digref&ons,  in  thfe 
Georgic  manner,  that  I  hope  they  will  not  be  te- 
dious. 1  am  fure  they  are  very  neceflary  to  be  well 
underftood  by  any  gentleman,  who  would  enjoy 
this  noble  fport  in  full  perfection.  In  this,  at  leaft, 
I  may  comfort  myfelf,  that  I  cannot  trefpafs  upon 
their  patience  more  than  Markham,  Blome,  and 
the  other  profe  writers  upon  this  fubje<5t. 

It  is  mod  certain,  that  hunting  was  the  exercife 
of  the  greateft  heroes  in  antiquity.  By  this  they 
formed  themfelves  for  war ;  and  their  exploits 
againft  wild  beafts  were  a  prelude  to  their  other 
victories  Xenophon  fays,  that  almoft  all  the  an~ 
cient  heroes,  Neftor,Thefeus,  Caftor,  Pollux,  Ulyf- 
fus,  Diomcdcs,  Achilles,  &c  were  /eta&fla)  xuvy<ytinZvt 
difciples  of  hunting ;  being  taught  carefully  that 
art,  as  what  would  be  highly  ferviceable  to  them 
in  military  difcipline,  Xen.  Cynegetic.  And  Pli- 
ny obferyes,  thofe  who  were  defigned  for  great 
captains,  were  firft  taught  "  certare  cum  fugaci- 
"  bus  feris  curfu,  cum  audacibus  robore,  cum 
"  callidis  aftu  :"  to  conteft  with  the  fwifteft  wild 
beafts,  in  fpeed ;  with  the  boldeft,  in  ftrength ; 
with  the  moft  cunning,  in  craft  and  fubtilty.  Plin. 
Panegyr.  And  the  Roman  emperors,  in  thofc 
monuments  they  ere<Sted,  to  tranfmit  their  ac-f 
tions  to  future  ages,  made  no  fcruple  to  join, 
the  glories  of  the  chafe  to  their  moft  celebrated 
triumphs.  Neither  were  their  poets  wanting  to 
do  juftice  to  this  heroic  exercife.  Befidc  that  of 
Oppian  in  Greek,  we  have  feverai  poems  in  Latin 
upon  hunting.  Gratius  was  contemporary  withv 
Ovid ;  as  appears  by  this  verfe  : 

"  Aptaque  venanti  Gratius  arma  dabit." 

Lib.  iv.  Pont. 
Gratius  fhall  arm  the  huntfman  for  the  chafe. 

But  of  his  works  on|y  fome  fragments  remain. 
There  are  many  others  of  more  modern  date. 
Amongft  thefe  Nemefianus,  who  feems  very  much 
fuperior  to  Gratius,  though  of  a  more  degenerate 
age.  But  only  a  fragment  of  his  firft  book  is  pre-. 
ferved.  We  might  indeed  have  expected  to  have 
feen  it  treated  more  at  large  by  Virgil,  in  his  third 
Georgic,  fince  it  is  exprefsly  part  of  his  fubjecl:. 
But  he  has  favoured  us  only  with  ten  verfes ;  and. 
F  f  ii 
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what  he  fays  of  dogs,  relates  wholly  to  greyhounds 
and  maftiffs. 

*'  Veloces  Spartse  catulos,  acremque  Moloffum." 

Georg.  iii. 
The  greyhound  fwift,  and  maftiff's  furious  breed. 

An<J  he  dire&s  us  to  feed  them  with  butter-milk. 
"  Pafce  fero  pingui."  He  has,  it  is  true,  touched 
upon  rhe  Chafe,  in  the  4th  and  7th  books  of  the 
JEneid.  But  it  is  evident,  that  the  art  of  hunting 
is  very  different  now  from  what  it  was  in  his 
days,  and  very  much  altered  and  improved  in  thefe 
latter  ages.  It  does  not  appear  to  me,  that  the 
ancients  had  any  notion  of  purfuing  wild  beafts  by 
the  fcent  only,  with  a  regular  and  well-difciplined 
pack  of  hounds ;  and  therefore  they  muft  have 
pafled  for  poachers  amongft  our  modern  fportf- 
incn.  The  mufter-roll,  given  us  by  Ovid,  in  his 
ilory  of  Ad?eon,  is  of  all  forts  of  dogs,  arid  of  all 
countries.  And  the  defcription  of  the  ancient  hunt- 
ing, as  we  find  it  in  the  antiquities  of  Pere  de 
3Montfaucon,  taken  from  the  fepulchre  of  the  Na- 
Ibs,  and  the  arch  of  Conftantine,  has  not  the  leaft 
trace  of  the  manner  now  in  ufe. 

Whenever  the  ancients  mention  dogs  followed 
by  the  fcent,  they  mean  no  more  than  finding  out 
the  game  by  the  nofe  of  one  fingle  dog.  This  was 
as  much  as  they  knew  of  the  "  odoru  canum  vis.'* 
Thus  Nemefianus  fays, 

"  Odorato  nofcunt  veftigia  prato, 
"  Atfjue  etiam  leporum  fecreta  cubilia  mon- 
"  ftrant." 

They  challenge  on  the  rnead  the  recent  flains, 
And  trail  the  hare  unto  her  fecret  form. 

Oppian  has  a  long  Defcription  of  thefe  dogs  in  his 
£rft  book,  from  ver.  479  to  j  i6.  And  here,  though 
he  feems  to  defcribe  the  hunting  of  the  hare  by 
tjie  fcent  through  m^ny  turnings  and  windings ; 
yet  he  really  fays  no  more,  than  that  one  of  thofc 
hounds,  which  he  calls  ^MW-T^IS,  finds  out  the 
game.  For  he  follows  the  fcent  no  further  than 
the  hare's  form  ;  from  whence,  after  he  has  flatt- 
ed her,  he  purfues  her  by  figh^.  1  am  indebted  for 
thefe  two  laft  remarks  to  a  reverend  and  very  learn- 
ed gentleman,  whofe  judgment  in  the  Bcllts  Lttircs 
nobody  difputes,  and  whole  approbation  gave  me 
the  affurance  to  publifh  this  poem. 

Oppian  alfo  obferves,  th,at  the  bed  fort  of  thefe 
finders '  were'  brought  from  Britain  ;  this  ifland 
having  always  been  famous  (as  it  is  at  this  dayj 
for  the  beft  breed  of  hounds,  for  perfons  the  beft 
Jkilled  in  the  art  of  hunting,  and  for  horfcs  the 


moft  enduring  to  follow  the  chafe.  It  is  there 
ftrange  that  none  of  our  poets  have  yet  thought  it 
worth  their  while  to  treat  of  this  fubject ;  which 
is  without  doubt  very  noble  in  itfelf,  and  very 
well  adapted  to  receive  the  moft  beautiful  turns 
of  poetry.  Perhaps  our  poets  have  no  great 
genius  for  hunting.  Yet  I  hope,  my  brethren  of 
the  couples,  by  encouraging  this  firft,  but  imper- 
fect, effay,  will  fhow  the  world  they  have  at  leaft 
fome  tafte  for  poetry. 

The  ancients  efteemed  hunting,  not  only  as  a 
manly  and  warlike  exercife,  but  as  highly  condu-r 
cive  to  health.  The  famous  Galen  recommends  it 
above  all  others,  as  not  only  exercifing  the  body, 
but  giving  delight  and  entertainment  to  the  mind. 
And  he  calls  the  inventors  of  this  art  wife  men, 
and  well  ikilled  in  human  nature.  Lib.  de  parvse 
pilze  exercitio. 

The  gentlemen,  who  are  fond  of  a  gingle  at  the 
clofe  of  every  verfe,  and  think  no  poem  truly  mu- 
fical,  but  what  is  in  rhyme,  will  here  find  them-, 
felves  disappointed.  If  they  be  pleafed  to  read 
over  the  fhbrt  preface  before  the  Paradife  Loft, 
Mr.  Smith's  poem  in  memory  of  his  friend  Mr. 
John  Philips,  and  the  Archbifhop  of  Cambray's 
letter  to  Monfieur  Fontenelle,  they  may  probably 
be  of  another  opinion.  For  my  own  part,  I  (hall 
not  be  afliamed  to  follow  the  example  of  Milton, 
Philips,  Thomfon,  and  all  our  beft  tragic  writers. 

Some  few  terms  of  art  are  difperied  here  and 
there ;  but  fuch  only  as  are  abfolutcly  requifite  to 
explain  my  fubje6t.  I  hope  in  this  the  critics  will 
excufe  me ;  for  I  am  humbly  of  opinion,  that  the 
affectation,  and  not  the  neceffery  ufe,  is  the  proper 
object  of  their  cenfure. 

But  I  have  done.  I  know  the  impatience  of  my 
brethren,  when  a  fine  day,  and  the  concert  of  the 
kennel,  invite  them  abroad.  \  fhall  therefore  leave 
my  reader  to  fuch  diverfcon  as  he  may  find  in  the 
poem  itfelf. 

"  En  age,  fegnes, 
"  Rumpe  moras ;  yocat  ingenti  clamore  Cithx- 

"  ron, 

"  T'aygetiquecanes,d0niitrix<jueEpidaurusequ.o- 

"  rum ;  [g^-" 

"  Et  vox  affenfu  nemorum  ingeminata  remu- 

VIRG.  Georg.  iii. 
Hark,  away, 

Caft  far  behind  the  lingering  cares  of  life. 
Cithseron  calls  aloud,  and  in  full  cry 
The  hounds,  Taygetus.   Epidaurus  trains 
For  us  the  generous  fteed;  the  hunter's  fhoutj,. 
And  cheering  cries,  aflenung  >voods  return. 
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TO  WILLIAM  SOMERVILE,  Esq. 

ON   HIS   POEM  CALLED  THE  CHASE. 

WHILE  you,  Sir,  gain  the  fteep  afcent  to  fame, 
And  honours  due  to  deathlefs  merit  claim  ; 
To  a  weak  mnfe  a  kind  indulgence  lend, 
Fond  with  juft  praife  your  labours  to  commend, 
And  tell  the  world  that  Somervile's  her  friend. 
Her  incenfe  guildefs  of  the  forms  of  art 
Breathes  all  the  huntfman's  honefty  of  heart  j 
Whofe  fpncy  ilill  the  pleafing  fcene  retains 
Of  Edric's  villa,  and  Ardenna'n  plains  : 
Joys,  which  from  change  fuperior  charms  receiv'd, 
The  horn  hoarfe  founding  by  the  lyre  reliev'd  : 
When  the  day  crown'd  with  rural  chafte  delight, 
Refigns  obfequious  to  the  feftivc  night; 
The  feftive  night  awakes  th'  harmonious  lay, 
And  in  fweet  verfe  recounts  the  triumphs  of  the 

day. 
Strange  !  that  the  Britifti  mufa  fliould  leave  fo 

long, 

The  chafe,  the  fport  of  Britain's  kings,  unfung ! 
Diftinguifh'd  land  !  by  Heaven  indulg'd  to  breed, 
The  ftout,  fagacious  hound,  and  generous  fteed  ; 
In  vain  '.  while  yet  no  bard  adorn'd  our  ifle, 
To  celebrate  the  glorious  fylvan  toil. 
For  this  what  darling  fon  fhall  feel  thy  fire, 
God  ©f  th'  unerring  bow,  and  tuneful  lyre  ? 
Our  vows  are  heard. — Attend,  ye  vocal  throng, 
Somervile  meditates  th'  adventurous  fong. 
Bold  to  attempt,  and  happy  to  excel, 
His  numerous  verfe  the  huntfman's  art  fhall  tell. 
From  him,  ye  Britifli  youths,  a  vigorous  race, 
Imbibe  the  various  fcience  of  the  chafe  ; 
And  while  the  well-plann'd  fyftem  you  admire, 
Know  Brunfwick  only  could  the  work  infpire  ; 
A  Georgic  mufe  awaits  Auguftan  days, 
And  Somervile's  will  fing,  when  Frederick's  give 
the  bays. 

JOHN  NIXON. 


TO    THE 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  CHASE. 
ONCE  more,  my  friend,  I  touch  the  trembling lyrcj 
And  in  my  bofom  feel  poetic  fire. 
For  thee  I  quit  the  law's  more  rugged  ways, 
To  pay  my  humble  tribute  to  thy  lays, 
What,  though  T  daily  turn  each  learned  fage, 
And  labour  through  the  unenlighten'd  page  : 
Wak'd  by  thy  lines,  the  borrow'd  flames  I  feel, 
As  flints  give  fire  when  aided  by  the  fteel. 
Though  in  fulphureous  clouds  offmoke  confin'dj 
Thy  rural  fcenes  fpring  frefh  into  my  mind. 
Thy  genius  in  fuch  colours  paints  the  chafe, 
The  real  to  fictitious  joys  give  place. 
When  the  wild  mufic  charms  my  ravifh'd  car, 
How  dull,  how  taftelefs  Handel's  notes  appear  I 
Ev'n  FarinelH's  felf  the  palm  refigns, 
He  yields — but  to  the  mufic  of  thy  lines. 
If  friends  to  poetry  can  yet  be  found  ; 
Who  without  blufhing  fenfe  prefer  to  found; 
Then  let  this  foft,  this  foul-enfeebling  band, 
Thefe  warbling  minftrels,  quit  the  beggar'd  land. 
They  but  a  momentary  joy  impart, 
'Tis  you,  who  touch  the  foul,  and  warm  the  heart. 
How  tempting  do  thy  fylvan  fports  appear  '. 
Ev'n  wild  Ambition  might  vouchfafe  an  ear, 
Might  her  fond  luft  of  power  a  while  compofe, 
And  gladly  change  it  for  thy  fweet  repofe. 
No  fierce,  unruly  fenates,  threaten  here, 
No  axe,  no  fcaffold,  to  the  view  appear, 
No  envy,  difappointment,  and  defpair. 
Here,  bleft  viciflitude,  whene'er  you  pleafe, 
You  ilep  from  exercife  to  learned  eafe  :      ..->:? 
Turn  o'er  each  claflic  page,  each  beauty  trace,    , 
The  mind  unwearied  in  the  pleafing  chafe. 
Oh  !  would  kind  Heaven  fuch  happinefs  beflow, 
Let  fools,  let  knaves,  be  mafters  here-below. 
Grandeur  and  place,  thofe  baits  to  catch  the  wife, 
And  all  their  pageant  train,  I  pity  and  defpife. 

J.  TRACT, 
F  f  iiij 
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*•  Nec  tlbi  cura  canum  fuerlt  poftrema." VJRG.  Georg. 

"  Romanis  folenne  viris  opus,  utile  famx, 

"  Vitaeque,  et  membris." HOR.  I  Ep.  xviii. 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

JTHe  fubje£  propofed.  Addrefs  to  his  Royal  High- 
ncfs  the  Prince.  The  origin  of  hunting.  The 
rude  and  unpoliflied  manner  of  the  firft  hunters. 
Beafts  at  firft  hunted  for  food  and  facrifice.  The 
grant  made  by  God  to  man  of  the  bcafts,  &c. 
The  regular  manner  of  hunting  firft  brought 
into  this  ifland  by  the  Normans.  The  heft  hounds 
and  bcft  horfes  bred  here.  The  advantage  of  this 
exercife  to  us,  as  iflanders.  Addrefs  to  gentlemen 
cf  eftates.  Situation  of  the  kennel  and  its  feve- 
ral  courts.  The  diverfion  and  employment  of 
hounds  in  the  kennel.  The  different  forts  of 
hounds  for  each  different  chafe.  Description  of 
a  perfect  hound.  Of  fixing  and  forting  of  hounds, 
the  middle-fixed  hound  recommended.  Of  the 
large  deep-mouthed  hound  for  hunting  the  flag 
and  otter.  Of  the  lime-hound ;  their  ufe  on  the 
Borders  of  England  and  Scotland.  A  phyfical  ac- 
count of  fcents.  Of  good  and  bad  Teeming  days. 
A  Ihort  admonition  to  my  brethren  of  the  cou- 
ples. 

THE  Chafe  I  fing,  hounds,  and  their  various  breed, 
And  no  lefs  various  ufe.  O  thou  great  prince  ! 
"Whom  Cambria'stowering  hills  proclaim  their  lord, 
Deign  thou  to  hear  my  bold,  inftrudlive  fong. 
While  grateful  citizens  with  pompous  fhow, 
Rear  the  triumphal  arch,  rich  with  th*  exploits 
Of  thy  illuftrious  houfe  ;  while  virgins  pave 
Thy  way  with  flowers,  and,  as  the  royal  youth 
Faffing  they  view,  admire  and  figh  in  vain  ; 
While  crowded  theatres,  too  fondly  proud 
Of  their  exotic  minftrels,  and  fhrill  pipes, 
The  price  of  manhood,  hail  thee  with  a  fong, 
And  airs  foft  \varbling ;  my  hoarfe-founding  horn 
Invites  thce  to  the  Chafe,  the  fport  of  kings; 
Image  of  war,  without  its  guilt.  The  mufe 
Aloft  on  wing  fhall  foar,  conduct  with  care 
Thy  foaming  courfer  o'er  the  fteepy  rock, 
Or  on  the  river  bank  receive  thee  fafe, 
Light  bounding  o'er  the  wave,  from  fhore  to  fhorc. 
Be  thou  our  great  protector,  gracious  youth  j 


And  if,  in  future  times,  fome  envious  prince, 
Carelefs  of  right  and  guileful,  fhoold  invade 
Thy  Britain's  commerce,  or  fhould  ftrive  in  vaici 
To  wreft  the  balance  from  thy  equal  hand  ; 
Thy  hunter-train,  in  cheerful  green  array'd, 
(A  band  undaunted,  and  innur'd  to  toils) 
Shall  compafs  thee  around,  die  at  thy  feet, 
Or  hew  thy  paflage  through  th'  embattled  foe, 
And  clear  thy  way  to  fame :  infpir'd  by  thee 
The  nobler  chafe  of  glory  fhall  purfue 
Through  fire,  and  fmoke,  and  blood,  and  fields  of 

death. 

Nature,  in  her  productions  flow,  afpires 
By  juft  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  height : 
So  mimic  art  works  leifurely,  till  time 
Improve  the  piece,  or  wife  experience  give 
The  proper  finifhing.  When  Nimrod  bold, 
That  mighty  hunter,  firft  made  war  on  beafts, 
And  ftain'd  the  woodland-green  with  purple  dye, 
New,  and  unpolifh'd  was  the  huntfman's  art ; 
No  ftated  rule,  his  wanton  will  his  guide. 
With  clubs  and  ft  ones,  rude  implements  of  war, 
He  arm'd  his  favage  bands,  a  multitude 
Untrain'd ;  of  twining  ofiers  form'd,  they  pitch 
Their  artlefs  toils,  then  range  the  defert  hills, 
And  fcour  the  plains  below ;  the  trembling  herd 
Start  at  th'  unufual  found,  and  clamorous  fliout 
Unheard  before  ;  furpris'd,  alas  !  to  find        [lord, 
Man  now  their  foe,  when  erft  they  deem'd  their 
But  mild  and  gentle,  and  by  whom  as  yet 
Secure  they  graz'd.  Death  ftretches  o'er  the  plain 
Wide- wafting,  and  grim  flaughter  red  with  blood : 
Urg'd  on  by  hunger  keen,  they  wound,  they  kill, 
Their  rage  licentious  knows  no  bound ;  at  laft, 
Incumber'd  with  their  fpoils,  joyful  they  bear 
Upon  their  fhoulders  broad  the  bleeding  prey. 
Part  on  their  altars  fmoke  a  facrifice 
To  that  all-gracious  power,  whofe  bounteous  han4 
Supports  his  wide  creation  ;  what  remains 
On  living  coals  they  broil,  inelegant 
Of  tafte,  nor  Ikill'd  as  yet  in  nicer  arts 
Of  pamper'd  luxury.  Devotion  pure, 
And  ftrong  necefiuy,  thus  firft  begatt. 


The  tnafe  of  bcafts :  though  bloody  was  the  deed, 
Yet  without  guilt.   For  the  green  herb  alone 
Unequal  to  fuftain  man's  labouring  race, 
Now  every  moving  thing  that  liv'd  on  earth 
Was  granted  him  for  food  *.   So  juft  is  Heaven, 
To  give  us  in  proportion  to  our  wants. 

Or  chance  or  induftry  in  after-time 
Some  few  improvements  made,  but  fhort  as  yet 
Of  due  perfection.  In  this  ifle  remote, 
Our  painted  anceftors  were  flow  to  learn, 
To  arms  devote,  of  the  politer  arts 
Nor  fkill'd  nor  ftudious ;  till  from  Neuftria's  coafts 
Victorious  William,  to  more  decent  rules 
Subdu'd  our  Saxon  fathers,  taught  to  fpeak 
The  proper  dialed,  with  horn  and  voice 
To  cheer  the  bufy  hound,  whofe  well-known  cry 
His  liftening  peers  approve  with  joint  acclaim. 
From  him  fucceflive  huntfmen  learn'd  to  join 
In  bloody  focial  leagues,  the  multitude 
Difpers'd,  to  fize,  to  fort  their  various  tribes, 
To  rear,  feed,  hunt,  and  difcipline  the  pack. 

Hail,  happy  Britain  !  highly  favour'd  ifle, 
And  Heav'n's  peculiar  care  !  To  thee  'tis  given 
To  train  the  fprightly  fteed,  more  fleet  than  thofe 
Begot  by  winds,  or  the  celeftial  breed 
That  bore  the  great  Pelides  through  the  prefs 
Of  heroes  arm'd,  and  broke  their  crowded  ranks ; 
Which  proudly  neighing,  with  the  fun  begins 
Cheerful  his  courfe  ?  and  ere  his  beams  decline, 
Has  meafur'd  half  thy  furface  unfatigu'd. 
In  thee  alone,  fair  land  of  liberty  ! 
I*  bred  the  perfect  hound,  in  fcent  and  fpeed 
As  yet  unrival'd,  while  in  other  climes 
Their  virtue  fails,  a  weak  degenerate  race. 
In  vain  malignant  fleams  and  winter  fogs 
Load  the  dull  air,  and  hover  round  our  coafts, 
The  huntfman  ever  gay,  robuft,  and  bold, 
Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides 
In  this  delightful  exercife,  to  jaife 
His  drooping  head,  and  cheer  his  heart  with  joy. 

Ye  vigorous  youths,  by  fmiling  fortune  bleft 
With  large  demefnes,  hereditary  wealth, 
Heap'd  copious  by  your  wife  forefathers  care, 
Hear  and  attend !  while  I  the  means  reveal 
T'  enjoy  thofe  plcafures,  for  the  weak  too  ftrong, 
Too  coftly  for  the  poor  :  To  rein  the  fteed 
Swift-flretching  o'er  the  plain,  to  cheer  the  pack, 
Opening  in  conforts  of  harmonious  joy, 
But  breathing  death.  What  though  the  gripe  fevere 
Of  brazen-fiftcd  Time,  and  flow  difeafe 
Creeping  through  every  rein,  arid  nerve  unftrung, 
AfHicl  my  fhatter'd  frame,  undaunted  dill, 
Pix'd  as  a  mountain  afh,  that  braves  the  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove;  though  blafted,  yet  unfallen; 
Still  can  my  foul  in  Fancy's  mirror  view 
Deeds  glorious  once,  recal  the  joyous  fcene 
In  all  its  fplendours  deck'd,  o'er  the  full  bowl 
Recount  my  triumphs  paft,  urge  others  on 
With  hand  and  voice,  and  point  the  winding  way: 
Pleas'd  with  that  focial  fweet  garrulity, 
The  poor  difbanded  veteran's  fole  delight. 

Firft  let  the  kennel  be  the  huntfnian's  care, 
Upon  fome  little  eminence  ereft, 

*  Gen.  cbaj>.  :x,  v:r  £, 
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And  fronting  to  the  ruddy  dawn  ;  Its  courts 


On  either  hand  wide  opening  to  receive 
The  fun's  all-cheering  beams,  when  mild  he  (bines, 
And  gilds  the  mountain  tops.  For  much  the  pack 
(Rous'd  from  their  dark  alcoves)  delight  to  ftretch 
And  bafk  in  his  invigorating  ray  : 
Warn'd  by  the  ftreaming  light  and  merry  lark, 
Forth  rufh  the  jolly  clan;  with  tuneful  throats 
They  carol  loud,  and  in  grand  chorus  join'd 
Salute  the  new-born  day.     For  not  alone 
The  vegetable  world,  but  men  and  brutes 
Own  his  reviving  influence,  and  joy 
At  his  approach.  Fountain  of  light !  if  chance 
Some  envious  cloud  veil  thy  refulgent  brow, 
In  vain  the  mufes  aid ;  untouch'd,  unftrung, 
Lies  my  mute  harp,  and  thy  defponding  bard 
Sits  darkly  muling  o'er  th'  unfinilh'd  lay,, 

Let  no  Corinthian  pillars  prop  the  dome, 
A  vain  expence,  on  charitable  deeds 
Better  difpos'd,  to  clothe  the  tatter'd  wretch, 
Who  {brinks  beneath  the  blaft,  to  feed  the  poor 
Pinch'd  with  afflictive  want :  For  ufe,  not  flate, 
Gracefully  plain,  let  each  apartment  rife. 
O'er  all  let  cleanlinefs  prefide,  no  fcraps 
Beftrew  the  pavement,  and  no  half-pick'd  bones 
To  kindle  fierce  debate,  or  to  difguft 
That  nicer  fenfe,  on  which  the  fportfman's  hope,  j 
And  all  his  future  triumphs,  muft  depend. 
Soon  as  the  growling  pack  with  eager  joy 
Have  lapp'd  theif  fmoking  viands,  morn  or  eve, 
From  the  full  ciftern  lead  the  ductile  ftreams, 
To  wafh  thy  court  well  pav'd,  nor  fpare  thy  pains, 
For  much  to  health  will  cleanlinefs  avail. 
Seek'ft  thou  for  hounds  to  climb  the  rocky  fteep 
And  brufh  th'  entangled  covert,  whofe  nice  fcent 
O'er  greafy  fallows  and  frequented  roads 
Can  pick  the  dubious  way.    Banifli  far  off 
Each  noifome  flench,  let  no  offenfive  fruell 
Invade  thy  wide  enclofure,  but  admit 
The  nitrous  air  and  purifying  breeze. 

Water  and  fhade  no  lefs  demand  thy  care  : 
In  a  large  fquare  th'  adjacent  field  enclofe, 
There  plant  in  equal  ranks  the  fpreading  elm, 
Or  fragrant  lime;  moft  happy  thy  defign, 
If  at  the  bottom  of  thy  fpacious  court, 
A  large  canal,  fed  by  the  cryftal  brook, 
From  its  tranfparent  bofom  fhall  reflect 
Downward  thy  ftrufture  and  inverted  grove. 
Here  when  the  fun's  too  potent  gleams  annoy 
The  crowded  kennel,  and  the  drooping  pack, 
Reftlefs,  and  faint,  loll  their  unmoiften'd  tongues, 
And  drop  their  feeble  tails,  to  cooler  fhades 
Lead  forth  the  panting  tribe ;  foon  flialt  thpu  find 
The  cordial  breeze  their  fainting  hearts  revive  : 
Tumultuous  foon  they  plunge  into  the  flream, 
There  lave  their  reeking  fides,  with  greedy  joy 
Gulp  down  the  flying  wave,  this  way  and  that 
From  fhore  to  fliore  they  fwim,  while  clamour  loud 
And  wild  uproar  torments  the  troubled  flood  : 
Then  on  the  funny  bank  they  roll  and  ftretch 
Their  dripping  limbs,  or  elfe  in  wanton  rings 
Courting  around,  purfuing  and  purfued, 
The  merry  multitude  difporting  play. 

But  here  with  watchful  and  obfcrvant  eye, 
Attend  their  frolics,  which  too  often  cr.d 
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In  bloody  broils  and  death.  High  o'er  thy  head 
Wave  thy  rcfounding  whip,  and  with  a  voice 
Fierce-menacing  o'er-rule  the  ftern  debate, 
And  quench  their  kindling  rage ;  for  oft  in  fport 
Begun,  combat  enfues,  growling  they  fnarl, 
Then  on  their  haunches  rear'd,  rampant  they  feize 
Each  other's  throats,  with  teeth  and  claws  in  gore 
Befmear'd,  they  wound,   they  tear,  till  on   the 

ground, 

Panting,  half  dead  the  conquer'd  champion  lies  : 
Then  fudden  all  the  bafe  ignoble  crowd 
Loud-clamouring  feize  the  helplefs  worrkd  wretch, 
And,  thirfting  for  his  blood,  drag  different  ways 
His  mangled  carcafe  on  th'  enfanguin'd  plain. 
O  breads  of  pity  void !  t'  opprefs  the  weak, 
To  point  your  vengeance  at  the  friendlefs  head, 
And  with  one  nratual  cry  infult  the  falPn  ! 
Emblem  too  juft  of  man's  degenerate  race. 

Others  apart,  by  native  inftindl  led, 
Knowing  inftru&or  !  'mong  the  ranker  grafs 
CXill  each  falubrious  plant,  with  bitter  juice 
Concoclive  ftor'd,  and  potent  to  allay 
Each  vicious  ferment.  Thus  the  hand  divine 
Of  Providence,  beneficent  and  kind 
To  all  his  creatures,  for  the  brutes  prefcribes  / 
A  ready  remedy,  and  is  himfelf 
Their  great  phyfician.  Now  grown  ftiff  with  age, 
And  many  a  painful  chafe,  the  wife  old  hound, 
Regardlefs  of  the  frolic  pack,  attends 
His  mailer's  fide,  or  flumbers  at  his  cafe 
Beneath  the  bending  (hade ;  there  many  a  ring 
Runs  o'er  in  dreams;  now  on  the  doubtful  foil 
Puzzles  perplex'd,  or  doubles  intricate 
Cautious  unfolds,  then  wing'd  with  all  his  fpeed, 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  to  feize  his  panting  prey  : 
And  in  imperfect  whimperings  fpeaks  his  joy. 
A  different  hound  for  every  different  chafe 
Seledl  with  judgment ;  nor  the  timorous  hare 
O'ermatch'd  deftroy,  but  leave  that  vile  offence 
To  the  mean,  murderous,  courfing  crew  ;  intent 
On  blood  and  fpoil.     O  blaft  their  hopes,  juft 

Heaven ! 

And  all  their  painful  drudgeries  repay 
With  disappointment  and  fcvere  remorfe. 
But  hufband  thou  thy  pleafures,  and  give  fcope 
To  all  her  fubtle  play  :  by  nature  led 
A  thoufand  fhifts  (he  tries;  t'  unravel  thefe 
Th'  induftrious  beagle  twifts  his  waving  tail, 
Through  all  her  labyrinths  purfues,  and  rings 
Her  doleful  knell.    See  there  with  countenance 

blithe, 

And  with  a  courtly  grin,  the  fawning  hound 
Salutes  thee  cowering,  his  wide  opening  nofe 
Upward  he  curls,  and  his  large  floe-black  eyes 
Melt  in  foft  blandifhments,  and  humble  joy  ! 
His  gloffy  fkin,  or  yellow-pied,  or  blue, 
In  lights  or  (hades  by  Nature's  pencil  drawn, 
Reflects  the  various  tints :  his  ears  and  legs 
Fleckt  here  and  there,  in  gay  cnamel'd  pride, 
Rival  the  fpeckled  pard  ;  his  rufh-grown  tail 
O'er  his  broad  back  bends  in  an  ample  arch  ; 
On  (houlders  clean,  upright  and  firm  he  (lands; 
His  round  cat  foot,  ftrait  hams,  and  wide-fpread 
thighs, 

is  bw-dropping  cheft,  confefs  his  fpeed, 


His  ftrength,  his  wind,  or  on  the  ftiepy  hill, 
Or  far-extended  plain  ;  in  every  part 
So  well  proportion'd  that  the  nicer  (kill 
Of  Phidias  himfelf  can't  blame  thy  choice. 
Of  fuch  compofe  thy  pack.     But  here  a  mean 
Obferve,  nor  the  large  hound  prefer,  of  fize 
Gigantic  ;  he  in  the  thick-woven  covert 
Painfully  tugs,  or  in  the  thorny  brake 
Torn  and  embarrafs'd  bleeds  ;  but  if  too  fmali, 
The  pigmy  brood  in  every  furrow  fwims  ; 
Moil'd  in  the  clogging  clay,  panting  they  lag 
Behind  inglorious ;  or  elfe  fhivcring  creep 
Benumb'd  and  faint  beneath  the  fheltering  tl 
For  hounds  of  middle  Cze,  active  and  ftrong, 
Will  better  anfwer  all  thy  various  ends, 
And  crown  thy  pleafing  labours  with  fuccefs. 

As  fome  brave  captain,  curious  and  exa& 
By  his  fix'd  ftandard  forms  in  equal  ranks 
His  gay  battalion,  as  one  man  they  move 
Step  after  flep,  their  fize  the  fame,  their  arms 
Far-gleaming,  dart  the  fame  united  blaze  : 
Reviewing  generals  his  merit  own ; 
How  regular  !  how  juft  !   And  all  his  cares 
Are  well  repaid,  if  mighty  George  approve. 
So  model  thou  thy  pack,  if  honour  touch 
Thy  generous  foul,  and  the  world's  juft  applaufe. 
But  above  all  take  heed,  nor  mix  thy  hounds 
Of  different  kinds ;  difcordant  founds  (hall  grate 
Thy  ears  offended,  and  a  lagging  line 
Of  babbling  curs  difgrace  thy  broken  pack. 
But  if  th'  amphibious  otter  be  thy  chace, 
Or  (lately  flag,  that  o'er  the  woodland  reigns; 
Or  if  the  harmonious  thunder  of  the  field 
Delight  thy  ravifh'd  ears ;  the  (Jeep  flew'd  hound 
Breed  up  with  care,  ftrong,  heavy,  flow,  but  fure : 
Whofe  ears  down-hanging  from  his  thick 

head 

Shall  fweep  the  morning  dew,  whofe  clanging  v( 
Awake  the  mountain  echo  in  her  cell, 
And  (hake  the  forefts  :  The  bold  Talbot  kind 
Of  thefe  the  prime  ;  as  white  as  Alpine  fnows ; 
And  great  their  ufe  of  old.     Upon  the  banks 
Of  Tweed,  flow  winding  through  the  vale,  the  feat 
Of  war  and  rapine  once,  ere  Britons  knew 
The  fweets  of  peace,  or  Anna's  dread  commands 
To  lading  leagues  the  haughty  rivals  aw'd, 
There  dwelt  a  pilfering  race ;  well  train'd 

(kill'd 

In  all  the  myfteries  of  theft,  the  fpoil 
Their  only  fubftance,  feuds  and  war  their  fport : 
Not  more  expert  in  every  fraudful  art 
Th'  arch*  felon  was  of  old,  who  by  the  tail 
Drew  back  his  lowing  prize  :  in  vain  his  wiles, 
In  yain  the  (belter  of  the  covering  rock, 
In  rain  the  footy  cloud,  and  ruddy  flames 
That  iffucd  from  his  mouth  ;  for  loon  he  paid 
His  forfeit  life  :  a  debt  how  juftly  due 
To  wrong'd  Alcides,  and  avenging  heaven! 
Veil'd  in  the  (hades  of  night  they  ford  the  ftream, 
Then  prowling  far  and  near,  whate'er  they  feize 
Becomes  their  prey  ;  nor  flocks  nor  herds  arc  fa/e. 
Nof  ftalls  protect  the  (leer,  nor  ftrong-barr'd  doors 
Secure  the  favourite  horfe.     Soon  as  the  morn. 

*   Cat  as,  Virg,  Mn.  lib. 
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Keveals  his  wrongs,  with  ghaftly  vifage  wan 
The  plunder'd  owner  {lands,  and  from  his  lips 
A  thoufand  thronging  curfes  burft  their  way  : 
He  calls  his  ftout  allies,  and  in  a  line 
His  faithful  hound  he  leads,  then  with  a  voice 
That  utters  loud  his  rage,  attentive  cheers  : 
Soon  the  fagacious  brute,  his  curling  tail 
Flourifh'd  in  air,  low  bending  plies  around 
His  bufy  nofe,  the  {learning  vapour  ffluffs 
Jnquifite,  nor  leaves  one  turf  untried, 
Till,  confcious  of  the  recent  ftains,  his  heart 
Beats  quick  r  his  fnuffling  nofe,  his  active  tail, 
Atteft  his  joy  ;  then  with  deep  opening  mouth, 
That  makes  the  welkin  tremble,  he  proclaims 
Th'  audacious  felon  ;  foot  by  foot  he  marks 
His  winding  way,  while  all  the  liftening  crowd 
Applaud  his  reafonings.     O'er  the  watery  ford, 
Dry  fandy  heaths,  and  ftony  barren  hills, 
O'er  beaten  paths,  with  men  and  beafts  diftain'd, 
Unerring  he  purfues ;  till  at  the  cot 
Arriv'd,  and  feizing  by  his  guilty  throat 
The  caitif  vile,  redeems  the  captive  prey  : 
So  exquifitely  delicate  his  fenfe  !  [quire 

Should  fome  more  curious  fportfman  here  in- 
Whence  this  fagacity,  this  wondrous  power 
Of  tracing  ftep  by  ftep,  or  man  or  brute  ? 
What  guide  invisible  points  out  their  way, 
O'er  the  dank  marfh,  bleak  hill,  and  fandy  plain? 
The  courteous  mufe  fhall  the  dark  caufe  reveal. 
The  blood  that  from  the  heart  inceflant  rolls 
In  many  a  crimfon  tide,  then  here  and  there 
In  fmaller  rills  difparted,  as  it  flows 
Propell'd,  the  ferous  particles  evade 
Through  th'  open  pores,  and  with  the  ambient  air 
Entangling  mix.     As  fuming  vapours  rife, 
And  hang  upon  the  gently  purling  brook, 
There  by  th'  incumbent  atmofphere  comprefs'd. 
The  panting  chafe  grows  warmer  as  he  flies, 
And  through  the  net-work  of  the  flan  pcrfpires  ; 
Leaves  a  long  ftreaming  trail  behind,  which  by 
The  cooler  air  condens'd,  remains,  unlefs 
3Sy  fome  rude  florm  difpers'd,  or  rarified 
By  the  meridian  fun's  intenfer  heat. 
To  every  fhrub  the  warm  effluvia  cling, 
Hang  on  the  grafs,  impregnate  earth  and  ikies. 
"With  noftrils  opening  wide,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale 
The  vigorous  hounds  purfue,  with  every  breath 
Inhale  the  grateful  fteam,  quick  pleafures  fling 
Their  tingling  nerves,  while  they  their  thanks  re- 

Pay» 

And  in  triumphant  melody  ccnfefs 
The  titillating  joy.     Thus  on  the  air 
Depend  the  hunter's  hopes.     When  rudely  flreaks 
.At  eve  forebode  a  bluftering  ftormy  day, 
Or  lowering  clouds  blacken  the  mountain's  brow, 
When  nipping  frofts,  and  the  keen  biting  blafts 
Of  the  dry  parching  eaft,  menace  the  trees 
With  tender  bloflbms  teerning,  kindly  fpare 
Thy  fleeping  pack,  in  their  warm  beds  of  ftraw 
Low-finking  at  their  eafe ;  lifllefs  they  fhrink 
Into  fome  dark  recefs,  nor  hear  thy  voice 
Though  oft  invok'd ;  or  haply  if  thy  call 
"Roufe  up  the  {lumbering  tribe,  with  heavy  eyes 
Giaz'd,  lifelcfs,  dull,  downward  they  drop  their 


Inverted;  high  on  their  bent  backs  erect 
Their  pointed  briilles  ftare,  or  'mong  the  tufts 
Of  ranker  weeds,  each  ftomach-healing  plant 
Curious  they  crop,  fick,  fpiritlefs,  forlorn. 
Thefe  inaufpicious  days,  on  other  cares 
Employ  thy  precious  hours;  th'  improvin 
With  open  arms  embrace,  and  from  his  lips 
Glean  fcience,  feafon'd  with  good-natur'd  wit. 
But  if  th'  inclement  flcies  and  angry  Jove 
Forbid  the  pleafing  intercourfe,  thy  books 
Invite  thy  ready  hand,  each  facred  page 
Rich  with  the  wife  remarks  of  heroes  old. 
Converfe  familiar  with  th'  illuftrious  dead ; 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome, 
Enlarge  thy  free-born  heart,  and  blefs  kind  Heavefij 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  liberty, 
That  balm  of  life,  that  fweeteft  blefllng,  cheap 
Though  purchas'd  with  our  blood.     Well  bred, 

polite, 

Credit,  thy  calling.     See  '.  how  mean,  hovr  low, 
The  booklefs  fauntering  youth,  proud  of  the  flcut 
That  dignifies  his  cap,  his  flourifli'd  belt, 
And  rufty  couples  gingling  by  his  fide. 
Be  thou  of  other  mold ;  and  know  that  fuch 
Tranfporting  pleafures  were  by  Heaven  ordain'd 
Wifdom's  relief,  and  virtue's  great  reward. 


BOOK  II. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  power  of  inftinct  in  brutes.  Two  remark- 
able inftances  in  the  hunting  of  the  roebuck,  and 
in  the  hare  going  to  feat  in  the  morning.  Of  the 
variety  of  feats  or  forms  of  the  hare,  according 
to  the  change  of  the  ftafon,  weather,  or  wind. 
Description  of  the  hare-hunting  in  all  its  parts, 
interfperfed  with  rules  to  be  obferved  by  thofe 
who  follow  that  chafe.  Transition  to  the  Afia- 
tic  way  of  hunting,  particularly  the  magnificent 
manner  of  the  Great  Mogul,  and  other  Tarta- 
rian princes,  taken  from  Monfieur  Bernier,  and 
the  hiftory  of  Gengiflcan  the  Great.  Concludes 
with  a  fliort  reproof  of  tyrants  and  opprcffors  of 
mankind. 

Nor  will  it  lefs  delight  th'  attentive  fage 
T'  obferve  that  inftindt,  which  unerring  guides 
The  brutal  race,  which  mimic's  reafon's  lore, 
And  oft  tranfcends :  Heaven-taught,  the  roe-buck 

fwift 

Loiters  at  eafe  before  the  driving  pack 
And  mocks  their  vain  purfuit,  nor  far  he  flies, 
But  checks  his  ardour,  till  the  {learning  fcent 
That  frefliens  on  the  blade,  provokes  their  rage. 
Urg'd  to  their  fpeed,  his  weak  deluded  foes 
Soon  flag  fatigued  ;  flrain'd  to  excefs  each  nervp, 
Each  flacken'd  finew  fails;  they  pant,  they  foam  ^ 
Then  o'er  the  lawn  he  bounds,  o'er  the  high  hills 
Stretches  fecure,  and  leaves  the  fcatter'd  crowd 
To  puzzle  in  the  diftant  vale  below. 

'Tis  inftindt  that  direcls  the  jealrfus  hare 
To  choofe  her  foft  abode  :  With  ftep  reversed 
She  forms  the  doubling  maze  ;  then,  ere  the  mortq 
Peeps  throygh  the  clouds,  leaps  to  her  clofe  recefs, 
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As  wandering  fhepherds  on  th'  Arabian  plains 
No  fettled  rcfidence  oblerve,  but  (hifc 
Their  moving  camp,  now,  on  feme  cooler  hill 
With  cedars  crown'd,  court  the  refrefhing  breeze, 
And  then,  below,  where  trickling  dreams  diftil 
From  Ionic  penurious  fource,  their  thirft  allay, 
And  feed  their  fainting  flocks :  fo  the  wife  hare* 
Oft  quit  their  feats,  left  fome  more  curious  eye 
Should  maik  their  haunts,  and  by  dark  treacher- 
ous wiles 

Plot  their  deftruclion  ;  or  perchance  in  hopes 
Of  plenteous  forage,  near  the  ranker  mead, 
Or  matted  blade,  wary  and  clofe  they  fit. 
When  fpring  (hine*  forth,  feafon  of  love  and  joy, 
in  the  moift  marih,  'mong  beds  of  ruflies  hid, 
They  cool  their  boiling  blood  :  When  fummer  funs 
Bake  the  cleft  earth,  to  thick  wide  waving  fields 
Of  corn  full  grown  they  lead  their  helplefs  young : 
But  when  autumnal  torrents  and  fierce  rains 
Dtluge  the  vale,  in  the  dry  crumbling  bank 
Their  forms  they  delve  and  cautioufly  avoid 
The  dripping  covert :  Yet  when  winter's  cold 
Their  limbs  benumbs,  thither  with  fpeed  return'd 
In  the  long  grafs  they  ikulk,  or  (hrinking  creep 
Among  the  wither 'd  leaves,  thus  changing  itUJ, 
As  fancy  prompts  them,  or  as  food  invites. 
But  every  ftafon  carefully  obferv'd, 
Th'  inconftant  winds,  the  fickle  element, 
The  wife  experienc'd  huntfnjan  foon  may  find 
His  fubtle,  varit-us  game,  nor  wafte  in  vain 
His  tedious  hcur.-,  till  his  impatient  hounds, 
With  difapi  ointment  vex'J,  each  fprirging  latk 
Babbling  purfue,  far  fcatter'd  o'er  the  fields. 

Now  goldtii  Autumn  from  her  optn  lap 
Her  fragrant   bounties  (howera;   the  fields   are 

(horn ; 

Inwardly  Imiling,  the  proud  farmer  views 
The  rifit.g  pyramid.*  ihat  grace  his  yard, 
And  counts  his  large  increale  ;  his  barns  are  ftor'd 
And  groaning  ftaddlcs  be  rid  beneath  their  load. 
All  now  is  free  as  air,  and  the  gay  pack 
In  the  rough  briftly  ftubbles  range  unblam'd  ; 
Ko  widow's  tears  o'erfic^w,  no  fecret  curfe 
Swells  in  the  farmer's  bread,  which  his  pale  lips 
Trembling  conceal,  by  his  fierce  landlord  aw'd : 
JJut  courteous  now  he  levels  every  fence, 
Joins  in  the  common  cry,  and  halloos  loud, 
Charm'd  with  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  field. 
Oh  bear  me,  fome  kind  power  invifible  : 
To  that  extended  lawn,  where  the  gay  court 
View  the  fwift  racers,  ftrerching  to  rhe  goal ; 
Games  more  renown'd,  and  a  far  nobler  train, 
Than  proud  Elean  fields  could  boaft  of  old. 
Oh  !  were  a  Theban  lyre  not  wanting  here, 
And  Pindar's  voice,  to  do  their  nu'rit  right ! 
Or  to  thofe  fpacious  plains,  where  the  ilrain'd  eye 
In  the  wide  profpe<Sl  loft,  beholds  at  laft 
Sarum's  proud  Ipire,  that  o'er  the  hills  afcends, 
And  pierces  through  the  clouds.    Or  to  thy  downs, 
fair  Cotfwold,   where   the  well-brcath'd  beagle 

climbs 

With  rr.archkTa  fpeed,  thy  green  afpiring  brow, 
And  leaves  the  lagging  multitude  behind.- 

Hail,  gentle  dawn  !  mild  blufliing  goddefs,  hail ! 
jokV  1  fee  thy  purple  mantle  fpread 


O'er  half  the  fkies,  gems  pave  thy  radiant 
And  orient  pearl*  from  every  flirub  depend. 
Farewell,  Cleora;  here  deep  funk  in  down 
Slumber  fecure,  with  happy  dreams  amus'd, 
Till  grateful  fteams  fhall  tempt  thee  to  receive 
Thy  early  meal,  or  thy  officious  maids, 
The  toilet  plac'd,  (hall  urge  thsc  to  perform 
Th'  important  work.     Me  other  joy*  invite, 
The  horn  fonorous  calls,  the  pack  awak'd 
Their  mattins  chaunt,  nor  brook  my  long  delay, 
My  courfer  hears  their  voice ;  fee  there,  with  care 
And  tail  eredr..  neighing  he  paws  the  ground; 
Fierce  rapture  kindles  in  his  reddening  eye?, 
And  boils  in  every  vein.     As  captive  boys 
Cow'd  by  the  ruling  rod  and  haughty  frowns 
Of  pedagogues  fevere,  from  their  hard  ta(ks 
If  once  difmifs'd,  no  limits  can  contain 
The  tumult  rais'd  within  their  litile  breads, 
But  give  a  loofe  to  all  their  frolic  play  : 
So  from  their  kennel  rufh  the  joyous  pack; 
A  thoufand  wanton  gaieties  exprefs 
Their  inward  ecftacy,  their  pleafing  fport 
Once  more  indulg'd,  and  liberty  icftor'd. 
The  rifing  fun,  that  o'er  th'  horizon  peeps, 
As  many  colours  from  their  gl^ffy  flcins 
Beaming  reflects,  as  paint  the  various  bow- 
When  April  (bowers  defcci;d.     Delightful  fcene  i 
Where  all  around  is  gay,  men ,  horfes,  dogs, 
And  in  each  irniling  countenance  appears 
Frefli  blooming  health,  and  univerfal  joy. 

Huntfrmn,  lead  on!  behind  the  cluttering  pack 
Submifs  attend,  hear  with  refpedl  thy  whip 
Loud  clanging,  and  thy  hardier  voice  obey : 
Spare  net  the  draggling  cur  that  wildly  roves  ; 
But  let  thy  brifk  affiftant  on  his  back 
Imprint  thy  juft  refentments;  let  each  lafh 
Bite  to  the  quick,  till  howling  he  return, 
And  whining  creep  amid  the  trembling  crowd. 
Here  on  this  verdant  fpot,  where  nature  kind 
With  double  blefiings  crowns  the  farmer's  hopes ; 
Where  flowers  autumnal  fpring,  and   the  rank 

mead 

Affords  the  wandering  hares  a  rich  repaft ; 
Throw    off  thy  ready  pack.     See,    where    they 

fpread, 

And  range  around,  and  dafh  the  glittering  dew. 
If  fome  daunch  hound,  with  his  authentic  voice, 
Avow  the  recent  trail,  the  jnftling  tribe 
Attend  his  call,  then  with  one  mutual  cry, 
The  welcome  news  confirm,  and  echoing  hills 
Repeat  the  pleafing  tale,     bee  how  they  thread 
The  brakes,  and  up  yon  furrow  drive  along  ! 
But  quick  they  back  recoil,  and  wifely  check 
Their  eager  hade  ;  then  o'er  the  fallcw'd  ground 
Huw  leilurcly  they  work,  and  many  a  paufe 
Th'  harmonious  concert  breaks ;  till  more  afTur'd 
With  joy  redoubled  the  low  vallies  ring. 
What  artful  labyrinths  perplex  their  way  ! 
Ah  I  there  (he  lies ;  how  clofe  !    fhe   pants,  (he 

doubts 

If  now  fhe  fives;  fhe  trembles  as  fhe  fits, 
With   horror   feiz'd.     The   withcr'd   grafs   thai 

clings 

Around  her  head,  of  the  fame  rufiet  hue 
Almoil  dcceiv'J  my  Cght,  had  not  h;r  •;• 
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life  full-beaming  her  vain  wiles  betray'd. 
At  diftancc  draw  thy  pack,  let  all  be  hufh'd, 
No  clamour  loud,  no  frantic  joy  be  heard, 
Left  the  wild  hound  run  gadding  o'er  the  plain 
Untradable,  nor  hear  thy  chiding  voice. 
Now  gently  put  her  off .  fee  how  direct 
To  her  known  mew  fhe  flies  !  Here,  huntfraan, 

bring 

'   (But  without  hurry)  all  thy  jolly  hounds, 
s  j   And  calmly  lay  them  in.     How  low  they  ftoop, 
|   And  feem  to  plough  the  ground !  then  all  at  once 
With  greedy  noftrils  fnuff  the  fuming  fleam 
That  glads  their  fluttering  hearts.     As  winds  let 

loofe 

From  the  dark  caverns  of  the  bluftering  god, 
They  burft  away,  and  fweep  the  dewy  lawn. 
Hope  gives  them  wings  while  (he's  fpurr'd  on  by 

fear,  [woods, 

The  welkin  rings,  men,  dogs,  hills,  rock\  and 
In  the  full  concert  join.     Now,  my  brave  youths, 
Stripp'd  for  the  chafe,  give  all  your  fouls  to  joy  ! 
See  how  their  courfers,  than  the  mountain  roe 
More  fleet,  the  verdant  carpet  fkim,  thick  clouds 
Snorting  they  breathe,  their  fhining  hoofs  fcarce 

print 

The  grafs  unbrnis'd ;  with  emulation  fir'd 
They  ftrain  to  lead  the  field,  top  the  barr'd  gate, 
O'er  the  deep  ditch  exulting  bound,  and  brufh 
The  thorny-twining  hedge  :  The  riders  bend 
O'er  their  arch'd  necks ;  with  ftcady  hands,  by 

turns 

Indulge  their  fpeed,  or  moderate  their  rage. 
Where  are  their  forrows,  difappointments,  wrongs, 
Vexations,  ficknefs,  cares  ?  All,  all  are  gone, 
And  with  the  panting  winds  lag  far  behind. 

Huntfman  !  her  gait  ob  erve  ;  if  in  wide  rings 
She  wheel  her  mazy  way,  in  the  fame  round 
terfifting  ftill,  (he'll  foil  the  beaten  track, 
But  if  fhe  fly,  and  with  the  favouring  wind 
Urge  her  bold  courfe  ;  lefs  intricate  thy  taik  : 
Pufh  on  thy  pack.     Like  fome  poor  exil'd  wretch 
The  frighted  chafe  leaves  her  late  dear  abodes, 
O'r  plains  remote  fhe  ftretches  far  away, 
Ah  i  never  to  return  !   For  greedy  death 
liovering  exults,  fecure  to  feize  hi?  prey. 

Hark    from  yon  covert,  where  thefe  towering 

oaks 

Above  the  humble  copfe  afpiring  rife, 
What  gL'rious  triumphs  burft  in  every  gale 
Upon  our  ravifh'd  ears '  the  hunters  fhout, 
The  clanging  horns  fwell  their  fweet- winding 

notes, 

The  pack  wide  opening  load  the  trembling  air 
With  various  melody  ^  from  tree  to  tree 
The  pr<>pagated  cry  redoubling  bounds, 
And  winged  zephyrs  waft  the  floating  joy 
Through  all  'he  regions  near  :  amiclive  b'rch 
No  more  the  lcho'1-boy  dreads,  hisprifon  broke, 
Scampering  he  flies,  nor  heeds  his  mafter's  call; 
The  weary  traveller  forgets  his  road, 
And  climbs  th'  adjacent  hill;    the    ploughman 

leaves 

Th'  unfinifh'd  furrow  ;  nor  his  bleating  flocks 
Are  now  the  fhepherd's  joy !  men  boys,  and  girls, 
•Defert  th'  unpeopled  village ;  and  wild  crowds 
S 


Spread  o'er  the  plain,  by  the  fweet  frenzy  feiz'd. 
Look,  how  fhe  pants!  and  o'er  yon  opening  glade 
Slips  glancing  by  I  while,  at  the  further  end, 
The  puzzling  back  unravel  wife  by  wile, 
Maze  within  maze.     The  covert's  utmoft  bound 
Slily  fhe  fkirts  ;  behind  them  cautious  creeps 
And  in  that  very  track,  fo  lately  ftain'd 
By  all  the  (learning  crowd,  feems  to  purfue 
The  foe  fhe  flies.     Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  reafon ;  fure  'tis  fomething  mor e€ 
'Tis  Heaven  directs,  and  ftratagems  infpires 
Beyond  the  fhort  extent  of  human  thought. 
But  hold — I  fee  her  from  the  covert  break  j 
Sad  on  yon  little  eminence  fhe  fits; 
Intent  fhe  liftens  with  one  ear  creel:, 
Pandering,  and  doubtful  what  new  courfe  to  take, 
And  how  t'  efcape  the  fierce  blood-thirfty  crew, 
That  ftill  urge  on,  and  ftill  in  vollies  loud 
Infult  her  woes,  and  mock  her  fore  diftrefa. 
As  now  in  louder  peals  the  loaded  winds 
Bring  on  the  gathering  ftorm,  her  fears  prevail, 
And  o'er  the  plain,  and  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge* 
Away  fhe  flies;  nor  fhips  with  wind  and  tide, 
And  all  their  canvafs  wings,  feud  half  fo  faft. 
Once  more,  ye  jovial  train,  your  courage  try, 
And  each  clean  conifer's  fpeed.     We  fcour  alongv 
In  pleafing  hurry  and  confufion  toft ; 
Oblivion  to  be  wifh'd.     The  patient  pack 
Hang  on  the  fcent  unweary'd,  up  they  climb, 
And  ardent  we  purfue ;  our  labouring  deeds      „.' 
We  prefs,  we  gore ;  till  once  the  fummit  gain'd^ 
Painfully  panting;   there  we  breathe  a  while  j 
Then,  like  a  foaming  torrent,  pouring  dowa 
Precipitant,  we  fmoke  along  the  vale. 
Happy  the  man  wh.>  with  unrival'd  fpeed 
Cau  pafs  his  fellows,  and  with  pleafure  view 
The  ftruggling  pack  ,  how  in  the  rapid  courfe 
Alternate  »hey  prefide,  and  joftling  pufh 
To  guide  the  dubious  fcent ;  how  giddy  youth 
Oft  babbling  errs,  by  wifer  age  reprov'd ; 
How  niggard  of  his  ftrength,  the  wife  old  houn4 
Hangs  in  the  rear,  till  fome  important  point 
Roufe  all  his  diligence,  or  till  the  chafe 
Sinking  he  finds :  then  to  the  head  he  fprings 
With  thirft  of  glory  fir'd,  and  wins  the  prize. 
Huntfman  take  heed;  they  flop  in  full  career. 
Yon  crowding  flocks,  that  at  a  diftance  gaze, 
Have  haply  foil'd  the  turf.     See  :  that  old  hound4 
How  bufily  he  works,  but  dares  not  truft 
His  doubtful  fenfc-,  draw  yet  a  wider  ring. 
Hark     now  again  the  chorus  fills.     As  bells, 
Sally 'd  a  while,  ar  once  their  peal  renew, 
And  high  in  air  the  tuneful  thunder  rolls. 
See.  how  fhey  tofs,  with  animated  rage 
Recovering  ail  they  loft  ;   That  eager  hafte 
Some  doubling  wile   forefhows.    Ah  '.  yet  ono; 

more  [hand 

They're  check'd,  hold  back  with  fpeed — on  either 
They  flourifh  round — ev'n  yet  perfitt — 'Tis  right, 
Away  they  fpring ;  rhe  ruflling  ftubbles  bend 
Beneath  the  driving  ftorm.     Now  the  poor  chaf& 
Begins  to  flag,  to  her  laft  fhifts  reduc'd. 
From  brak    to  brake  fhe  flies,  and  vifits  all 
Her  well  kti  >wn  haunts,  where  once  fhe 

fours, 
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"With  love  and  plenty  bleft.     See  !  there  (he  goes, 
She  reels  along,  and  by  her  gait  betrays 
Her  inward  weaknefs.     See,  how  black  fhe  looks  ! 
The  fweat,  that  clogs  th'  obflru&ed  pores,  icarce 

leaves 

A  languid  fcent.     And  now  in  open  view 
See,  fee,  fhe  flies  !  each  eager  hound  exerts 
His  utmoft  fpeed,  and  ftretches  every  nerve. 
How  quick  fhe  turns  !  their  gaping  jaws  eludes, 
And  yet  a  moment  lives;  till,  round  enclos'd 
By  all  the  greedy  pack,  with  infant  fcreams 
She  yields  her  breath,  and  there  reluctant  dies. 
So  when  the  furious  Bacchanals  affail'd 
Threician  Orpheus,  poor  ill-fated  bard  ! 
Loud   was   the  cry;    hills,  woods,  and  Hebrus* 

banks, 

Return'd  their  clamorous  rage  ;  diftrefs'd'he  flies, 
Shifting  from  place  to  place,  but  flies  in  vain  ; 
Por  eager  they  purfue,  till  panting,  faint, 
By  noify  multitudes  o'erpower'd,  he  finks 
To  the  relentlefs  crowd  a  bleeding  prey. 

The  huntfman  now,  a  deep  incifion  made, 
Shakes  out  with  hands  impure,  and  dafhes  down 
Her  reeking  entrails  and  yet  quivering  heart. 
Thefe  claim  the  pack,  the  bloody  perquifite 
J?or  all  their  toils.     Stretch'd  on  the  ground  fhe 

lies 

A  mangled  corfe ;  in  her  dim  glaring  eyes 
Cold  death  exults,  and  ftiffens  every  limb. 
Aw'd  by  the  threatening  whip,  the  furious  hounds 
Around  her  bay ;  or  at  their  matter's  foot, 
Each  happy  favourite  courts  his  kind  applaufe, 
"With  humble  adulation  cowering  low. 
All  now  is  joy.    With  cheeks  full-blown  they 

wind 

Her  folemn  dirge,  while  the  loud-opening  pack 
The  concert  fwell,  and  hills  and  dales  return 
The  fadly-pleafing  founds.    Thus  the  poor  hare, 
A  puny,  daftard  animal,  but  vers'd 
In  fubtlc  wiles,  diverts  the  youthful  train. 
B*ut  if  thy  proud,  afpiring  foul  difdains 
So  mean  a  prey,  delighted  with  the  pomp, 
Magnificence,  and  grandeur  of  the  chafe ; 
Hear  what  the  mufe  from  faithful  records  fings. 
Why  on  the  banks  of  Gcmna,  Indian  ftream, 
Line  within  line,  rife  the  pavilions  proud, 
Their  (liken  ftreamers  waving  in  the  wind  ? 
"Why  neighs  the  warrior  horfe  ?  From  tent  to  tent, 
"Why  prefs  in  crowds  the  buzzing  multitude  ? 
Why  (bines  the  polifh'd  helm,  and  pointed  lance, 
This  way  and  that  far  beaming  o'er  the  plain  ? 
Kor  Vifapour  nor  Golconda  rebel ; 
Nor  the  great  Sopy,  with  his  numerous  hoft, 
Lays  wafte  the  provinces ;  nor  glory  fires 
To  rob  and  to  deftroy,  beneath  the  name 
And  fpecious  guife  of  war.     A  nobler  caufe 
Calls  Aurengzebe  to  irms.     No  cities  fack'd, 
No  mother's  tear?,  no  helplefs  orphan's  cries, 
No  violated  leagues,  with  {harp  remorfe 
Shall  fling  the  confcious  viclor :  but  mankind 
Shall  hail  him  good  and  juft.     For  'tis  on  beads 
He  draws  his  vengeful  fwofd  !  on  beafts  of  prey 
Full-fed  with  human  gore.     See,  fee,  he  comes  ! 
Itnperial  DehH,  opening  wide  Her  gate*, 
Pours  out  her  thronging  Icgicns,  bright  in  irms, 


And  all  the  pomp  of  war.     Before  them  found 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  breathing  martial  airs, 
And  bold  defiance.     High  upon  his  throne, 
Borne  on  the  back  of  his  proud  elephant, 
Sits  the  great  chief  of  Tamur's  glorious  race  : 
Sublime  he  fits,  amid  the  radiant  blaze 
Of  gems  and  gold.     Omrahs  about  him  crowd, 
And  rein  th'  Arabian  fteed,  and  watch  his  nod ; 
And  potent  rajahs,  who  themfelves  prefide 
O'er  realms  of  wide  extent ;  but  here  fubmifs 
Their  homage  pay,  alternate  kings  and  flaves. 
Next  thefe,  with  prying  eunuchs  girt  around, 
The  fair  fultanas  of  his  court :  a  troop 
Of  chofen  beauties,  but  with  care  conceal'd 
From  each  intrufive  eye ;  one  look  is  death. 
A  hcruel  eaftern  law  !  (had  kings  a  power 
But  equal  to  their  wild  tyrannic  will) 
To  rob  us  of  the  fun's  all-cheering  ray, 
Were  lefs  fcvere.     The  vulgar  clofe  the  march, 
Slaves  and  artificers ;  and  Dehli  mourns 
Her  empty  and  depopulated  ftrects. 
Now  at  the  camp  arriv'd  with  ftern  review, 
Through  groves  of  fpears,  from  file  to  file  he  dz 
His  fharp  experienc'd  eye  ;  their  order  marks, 
Each  in  his  ftation  rang'd,  exact  and  firm, 
Till  in  the  boundlefs  line  his  fight  is  loft. 
Not  greater  multitudes  in  arms  appear'd 
On  thefe  extended  plains,  when  Ammon's  fon 
With  mighty  Pornsin  dread  battle  join'd, 
The  vaflal  world  the  prize.     Nor  was  that  hoft 
More  numerous  of  old,  which  the  great  king* 
Pour'd  out  on  Greece  from  all  th'  unpeopled  Eaf 
That  bridg'd  the  Hellefpont  from  fhore  to  fhore, 
And  drank  the  rivers  dry.     Mean  while  in  trooj 
The  bufy  hunter-train  mark  out  the  ground, 
A  wide  circumference ;  full  many  a  league 
In  compafs  round  ;  woods,  rivers,  hills,  and  plair 
Large  provinces;  enough  to  gratify 
Ambition's  higheft  aim,  could  reafon  bound 
Man's  erring  will.     Now  fit  in  clofe  divan 
The  mighty  chiefs  of  this  prodigious  hoft. 
He  from  the  throne  bigh-eminent  prcfidcs, 
Gives  out  his  mandates  proud,  Jaws  of  the  chafe, 
From  ancient  records  drawn.  With  reverence  1m 
And  proftrate  at  his  feet,  the  chiefs  receive 
His  irreverfible  decrees,  from  which 
To  vary  is  to  die.     Then  his  brave  bands 
Each  to  his  ftation  leads;  encamping  round, 
Till  the  wide  circle  is  completely  form'd. 
Where  decent  order  reigns,  what  thefe  commanc 
Thofe  execute  with  fpet d,  and  punctual  care ; 
Tn  all  the  ftricteft  difcipline  of  war  : 
As  if  fome  watchful  foe,  with  bold  infult, 
Hung  lowering  o'er  their  camp.    The  high  f  efo 
That  flies  on  wings  through  all  th'  encircling  li 
Each  motion  fteers,  and  animates  the  whole. 
So  by  the  fun's  attractive  power  controll'd, 
The  planets  in  their  fpheres  roll  round  his  orb  ' 
On  all  he  fhines,  and  rules  the  great  machine. 
Ere  yet  the  morn  difpelsthe  fleeting  mifts, 
The  fignal  given  by  the  loud  trumpet's  voice, 
Now  high  in  air  th'  imperial  ftandard  waves, 
Emblazon'd  rich  with  gold,  and  glittering  gcnij 
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And  like  a  (beet  of  fire,  through  the  dun  gloom 
Streaming  meteorous.     The  foldiers  (bouts, 
And  all  the  brazen  inftruments  of  war, 
With  mutual  clamour,  and  united  din, 
Fill  the  large  concave.    While  from  camp  to  camp 
They  catch  the  varied  founds,  floating  in  air, 
Round  all  the  wide  circumference,  tigers  fell 
Shrink  at  the  noife,  deep  in  his  gloomy  den 
The  lion  ftarts,  and  morfels  yet  unchcw'd 
Drop  from  his  trembling  jaws.     Now  all  at  once 
Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  found 
Of  martial  harmony;  fifes,  cornets,  drums, 
That  roufe  the  fleepy  foul  to  arms,  and  bold 
Heroic  deeds.     In  parties  here  and  there 
Detach'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  the  hunter's  range 
Jnquifitive;  ftrong  dogs,  that  match  in  fight 
The  boldeft  brute,  around  their  mafters  wait, 
A  faithful  guard.     No  haunt  unfearch'dj    they 

drive 

From  every  covert,  and  from  every  den, 
The  lurking  favages.     Inceffant  fhouts 
Re-echo  through  the  woods,  and  kindling  fires 
Gleam  from  the  mountain  tops ;  the  foreft  feems 
One  mingling  blaze  :    like  flocks  of  fheep  they 

fly, 

Before  the  flaming  brand  :  fierce  lions,  pards, 
Boars,  tigers,  bears,  and  wolves-;  a  dreadful  crew 
Of  grim  blood-thirfty  foes;  growling  along, 
They  ftalk  indignant ;  but  fierce  vengeance  flill 
Hangs  pealing  on  their  rear,  and  pointed  fpears 
Prefent  immediate  death.     Soon  as  the  night 
Wrapt  in  her  fable  veil  forbids  the  chafe, 
They  pitch  their  tents,  in  even  ranks,  around 
The  circling  camp.     The  guards  are  plac'd,  and 

fires 

At  proper  diftances  afcending  rife, 
And  paint,  th'  horizon  with  their  ruddy  light. 
So  round  fome  ifland's  fhore  of  large  extent, 
Amid  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  night, 
The  billows  breaking  on  the  pointed  rocks, 
Seem  all  one  flame,  and  the  bright  circuit  wide 
Appears  a  bulwark  of  furrounding  fire, 
What  dreadful  bowlings,  and  what  hideous  roar, 
Difturb  thofe  peaceful  fhades  !  where  erft  the  bird 
That  glads  the  night  had  chear'd  the   listening 

groves  [gloom 

With  fweet    complainings.     Through   the  filent 
Oft  they  the  guards  affail;  as  oft  repell'd 
They  fly  reluctant,  with  hot  boiling  rage 
Stung  to  the  quick,  and  mad  with  wild  defpair. 
Thus  day  by  day  they  ftill  the  chafe  renew, 
At  night  encamp  ;  till  now  in  ftreighter  bounds 
The  circle  kffens,  and  the  beads  perceive 
The  wall  that  hems  them  in  on  every  fide. 
And  now  their  fury  burfts,  and  knows  no  mean  ; 
From  man  they  turn,  and  point  their  ill-judg'd 

rage 

Againft  their  fellow  brutes.  With  teeth  and  claws 
The  civil  war  begins  ;  grappling  they  tear. 
Lions  on  tigers  prey,  and  bears  on  wolves  : 
Horrible  difcord!  till  the  crowd  behind 
Shouting  purfue,  and  part  the  bloody  fray. 
At  once  their  wrath  fubfides;  tame  as  the  lamb 
The  lion  hangs  his  head,  the  furious  pard, 
CowM  and  fubdued,  flies  from  the  face  of  man, 
Nor  bears  one  glance  of  his  commanding  eye. 


So  abjeiSt  is  a  tyrant  in  diftrefs ! 

At  laft,  within  the  narrow  plain  confin'd, 
A  lifted  field,  mark'd  out  for  bloody  deeds, 
An  amphitheatre  more  glorious  far 
Than  ancient  Rome  could  boaft,  they  crowd  in 

heaps, 

Difmay'd,  and  quite  appall'd.     In  meet  array 
Sheath'd  in  refulgent  arms,  a  noble  band 
Advance ;  great  lords  of  high  imperial  blood, 
Early  refolv'd  t*  affert  their  royal  race, 
And  prove  by  glorious  deeds  their  valour's  growth 
Mature,  ere  yet  the  callow  down  has  fpread 
Its  curling  fhade.     On  bold  Arabian  fteeds 
With  decent  pride  they  fit,  that  fearlefs  hear 
The  lion's  dreadful  roar ;  and  down  the  rock 
Swift-fhooting  plunge,  or  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge 
Stretching  along,  the  greedy  tiger  leave 
Panting  behind.     On  foot  their  faithful  Haves 
With  javelins  arm'd  attend  ;  each  watchful  eye 
Fix'd  on  his  youthful  care,  for  him  alone 
He  fears,  and,  to  redeem  his  life,  unmov'd 
Would  lofc  his  own.     The  mighty  Aurengzebe, 
From  his  high  elevated  throne,  beholds 
His  blooming  race ;  revolving  in  his  mind 
What  once  he  was,  in  his  gay  fpring  of  life, 
When  vigour  ftrung  his  nerves.   Parental  joy 
Melts  in  his  eye,  and  flufhes  in  his  cheek. 
Now  the   loud  trumpet  founds  a  charge.     The 

fhouts 

Of  eager  hofts,  through  all  the  circling  line, 
And  the  wild  bowlings  of  the  beafts  within 
Rend  wide  the  welkin,  flights  of  arrows,  wing'd 
With  death,  and  javelins  launch  from  every  arm, 
Gall  fore  the  brutal  bands,  with  many  a  wound 
Gor'd  through  and  through.     Defpair  at  laft  pre-» 

vails, 

When  fainting  nature  fhrinks,  and  roufes  all 
Their  drooping  courage.     SwelFd   with  furious 

rage, 

Their  eyes  dart  fire ;  and  on  the  youthful  band 
They  rufh  implacable.     They  their  broad  fhields 
Quick  interpofe  ;  on  each  devoted  head 
Their  flaming  falchions,  as  the  bolts  of  Jove, 
Defcend  unerring.     Proftrate  on  the  ground 
The  grinning  monflers  lie,  and  their  foul  gore 
Defiles  the  verdant  plain.     Nor  idle  ftand 
The  trufty  flavea ;  with  pointed  fpears  they  pierce 
Through    their  tough  hides;    or  at  their  gaping 

mouths 

An  eafier  paffage  find.     The  king  of  brutes 
In  broken  roarings  breathes  his  laft ;  the  bear 
Grumbles  in  death ;  nor  can  his  t  potted  fkin, 
Though  fleek  it  fhine,  with  varied  beauties  gay. 
Save  the  proud  pard  from  unrelenting  fate. 
The  battle  bleeds,  grim  flaughter  flrides  along, 
Glutting  her  greedy  jav»  s,  grins  o'er  her  prey. 
Men,  horfes,  dogs,  fierce  beafts  of  every  kind, 
A  ftrange  promiscuous  carnage,  drench'd  in  blood, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  amafs'd.  What  yet  remain 
Alive,  with  vain  affault  contend  to  break 
Th'  impenetrable  line.     Others,  whom  fear 
Infpires  with  felf-preferving  wiles,  beneath 
The  bodies  of  the  flain  for  fhelter  creep. 
Aghaft  they  fly,  or  hide  their  heads  diipersM 
And  now  perchance  (had  Heaven  but  pleas'd)  the 

\voik 
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OF  death  had  been  complete  :  and  Aurengzebe 
By  one  dread  frown  extinguifh'd  half  their  race. 
When  lo  !  the  bright  fultanas  of  his  court 
Appear,  and  to  his  ravifh'd.eyes  difplay 
Thofe  charms  but  rarely  to  the  day  reveal'd. 

Lowly  they  bend,  and  humbly  fue,  to  fave 
The  vanquifh'd  hoft.     What  mortal  can  deny 
When  fuppliant  beauty  begs  ?     At  his  command, 
Opening  to  right  and  left,  the  well-train'd  troops 
Leave  a  large  void  for  their  retreating  foes. 
Away  they  fly,  on  wings  of  fear  upborn, 
To  feek  on  diftant  hills  their  late  abodes. 

Ye  proud  oppreffors,  whofe  vain  hearts  eiult 
In  wantonnefs  of  power,  'gainft  the  brute  race, 
Fierce  robber*  like  yourfelves,  a  guiltlefs  war 
Wage  uncontroul'd :  here  quench  your  thirft  of 

blood ; 
But  learn  from  Aurengzebe  to  fpare  mankind. 


BOOK  III. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Of  King  Edgar,  and  his  impofing  a  tribute  of 
wolves  heads  upon  the  kings  of  Wales  :  from 
hence  a  tranfltion  to  fox-hunting,  which  is  dc- 
icribed  in  all  its  parts.  Cenfure  of  an  over-nu- 
merous pack.  Of  the  fcvt- ral  engines  to  deftroy 
foxes  and  other  wild  beafts.  The  fteel  trap  de- 
icribed,  and  the  manner  of  ufing  it.  Defcrip- 
tion  of  the  pit-fall  for  the  lion ;  and  another  for 
the  elephant.  The  ancient  way  of  hunting  the 
tiger  with  a  mirror.  The  Arabian  manner  of 
hunting  the  wild  boar.  Defcription  of  the  royal 
chafe  at  Winder  Foreft.  Concludes  with  an  ad- 
drefs  to  his  Majefty,  and  an  eulogy  upon  mercy. 

IK  Albion's  ifle,  when  gloriou  Edgar  reign'd, 
He,  wifely  provident,  from  her  white  cliffs 
Launch'd  half  her  forefts.and  with  numerous  fleets 
Cover'd  his  wide  domain  :  there  proudly  rode 
Lord  of  "he  deep,  the  great  prerogative 
Of  Britiih  monarchs.     iiach  invader  bold, 
Dane  and  Norwegian,  at  a  diftance  gaz'd, 
And,  difappointed,  gnafli'd  his  teeth  in  vain. 
He  fcour'd  the  feas,  and  to  remoteft  fhores 
With  fwelling  fails  the  trembling  corfair  fled, 
Rich  commerce  flourifh'd ;  and  with  bufy  oars 
Dafti'd  the  refounding  furge.     Nor  lefs  at  land 
His  royal  cares;   wife,  potent,  gracious  prince  ! 
His  fubjecls  from  their  cruel  foes  he  fav'd, 
And  from  rapacious  favages  their  flocks  : 
Cambria's  proud  kings  (though  wkh  reluctance) 

paid 

Their  tributary  wolves  ;  head  after  head, 
In  full  account,  till  the  woods  yield  no  more, 
And  all  the  ravenous  race  extinct  is  loft. 
Infertile  paftures,  morefecurely  graz'd 
The  focial  troops ;  and  foon  their  large  increafc 
With  curling  fleeces  whiten'd  all  the  plains. 
But  yet,  alas  l  the  wily  fox  remain'd, 
A  fubtle,  pilfering  foe,  prowling  around 
In  midnight  fhades,  and  wakeful  to  deftroy. 
la  the  full  fold,  the  poor  de/encelefs  lamb, 


Seiz'd  by  his  guileful  arts,  with  fweet  warm 
Supplies  a  rich  repaft.     The  mournful  ewe, 
Her  deareft  creafure  loft,  through  the  dun  nigl 
Wanders  perplex'd,  and  darkling  bleats  in  vain 
While  in  th'  adjacent  bufh,poor  Philomel, 
(Herfelf  a  parent  once,  till  wanton  churls 
Defpoil'd  her  neft)  joins  in  her  loud  laments, 
With  fweeter  notes,  and  more  melodious  wo. 

For  rhefe  nocturnal  thieves,  huntfmen  prepare 
The  fharpeft  vengeance.  Oh !  how  glorious  'tis 
To  right  th'  opprefs'd,  and  bring  the  felon  vile 
To  juft  difgrace  !  Ere  yet  the  morning  peep, 
Or  flars  retire  from  the  firft  blufh  of  day, 
Wi?h  thy  far  echoing  voice  alarm  thy  pack, 
And  roufe  thy  bold  compeers.  Then  to  the  copfe, 
Thick  with  entangling  graft,  or  prickly  furze, 
With  filencc  lead  thy  many-coloured  hounds, 
In  all  their  beauty's  pride.  See  !   how  they  range 
Di'pers'd,  how  bufily  this  way,  and  that, 
They  crofs,  examining  with  curious  nofe 
Each  likely  haunt.  Hark  !  on  the  drag  I  hear 
Their  doubtful  notes,  preluding  to  a  cry 
More  nobly  full,  and  fwell'd  with  every  mouth. 
As  ftraggling  armies,  at  the  trumpet's  voice, 
Prefs  to  their  ftandard ;  hither  all  repair, 
And  hurry  through  the  woods;  with  hafty  ftep 
Ruftliog,  and  full  of  hope  ;  now  driven  on  hcap» 
They  pufti,  they  drive ;    while  from  his  kennel 

fneaks 

The  confcious  villain.  See!  he  fkulks  along, 
Sleek  at  the  fhepherd's  coft.  and  plump  with  meals 
Purloin'd      So  thrive  the  wicked  here  below. 
Tnough  high  his  brufb  he  hear,  though  tipt  with 
It  gaily  fhiue  ;  yet  ere  the  fun  declin'd        [white 
Recal  the  fhades  of  night,  the  pamper'd  rogue 
Shall  rue  his  fate  revers  J  ;  and  at  his  heels 
Behold  the  juft  avenger,  fwift  to  feize 
His  forfeit  head,  and  thirfting  for  his  blood. 
Heavens  '    what  melodious  ftrains!    how  beat 

our  hearts 

Big  with  tumultuous  joy  !  the  loaded  gales 
Breathe  harmony     and  as  the  tempeft  drives 
From  wood  to  wood,  through  every  dark  recefs 
The  foreft  thunders,  and  the  mountains  make. 
The  chorus  fwells  ;  lefs  various,  and  lefs  fweet, 
The  trilling  notes,  when  in  thofe  very  groves, 
The  feather'd  chorifters  faluts  the  fpring. 
And  every  bum  in  concert  joins ;  or  when 
The  matter's  hand,  in  modulated  air, 
Bids  the  loud  organ  breathe,  and  all  the  powers 
Of  mufic  in  one  inftrument  combine, 
An  unwcifal  minftrelfy.    And  now 
[n  vain  each  earth  he  tries,  the  doors  are  barr'd 
Impregnable,  nor  is  the  covert  fafe ; 
He  pant-  fur  purer  air.     Hark !  what  loud  fhouts 
Re-echo  through  the  groves !  he  breaks  away. 
Shrill  horns  proclaim  his  flight.     Each  ftraggling 

hound 

Strains  o'er  the  lawn  to  reach  the  diftant  pack. 
Tis  triumph  all  and  joy.  Now,  my  brave  youths, 
Now  give  a  loofe  to  the  clean  generous  fteed ; 
Flourilh  the  whip,  nor  fpare  the  galling  fpur  ; 
But,  in  the  madnefs  of  delight,  forget 
Your  fears.     Far  o'er  the  rocky  hills  we  range, 
And  dangerous  our  courfe ;  but  in  the  brave 
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Tnte  Courage  never  fails.  In  vain  the  ftream 
In  foaming  eddies  whirls ;  in  vain  the  ditch 
Wide  gaping  threatens  death.  The  craggy  deep, 
Where  the  poor  dizzy  (hepherd  crawls  with  care, 
And  clings  to  every  twig,  gives  us  no  pain  ; 
But  down  we  fweep,  as  Hoops  the  falcon  bold 
To  pounce   his  prey.    Then  up  th'  opponent  hill, 
By  the  fwift  motion  flung,  we  mount  aloft  : 
So  (hips  in  winter  feas  now  fliding  fink 
Adown  the  fteepy  wave,  then  tofs'd  on  high 
Ride  on  the  billows,  and  defy  the  dorm. 
What  lengths  we  pafs  1  where  will  the   wander- 
ing chafe 

Lead  us  bewilder'd !  fmooth  as  fvvallows  fkim 
The  new- {horn  mead,  and  far  more  fwift,  we  fly. 
See  my  brave  pack  ;  how  to  the  head  they  prefs, 
Joftling  in  clofe  array,  then  more  diffufe 
Obliquely  wheel,  while  from  their  opening  mouths 
The  vollied  thunder  breaks.  So  when  the  cranes 
Their  annual  voyage  (leer,  with  wanton  wing 
Their  figure  oft  they,  change,  ard  their  loud  clang 
From  cloud  to  cloud  rebounds.    How  far  behind 
The  hunter  crew,  wide-ftraggling  o'er  the  plain  ! 
The  panting  courfer  now  with  trembling  nerves 
Begins  to  reel ;  urg'd  by  the  goring  fpur, 
Makes  many  a  faint  effort  :  he  fnorts,  he  foams, 
The  big  round  drops  run  trickling  down  his  fides, 
With  fweat  and  blood  didain'd.     Look  back  and 

view 

The  flrange  confufion  of  the  vale  below, 
Where  four  vexation  reigns ;  fee  yon  poor  jade, 
In  vain  th' impatient  rider  frets  and  fwears ; 
With  galling  fpurs  harrows  his  mangled  fides; 
He  can  no  more  :  his  difFunpliant  limbs 
Rooted  in  earth,  unmov'd  and  fix'd  he  {lands, 
For  every  cruel  curfe  returns  a  groan, 
And  fobs,  and  faints,  and  dies.   Who  without  grief 
Can  view  that  pamper'd  deed,  his  mailer's  joy, 
His  minion,  and  his  daily  carej  well  cloth'd, 
Well  fed  with  every  nicer  cate  ;  no  coft, 
No  labour  fpar'd ;  who,  when  the  flying  chafe 
Broke  from  the  copfe,  without  a  rival  led 
The  numerous  train  :  now  a  fad  fpectacle 
Of  pride  brought  low,  and  humble  infolence, 
Drove  like  a  pannier'd  afs,  and  fcourg'd  along. 
While  thefe,  with  loofen'd  reins  and  dangling  heels, 
Hang  on  their  reeling  palfreys,  that  fcarce  bear 
Their  weights  :  another  in  the  treacherous  bog 
Lies   floundering   half  ingulf 'd.       What    biting 

thoughts 

Torments  th'  abandon'd  crew  !  Old  age  laments 
His  vigour  fpent  :  the  tall,  plump,  brawny  youth 
Curfes  his  cumberous  bulk  ;  and  envies  now 
The  fhort  pygmsean  race,  he  whilom  kenn'd 
With  proud  infulting  leer.   A  chofen  few 
Alone  the  fport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath 
Their  pleafmg  toils.     Here,  huntfman,  from  this 

height 

Obferve  yon  birds  of  prey  ;  if  I  can  judge, 
'Tis  there  the  villain  lurks  :  they  hover  round 
And  claim  him  as  their  own.  Was  I  not  right  ? 
See  !  there  he  creeps  along ;  his  brufli  he  drags, 
And  fweeps  the  mire  impure;  from  his  wide  jaws 
His  tongue  unmoiften'd    hangs ;    fymptoms  too 
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Of  fudden  death.  Ha !  yet  he  flies,  nor  yields 
To  black  defpair.  But  one  loofe  more,  and  all 
His  wiles  are  vain.  Hark  !  through  yon  village 

now 

The  rattling  clamour  rings.    The  barns,  the  cots, 
And  leaflefs  elms  return  the  joyous  founds. 
Through  every  hpmeftall^  and  through  every  yard. 
His  midnight  walks,  panting,  forlorn,  he  flies; 
Through  every  hole  he  fneaks,  through  every  jakes 
Plunging  he  wades  befmear'd,  and  fondly  hopes 
In  a  fuperior  dench  to  lofe  his  own  : 
But,  faithful  to  the  track,  th'  unerring  hounds 
With  peals  of  echoing  vengeance  clofe  purfue. 
Arid  now  diilrefs'd,  no  flickering  covert  near, 
Into  the  hen-rooft  creeps,  whofe  walls  with  gore 
Diftain'd  atteft  his  guilt.  There,  villain,  there 
Expect  thy  fate  deferv'd.    And  foon  from  thence 
The  pack  inquifitive,  with  clamour  loud, 
Drag  out  their  trembling  prize ;  and  on  his  blood 
With  greedy  tranfport  feaft.    In  bolder  notes 
Each  founding  horn  proclaims  the  felon  dead  : 
And  all  th'  affembled  village  fhouts  for  joy. 
The  farmer,  who  beholds  his  mortal  foe 
Stretch'd  at  his  feet,  applauds  the  glorious  deed, 
And  grateful  calls  us  to  a  fhort  repaft  : 
In  the  full  glafsthe  liquid  amber  fmiles, 
Our  native  product.  And  his  good  old  mate 
With  choiceft  viands  heaps  the  liberal  board, 
To  croWn  our  triumphs,  and  reward  our  toils. 

Heremuft  th' inftructivemufe  (but  with  refpect) 
Cenfure  that  numerous  pack,  that  crowd  of  date, 
With  which  the  vain  profufion  of  the  great 
Covers  the  lawn,  and  (hakes  the  trembling  copfe. 
Pompous  incumbrance  !     A  magnificence 
Ufelefs,  vexatious  !     For  the  wily  fox, 
Safe  in  th*  iricreafmg  number  of  his  foes, 
Kens  well  the  great  advantage  :  (links  behind, 
And  flyly  creeps  through  the  fame  beaten  track, 
And  hunts  them  ftep  by  ftep  :  then  views,  efcap'd, 
With  inward  ecftafy,  the  panting  throng 
In  their  own  footfteps  puzzled,  foil'd,  and  loft. 
So  when  proud  eaftern  kings  fummon  to  arms 
Their  gaudy  legions,  from  far  diftant  climes 
They  flock  in  crowd?,  unpeopling  half  a  world  : 
But  when  the  day  ef  battle  calls  them  forth 
To  charge  the  well-train'd  foe,  a  band  compact 
Of  chofen  veterans  ;  they  prefs  blindly  on, 
In  heaps  confus'd,  by  their  own  weapons  fall 
A  fmoking  carnage  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain. 

Nor  hounds  alone  this  noxious  brood  deftroy  : 
The  plunder'd  warrener  full  many  a  wile 
Devifes  to  entrap  his  greedy  foe, 
Fat  with  nocturnal  fpoils.  At  clofe  of  day, 
With  (ilence  drags  his  tail :  then  from  the  ground 
Pares  thin  the  clofe-graz«'d  turf  ;    there  with  nice 

hand 

Covers  the  latent  death,  with  curious  fprings 
Prcpar'd  to  fly  at  once,  whene'er  the  tread 
Of  man  or  bead  unwarily  fhall  prefs 
The  yielding  furface.    By  th'  indented  fteel 
With  gripe  tenacious  held,  the  felon  grins, 
And  druggies,  but  in  vain  :  yet  oft  'tis  known, 
When  every  art  has  fail'd  the  captive  fox 
Has  fliar'd  the  wounded  joint,  and  with  a  limb 
Compounded  for  his  life.    But,  if  perchanc? 
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In  the  deep  pitfall  plung'd,  there's  no  cfcape ; 
But  unrepriev'd  he  dies,  and  bleach'd  in  air, 
The  jeft  of  clowns,  his  reeking  carcafe  hungs. 

Of  thefe  are  various  kinds ;  not  even  the  king 
Of  brutes  evades  this  deep  devouring  grave  . 
But,  by  the  wily  African  betray'd, 
Meedlefs  of  fate,  within  its  gaping  jaws 
Expires  indignant.   When  the  orient  beam 
With  bluflies  paints  the  dawn  ;  and  all  the  race 
Carnivorous,  with  blood  full-gorg'ci.  retire 
Into  their  darhfome  cells,  there  fatiate  fnore 
O'er  dripping  offals,  and  the  mangled  limbi 
Of  men  and  beads ;  the  painful  foreder 
Climbs  the  high  hills,  whofe  proud  afpiring  tops 
"With  the  tall  cedar  crown'd,  and  taper  fir, 
Affail  the  clouds.    There  'mong  the  craggy  recks, 
And  thickets  intricate,  trembling  he  views 
His  footfteps  in  the  fand ;  the  difmal  road 
And  avenue  to  death.  Hither  he  calls 
His  wathful  bands ;  and  low  into  the  ground 
A  pit  they  fink,  full  many  a  fathom  deep. 
Then  in  the  midft  a  column  high  is  rear'd, 
The  butt  of  fome  fair  tree  ;  upon  whofe  top 
A  lamb  is  plac'd,  juft  ravifti'd  from  his  dam. 
And  next  a  wall  they  build,  with  (tones  and  earth 
Encircling  round,  and  hiding  from  all  view 
The  dreadful  precipice.     Now  when  the  (hades 
Of  night  hang  lowering  o'er  the  mountain's  brow ; 
And  hunger  keen,  and  pungent  third  of  blood, 
Roufe  up  the  flothful  beaft,  he  (hakes  his  fides, 
Slow-rifing  from  his  lair,  and  ftretches  wide 
His  ravenous  paws,  with  recent  gore  diftain'd. 
The  forefts  tremble,  as  he  roars'aloud, 
Impatient  to  deftroy.  O'erjoy'd  he  hears 
The  bleating  innocent,  that  claims  in  vain 
The  (hepherd's  care,  and  feeks  with  piteous  moan 
The  foodful  teat ;  himfelf,  alas !  defign'd 
Another's  meal.  For  now  the  greedy  brute 
Winds  him  from  far ;  and  leaping  o'er  the  mound 
To  feize  his  trembling  prey,  headlong  is  plung'd 
Into  the  deep  aTjyfs.  Proftrate  he  lies 
Aftunn'd  and  impotent.  Ah  !  what  avail 
Thine  eye-balls  flafhing  fire,  thy  length  of  tail, 
That  laflies  thy  broad  fides,  thy  jaws  bcfmear'd 
With  blood  and  offals  crudr,  thy  fhaggy  mane 
The  terror  of  the  woods,  thy  (lately  port, 
And  bulk  enormous,  iince  by  (Iratagem 
Thy  ftrength  is  foil'd  ?     Unequal  is  the  ftrife, 
When  fovereign  reafon  combats  brutal  rage. 

On  iliftant  Ethiopia's  fun- burnt  coaft, 
The  black  inhabitants  a  pitfall  frame, 
But  of  a  different  kind,  and  different  ufe! 
With  (lender  poles  the  wide  capacious  mouth, 
And  hurdleb  flight,  they  clofe  ;  o'er  thefe  is  fpread 
A  floor  of  verdant  turf,  with  all  its  flowers 
Smiling  delufive,  and  from  ftri&ed  fearch 
Concealing  the  deep  grave  that  yawns  below. 
Then  boughs  of  trees  they  cut,  with  tempting  fruit 
Of  various  kinds  furcharg'd  ;  the  downy  peach, 
The  cluttering  vine,  and  of  bright  golden  rind, 
The  fragrant  orange.  Soon  as  evening  gray 
Advances  flow,  befprinkling  all  around 
With  kind  refreihing  dews  the  thirfty  glebe, 
The  (lately  elephant  from  the  clofe  (hade 
With  ftep  rnajeftk  ftrides,  eager  to  tafte 


The  cooler  breeze,  that  from  the  Tea-beat  fhore 
Delightful  breathes,  <>r  in  {he  limpid  dream 
To  lave  his  panting  fides ;  joyous  he  fcents 
The  rich  repaft,  unwecting  of  the  death 
That  lurks  within    And  foon  he  fporting  breaks 
The  brittle  boughs,  and  greedily  devours 
The  fruit  delicious     Ah!  too  dearly  bought; 
The  price  is  life.   For  now  the  treacherous  turf 
Trembling  gives  way ;  and  the  unwieldy  beaft, 
Self-finking^  drops  into  the  dark  profound. 
So  when  dilated  vapours,  ftruggling,  heave 
Th'   incumbent  earth  ;    if  chance  the  cavern'J 

ground 

Shrinking  fubfide,  and  the  thin  furface  yield, 
Down  finks  at  once  the  ponderous  dome,  ingulf 'd 
With  all  its  towers.     Subtle,  delufive  man  1 
How  various  are  thy  wiles  !   artful  to  kilt 
Thy  favage  foes,  a  dull  unthinking  race  t 
Fierce  fi  om  his  lair,  fprings  forth  the  fpeckled  pard, 
Thirfling  for  blood,  and  eager  to  deftroy ; 
The  huntfman  flies,  but  to  his  flight  alone 
Confides  not :  at  convenient  diftance  fix'd, 
A  polifh'd  mirror  (tops  in  full  career 
The  furious  brute  :  he  there  his  image  views; 
Spots  againft  fpotswith  rage  improving  glow; 
Another  pard  his  briftly  whifkers  curls, 
Grins  as  he  grins,  fierce  menacing,  and  wid« 
Difttnds  his  opening  paws ;  himfelf  againft 
Himfelf  oppos'd,  and  with  dread  vengeance  arm'd. 
The  huntfman,  now  fecure,  with  fatal  aim 
Directs  the  pointed  fpear.  by  which  transfix'd 
He  dies,  and  with  him  dies  the  rival  (hade. 
Thus  man  innumerous  engines  forms  *'  aflail 
The  favage  kind  ;  but  molt  the  docile  horfe, 
Swift  and  confederate  with  man,  annoys 
His  brethren  of  the  plains  ;  without  whofe  aid 
The  hunter's  arts  are  vain,  unfkill'd  to  wage 
With  the  more  active  brutes  an  eqval  war. 
But  borne  by  him,  without  the  wcll-train'd  pac&, 
Man  dares  his  foe,  on  wings  of  wind  fecure. 
Him  the  fierce  Arab  mounts,  and,  with  hit 

troop 

Of  bold  compeers,  ranges  the  deferts  wild. 
Where,  by  the  magnet's  aid,  the  traveller 
Steers  his  untrodden  courfe  ;  yet  oft  on  land 
Is  wreck'd,  in  the  high-rolling  waves  of  fand 
Immerft  and  loft.  While  thefe  intrepid  bands, 
Safe  in  their  horfes  fpeed,  out-fly  the  (torm,l[prey. 
And  fcouring  round,  make  men  and  beads  their 
The  grifly  boar  is  fingled  from  his  herd, 
As  large  as  that  in  Erimanthian  woods, 
A  match  for  Hercules.     Round  him  they  fly 
In  circles  wide  ;  and  each  in  paffing  fends 
His  feather'd  death  into  his  brawny  fides. 
But  perilous  th'  attempt.  For  if  the  (teed 
Haply  too  near  approach  ;  cr  the  loofe  e*rth 
His  footing  fail,  the  watchful  angry  beaft 
Th'  advantage  (pies ;  and  at  one  fidclong  glanc* 
Rips  up  his  groin.     Wounded,  he  rears  aloft, 
And,  plunging  from  his  back  the  rider  hurls 
Precij.itant ;  then  bleeding  fpurns  the  ground, 
And  drags  his  reeking  entrails  o'er  the  plain. 
Mean  while  the  furly  monfter  trots  along, 
But  with  unequal  fpeed ;  for  (till  they  wound, 
Swift-wheeling  in  the  fpadous  ring,    A  wuc4 
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Of  darts  upon  his  back  he  bears ;  adown 
His  tortur'd  fides,  the  crimfon  torrents  roll 
From  many  a  gaping  font      And  now  at  laft 
Staggering  he  falls,  in  blood  and  foam  expires. 
But  whither  roves  my  devious  mufe,  intent 
On  antique  tales  ?  While  yet  the  royal  flag 
ITnfung  remains.     Tread  with  refpedlful  awe 
Windfor's  green  glades ;   where  Denham,  tuneful 

bard, 

Charm'd  once  the  liflening  Dryads,  with  his  fong 
Sublimely  fweet.     O  !  grant  me,  facred  (hade, 
To  glean  fubmifs  what  thy  full  fickle  leaves. 

The  morning  fun,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 
Windfor's  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 
Mount  for  the  chafe,  nor  views  in  all  his  courfc 
A  fcenc  fo  gay  :  heroic,  noble  youths, 
In  arts  and  arms  renown'd,  and  lovely  nymphs 
The  faireft  of  this  ifle,  where  beauty  dwells 
Delighted,  and  deferts  her  Paphian  grove 
For  our  more  favour'd  {hades  :  in  proud  parade 
Thefe  fhine  magnificent,  and  prefs  around 
The  royal  happy  pair.     Great  in  thcmfelves, 
They  fmile  fuperior;  of  external  fhow 
Regardlefs,  while  their  inbred  virtues  give 
A  luflre  to  their  power,  and  grace  their  court 
With  real  fplendors,  far  above  the  pomp 
Of  eaflern  kings,  in  all  their  tinfcl  pride. 
Like  troops  of  Amazons,  the  female  band 
France  round  their  cars,  not  in  refulgent  arms 
As  thofe  of  old  ;  unfldll'd  to  wield  the  fword, 
Or  bend  the  bow,  thefe  kill  with  furer  aim. 
The  royal  offspring,  faireic  of  the  fair, 
Lead  on  the  fplendid  train.     Anna  more  bright 
Than  fummer  funs,  or  as  the  lightning  keen, 
With  irrefiftible  effulgence  arm'd, 
Fires  every  heart.     He  muit  be  more  than  man, 
Who  uncorcern'd  can  bear  the  piercing  ray. 
Amelia,  milder  than  the  blufhing  dawn, 
With  fweet  engaging  air,  but  equal  power, 
Infenfibly  fubdues,  and  in  fofc  chains 
Her  willing  captives  leads.     Illuftrious  maids, 
Ever  triumphant !  whofe  victorious  charms, 
Without  the  needlefs  aid  of  high  dtfcent, 
Had  aw'd  mankind,  and  taught  the  world's  great 

lords 

To  bow  and  fue  for  grace.     But  who  is  he 
Frefh  as  a  rofe-bud  newly  blown,  and  fair 
As  opening  lilies ;  on  whom  every  eye 
With  joy  and  admiration  dwells  ?  See,  fee, 
He  reins  his  docile  barb  with  manly  grace. 
Is  it  Adonis  for  the  chafe  array'd? 
Or  Britain's  fecond  hope  ?  Hail,  blooming  youth  ! 
May  all  your  virtues  with  your  years  improve, 
Till  in  confummate  worth,  you  fhme  the  pride 
Of  thefe  our  days,  and  to  fucceeding  times 
A  bright  example.     As  his  guard  of  mutes 
On  the  great  fultan  wait,  with  eyes  deje<5t, 
And  fix'd  on  earth,  no  voice,  no  found  is  heard 
Within  the  wide  ferail,  but  all  is  hufh'd, 
And  awful  filence  reigns ;  thus  ftand  the  pack 
Mute  and  unmov'd,  and  cowering  low  to  earth, 
While  pafs  the  glittering  court,  and  royal  pair  : 
So  difciplin'd  thofe  hounds,  and  fo  referv'd, 
Whole  honour  'tis  to  glajrl  the  hearts  of  kings. 
But  foon  the  winding  horn,  and  huntfmaa's  voice, 
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Let  loofe  the  general  chorus ;  far  around 

Joy  fpreads  its  wings,  and  the  gay  morning  fmiles, 

Unharbour'd  now  the  royal  uag  forfakes 
His  wonted  lair ;  he  fnakes  his  dappled  fides, 
And  tofTes  high  his  beamy  head,  the  copfe 
Beneath  his  antlers  bends.     What  doubling  fhifts 
He  tries  :   not  more  the  wily  hare  ;  in  thefe 
Would  dill  perfifl,  did  not  the  full  mouth'd  pack 
With  dreadful  concert  thunder  in  his  rear. 
The  woods  reply,  the  hunter's  cheering  fhouts 
Float  through  the  glades,  arid  the  wide  fore.!  ri.igs« 
How  merrily  they  chant !  their  noftrils  deep 
hihaie  the  grateful  rteam.     Such  is  the  cry, 
And  fuch  th'  harmonious  din,  the  foldier  deemi 
The  battle  kindling,  and  the  ftatefnvin  grave 
Forgets  his  weighty  cares  ;  each  age    each  fex, 
In  the  wild  tranfpott  jpins    luxuriant  joy, 
And  pleafure  in  excels    Iparklmg  exult 
On  every  brow,  and  revei  unrcftrain'd. 
How  happy  art  thou,  man,  when  thou'rt  no  more 
fhyfelf :   when  ad  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  foul, 
In  rapture  and  in  fweet  oblivion  loft, 
Yield  a  fhort  interval  and  eafe  from  pain  ! 

See  the  fwift  courier  ftrains,  his  fhining  hoofg 
Securely  beat  the  fotid  ground.     Who  now 
The  dangerous  pitfall  fears,  with  tangling  heath 
High-overgrown  ?  or  who  the  quivering  bog 
Soft  yielding  to  the  ftcp  ?    -vll  now  is  plain, 
Plain  as  the  ftrand  fea  lav'd,  that  ftretches  far 
Beneath  the  rocky  fh.>re.     Glades  croffing  glades 
The  forefl  opens  to  our  wondering  view  : 
Such  was  the  king's  command.    Let  tyrants  fierce 
Lay  wafte  the  world  ;  his  the  moft  glorious  part 
To  check  their  pr^de;  and  when  the  brazen  voice 
Of  war  is  hufh'd  (as  erfl  victorious  Rome) 
T'  employ  his  ftation'd  legions  in  the  works 
Of  peace  ;  to  fmooth  the  rugged  wildernefs, 
To  drain  the  ftagnate  fen,  to  raife  the  fiope 
Depending  road,  and  to  make  gay  the  face 
Of  nature,  with  th'  embellifhments  of  art. 

How  meltc  my  beating  heart !  as  I  behold 
Each  lovely  nymph,  our  ifland's  boafl  and  pride, 
Pufh  on  the  generous  fteed,  that  ftrokea  along 
O'er  rough,  o'er  fmooth,  nor  heed?  the  iteepy  hill, 
Nor  faulters  in  th'  extended  vale  below  : 
Their  garments  loofely  waving  in  the  wind, 
And  all  the  flufh  of  beauty  in  their  cheeks  ! 
While  at  their  fides  their  penfive  lovers  wait, 
Direct  their  dubious  courfe  ;  now  chill'd  with  fear. 
Solicitous,  and  now  with  love  inflam'd. 
O  !  grant,  indulgent  Heaven,  no  rifing  ^lorrn 
May  darken  with  black  wings  this  glorious  fcenel 
Should  fome  malignant  power  thus  damp  our  joys, 
Vain  were  the  gloomy  cave,  fuch  as  of  old 
BetrayM  to  lawlefs  love  the  Tynan  queen. 
For  Britain's  virtuous  nymphs  are  cnaffce  as  fair, 
Spotleis,  unblam'd,  with  equal  triumph  reign 
n  the  dun  gloom,  as  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Now1   the   blown   ftag,  through  woods,  bog«> 

roads,  and  ftreams 

Has  meafur'd  half  the  forefl ;  but  ahs ! 
He  flies  in  vain,  he  flies  not  from  his  fears. 
Though  far  he  caft  the  lingering  pack  behind, 
His  haggar'd  fancy  ftill  with  horror  view* 
Ihe  fell  dcftroycr  j  ftill  the  fatal  cry 
Gg  ij 
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Infults  his  ears,  arid  wounds  his  trembling  heart 
60  the  poor  fury-haunted  wretch  (his  hands 
In  guiltlefs  blood  diftain'd)  ftill  feems  to  hear 
The  dying  fhrieks  :  and  the  pale  threatening  ghoft 
Moves  as  he  moves,  and  as  he  flies,  purfucs 
See  here  his  flot ;  up  yon  green  hill  he  climbs, 
Pants  on  its  brow  a  while,  fadly  looks  back 
On  his  purfuers,  covering  all  the  plain ; 
But  wrung  with  anguifli,  bears  not  long  the  fight, 
Shoots  down  the  deep,  and  fwcats  along  the  vale, 
There   mingles  with  the  herd,  where  once  he 

reign'd 

Proud  monarch  of  the  groves,  whofe  claming  beam 
His  rivals  aw'd,  and  whofe  exalted  power 
Was  ftill  rewarded  with  fuccefsful  love. 
But  the  bafe  herd  have  learn'd  the  ways  of  men, 
Averfe  they  fly,  or  with  rebellious  aim 
Chafe  him 'from  thence  :  needlefs  their  impious 

deed, 

The  huntfman  knows  him  by  a  thoufand  marks, 
Black,  and  imboft  ;  nor  are  his  hounds  deceiv'd  ; 
Too  well  'li.ftinguifli  thefe,  and  never  leave 
Their  once  devoted  foe  ;  familiar  grows 
His  fcent,  and  ftrong  their  appetite  to  kill. 
Again  lie  flies,  and  with  redoubled  fpeed 
Skims  o'er  the  lawn  ;  ftill  the  tenacious  crew 
Hang  on  the  track,  aloud  demand  their  prey, 
And  pufh  him  many  a  league.     If  haply  then 
Too  far  efcap'd,  and  the  gay  courtly  train 
Behind  are  caft,  the  huntfman's  clanging  whip 
Stops  full  their  bold  career;  paflive  they  ftaud, 
Unmov'd,  an  humble,  an  obfequious  crowd, 
As  if  by  ftern  Medufa  gaz'd  to  ftones. 
So  at  their  general's  voice  whole  armies  ha!t 
In  full  purfuit,  and  check  their  thirft  of  blood, 
Soon  at  the  king's  command,  like  hafty  ftreams 
Damm'd  up  a  while,  they  foam,  and  pour  along 
With  frefh  recruited  might.     The  ftag,  who  hop'd 
His  foes  were  lo't,  now  once  more  hears  aftunn'd, 
The  dreadful  din  ;  he  fhivers  every  limb, 
He  ftarts,  he  bounds ,  each  bufh  preftnts  a  foe. 
Prcfs'd  by  the  frefh  relay,  no  paule  allow'd, 
Breathlefs,  and  faint,  he  fathers  in  his  pace, 
And  lifts  his  weary  limbs  with  pain,  that  fcarce 
Suftain  their  load  :   he  pants,  he  fobs  appall'd  ; 
Drops  down  his  heavy  head  to  earth,  beneath 
His  cumbrous  beam*  opprefs'd.     But  if  perchance 
Some  prying  eye  furprifc  him  ;  foon  he  rears 
iirrcl  his  towering  front,  bounds  o'er  the  lawn 
With  ill-diffembled  vigour,  to  amufe 
The  knowing  forefter  ;  who  inly  fmiles 
At  his  weak  fhifts  and  unavailing  frauds. 
So  midnight  tapers  vvafle  their  laft  remains, 
Shine  forth  a  while,  and  as  they  blaze  expire- 
From  wood  to  wood  redoubling  thunders  roll, 
And  bellow  through  the  vales;  the  moving  ftorm 
Thickens  amain,  and  loud  triumphant  fliouts, 
And  horns  fhrill-warbling  in  each  glade,  prelude 
To  his  approaching  fate.     And  now  in  view 
With  hobbling  gait,  and  high,  exerts  amaz'd 
What  ftrength  is  left :  to  the  laft  dregs  of  life 
Reduc'd,  his  fpirits  fail,  on  every  fide 
Hemm'd  in,  befieg'd ;  not  the  leaft  opening  left 
To  gleaming  hope,  th'  unhappy's  lad  relervc. 
Where  lhall  he  turn  ?  or  whither  fly  ?  Defpair 
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Gives  courage  to  the  weak.     Refolv'd  to  die, 
He  fears  no  more,  but  rufhes  on  hit  foes. 
And  deals  his  deaths  around  ;  beneath  hi."  feet 
Thefc  groveling  lie,  thofe  by  his  antlers  gor'd 
Defile  th'  enfanguin'd  plain.     Ah  !  fee  diftrefs'd 
He  ftands  at  bay  againft  yon  knotty  trunk, 
That  covers  well  his  rear,  his  front  prefents 
An  hoft  of  foes.     O  !  (bun,  ye  noble  train, 
The  rude  encounter,  and  believe  your  lives 
Your  country's  due  alone.     As  now  aloof 
The  wing  around,  he  finds  his  foul  uprais'd, 
To  dare  fome  great  exploit ,  he  charges  home 
Upon  the  broken  pack,  that  on  each  lide 
Fly  diverfe  ;  then  as  o'er  the  turf  he  Drains, 
He  vents  the  cooling  ftream,  and  up  the  breeze 
Urges  his  courfe  with  equal  violence  : 
Then  takes  the  foil,  and  plunges  in  the  flood 
Precipitant;  down  the  mid  ftream  he  wafts 
Along,  till  (like  a  (hip  diftrefs'd,  that  runs 
Into  fome  winding  creek)  clofe  to  the  verge 
Of  a  fmall  ifland,  for  his  weary  feet 
Sure  anchorage  he  finds,  there  fkulks  immers'd. 
His  nofe  alone  above  the  wave  draws  in 
The  vital  air;  all  elfe  beneath  the  flood 
Conceal'd,  and  loft,  deceives  each  prying  eye 
Of  man  or  brute.     In  vain  the  crowding  pack 
Draw  on  the  margin  of  the  ftream,  or  cut 
The  liquid  wave  with  oary  feet,  that  move 
In  equal  time.     The  gliding  waters  leave 
No  ttace  behind,  and  his  contracted  pores 
But  fparirgly  perfpire  :  the  huntfman  ftrains 
His  labouring  lungs,  and  puffs  his  cheeks  in  vain  : 
At  length  a  blood-h  und  bold,  ftudious  to  kill, 
And  exquifite  of  fenfe,  winds  him  from  far ; 
Headlong  he  leaps  into  the  flood,  his  mouth 
L'.ud  opening  fpends  amain,  and  his  wide  throat 
bwclU  every  note  with  joy  ;  then  fearlefs  dives 
Beneath   the  wave,    hat-gs  on   his  haunch,  and 

wounds 

Th'  unhappy  brute,  that  flounders  in  the  ftream, 
Sorely  diftrefs'd,  and  liruggling  ftrives  to  mount 
The  fteepy  fhore.     Haply  once  more  efcap'd, 
Again  he  ftands  at  bay,  an.:-,  the  groves 
Of  willows,  bending  low  their  downy  heads. 
Outrageous  tranfport  fires  the  greedy  pack  ; 
Thefe  fvvim  the  deep,  and  thofe  crawl  up  witk 

pain 

The  flippery  bank,  while  others  on  firm  land 
Engage  ;  the  ftag  repels  each  bold  affault, 
Maintains  his  poft,  and  wounds  for  wounds  returns. 
As  when  fome  wily  corfair  boards  a  (hip 
Full-freighted,  or  from  Afric's  golden  coafts, 
Or  India's  wealthy  ftrand,  his  bloody  crew 
Upon  her  deck  he  flings ;  thefe  in  the  deep 
Drop  fhort,  and  fwim  to  reach  her  fteepy  iides, 
And  clinging  climb  aloft ;  while  thofe  on  board 
Urge  on  the  work  of  fate  ;  the  matter  bold, 
Prtfs'd  to  his  laft  retreat,  bravely  refolves 
To  fink  his  wealth  beneath  the  whelming  wave, 
His  wealth,  his  foes,  nor  uureveng'd  to  die. 
So  fares  it  with  the  ftag  :  fo  he  refolves 
To  plunge  at  once  into  the  flood  below, 
Himfelf,  his  foes,  in  one  deep  gulf  immers'd. 
Ere  yet  he  executes  this  dire  intent, 
In  wild  diforder  once  more  views  the  light; 
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Beneath  a  weight  of  woe  he  groans  diftrefs'd, 
The  tears  run  trickling  down  his  hairy  cheeks; 
He  weeps,  nor  weeps  in  vain.     The  king  beholds 
His  wretched  plight,  and  tendernefs  innate 
Moves  his  great  foul.     Soon  at  his  high  command 
Rebuk'd,  the  difappointed,  hungry  pack, 
Retire  fubmifs,  and  grumbling  quit  their  prey. 
Great  prince !  from  thee  what  may  thy  fubje&s 

hope; 

So  kind,  and  fo  beneficent  to  brutes  ? 
O  mercy,  heavenly  born  !  fweet  attribute  ! 
Thou  great,  thou  beft  prerogative  of  power  ! 
Juftice  may  guard  the  throne,  but,  join'd  with 

thee, 

On  rocks  of  adamant  it  {lands  fecure, 
And  braves  the  ftorm  beneath  ;  foon  as  thy  (miles 
Gild  the  rough  deep,  the  foaming  waves  fubiide, 
And  all  the  noify  tumult  finks  in  peace. 


BOOK    IV, 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  neceflity  of  dtftroying  fome  beafts,  and  pre- 
ferving  others  for  the  ufe  of  man.  Of  breeding 
©f  hounds;  the  feafon  for  this  bufinefs  The 
choice  of  the  dog,  of  great  moment.  Of  the 
litter  of  whelps.  Of  the  number  to  be  reared. 
Of  fetting  them  out  to  their  feveral  walks.  Care 
to  be  taken  to  prevent  their  hunting  too  foon. 
Of  entering  the  whelps.  Of  breaking  them 
from  running  at  fheep.  Of  the  difeafes  of 
hounds.  Of  their  age.  Ofmadncfs;  two  forts 
of  it  defcribed,  the  dumb  and  outrageous  mad- 
nefs :  its  dreadful  effects.  Burning  of  the 
wound  recommended  as  preventing  ail  ill  con- 
fequences.  The  infectious  hounds  to  be  fepa- 
rated,  and  fed  apart.  The  vanity  of  trufting  to 
the  many  infallible  cures  for  this  malady.  The 
difmal  effects  of  the  biting  of  a  mad  dog,  upon 
man,  defcribed.  Defcription  of  the  ouer  hunt- 
ing. The  concluiion. 

WUATE'ER  of  earth  is  form'd,  to  earth  returns 

Diffolv'd  :  the  various  objects  we  behold, 

Plants,  animals,  this  whole  material  mafs, 

Are  ever  changing,  ever  new.     The  foul 

Of  man  alone,  that  particle  divine, 

Efcapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  things  fail. 

Hence  great  the  dlftance  'twixt  the  bealts  that 

pedfh, 

And  God's  bright  image,  man's  immortal  race. 
The  brute  creation  are  his  property, 
Subfervient  to  his  will,  and  for  him  made. 
As  hurtful  thefe  he  kills,  as  ufeful  thofe 
Preferves  ;  their  fole  and  arbitrary  king. 
Should  he  not  kill,  as  erft  the  Samian  fage 
Taught  unadvis'd,  and  Indian  brachmans  now 
As  vainly  preach  ;  the  teeming  ravenous  brutes 
Might  fill  the  fcanty  fpace  of  this  terrene, 
Incumbering  all  the  globe  :  fhould  not  his  care 
Improve  his  growing  flock,  their  kinds  might  fail, 
Man  might  once  more  on  roots  and  acorns  feed, 
And  through  the  deferrs  range,  Havering,  forlern, 


Quite  -icititute  of  every  folace  dear, 
And  every  fmiling  gaiety  of  life. 

The  prudent  huntfman  therefore  will  fupply 
With  annual  large  recruits,  his  broken  pack, 
And  propagate  their  kind.     As  from  the  root 
Frefti  fcions  ftill  fpring  forth  and  daily  yield 
New  blooming  honours  to  the  parent  tree. 
Far  fhall  his  pack  be  fam'd,  far  fought  his  breed, 
And  princes  at  their  tables  feaft  thofe  hounds 
His  hand  prefents,  an  acceptable  boon. 

Ere  yet  the  fun  through  the  bright  Ram  has 
His  fteepy  courfe,  or  mother  earth  unbound 
Her  frozen  bofoai  to  the  weftern  gale  ; 
When  feather'd  troops,  their  focial  leagues  dif- 

folv'd, 

Select  their  mates,  and  on  the  leaflefs  elm. 
The  noify  rook  builds  high  her  wicker  neft, 
Mark  well  the  wanton  females  of  thy  pack, 
That  curl  their  taper  tails,  and  frifking  court 
Their  pyebald  mates  enamour'd ;  their  red  eyes 
Flafh  fires  impure  ;  nor  reft,  nor  food  they  take, 
Goaded  by  furious  love.     In  feparate  celU 
Confine  them  now,  left  bloody  civil  wars 
Annoy  the  peaceful  ftate.     If  left  at  large, 
1'he  growling  rivals  in  dread  battle  join. 
And  rude  encounter  ;  on  Scamander's  dreams 
Heroes  of  old  with  far  lefs  fury  fought, 
For  the  bright  Spartan  dame,  their  valour's  prize. 
Mangled  and  torn  thy  favourite  hounds  (hall  lie, 
Stretch'4  on  the  ground  ;  thy  kennel  fhall  appear 
A  field  of  blood  :  like  fome  unhappy  town 
In  civil  broils  confus'd,  while  difcord  makes 
Her  bloody  fcourge  aloft,  fierce  parties  rage, 
Staining  their  impious  hands  in  mutual  death. 
And  ftill  the  beft  belov'd,  and  braveft  fall : 
Such  are  the  dire  effects  of  lawlefs  love. 

Huntfman  !  thefe  ills  by  timely  prudent  care 
Prevent :  for  every  longing  dame  (elect 
Some  happy  paramour  •,  to  him  alone 
In  leagues  Cunnubial  join.     Confider  well 
His  lineage  ;  what  his  fathers  did  of  old, 
Chiefs  of  the  pvk,  and  firft  to  climb  the  rock, 
Or  plunge  into  the  deep,  or  tread  the  brake 
With  thorn  Iharp-pointed,  plaih'd,  and  briars  in* 

woven. 

Obferve  with  care  his  fhape,  fort,  colour,  fize. 
Nor  will  fagacious  huntfmen  lefs  regard 
His  inward  habits :   the  vain  babbler  fhun, 
Ever  loquacious,  ever  in  the  wrong. 
His  fooliih  offspring  fhall  offend  thy  ears 
With  falfe  alarms,  and  loud  impertinence. 
Nor  lefs  the  Uniting  cur  avoid,  that  breaks 
Illufive  from  the  pack ;  to  the  next  hedge 
Devious  he  ftrays,  there  every  mufe  he  tries : 
If  haply  then  he  crofs  the  fteaming  fcent, 
Away  he  flies  vain-glorious  ;  and  exults 
As  of  the  paclc  fupreme,  and  in  his  fpeed 
And  ftrengrh  unrival'd.     Lo  !  caft  far  behind. 
His  vex'd  affociates  pant,  and  labouring  {train 
To  climb  the  iteep  afcent.     Soon  as  they  reach 
Th'  infulting  boafter,  his  falfe  courage  fails, 
Behind  he  lags,  doom'd  to  the  fatal  noofe, 
His  mailer's  hate,  and  fcorn  of  all  the  field. 
What  can  from  fuch  be  hop'd,  but  a  bafe  brood 
Of  coward  curs,  a  frantic,  vagrant  race  ? 
^*  S  *'J. 
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When  now  the'third  revolving  moon  appears,      i 
Vith  fharpen'ri  horns,  r.bi  V'  .    N'S  brink;     ! 

Without  Lndna's  aid,  exp<.cl  thy  hopts 
Are  amply  crown'd  ;   Ihor-  pn..'g*  produce  to  light 
The  Imoking  litter,  era    ling  he'j  Icfs,  blind, 
Mature  their  guide,  they  ieck  the  pouti-  g  teat 
That  plenteous  i>reams      Soon  as  the  tei  der  dam 
Has  form'd  them  with  her  tongue,  with  plealurc  : 


The  marks  of  their  renown'c-1  progenitor*, 

Sure  pledge  ri  triumphs  yet  to  erne       All  thcfe 

Select  with  joy,  but  to  'he  nie>c  ii.fs  flood 

Expofe  the  dwindling  refute,  m-r  oYrload 

Th'  indulgent  mother.     If  thy  heart  relent, 

Unwilling  to  deftroy,  a  m-rf<  provide, 

And  to  the  fofter -parent  give  rhe  care 

Of  thy  fupcrfluous  brood  ,   {he'll  cherifh  kind 

The  alien  offspring     pleas'd  thou  {halt  behold 

Her  tendernefs,  and  hofpirable  1<  vc. 

If  frolic  m  w  and  playful  they  defert 
Their  gloomy  cell,  and  en  the-  verdant  turf 
With  nerve*  improv'd,  purfue  the  mimic  chafe, 
Courting  around  ;  unto  the  choireir  friends 
Commit  thy  valued  prize  :  the  ruftic  dames 
Shall  at  thy  kennel  wait,  and  in  their  laps 
Rece'ive  thy  growing  hope?,  with  many  a  kifs 
Carefs,  and  dignify  their  little  charge 
With  fome  grea'  i  itle,  and  relcrnding  name 
Of  high  import.     But  cautious  here  oblerve 
To  check  their  youthful  ardour,  nor  permit 
The  unexperienc'd  younker,  immature, 
Along  to  range  the  woods,  or  haunt  the  brakes 
Where  dodgi-  tr  conies  fport ;  his  nerves  uni'rung, 
And  ftrengih  unequal,  the  laborious  chafe 
Shall  ftint  hi*  growth,  and  his  rafh  forward  youth 
Contract  luch  vicious  habits,  as  thy  care 
And  late  correction  never  {hall  reclaim. 

When  to  full  ftiength  arriy'd,  mature  and  bold, 
Conduct  them  to  the  fieh'.  -.  not  all  at  once, 
But  as  thy  cooler  prudence  {bait  direct, 
Select  a  few,  and  form  them  by  degrees 
To  ftricter  difcipline.     With  thtfr  cmfort 
The  (launch  and  Heady  fages  of  thy  pack, 
By  long  experience  vers'd  in  all  the  wiles, 
And  fubtjc  doublings  of  the  various  chafe. 
Eafy  the  leflbn  <  f  the  youthful  train, 
When  ini  inct  prompts,  and  when  example  guides. 
If  the  too  forward  younker  at  the  head 
Prefs  boldly  on  in  wanton  fportive  mood, 
Correct  bis  hafte,  and  let  him  feel  abafli'd 
The  ruling  whip.     But  if  he  ftocp  behind 
In  wary  modeft  guile,  to  his  own  nofe 
Confiding  fure;  give  him  full  fcope  to  work 
His  winding  way,  and  with  thy  voice  applaud 
His  patience,  and  his  care  ;  foon  {halt  thou  yiew 
The  hopeful  pupil  leader  <-f  his  tribe, 
And  all  the  lillening  pack  attend  his  call. 

Oft  lead  them  forth  where  wanton  lambkins 

play, 

And  bleatirg  dams  with  jealous  eyes  obferve 
Their  tender  care.     If  at  the  crowding  flock 
He  bay  prefumptuous,  or  with  eager  hafte 
Purfue  them  fcatter'd  o'er  the  verdant  plain ; 
In  the  foul  fact  attach'd,  to  the  ftrong  ram 
Tie  faft  the  rafli  offender.    See  1  at  firft 


His  horn'd  companion,  fearful  and  amazM, 
Shall  drag  him  trembling  o'er  rhe  nigged  ground  ; 
Ther.,  with  hi-  load  fa:igu'd,  fhall  turn  a-head, 
And  with  his  curl'd  hard  front  inctflant  peal 
1  ha  panting  wretch  ;  till,  breathlcfs  and  aflunn'd, 
S'retch'd  on  the  turf  he  lie.     Thei   fpare  rot  thou 
The  twining  whip,  but  ply  his  bleeding  fides 
Lafh  after  lafh,  and  with  thy  threatening  voice, 
Haifh  echoing  from  the  hilU,  inculcate  loud 
Hife  vile  oftVna.     t»oonei  fhall  trembling  doves 
Pilcap'd  the  hawk'*  fharp  talcns,  in  mid  air, 
Aflail  their  dangerous-  f  e,  than  he  once  more 
Diftu.-b  the  peaceful  Hocks.      In  tender  age 
Thus  you-.h  is  rrair.'d  ;  as  curious  artifts  bend 
Tht  taper  pliant  twig,  or  potters  form 
Thtir  fit  and  ductile  clay  to  various,  fliapes. 
N'-r  is't  enough  to  breed  .  but  to  preferve, 
Mufl  be  the  huntlman's  care.     The  ftaunch  old 

hounds, 

Guides  of  thy  pack,  though  but  in  number  few, 
Are  yet  of  great  account ;  {ball  oft  untie 
The  Gordian  knot,  when  reafon  at  a  ftand 
Puzzl.ng  is  loft,  and  all  thy  art  is  vain. 
O'er  clogging  fallows,  o'er  diy  plafter'd  roadt, 
O'er  floated  meads,  o'er  plains  with  flocks  diftain'd 
Rank-fceming.  thefe  muft  lead  the  dubious  way. 
As  party-chiefs  in  fenates  who  prefide, 
With  pleaded  reafon  and  with  wcll-turn'd  fpeech, 
Condudt  the  (taring  multitude;  f<>  thcfe 
Pirecl  the  pack,  who  with  joint  cry  approve, 
And  loudly  boaft  difcoveries  not  their  own. 

Unnumber'd  accidents,  and  various  ills, 
Attend  thy'pack,  hang  hovering  o'er  thtir  heads, 
And  point  the  way  that  leads  t«-  death's  dark  cave. 
Short  if.  their  fpan ;  few  at  the  date  arrive 
Of  ancient  Argus  in  old  Homer's  fong 
So  highly  fionour'd  :  kind,  lagacious  brute ! 
Not  ev'n  Minerva's  wifdom  c«  uld  conceal 
'i  hy  much-lov'd  mafter  from  thy  nicer  fenfe. 
Dying  his  lord  he  own'd,  view'd  him  all  o'er 
With   eager  eyes,    then   clos'd   thofc  eyes,  well 

plras'd, 

Of  lefier  ills  the  mufe  declines  to  fing, 
Nor  ftoops  fo  low  ;  of  thcfe  each  groom  can  tell 
The  proper  remedy      But  O  !  whr-t  care, 
What  prudence,  can  prevent  rvadnefs,  the  word 
Of  maladies  ?     Terrific  peft  !   that  blafts 
The  huntfman's  hopes,  and  defolation  fpreads 
Through  all  th'  unpeopled  kennel  unreilrain'd, 
More  fatal  than  th'  envtnom'd  vijier's  bite; 
Or  that  Apulian  fpider's  poifonous  fting, 
Heal'd  by  the  pleafing  antidote  of  founds. 

When  Sirius   reigns,   and  the   fun's  parching 

beams 

Bake  the  dry  gaping  furface,  vifit  thou 
Each  ev'n  and  morn,  with  quick  obfervant  eye, 
Thy  panting  pack.     If,  in  dark  fullen  mood, 
The  glouting  hound  refufe  his  wonted  meal, 
Retiring  to  fome  clofe,  obfcure  retreat, 
Gloomy,  difconfolate  :  with  fpeed  remove 
The  poor  infectious  wretch,  and  in  ftrong  chains 
Bind  him  fufpe&ed.     Thus  that  dire  difeafe 
Which  art  can't  cure,  wife  caution  may  prevent. 

But,  this  neglected,  foon  expedt  a  change, 
A  difmal  change,  conf.ufi.on,  frenzy,  deatla. 


THE 

Or  in  fome  dark  recefs  the  fenfelefs  brute 
Sits  fadly  pining  :  deep  melancholy, 
And  black  defpair,  upon  his  clouded  brow- 
Hang  lowering  ;  from  his  half-opening'  jaws 
The  clammy  venom,  and  infectious  froth, 
Diftilling  fall ;  and  from  his  lungs  infiam'd, 
Malignant  vapours  taint  the  ambient  air, 
Breathing  perdition     his  dim  eyes  are  glaz'd, 
He  droops  his  penfive  head,  his  trembling  limbs 
No  more  fupport  his  weight  ;  abjedl  he  lies, 
Dumb,  fptritlefs,  benumb'd  ;  till  death  at  laft 
Gracious  attends,  and  kindly  brings  relief. 
Or,  if  outrageous  grown,  behold,  alas  ! 
A  yet  more  dreadful  fcene ;  his  glaring  eyes 
Redden  with  fury,  like  fome  angry  boar 
Churning  he  frams;  and  on  his  back  ere6t 
His  pointed  briftles  rife ;  his  tail  incurv'd 
He  drops,  and  with  harfli  broken  bowlings  rends 
The  poifon- tain  ted  air,  with  rough  hoarfe  voice 
IncefTant  bays;   and  fnuffs  th'  infectious  breeze  • 
This  way  and  that  he  ftares  aghaft,  ard  ftarts 
At  his  own  fhade  :  jeal'-us,  as  if  he  deem'd 
The  world  his  foes.     If  haply  towards  the  ftream 
He  caft  his  roving  eye,  cold  horror  chills 
His  foul ;  averfe  he  flies,  trembling,  appall'd. 
Now  frantic  to  the  kennel's  utmoft  verge 
Raving  he  runs,  and  deals  deftrudtion  round. 
The  pack  fly  diverfe  ;  for  whate'er  he  meets 
Vengeful  he  bites,  and  every  bite  is  death. 

If  now  perchance  through  the  weak  fence  e- 

fcap'd, 

Far  up  the  wind  he  roves,  with  open  mouth 
Inhales  the  cooling  breeze  :  nor  man,  nor  bead, 
He  fpares  implacable.     The  hunter-horfe, 
©nce'kind  affociate  of  his  fylvan  toils, 
(Who  haply  now  without  the  kennel's  mound 
Crops  the  rank  mead,  and  liftening  hears  with  joy 
The  cheering  cry,  that  morn  and  eve  falutcs 
His  raptur'd  fenfe)  a  wretched  vi&im  falls. 
Unhappy  quadruped  !  no  more,  alas  ! 
Shall  thy  fond  mailer  with  his  voice  applaud 
Thy  gentlenefs,  thy  fpeed  ;  or  with  his  hand 
Stroke  thy  foft  dappled  fides,  as  he  each  day 
Vifus  thy  flail,  well  pltas'd ;  no  more  (halt  thou 
With  fprightly  neighings,  to  the  winding  horn, 
And  the  loud  opening  pack  in  concert  join'd, 
Glad  his  proud  heart.     Por  ch  !  the  fecret  wound 
Rankling  inflames,  he  bites  the  ground,  and  dies  ! 
Hence  to  the  village  with  pernicious  hade 
Baleful  he  bends  his  courfe :  the  village  flies 
Alarm'd;   the  tender  mother  in  her  arms 
Hugs  clofe  the    trembling  babe ;    the  doors  are 

barr'd, 

And  flying  curs  by  native  inftin<5t  taught 
Shun  the  contagious  bane;  the  ruftic  band* 
Hurry  to  arms,  the  rude  militia  feize 
Whate'er  at  hand  they  find ;  clubs,  forks,  or  gun§, 
From  every  quarter  charge  the  furious  foe, 
In  wild  diforder,  and  uncouth  array  :  [g°r>d, 

Till,  now  with  wounds  on  wounds  opprefs'd  and 
At  one  fhort  poifonous  gafp  he  breaths  his  laft. 
Hence  to  the  kennel,  mufe,  return,  and  view 
With  heavy  heart  that  hofpital  of  woe  ; 
Where  horror  {talks  at  large !   infariate  death 
Sits  growling  o'er  his  j>rt y ;  each  hour  prefentl 
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How  bufy  art  thou,  fate  !  and  how  fevere 
Thy  pointed  wrath  !  the  dying  and  the  dead 
Promifcuous  lie ;  o'er  thefe  the  living  fight 
In  one  eternal  broil ;  not  confcious  why, 
Nor  yet  with  whom.     So  drunkards,  in  their  cups, 
Spare  not  their  friends,  while  fcnfelefs  fquabble, 

reigns. 

Huntfman  !  it  much  behoves  thee  to  avoid 
The  perilous  debate  !  Ah  !  roufe  up  all 
Thy  vigilance,  and  tread  the  treacherous  ground 
With  careful  ftep.   Thy  fires  unquench'd  preferve, 
As  erft  the  veftal  flames;  the  pointed  fteel 
In  the  hot  embers  hide  ;  and  if  furpris'd 
Thou  feel'ft  the  deadly  bite,  quick  urge  it  home 
Into  the  recent  fore,  and  cauterize  [vent : 

The  wound  ;  fpare  not  thy  flefh,  nor  dread  th'  e- 
Vulcan  (hall  fave  when  j^Efculapius  fails. 

Here  fhould  the  knowing  mufe  recount  the  mean* 
To  flop  this  growing  plague.     And  here,  alas! 
Each  hand  prefents  a  fovereign  cure,  and  boafts 
Infallibility,  but  boafts  in  vain. 
On  this  depend,  each  to  his  feparate  feat 
Confine,  in  fetters  bound ;  give  each  his  mefs 
Apart,  his  range  in  open  air ;  and  then 
If  deadly  fymptoms  to  thy  grief  appear, 
Devote  the  wretch,  and  let  him  greatly  fall, 
A  generous  vidtim  for  the  public  weal. 

Sing,  philosophic  mufe,  the  dire  effects 
3f  this  contagious  bite  on  haplefs  man. 
The  rufKc  fwains,  by  long  tradition  taught 
)f  leaches  old,  as  foon  as  they  perceive 
The  bite  imprefs'd,  to  the  fea-coafts  repair. 
}lung'd  in  the  briny  flood,  th'  unhappy  youth 
journeys  home  fecure  ;  bur  foon  fhall  wifh 
feas  as  yet  had  cover'd  him  beneath 
foaming  furge,  full  many  a  fathom  a  deep. 
A  fate  more  difmal,  and  fuperior  ills 
•iang  o'er  his  head  devoted.     When  the  moon, 
Dlofing  her  monthly  round,  returns  again 
'o  glad  the  night ;  or  when  full-orb'd  fhe  fhinea 
iigh  in  the  vault  of  heaven;  the  lurking  peft 
egins  the  dire  affault.     The  poifonous  foam 
'hrough  the  deep  wound  inftill'd  with  hoftile  rage. 
And  all  its  fiery  particles  faline, 
n vades  th'  arterial  fluid  :   whofe  red  waves 
'empeftuous  heave,  and,  their  cohefion  broke, 
ermenting  boil ;  inteftine  war  enfues, 
And  order  to  confufion  turns  embroil'd. 
ow  the  diftended  veflels  fcarce  contain 

wild  uproar,  but  prefs  each  weaker  part 
nable  to  refift  :  the  tender  brain 
nd  ftomach  fuffer  moft  ;  convulfions  fliake 
is   trembling  nerves,  and  wandering  pungent 

pjaius 

'inch  fore  the  fleeplefs  wretch;  his  fluttering  pulfe 
Oft  intermits ;  penfive,  and  fad,  he  mourns 
His  cryel  fate,  and  to  his  weeping  friends 
Laments  in  vain  ;  to  hafty  anger  prone, 
Refents  each  flight  offence,  walks  with  quick  flep, 
And  wildly  ftares;  at  laft  withboundlefs  fway 
The  tyrant  frenzy  reigns  :  for  as  the  dog 
(Whofe  fatal  bite  convey'd  th'  infectious  bane) 
Raving  he  foams,  and  howls,  and  barks,  and  bites*. 
Like  agitations  in  iiis  boiling  blood 
Cgiiij 
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Prefent  like  fpccies  to  his  troubled  mind  ; 

His  nature  and  his  actions  ail  canine. 

So  (as  old  Homer  fung)  th'  afibciates  wild 

Of  wandering  Ithacus,  by  Circe's  charms 

To  i'wine  transformed,  rao  gruntling  through  the 

groves, 

[Dreadful  example  to  a  wicked  world  ! 
See  there -diftrefs'd  he  lies,  parch'd  up  with  thirft, 
But  dares  not  drink.     Till  now  at  laft  his  foul 
Trembling  efcapes,  her  noifome  dungeon  leaves, 
And  to  fome  purer  region  wings  away. 

One  labcur  yet  remains,  celt  dial  maid  I 
Another  element  demands  thy  fong. 
No  more  o'er  craggy  deep,  through  coverts  thick 
With  pointed  thorn,  and  briers  intricate, 
Urge  on  with  horn  and  voice  the  painful  pack  : 
But  fkim  with  wanton  wing  th'  irriguouavale, 
Where  winding  ftreams  amid  the  flowery  meads 
Perpetual  glide  along ;  and  undermine 
The  cavern'd  banks,  by  the  tenacious  roots 
Qf  hoary  willows  arch'd  ;  gloomy  retreat 
Of  the  bright  fcaly  kind;  where  they  at  will 
On  the  green  watery  reed  their  pafture  graze, 
Suck  the  moid  foil,  or  {lumber  at  their  cafe, 
Rock'd  by  the  redltfs  brook,  that  draws  aflope 
Its  humid  train,  and  laves  their  dark  abode*. 
Where  rages  not  oppreffion  ?  Where,  alas ! 
Is  innocence  fecure  ?  Rapine  and  fpoil 
Haunt  ev'n  the  loweft  deeps;  feas  have  their  fharks 
Rivers  and  ponds  cnclofe  the  ravenous  pike ; 
He  in  his  turn  becomes  a  prey ;  on  him 
Th'  amphibious  otter  feafts.     Juft  is  his  fate 
Deferv'd  :  but  tyrants  know  no  bounds  ;  nor  fpears 
That  bridle  on  his  back,  defend  the  perch 
|Tom.  his  wide  greedy  jaws ;  nor  burnifh'd  mail 
The  yellow  carp,  nor  all  his  arts  can  fave 
Th'  infinuating  eel,  that  hides  his  head 
Beneath  the  flimy  mud  ;  nor  yet  efcapes 
The  crimfon-fpottcd  trout,  the  river's  pride, 
And  beamy  of  the  ftream.    Without  remorfe, 
This  midnight  pillager,  ranging  around, 
Infatiate  fwallows  all.    The  owner  mourns 
Th'  unpeopled  rivulet,  and  gladly  hears 
The  huntlman's  early  call,  and  fees  with  joy 
The  jovial  crew,  that  march  upon  its  banks 
In  gay  parade,  with  bearded  lances  arm'd. 

Thefubtle  fpoiler  of  the  beaver  kind, 
Far  off  perhaps,  where  ancient  alders  fhade 
The  deep  dill  pool ;  within  fome  hollow  trunk 
Contrives  his  wicker  couch:  whence  hefurveys 
His  long  purlieu,  lord  of  the  ftream,  and  all 
The  finny  fhoals  his  own.     But  you,  brave  youth 
Difputethe  felon's  claim;  try  every  root, 
And  every  reedy  bank ;  encourage  all 
The  bufy-fpreading  pack,  that  fearlefs  plunge 
Into  the  flood,  and  crofs  the  rapid  ftream. 
Bid  rocks  and  caves,  and  each  refounding  fhorc, 
Proclaim  your  bold  defiance ;  loudly  raiie 
Each  cheering  voice,  till  diftant  hill's  repeat 
The  triumphs  of  the  vale.     On  the  fcft  fand 
See  there  his  feal  imprefs'd  !  and  on  that  bank 
Behold  the  glittering  fpoils,  half-eaten  fifh, 
Scales,  fins,  and  bones,  the  leavings  of  his  feaft. 
Ah  !  on  that  yielding  fag- bed,  fee  once  more 
His  feal  I  view.     O'er  yon  dank  rufhy  marfh 


'he  fly  goofe-footed  prowler  bends  his  courfe, 
nd  fecks  the  didunt  fhallows.     Huntfman,  bring 
'hy  eager  pack  ;  and  trail  him  to  his  couch. 
!ark  !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clamorous  joyM 
'he  gallant  chiding,  loads  the  trembling  <tir. 

Ye  Naiads  fair,  who  o'er  thefe  floods  prcfide., 
Raife  up  your  dripping  heads  above  the  wave, 
And  hear  our  melody.     Th'  harmonious  notes 
loat  with  the  dream;  and  every  winding  cr« 
And  hollow  rock,  that  o'er  the  dimpling  flood 
.5  pendant;  dill  improve  from  fh-rc  to  flu 
Our  fwect  reiterated  joys.     What  fhouts  '. 
What  clamour  loud !    What  gay   heart-cheei 

founds 

Jrge  through  the  breathing  brafs  their  mazy  wjiy'. 
«Jor  quires  of  Tritons  glad  with  fprightlier  drains 
L  he  dancing  billows  1  when  proud  Neptune  ride* 
n  triumph  o'er  the  deep.     How  greedily 
They  fuuff  the  fifhy  deam,  that  to  each  blade 
^.ank-fcenting  clingb !  Seel  how  the  morning  dew$ 
They  fweep,  that  from  their  feet  befprinkling  drop 
Jilpcrs'd,  and  leave  a  track  oblique  behind. 
Sow  on  firm  land  they  range;  then  in  the  flood 
They  plunge  tumultuous  ;  or  thiough  reedy  pool$ 
Rudling  they  work  their  way  :  no  hole  efcapes 
1  heir  curiuua  icar ch.     With  quick  fcnfation  now 
The  fuming  vapour  dings ;  flutter  their  hearts,    . 
And  joy  redoubled  bur  its  from  every  mouth 
In  louder  fymphpnies.     Yon  hollow  trunk, 
That  vMih  its  hoary  head  incurv'd  falutcs 
The  palling  wave,  mud  be  the  tyrant's  fort, 
And  dread  abode.     How  thefe  impatient  climb, 
While  others  at  the  root  inceffant  bay  ! 
They  put  him  down.     JSte,  there  he  dives  along  I 
Th'  attending  bubbles  mark  his  gloomy  way. 
Quick  fix  the  nets,  and  cut  off  his  retreat 
Into  the  flickering  deeps.    Ah  '.  there  he  vents! 
The  pack  piunge  headlong,  and  protended  fpears 
Menace  deftruCliou  :  while  the  troubled  furge     ' 
Indignant  foams,  and  all  the  fcaly  kind, 
Affrighted, hide  their  heads.     Wild  tumult  reign*! 
And  loud  uproar.     Ah,  there  once  more  he  vents! 
See,  that  bold  hound  has  feiz'd  him  ;  down  theffa 

fnk 

Together  loft  :  but  foon  (hall  he  repent 
Hi»  rafh  affault.     See  there  efcap'd,  he  flies 
Half-drown'd,  and  clambers  up  the  fiippery  bank 
With  ouze  and  blood  diftain'd.     Of  all  the  brute^' 
Whether  by  nature  form'd,  or  by  long  ufe, 
This  aitful  diver  bed  can  bear  the  want 
Of  vital  air.     Unequal  is  the  fight, 
Beneath  the  whelming  dement.     Yet  there 
He  lives  not  long;   but  refpiration  needs 
At  proper  intervals.     Again  he  vents ; 
Agaio  the  crowd  attack.     That  fpear  has  picrc'd 
His  neck ;  the  crimfon  waves  conicfs  tne  wound. 
fix'd  is  the  bearded  lance,  unwelcome  gued, 
Where'er  he  flies;  with  him  it  finks  beneath, 
With  him  it  mounts;  lure  guide  to  every  foe. 
Inly  he  groans;  nor  can  his  tender  wound 
Bear  the  cold  dream.     Lo !  to  yon  fedgy  bank 
He  creeps  difconfolate  :  his  numerous  foes 
Surround  him,  hounds  and  men.     Picrc'd  through 

and  through, 
On  pointed  fr.ears  they  lift  him  high  in  air ; 
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Wriggling  he  hangs,  and  grins,  and  bites  in  vain  : 
Bid  the  loud  horns,  in  gayly-warbling  ftrains, 
Proclaim  the  felon'*  late  ;  he  dies,  he  dies. 

Rejoice,  yefcaly  tribes,  and  leaping  dance 
Above  the  wave,  in  fign  of  liberty 
Reftor'd  ;  the  cruel  tyrant  is  no  more. 
Rejoice  fecure  and  blefs'd  ;  did  not  as  yet 
Remain,  Ibme  of  your  own  rapacious  kind; 
And  man,  fierce  man,  with  all  his  various  wiles. 

O  happy  1  if  ye  knew  your  happy  flate, 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields ;  whom  Nature  boon 
Chef rs  with  her  fmiles,  and  every  element 
Confpires  to  blcfs.     What,  if  no  heroes  frown 
Frojr  marble  pedeftals ;  nor  Raphael's  works, 
Nor  Titian's  lively  tints  adorn  our  walls  ? 
Yet  thefe  the  meaneft  of  us  may  behold ; 
And  at  another's  coft  may  feaft  at  will 
Our  wondering  eyes ;  what  can  the  owner  more  ? 
But  vain,  alas !  is  wealth,  not  grac'd  with  power. 
The  flowery  landlkip,  and  the  gilded  dome, 
And  villas  opening  to  the  wearied  eye, 
Through  all  his  wide  domain ;  the  planted  grove, 
The  ihrubby  vvildernefs,  with  its  gay  choir 
Of  warbling  birds,  can't  lull  to  foft  repofe 
Th'  ambitious  wretch,  whole  difcontented  foul 
Is  harrow'd  day  and  night;  he  mourns,  he  pines, 
Until  his  prince's  favour  makes  him  great. 
Sre  there  he  comes,  th'  exalted  idol  comes ! 
The  circle's  form'd,  and  all  his  fawning  flaves 
Devoutly  bow  to  earth  ;  from  every  mouth     . 
The  naufeous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promifes  that  die  as  foon  as  born. 
Vile  intercourfe  1  where  virtue  has  no  place. 
Frown  but  the  monarch  ;  all  his  glories  fade ; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  outcaft,  undone, 
The  pageant  of  a  day  ;  without  one  friend 
To  foothe  his  tortur'd  mind;  all,  all  are  fled. 
For,  though  they  bafk'd  in  his  meridian  ray, 
The  infects  vanifh,  as  his  beams  decline. 


Not  fuch  our  friends ;  for  here  no  dark  defign, 
No  wicked  intereft,  bribes  the  venal  heart ; 
But  inclination  to  our  bofom  leads, 
And  weds  them  there  for  life  ;  our  focial  cups 
Smile,  as  we  fmile ;  open,  and  unreferv'd, 
We  fpeak  our  inmoft  fouls ;  good-humour,  mirth, 
Soft  complaifance,  and  wit  from  malice  free, 
Smooth  every  brow,  and  glow  on  every  cheek. 

O  happinefs  fincere  !  what  wretch  would  groan 
Beneath  the  galling  load  of  power,  or  walk 
Upon  the  flippery  pavements  of  the  great, 
Who  thus  could  reign,  unenvy'd  and.fecure  ? 
Ye  guardian  powers  who  make  mankind  your 

care, 

Give  me  to  know  wife  Nature's  hidden  depths, 
Trace  each  myfterious  caufe,  with  judgment  read 
Th'  expanded  volume,  and  fubmifs  adore 
That  great  creative  will,  who  at  a  word 
Spoke  forth  the  wondrous  fcene.     But  if  my  foul 
To  this  grofs  clay  confin'd  flutters  on  earth 
With  lefs  ambitious  wing;  unflcill'd  to  range 
From  orb  to  orb,  where  Newton  leads  the  way ; 
And  view  with  piercing  eyes  the  grand  machine^ 
Worlds  above  worlds;  fubfervient  to  his  voice, 
Who,  veil'd  in  clouded  majefty,  alone 
Gives  light  to  all ;  bids  the  great  i'yftem  move, 
And  changeful  feafons  in  their  turns  advance, 
Unmov'd,  unchang'd,  himfelf :  yet  this  at  leaft 
Grant  me  propitious,  an  inglorious  life, 
Cairn  and  ferene,  nor  loft  in  falfe  purfuits 
Of  wealth  or  honours;   but  enough  to  raife 
My  drooping  friends,  preventing  modeft  want 
That  dares  not  aik.     And  if,  to  crown  my  joys^ 
Yc  grant  me  health,  that,  ruddy  in  my  cheeks, 
Blooms  in  my  life's  decline ;  fields,  woods,  and 

ftreams, 

Each  towering  hill,  each  humble  vale  below, 
Shall  hear  my  cheering  voice, my  hounds  ihall  wake 
The  lazy  morn,  and  glad  th'  horizon  round. 


HOBBINOL ;  OR,  THE  RURAL  GAMES, 

A    BURLESQJJE    POEM. 

IN  BLANK  VERSE. 

"  Nec  fum  animi  dubius,  verbis  ea  vincere  magnum 
"  Quam  fit,  et  anguttis  hunc  addere  rebus  honorem. 
Sed  me  Parnafli  deferta  per  ardua  dulcis 


"  Raptat  Amor.     Juvat  ire  jugis,  qua  nulla  priorum 
"  Cailajiam  molli  divertitur  orbita  clivo." 


VIRG.  Georg.  lib. 


TO  MR.  HOGARTH.  I  your  poetical  brethren,  that  you  paint  to  the  eye; 

I  yet  remember,  Sir,  that  we  give  fpeech  and  mo- 
PERMIT  me,  Sir,  to  make  choice  of  you  for  my  j  tion,  and  a  greater  variety  to  our  figures.  Your 
patron,  being  the  greateft  mailer  in  the  burlefque  J  province  is  the  town ;  leave  me  a  fmall  outride  in 
way.  In  thi§  indeed  you  have  Ibme  advantage  of  J  the  country,  and  J  Ihall  be  content.  In  this,  at 
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leaft,  let  us  both  apree,  to  make  vice  ard  folly  the 
object  of  our  ridicule  ;  and  we  cannot  fail  to  be  ol 
foaie  fervice  to  mankind.     I  am, 
SIR, 

Your  admirer,  and 

Your  moft  humble  fervant, . 
W.  S. 


PREFACE. 

NOTHING  is  more  common  than  for  us  poor  bards, 
when  we  have  acquired  a  little  reputation,  to  print 
ourfelves  into  d'lgrace.  We  climb  the  Aonian 
mount  wich  difficul-y  and  toil;  we  receive  the  bays 
for  which  we  languiflied  ;  till,  grafping  ftill  at 
more,  we  lofe  our  hold,  and  fail  at  once  to  the 
bottom. 

The  author  of  this  piece  would  not  thus  be  felo 
ttefi,  nor  would  he  be  murdered  by  perfons  un- 
known. But  as  he  is  Satisfied,  that  there  are  ma- 
jiy  imperfect  copies  of  this  trifle  difpcrftd  abroad, 
ard  as  he  is  credibly  informed,  that  he  fhall  foon 
be  expofed  to  view  in  fuch  an  atM-rde,  as  he  would 
not  care  to  appear  in  ;  he  thinks  it  moft  prudent, 
in  this  defperate  cafe,  to  -brow  himfelf  on  the  nvr- 
cy  of  the  public ;  and  offer  this  whimfical  work  a 
voluntary  lacrifice,  in  hope  that  he  Hands  a  better 
chance  for  their  indulgence,  now  it  has  received 
his  laft  hand,  than  whca  curtailed  and  mangled  by 
others. 

.The  poets  of  almoft  all  rations  have  celebrated 
the  games  of  their  fcveral  countries.  Homer  be- 
gan, and  all  the  mimic  tribe  followed  the  example 
of  that  great  father  of  ppeuy.  Even  our  own 
Milton,  who  laid  his  fcene  beyond  the  limits  of 
this  fublunary  world,  has  found  room  for  defcrip- 
tions  of  this*  fort,  and  has  performed  it  iu  a  more 
f.iblime  manner  than  any  who  went  before  him. 
His,  indeed,  are  fports;  but  they  are  the  fports  of 
angels.  This  gentleman  has  endeavoured  to  do 
juftice  to  his  countrymen,  the  Britifh  freeholders, 
who,  when  drefled  in  their  holiday  clothes,  are  by 
no  means  perfons  of  a  defpicable  figure  ;  but  eat 
a«d  drink  as  plentifully,  and  fight  as  heartily,  as 
the  greateft  heroin  the  Iljad  There  -is  alfo  fome 
tile  in  defcriptions  of  this  nature,  fince  nothing 
gives  us  a  clearer  idea  of  the  genius  of  a  nation, 
than  their  fports  and  diverfions.  If  we  fee  people 
dancing,  even  in  wooden  fhoes,  and  a  fiddle  al- 
ways at  their  heels,  we  are  foon  convinced  of  the 
levity  and  volatile  fpirit  of  thole  merry  flaves.  The 
famous  bull-feafls  arc  an  evident  token  of  the  Qjjix- 
ptifm  and  romantic  tafte  of  the  Spaniards.  And 
a  country-wake  is  too  fad  an  image  of  the  infir- 
mities of  our  own  people  :  we  fee  nothing  but 
broken  heads,  bottles  flying  about,  tables  overturn- 
ed, outrageous  drunkennefs,  and  eternal  fquabble. 

Thus  much  of  the  fubje&j  it  may  not  be  im- 
proper to  touch  a  little  upon  the  ftyle.  One  of 
the  greateft  poets  and  moft  candid  critics  of  this 
age  has  informed  us  that  there  are  two  forts  of 
burlefque.  Be  pleafed  to  take  it  in  his  own  words, 
Spe&aior,  Numb.  243.  «  Burlefque  (fays  he)  i? 


"  of  two  kinds.  The  firft  represents  meal 
"  fons  in  the  accoutrements  of  heroes  :  the 
*'  great  perfons  a&ing  and  fpeaking  like  the 
"  among  the  people.  Don  Quixote  is  an  inftj 
"  of  the  fir  ft,  and  Lucian's  gods  of  the  ferond. 
"  is  a  difpute  among  the  critics,  whether  burlefqt 
"  runs  bcft  in  heroic,  like  the  Difpenfary  ;  or 
"  droggel,  like  that  of  Hudibras.  I  think,  where 
"  fhe  low  character  is  to  be  raifed,  the  heroic  is 
"  the  moft  proper  meafure;  but  when  an  hero  is 
"  to  be  pulled  down  and  degraded,  it  is  beft  done 
"  in  doggrel."  Thus  far  Mr.  Addifon.  If  there- 
fore the  heroic  is  the  proper  meafure  vvhc*e  the 
low  character  is  to  be  railed,  Milton's  ftyta  muft 
be  veiy  proper  in  the  fubjecl  here  treated  of;  be- 
caufe  it  raifes  the  low  character  more  than  is  pof- 
fiMe  to  be  done  under  the  reftraint  of  rhy  c  ;  and 
the  ridicule  chiefly  confifts  in  raifing  that  low  cha- 
racter. I  beg  leave  to  refer  to  the  authority  of 
Mr.  Smith,  in  his  poem  upon  the  death  of  Mr. 
John  Philips.  The  whole  paffage  is  fo  very 
fine,  and  gives  fo  clear  an  idea  of  his  manner  of 
writing,  that  the  reader  will  not  think  his  labour 
loft  in  running  Jr  over. 

But  here  it  may  be  objected,  that  this  manner 
of  writing  contradict*  the  n>le  in  Horace  : 

"  Verfihus  exponi  tragicis  res  comica  non  vult." 
Monfieur  Boileau,  in  his  diflertation  upon  the 
Joconde  of  de  la  Fontaine  quotes  this  paffnge  in 
Horace,  and  obferves,  "  Que  comme  il  n'y  a  rien 
"  tie  plus  froid,  que  de  conterune  chofe  grarde  en 
"  flile  bas,  auffi  n'y  a-t-il  de  plus  ridicule,  que  de 
"  raconter  une  hiftoire  comique  et  abfurde  en 
"  termes  graves  et  fcrieux."  But  then  he  juflly 
adds  this  exception  to  the  geneial  rule  in  Horace; 
"  a  moins  que  ce  ferieux  ne  loit  afFedte  tout  ex- 
"  pre'  pour  rendre  la  chofe  encore  plus  burlefque." 
If  the  ob'trvation  of  that  celebrated  critic,  Mon- 
fieur  Dacitr,  is  true,  Horace  himfelf,  in  the  fame 
ej  iftle  to  the  Pifp's,  and  not  far  diftant  from  the 
rule  here  mentioned,  has  aimed  to  improve  the 
burlefque  by  the  help  of  the  fublime,  in  his  note 
upon  this  verfe  : 

"  Pebemur  morti  nosnoftraque  :  five  receptm 

"  Terra  Neptunus" 

And  upon  the  five  following  verfes  has  this  gene- 
ral remark  :  "  Toutes  ccs  cxpreffions  nobles  qu* 
Horace  entaffe  dans  ces  fix  vers  fervent  a  rendre 
plus  plaifante  cette  chute  : 

"  Ne  dum  veiborum  ftethonos." 

Car  rien  ne  contribue  tant  au  ridicule  que  \tgrand" 
He  indeed  would  be  fevere  upon  himfelf  alone, 
who  fhould  cenfure  this  way  of  writing,  when  h« 
muft  plainly  fee,  that  it  is  affcded  on  purpofe:  only 
to  raiie  the  ridicule,  and  give  the  reader  a  more 
agreeable  entertainment.  Nothing  can  improve 
a  merry  tale  fo  much,  as  its  being  delivered  with 
a  grave  and  ferious  air.  Our  imaginations  ar« 
agreeably  furprifcd,  and  fond  of  a  pleafure  fo  little 
expected.  Whereas  he,  who  would  btfpeak  our 
laughter  by  an  affe&ed  grimace  and  ridiculous 
geftures,  muft  play  his  part  very  well  indeed,  or 
he  will  fall  fhort  of  the  idea  he  has  raifed.  It  is 
true,  Virgil  wns  very  fenfible  that  it  was  difficult 
thus  to  elevate  a  low  and  mean  fubjcd  : 
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"  Nec[fum  anJml  dubius,  verbis  ea  vincere  mag- 
"  num  [rem." 

"  Quam  fit,  et  anguftis  hunc  addere  rebus  hono- 
Bat  tells  us  for  our  encouragement  in  another  place, 
"  In  tenui  labor,  at  tcnuis  non  gloria,  fi  quern 
"  Numinalaevafinunt.auditquevocatus  Apollo." 
(Mr.  Addifon  is  of  the  fame  opinion,  and  adds,  that 
the  difficulty  is  very  much  increafed  by  writing  in 
!blank  verfe.  "  The  Englifh  and  French  (fays  he) 
I"  who  always  ufe  the  fame  words  in  verfe  as  in 
i:c  ordinary  converfation,  are  forced  to  raife  their 
j"  language  with  metaphors  and  figures,  or  by  the 
!"  pompoufnefs  of  the  whole  phrafe  to  wear  off 
i"  any  littlenefs,  that  appears  in  the  particular 
j"  parts  that  compofe  it.  This  makes  our  blank 
I"  verfe,  where  there  is  no  rhyme  to  fupport  the 
cxpreffion,  extremely  difficult  to  fuch  as  are  not 
matters  of  the  tongue ;  efpccially  when  they 
write  upon  loivfubjefts"  Remarks  upon  Italy, 
jp.  99.  But  there  is  even  yet  a  greater  difficulty 
[behind  :  the  writer  in  this  kind  of  burlefque  muft 
not  only  keep  up  the  pomp  and  dignity  of  the 
ftyle.  but  an  artful  fneer  fhould  appear  through 
[the  whole  work  ;  and  every  man  will  judge,  that 
jit  is  no  eafy  matter  to  blend  together  the  hero  and 
the  harlequin. 

j  If  any  perfon  fhould  want  a  key  to  this  poem, 
his  curiofity  fhall  be  gratified  :  I  fhall,  in  plain 
[words,  tell  him,  "  It  is  a  fatire  againft  the  luxury, 
11  the  pride,  the  wantennefs,  and  quarrelfome  tem- 
"  per,  of  the  middling  fort  of  people."  As  thefe 
are  the  proper  and  genuine  caufe  of  that  bare- 
faced knavery,  and  almoft  univerfal  poverty, 
which  reign  without  controul  in  every  place;  and 
as  to  thefe  we  owe  our  many  bankrupt  farmers, 
our  trade  decayed,  and  lands  uncultivated;  the 
!  author  has  reafon  to  hope  that  no  honeft  man, 
who  loves  his  country,  will  think  this  fhort  reproof 
out  of  feafon  :  for,  perhaps,  this  merry  way  of 
bantering  men  into  virtue,  may  have  a  better 
I  effecl:  than  the  moft  ferious  admonitions ;  fince 
j  many,  who  are  proud  to  be  thought  immoral,  are 
j  not  very  fond  of  being  ridiculous. 
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CANTO  I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Propofition.  Invocation  addrelTed  to  Mr.  John 
Philips,  author  of  the  Cyder  Poem  and  Splendid 
Shilling.  Defcription  of  the  Vale  of  Evefham. 
The  Seat  of  Hobbinol ;  Hobbinol  a  great  man 
in  his  village,  feated  in  his  wicker  fmoking  his 
pipe,  has  one  only  fen.  Young  Hobbinol's 
education,  bred  up  with  Ganderetta  his  near 
relation.  Young  Hobbinol  and  Ganderetta 
chofen  king  and  queen  of  May.  Her  drefs  and 
attendants.  The  May-games.  Twangdillo  the 
fiddler,  his  character.  The  dancing.  Gande- 
retta's  extraordinary  performance.  Bagpipes 
good  mufic  in  the  Highlands.  Milonides, 
mafter  of  the  ring,  difciplines  the  mob ;  pro- 
claims the  feveral  prizes.  His  fpeech.  Paftorel 
takes  up  the  belt,  His  character,  his  heroic 


figure,  his  confidence.  Hobbinol,  by  permif- 
fion  of  Ganderetta,  accepts  the  challenge,  vaults 
into  the  ring.  His  honourable  behaviour,  efcape* 
a  fcowering.  Ganderetta's  agony.  Paftorel 
foiled.  Ganderetta  not  a  little  pleafed. 

WHAT  old  Menalcas  at  his  feafl  reveal'd 
I  fing,  ftrange  feats  of  ancient  prowefs,  deeds, 
Of  high  renown,  while  all  his  liftening  guetls 
With  eager  joy  receiv'd  the  pleafing  tale, 

O  thou*  I  who  late  on  Vaga's  flowery  bank* 
Slumbering  fecure,  with  Stirom  f  well  bedew'd, 
Fallacious  cafk,  in  facred  dreams  were  taught 
By  ancient  feers,  and  Merlin  prophet  old, 
To  raife  ignoble  themes  with  ftrains  fublime, 
Be  thou  my  guide;  while  I  thy  track  purfue 
With  wing  unequal,  through  the  wide  expanfe 
Adventurous  range,  and  emulate  thy  flights. 

In  that  rich  vale  f,  where  with  Dobunian 4 

fields 

Cornavian  ||  borders  meet,  far  fam'd  of  old 
For  Montfort's  **  haplefs  fate,  undaunted  earl; 
Where  from  her  fruitful  urn  Avona  pours 
Her  kindly  torrent  on  the  thirfty  glebe, 
And  pillages  the  hills  t'  enrich  the  plains ; 
On  whofc  luxuriant  banks  flowers  of  all  hues 
Start  up  fpontaneous ;  and  the  teeming  foil 
With  hafty  moots  prevents  its  owner's  prayer : 
The  pamper'd  wanton  fleer,  of  the  lharp  axe 
Regardlefs,  that  o'er  his  devoted  head 
Hangs  menacing,  crops  his  delicious  bane, 
Nor  knows  the  price  is  life  ;  with  envious  eye 
His  labouring  yoke-fellow  beholds  his  plight, 
And  deems  him  bleft,  while  on  his  languid  neck 
In  folemn  floth  he  tugs  the  lingering  plough. 
So  blind  are  mortals,  of  each  other's  ftate 
Mis-judging,  felf-deceiv'd.    Here  as  fupreme 
Stern  Hobbinol  in  rural  plenty  reigns 
O'er  wide  extended  fields,  his  large  domain. 
Th*  obfequious  villagers,  with  looks  fubmifs 
Obfervant  of  his  eye,  or  when  with  feed 
T'  impregnate  earth's  fat  womb,  or  when  to  bring 
With  clamorous  joy  the  bearded  harveft  home. 

Here,  when  the  diflant  fun  lengthens  the  nights, 
When  the  keen  frofts  the  fhivering  farmer  warn 
To  broach  his  mellow  cafk,  and  frequent  Wafts 
Inftru  A  the  crackling  billets  how  to  blaze, 
In  his  warm  wicker-chair,  whofe  pliant  twigs 
In  clofe  embraces  join'd,  with  fpacious  arch 
Vault  this  thick-woven  roof,  the  bloated  churl 
Loiters  in  ftate,  each  arm  reclin'd  is  prop'd 
With  yielding  pillows  of  the  fofteft  down. 
In  mind  compos'd,  from  fhort  coeval  tube 
He  fucks  the  vapours  bland,  thick  curling  clouds 
Of  fmoke  around  his  reeking  temples  play ; 
Joyous  he  fits,  and  impotent  of  thought 
Puffs  away  care  and  forrow  from  his  heart. 
How  vain  the  pomp   of  kings!    look  down    ye 
great, 

*  Mr.  Join  Philips.      * 

\  Strong  Herefordjbire  cyder  » 

\   f^ale  of  Eve/bam.  §   Glouce/lerfiirs. 

I)    Worcejlerjbire. 

*  *  Simon  de  Montfort,  killed  at  tbe  battle  ofEveJian* 
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And  view  with  envious  eye  the  downy  : 
Where  foft  repofe,  and  calm  contentmei.i  dwell, 
Unbrib'd  by  wealth,  and  unreftrain'd  by  power. 

One  fon  alone  had  bleft  his  bridal  bed, 
Whom  good  Califta  bore,  nor  long  furviv'd 
To  {hare  a  mother's  joy,  but  left  the  babe 
To  his  paternal  care.     An  orphan  niece 
Near  the  fame  time  his  dying  brother  fcnt, 
To  claim  his  kind  fupport.    The  helplefspair 
In  the  fame  cradle  flept,  rmrs'd  up  with  care 
By  the  fame  tender  hand,  on  the  fame  breads 
Alternate  hung  with  joy  ;  till  reafon  dawn'd, 
And  a  new  light  broke  out  by  flow  degrees  : 
Then  on  the  floor  the  pretty  wantons  play'd, 
Gladding  the  farmer's  heart  with  growing  hopes, 
And  pleafures  erft  unfelt.     Whene'er  with  cares 
Opprefs'd,  when  wearied,  or  alone  he  doz'd, 
Their  harmlefs  prattle  footh'd  his  troubled  foul. 
Say,  Hobbinol,  what  ecftafies  of  joy 
Thrill'd  through  thy  veins,  when  climbing  for  a 

kifs 

With  little  palms  they  ftrok'd  thy  grizly  beard, 
Or  round  thy  wicker  whirl'd  their  rattling  cars  ? 
Thus  from  their  earlieft  days  bred  up,  and  train'd, 
To  mutual  fondnefs,  with  their  ftature  grew 
The  thriving  pafiion.    What  love  can  decay 
That  roots  fo  deep  !  now  ripening  manhood  curl'd 
On  the  gay  ftripling's  chin  :  her  panting  breads, 
And  trembling  blulhes  glowing  on  her  cheeks, 
Her  fecret  wifh  betray'd.     She  at  each  mart 
All  eyes  attracted  ;  but  her  faithful  (hade, 
Young  Hobbinol,  ne'er  wander 'd  from  her  fide. 
A  frown  from  him  daftVd  every  rival's  hopes. 
For  he,  like  Pcleus'  fon,  was  prone  to  rage, 
Inexorable,  fwift  like  him  of  foot 
"With  cafe  could  overtake  his  daftard  foe, 
Nor  fpar'd  the  fuppliant  wretch.     And  now  ap- 

proach'd 
Thofe  merry   days,    when  all  the  nymphs   and 

fwains, 

In  folemn  feftivals  and  rural  fports, 
Pay  their  glad  homage  to  the  blooming  fprrng. 
Young  Hobbinol  by  joint  confent  is  rais'd 
T*  imperial  dignity,  and  in  his  hand 
JBright  Ganderetta  tripp'J  the  jovial  queen 
Of  Maia's  gaudy  month  profufe  of  flowers. 
Prom  each  enamel'd  mead  th*  attendant  nymphs 
Loaded  with  odorous  fpoils,  from  thefe  feledt 
Each  flower  of  gorgeous  dye,  and  garlands  weave 
Of  party-colour'd  fweets;  each  Lufy  hand 
Adorns  the  jocund  queen  :  in  her  loofe  hair, 
That  to  the  winds  in  wanton  ringlets  f^lays, 
The  tufted  cowflips  breathe  their  faint  perfumes. 
On  her  refulgent  brow,  as  cryftal  clear, 
As  Parian  marble  fmooth,  NarcifTus  hangs 
His  drooping  head,  and  views  his  image  there, 
Unhappy  flower  !  panfies  of  various  hue, 
Iris,  and  hyacinth,  and  afphodel, 
To  deck  the  nymph,  their  richeft  liveries  wear, 
And  lavifh  all  their  pride.     Not  Flora's  felf 
More  lovely  fmiles,  when  to  the  dawning  year 
Her  opening  bofom  heavenly  fragrance  breathes. 
See  on  yon  verdant  lawn,  the  gathering  crowd 
Thickens  amain  ;  the  buxom  nymphs  advance 
"Udex'd  by  jolly  clowns :  diilindtions  ceafe 


Loft  in  tlit  roi   .on  joy,  and  the  hold  flave 

Leans  on  hi*.  .  -a.'hy  maftcr,  unreprov'd  : 

The  fick  no  pains  can  feel,  no  wants  the  poor. 

Round  his  fond  mother's  neck  the  fmiling  babn 

Exulting  clings  ;  hard  by  decrepid  age, 

Prop'd  on  his  ftaff  with  anxious  thought  revolves 

His  pleafures  paO,  and  cafts  his  grave  remarks 

Among  the  heedlefs  throng.     The  vigorous  yout^ 

Strips  for  the  ;  ombat,  hopeful  to  fubdue 

The  fair-one's  long  dildain,  by  valoxir  now 

Glad  to  convince  her  coy  erroneous  heart, 

And  prove  his  merit  equal  to  her  charms. 

Soft  pity  pleads  his  caufe ;  blufhing  fhe  views 

His  brawny  limbs,  and  his  undaunted  eye, 

That  looks  a  proud  defiance  on  his  foes. 

Refolv'd  and  obftinately  firm  he  ftands; 

Danger  nor  death  he  fears,  while  the  rich  prize 

Is  victory  aad  love.     On  the  large  bough 

Of  a  thick-fpreading  elm  Twangdillo  fits  : 

One  leg  on  Ifler's  banks  the  hardy  fwain 

Left  undifmay'd,  Bellona's  lightning  fcorch'd 

His  manly  vifage,  but  in  pity  left 

One  eye  fccure.     He  many  a  painful  bruife 

Intrepid  felt,  and  many  a  gaping  wound, 

For  brown  Kate's  fake,  and  fur  his  country's  weal: 

Yet  ftill  the  merry  bard  without  regret 

Bears  his  own  ills,  and  with  his  founding  (hell, 

And  comic  phyz,  relieves  his  drooping  friends. 

Hark,  from  aloft  his  tortur'd  cat-gut  fqucals, 

He  tickles  every  ftring,  to  every  note 

He  bends  his  plaint  neck,  his  tingle  eye 

Twinkles  with  joy,  his  adlivc  ftump  beats  time: 

Let  but  this  fubtle  artift  foftly  touch 

The  trembling  chords,  the  faint  expiring  fwain 

Trembles  no  Icfs,  and  the  fond  yielding  maid 

Is  twecdled  into  love.     See  with  what  pomp 

The  gaudy  bands  advance  in  trim  array  ! 

Love  beats  in  every  vein,  from  every  eye 

Darts   his  contagious  flames.      They  frifk,  they  i{ 

bound 

Now  to  brifk  airs,  and  to  the  fpeaking  ftrings : 
Attentive,  in  mid-way  the  fexcs  meet ; 
Joyous  their  adverfe  fronts  they  clofe,  and  prefa 
To  ftridt  embrace,  as  refolute  to  force 
And  ftorm  a  paflage  to  each  other's  heart : 
Till  by  the  varying  notes  forewarn'd  back  they 
Recoil  difparted  :  each  with  longing  eyes 
Purfues  his  mate  retiring,  till  again 
The  blended  fexes  mix;  then  hand  in  hand 
Faft  lock'd,  arouud  they  fly,  or  nimbly  wheel 
In  mazes  intricate.     The  jocund  troop, 
Pleas'd  with  their  grateful  toil,  inctffant  {hake 
Their  uncouth  brawny  limbs,  and  knock  their  heels 
Sonorous;  down  each  brow  the  trickling  balm 
In  torrents  flows,  exhaling  fweets  refrcfh 
The  gazing  crowd,  and  heavenly  fragrance  fills 
The  circuit  wide.     So  danc'd  in  days  of  yore, 
When  Orpheus  play'd  a  leflbn  to  the  brutes, 
The  iiftening  favages ;  the  fpeckled  pard 
Dandled  the  kid,  and  with  the  bounding  roe 
The  lion  gambol'd.     But  what  hta.enly  mufe 
With  equal  lays  fliall  Ganderetta  fing, 
When  goddefs-like  flic  fkims  the  verdant  plain^ 
Gracefully  gliding  :  every  ravifh'd  eye 
The  nymph  attra&s  and  every  heart  fhe  wounds, 


HOBBINOL. 


The  mod.  tranfyortcd  Hobbinol !  lo,  now, 
Mow  to  thy  opening  arms  (he  fkuds  along, 
With  yielding  bluflie."  glowing  on  her  cheeks; 
knd  eyes  that  fweetly  languifh  ;  but  too  foon, 
JFoo  foon,  a'as !  (he  flics  thy  vain  embrace, 
t  flies  to  be  purfued  ;  nimbly  (he  trips, 
A  darts  a  glance  fo  tender  as  (he  turns, 
hat  with  new  hopes  reliev'd,  thy  joys  revive, 
iJThy  ftature's  rais'd,  and  thou  art  more  than  man. 
|Thy  (lately  port,  and  more  rmjedic  air, 
[And  every  fyrightly  motion  fpeaks  thy  love* 

To  the  loud  bag-pipe's  folemn  voice  attend, 
Whofc  riling  winds  proclaim  a  ftorm  is  nigh. 
Harmonious  blafts  !  that  warm  the  frozen  blood 
Of  Caledonia's  fons  to  love  or  war, 
And   cheer  their  drooping  hearts,  robb'd  of  the 

fun's 

Enlivening  ray,  that  o'er  the  fnowy  Alps 
Reluctant  peeps,  and  fpeeds  to  better  climes. 

Forthwith  in  hoary  majefty  appears 
One  of  gigantic  (ize,  but  vifage  wan, 
Milonides  the  ftrong,  renown'd  of  old 
For  feats  of  arms,  but,  bending  now  with  years, 
His  trunk  unwieldy  from  the  verdant  turf 
He  rears  deliberate,  and  with  his  plant 
Of  toughed  virgin  oak  in  rifing  aids 
His  trembling  limbs ;  his  bald  and  wrinkled  front, 
Entrench' d  with  many  a  glorious  fear,  befpeaks 
Submifilve  reverence.    He  with  countenance  grim 
Boafts  his  paft  deeds,  and  with  redoubled  ftrokes 
MarfliaK  the  crowd,  'and  forms  the  circle  wide. 
Stern  arbiter  !  like  fome  huge  rock  he  ftands, 
That  breaks  th*  incumbent  waves  •  they  throng- 
ing prefs 

In  troops  confus'd,  and  rear  their  foaming  heads 
Each  above  each,  but  from  fuperior  force 
Shrinking  repell'd,  compofe  of  datelieft  view 
A  liquid  theatre      With  hands  uplift, 
I  And  voice  ftentorian,  he  proclaims  aloud 

Each  rural  prize,    "  To  him  whofe  adlive  foot 
j  "  Foils  his  bold  foe,  and  rivets  him  to  earth, 
l<  This  pair  of  gloves,  by  curious  virgin  hands 
11  Embroider'd,  feam'd  with  filk,  and  fring'd  with 

•'  gold. 

"  To  him,  who  bed  the  dubborn  hilts  can  \vield, 
'*   And  bloody  marks  of  his  difpleafure  leave 
"  On  his  opponent'?  head,  thi«  beaver  white 
*'  With  filver  edging  grac'd,  and  fcarlet  plume. 
tc  Ye  taper  maidens !  whofe  impetuous  fpeed 
**  Outflies  the  roe,  nor  bends  the  tender  grafs, 
•c  See  here  this  prize,  this  rich  lac'd  (mock  be- 

"  hold, 

"  White  as  your  bofoms,  as  your  kiffesfoft. 
fc  Blcft  nymph  1    whom  bounteous  heaven's  pe- 

**  culiar  grace 

"  Allots  this  pompous  veft,  and  worthy  deems 
"  To  win  a  virgin,  and  to  wear  a  bride." 

The  gifts  refulgent  dazzle  all  the  crowd, 
fn  fpeechlefs  admiration  fix'd,  unmov'd, 
Ev'n  he  who  now  each  glorious  palm  difplays, 
In  fullen  filence  views  his  batter'd  limbs, 
And  (ighs  his  vigour  fpent.     Not  fo  appall'd 
Young  Patlortl,  for  a<5live  drength  renown'd  : 
Him  Ida  bore,  a  mountain  (bepherdefs ; 
On  the  bleak  woald  the  new-born  infant  lay, 


Expos'd  to  winter  fnows,  and  northern  blads 
rere.     As  heroes  o!  1,  who  from  great  Jove 
Derive  their  proud  defcent,  fo  might  he  boaft. 
His  line  paternal :  but  be  thou,  my  mufe  ! 
No  leaky  blab,  nor  painful  umbrage  give 
To  wealthy  'fquire,  or  doughty  knight,  or  peer 
Of  high  degree.     Him  every  (homing  ring 
In  triumph  crown'd,  him  every  champion  fear'd, 
From  f  Kiftfgate  to  remotcft  f  Henbury. 
High  in  the  midd  the  brawny  wreftler  dands, 
A  (lately  towering  object;  the  tough  belt 
Meafures  his  ample  breaft,  and  (hades  around 
His  (boulders  broad ;  proudly  fecure  he  kens 
The  tempting  prize,  in  his  prefumptuous  thought 
Already  gain'd  ;  with  partial  look  the  crowd 
Approve  his  claim.     But  Hobbinol,  enrag'd 
To  fee  th'  important  gifts  fo  cheaply  won, 
And  uncontefted  honours  tamely  loft, 
With  lowly  reverence  thus  accofts  his  queen. 

"  Fair  goddefs  !  be  propitious  to  my  vows ; 
<l  Smile  on  thy  (lave,  nor  Hercules  himfelf 
"  Shall  rob  us  of  this  palm  :  that  boafter  vain 
"  Far  other  port  (hall  learn."    She,  with  a  louk 
That  pierc'd  his  inmoft  foul,  fmiling  applauds 
His  generous  ardour,  with  afpiring  hope 
Diftends  his  breaft,  and  ftirs  the  man  within  : 
Yet  much,  alas !  (he  fears,  for  much  (he  loves. 
So  from  her  arms  the  Paphian  queen  difmifs'd 
The  warrior  g°d,  on  glorious  (laughter  bent, 
Provok'd  his  rage,  and  with  her  eyes  iriflam'd 
Her  haughty  pnramour     Swift  as  the  winds 
Difpel  the  fleeting  mifts,  at  once  he  drips 
His  royal  robes;  and  with  a  frown  that  chill'd 
The  blood  of  the  proud  youth,  a6tive  he  bounds 
High  o'er  the  heads  of  multitudes  reclin'd  : 
But,  asbefeem'd  one,  whofe  plain  honeft  heart, 
Nor  paffion  foul,  nor  malice  dark  as  hell, 
But  honour  pure,  and  love  divine,  had  fif'd, 
His  hand  prefenting,  on  his  fturdy  foe 
Difdainfully  he  fmiles;  then,  quick  as  thought, 
With  his  left-hand  the  belt,  and  with  his  right 
Hi*  dioulder  feiz'd  fad  griping  ;  his  right  foot 
Eflay'd  the  champion's  ftrength  :  but  firm  he  ftood, 
Fix'd  as  a  mountain  adi,  and  in  his  turn 
Repaid  the  bold  affront;  his  horny  fid 
Fad  on  his  back  he  clos'd,  and  (hook  in  air 
The  cumberous  load.    Nor  red,  nor  paufe  allow'd, 
Their  watchful  eyes  indruA  their  bufy  feet ; 
They  pant,  they  heave ;  each  nerve,  each  finew's 

drain'd, 

Grafping  they  clofe,  beneath  each  painful  gripe 
The  livid  tumours  rife,  in  briny  dreams 
The  fweat  didils,  and  from  their  batter'd  (hins 
The  clotted  gore  didain*the  beaten  ground. 
Each  fwain  his  wi(h,  each  trembling  nymph  con- 
ceals 

Her  fecret  dread  ;  while  every  panting  breaft 
Alternate  fears  and  hopes  dcprefsor  raife. 
Thus  long  in  dubious  fcale  the  conted  hung, 
Till  Padorel,  impatient  of  delay, 
CollecliRg  all  his  fores,  a  furious  droke 
At  his  left  ancle  aim'd;   'twas  death  to  fall, 
To  dand  impoflible.     O  Ganderetta  ! 

f   Two  Hundreds  in 
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What  horrors  feize  thy  foul !  on  thy  pale  cheeks 

The  rofes  fade.     But  waveru^  long  in  air, 

Nor  firm  on  foct,  nor  as  yet  wholly  fallen, 

On  his  right  knee  he  flip'd,  and  nimbly  'fcap'd 

The  foul  difgrace.     Thus  on  the  flacken'd  rope 

The  wingy-footed  artift,  frail  fupport ! 

Stands  tottering ;    how  in   dreadful  fhricks   the 

crowd 

Lament  hlsfudden  fate,  and  yield  him  loft  : 
He  on  his  hams,  or  on  his  brawny  rump, 
Sliding  fecure,  derides  their  vain  diftrefs. 
Up  ftarts  the  vigorous  Hobbinol  undifmay'd, 
from  mother  earth  like  old  Anteus  rais'd 
With  might  redoubled.     Clamour  and  applaiife 
Shake  all  the  neighbouring  hills,  Avona's  banks 
Return  him  loud  acclaim  :  with  ardent  eyes, 
Fierce  as  a  tiger  rufhing  from  his  lair, 
He  grafp'd  the  wrift  of  his  infulting  foe. 
Then  with  quick  wheel  oblique  his  fhonlder  point 
Beneath  his  breaft  he  fix'd,  and  whirl'd  aloft 
High  o'er  his  head  the  fprawling  youth  he  flung  : 
The  hollow  ground  rebellow'd  as  he  fell. 
The  crowd  prefs  forward  with  tumultuous  din ; 
Thofe  to  relieve  their  faint  expiring  friend, 
With  gratulations  thefe.     Hands,   tongues,    and 

caps, 

Outrageous  joy  proclaim,  ihrill  fiddles fqueak, 
Hoarfe  bag-pipes  roar,  and  Ganderetta  imiles. 


CANTO  II. 

THE    AR«UMENT. 

The  fray.  Tonforio,  Colin,  Hilderbrand,  Cuddy, 
Cindaraxa,  Talgol,  Avaro,  Cubbin,  Collakin, 
Mundungo.  Sir  Rhadamapth  the  juftice,  at- 
tended with  his  guards,  comes  to  quell  the  fray. 
Rhadamanth's  fpeech,  tumult  appeas'd.  Gor- 
gonius  the  butcher  takes  up  the  hilts;  his  cha- 
racter. The  Kiftfgatians  confternation,  look 
wiftfully  on  Hobbinol ;  his  fpeech.  The  cud- 
gel-playing. Gorgonius  knock'd  down,  falls 
upon  Twandillo ;  his  diflrefs ;  his  lamentation 
over  his  broken  fiddle. 

LONG  while  an  univerfal  hubbub  loud, 
Deafening  each  ear,  had  drown'd  each  accent  mild; 
Till  biting  taunts  and  harfh  opprobrious  words 
Vile  utterance   found.     How   weak    are   human 

minds! 

How  impotent  to  ftem  the  fwelling  tide, 
And  without  infolence  enjoy  fuccefs  ! 
The  vale-inhabitants,  proud,  and  elate 
With  victory,  know  no  reftraint,  but  give 
A  loofe  to  joy.     Their  champion  Hobbinol 
Vaunting  they  raife,  above  that  earth-born  race 
Of  giants  old,  who,  piling  hills  on  hills, 
Pelion  on  Offa,  with  rebellious  aim 
Made  war  on  Jove.     The  fturdy  mountaineers, 
Who  faw  their  mightieft  fall'n,  and  in  his  fall 
Their  honours  pall  impair'd,  their  trophies,  won 
By  their  proud  fathers,   who   with  fcorn   look'd 

down 

Upon  the  fubjecl:  vale,  fullied,  defpoil'd, 
And  level'd  with  the  duft,  DO  longer  bear 


The  keen  reproach.     But  as  when  fudden 
Seizes  the  ripen'd  grain,  whofe  bending  ears 
Invite  the  reaper's  hand,  the  furious  god 
In  footy  triumph  dreadful  rides,  upborn 
On  wings  of  wind,  that  with  deftru&ive  1 
Feed  the  fierce   flames ;  from  ridge  to  ridge 

bounds 

Wide-wafting,  and  pernicious  ruin  fpreads : 
So  through  the  crowd  from  breaft  to  breaft  fwft 

flew 

The  propagated  rage ;  loud  vollied  oaths, 
Like  thunder  burfting  from  a  cloud,  gave  figns 
Of  wrath  awak'd.     Prompt  fury  foon  fupplied 
With    arms   uncouth;    and  tough   well-feafoi'4 

plants 

Weighty  with  lead  infus'd,  on  either  hoft 
Fall  thick,  and  heavy;  ftools  in  pieces  rent, 
And  chairs,  and  forms,  and  batter'd  bowls,  are 

hu.ld 

With  fell  intent;  like  bombs  the  bottles  fly 
Hiding  in  air,  their  (harp  edg'd  fragments  drcnch'd 
In  the  warm  fpouting  gore ;  heaps  driven  on  heapi 
Promifcuous  lie.     Tonforio  now  advanc'd 
On  the  rough  edge  of  battle  :  his  broad  front 
Beneath  his  mining  helm  fecure,  as  erft    ' 
Was  thine,  Mambriuo,  ftout  Iberian  knight  ! 
Defied  the  rattling  ftorm,  that  on  his  head 
Fell  innocent.     A  table's  ragged  frame 
In  his  right  hand  he  bore,  Herculean  club  ! 
Crowds,  pufh'd  on  crowds,  before  his  potent  arm, 
Fled  ignominious;  havock,  and  difmay, 
Hung  on  their  rear.     Collin  a  merry  fwain, 
Blithe  as  the  foaring  lark,  as  fweet  the  ftrains 
Of  his  foft  warbling  lips,  that  whittling  cheer 
His  labouring  team,  they  tofs  their  heads  well 

pleas'd, 

In  gaudy  plumage  deck'd,  with  ftern  difdain 
Beheld  this  vi&or  proud;   his  generous  foul 
Brook'd  not  the  foul  difgrace.    High  o'er  his  head 
His  ponderous  plough-ftaff  in  both  hands  he  rais'd ; 
Eredt  he  flood,  and  ftretching  every  nerve, 
As  from  a  forceful  engine,  down  it  fell 
Upon  his  hollow'd  helm,  that  yielding  funk 
Beneath  the  blow,  and  with  its  fharpen'd  edge 
Shear'd  both  his  ears,  they  on  his  fhoulders  broad 
Hung  ragged.     Quick  as  thought,  the  vigorous 

youth 

Shortening  his  ftaff,  the  other  end  he  darts 
Into  his  gaping  jaws.     Tonforio  fled 
Sore  maim'd ;  with  pounded  teeth  and  clotted  gore 
Half-chok'd,  he  fled ;  with  him  the  hoft  retir'd, 
Companions  of  his  fhame ;  all  but  the  ftout, 
And  erft  unconquer'd  Hildebrand,  brave  man  ? 
Bold  champion  of  the  hills !  thy  weighty  blsws 
Our  fathers  felt  difmay'd ;  to  keep  thy  poft 
LJnmov'd,  whilom  thy  valour's  choice,  now  fad 
Nectflity  compels;  decrepit  now 
With  age,  and  ftiff  with  honourable  wound*, 
He  ftands  unterrify'd :  one  crutch  fuftains 
His  frame  majeftic,  th'  other  in  his  hand 
He  wields  tremendous;  like  a  mountain  boar 
in  toils  enclos'd,  he  dares  his  circling  foes. 
They  fhrink  aloof,  or  foon  with  lhame  repent 
The  rafh  affault ;  the  ruftic  heroes  fall 
n  heaps  around.     Cuddy,  a  dextrous  youth, 
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When  force  was  vain,  On  fraodful  art  rely'd : 
Clofe  to  the  ground  low»cowering,  unperceiv'd, 
Cautious  he  crept,  and  with  his  crooked  bill 
Cut  ftieer  the  frail  fupport,  prop  of  his  age  : 
Reeling  a  while  he  fto<>d,  and  menac'd  fierce 
Th'  infidious  fwain,  reludtant  now  at  length 
tell  prone,  and  plough'd  the  duft.    So  the  tall  oak, 
Old  monarch  of  the  groves,  that  long  had  flood 
The  fhock  of  warring  winds  and  the  red  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove,  fh'.rn  of  his  leafy  fhade 
At  lalt,  and  i  -wardly  dccay'd.  if  chance 
The  cruel  woodman  fpy  the  friendly  fpur, 
His  onl>  hold;  that  fever'd,  foon  he  nods, 
And  {hakes  th'  incumbfM  mountain  as  he  falls. 

When  manly  vulour  fa  i  I'd,  a  female  arm 
Reftor'd  the  fight.     As  in  th'  adjacent  booth 
Black  Cinda^axa's  bufy  Hand  prepar'd 
The  fmoky  viands,  fhe  beheld,  abafh'd, 
The  routed  hoft,  and  all  her  daftard  friends 
Far  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain ;  their  fhameful  flight 
Griev'd  her  proud  heart,  for  hurried  with  the 

ftream 

Ev'n  Talgol  too  had  fled,  her  darling  boy. 
A  flaming  brand  from  off  the  glowing  hearth 
The  greafy  heroine  fnatch'd ;  o'er  her  pale  foes 
The  threatening  meteor  (hone,  brandifh'd  in  air, 
Or  round  their  heads  in  ruddy  circles  play'd. 
Acrofs  the  proftrate  Hildebrand  fhe  ftrodc, 
Dreadfully  bright :  the  multitude  appal'd 
Fled  different  ways,their  beards,their  hair  in  flames. 
Imprudent  fhe  purfued,  till  on  the  brink 
Of  the  next  pool,  with  force  united  prefs'd, 
And  waving  round  with  huge  two-handed  fway 
Her  blazing  arms  into  the  muddy  lake 
The  bold  virago  fell.     Dire  was  the  fray 
Between  the  warring  elements;  of  old 
Thus  Mulciber,  and  Xanthus  Dardan  ftream 
In  hideous  battle  j  Jin'd.     Juft  (inking  now 
Into  the  boiling  deep,  with  fuppliant  hands 
She  begg'd  for  life ;  black-oufe  and  filth  obfcene 
Hung  in  her  matted  hair;  the  fhouting  crowd 
Infult  her  woes,  and,  proud  of  their  fuccefs, 
The  dripping  Amazon  iri  triumph  lead. 
Now,  like  a  gathering  ftorm,  the  rally'd  troops 
Blacken'd  the  plain.     Young  Talgol  from  their 

front, 

With  a  fond  lover's  hafte,  fwifr  as  the  hind,  \ 
That,  by  the  huntfmer.'s  voice  alarrn'd,  had  fled, 
Panting  re'tirns,  and  feeks  the  gloomy  biake, 
Where  her  dear  fawn  lay  hid,  into  the  bot.th 
Impatient  rufh'd.     But  when  the  fatal  tale 
He  heard,  the  deareft  rreafure  of  his  foul 
Purloi  'd  hi-  Cindy  lof1  .   ftiffen'd  and  pale 
A  while  he  f>ood  ;  his  kindling  ire  at  length 
Burft  forth  implacable,  and  injur'd  love ; 
Shot  lightning  from  his  eyes;   a  fpit  he  fciz'd, 
Juft  reeking  from  the  fat  furloin,  a  long, 
Unwieldy  f^eai     then  with  impetuous  rage 
Prefs'd  for  vard  on  th*  embattled  hoft,  that  ihrunk 
Ai  his  approach.     The  rich  Avaro  firft, 
His  fleihy    nmp  bor'd  with  difhoi.eft  wounds, 
tied  bellowing     nor  could  his  numerous  flocks, 
Nor  all  th'  afpiring  pyramids  that  grace 
His  yard  well  ftor'd,  fave  the  penurious  clown. 
Here  Cubbin  fell,  and  there  young  CoUakin, 


Nor  his  fond  mother's  prayers  nor  ardent  vows 
Of  love-fick  maids  could  move  relentlefs  fate. 
Where'er  he  rag'd,  with  his  far-beaming  lance 
He  thinn'd  their  ranks,  and  all  their  battle  fwerv'<£ 
With  many  an  inroad  goar'd.     Then  caft  around 
His  furious  eyes,  if  haply  he  might  find 
Fhe  captive  fair  ;  her  in  the  du;t  he  fpy'd 
Groveling?-  difconf,;late  ;  thofe  locks,  that  erft, 
So  bright,  {hone  like  the  p«lifh'd  jet,  defii'd 
With  mire  impure  ;  thither  with  eager  hatle 
He  ran,  he  flew.     Buf  when  the  wretched  maid 
Proftrate  he  view'd,  deform'd  with  gaping  wounds 
Arid  weltering  in  her  blood,  his  trembling  hand 
Soon  dropp'd  the  dreaded   lance ;    on   her   pale 

cheeks 

Ghauftly  he  gaz'd,  nor  felt  the  pealing  ftorm, 
That  on  his  bare  defencelefs  brow  fell  thick 
From  every  arm  :  o'erpower'd  at  laft,  down  funk 
His  drooping  head,  on  her  cold  breaft  rcdm'd. 
Hail,  faithful  pair  !  if  ought  my  verfe  avail, 
Nor  envy's  fpite  nor  time  fhall  e'er  effice 
The  records  of  your  fame  ;  blind  Britifh  bards 
In  ages  yet  to  come,  en  feftal  days  [nymphs 

Shall   chant  this   mournful  tale,    while   IHteningf 
Lament  around,  and  every  generous  heart 
With  active  valour  glows,  and  virtuous  love. 
How  blind  is  popular  fury  '.   how  perverfe, 
When  broils  inteftine  rage,  and  force  controuls 
Reafon  and  law  1   As  the  torn  vcffel  finks, 
Between  the  burft  of  adverfe  waves  o'erwhelm'd  i 
So  fares  it  with  the  neutral  head,  between 
Contending  parties  briris'd,  inceffant  peal'd 
With  random  ftrokes  that  undifcerning  fall; 
Guiltlefs  he  fuffers  moil,  who  Icaft  offends. 
Mundungo  from  the  bioudy  field  retir'd, 
Clofe  in  a  corner  plied  the  peaceful  bowl; 
Incurious  he,  and  thoughtiefs  of  events, 
Now  deem'd  himfelf  conctal'd,  wrapt  in  theclondt 
That  ifiued  from  his  mouth,  and  the  thick  fogs 
That  hung  upon  his  brows,  but  hoftile  rage 
Inquifitive  found  out  the  rufty  fwain. 
H;s  ihort  black  tube  down  his  furr'd  throat  impeli'd, 
Daggering  he  reel'd,  and  with  tenacious  gripe 
The  bulky  Jordan,  that  before  him  ftood, 
Seiz'd  falling  :   that  its  liquid  freight  difgorg'd 
Upon  the  proilrate  cl>wn  ;  floundering  he  lay 
Beneath  the  muddy  beverage  whelm'd  fo  late 
His  prime  delight.     Tim    the  luxurious  wafp, 
Veracious  infect,  by  the  fragrant  dregs 
Allur'd,  and  in  the  vifcuus  neclar  plung'd, 
His  filmy  pennons  ftrugghng  flaps  in  vain, 
Loft  in  a  flood  of  fxveecs.     Still  o'er  the  plai« 
Fierce  onict,  and  tumultuous  battle  fpread; 
And  now  they  fall,  and  now  they  rife,  incens'd 
With  animated  rage,  while  nought  around 
!•:  heard  but  clamour,  fhout,  and  female  cries, 
And  curfes  mix'd  with  groans.     Difcord  on  high 
Sho  >k  her  infernal  fcourge,  and  o'er  their  heads 
Scream'd  with  malignant  joy  ;  when  lo!   betwee* 
The  warring  hofts  appear'd  fage  Rhadamanth, 
A  knight  of  hig:.  renown.     Nor  Quixote  bold, 
Nor  Amadis  of  Gaul,  nor  Hudibras, 
Mirror  •<£ knighthood,  e'er  could  vie  with  thec, 
Great  fultan  of  the  vale  !  thy  front  fevere, 
As  humble  Indians  to  their  pagods,  bow, 
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The  clowns  fubmifs  approach.     Themis  to  thee 
Commits  her  golden  balance,  where  fne  weighs 
Th'  abandoned  orphan's  fighs,  the  widow's  tears  ; 
By  thee  gives  fure  redrefs,  comforts  the  heart 
Opprefs'd  with  woe,  and  rears  the  fuppliant  knee. 
Each  bold  offender  hides  his  guilty  head, 
Aftonifh'd,  when  thy  delegated  arm 
Draws  her  vindictive  fword;  at  thy  command, 
Stern  minifter  of  power  fupreme  '.  each  ward 
Sends  forth  her  brawny  myrmidons,  their  clubs 
Blazon'd  with  royal  arms ;  difpatchful  hafte 
Sits  earneft  on  each  brow,  and  public  care. 
Encompafs'd  round  with  thefe  his  dreadful  guards, 
He  fpurr'd  his  fober  fteed,  grizzled  with  age, 
And  venerably  dull :  his  ftirrups  ftreteh'd 
Beneath  the  knightly  load  ;  one  hand  he  fix'd 
Upon  his  faddle-bow,  the  other  palm 
Before  him  fpread,  like  fome  grave  orator 
In  Athens,  or  free  Rome,  when  eloquence 
Subdued  mankind,  and  all  the  liftening  crowd 
Hung  by  their  ears  on  his  perfuafive  tongue. 
He  thus  the  jarring  multitude  addrefs'd  : 

"  Neighbours,  and  friends,  and  countrymen,  the 

flower  [broil .' 

•«  Of  Kiftfgate !    ah  !    what   means   this   impious 
*«  Is  then  the  haughty  Gaul  no  more  your  care  ? 
"  Are  Landen's  plains  fo  foon  forgot,  that  thus 
'*  Ye  fpill  that  blood  inglorious,  wafte  that  ftrength, 
«  Which,  well  employ'd,  once  more  might  have 

compell'd 

"  The  {tripling  Anjou  to  a  fhameful  flight  ? 
*«  Or  by  your  great  forefathers  taught,  have  fix'd 
"  The  Britifh  ftandard  on  Lutetian  towers  ! 
"  O  fight  odious,  deteftable  !  O  times 
"  Degenerate,  of  ancient  honour  void ! 
"  This  fa&  fo  foul,  fo  riotous,  infults 
"  All  law,  all  fovereign  power,  and  calls  aloud 
«  For  vengeance ;  but,  my  friends  1  too  well  ye 

know, 

"  How  flow  this  afm  to  punifh,  and  how  bleeds 
*'  This  heart,  when  forc'd  on  rigorous  extremes. 
«  0  countrymen  '.  all,  all,  can  teftify 
"  My  vigilance,  my  care  for  public  good, 
"  I  am  the  man,  who  by  your  own  free  choice 
"  Select  from  all  the  tribes,  in  fenates  rul'd 
"  Each  warm  debate,  and  emptied  all  my  ftores 
«'  Of  ancient  fcience  in  my  country's  caule. 
"  Wife  Tacitus,  of  penetration  deep, 
"  Each  fecret  fpring  reveal'd  ;  Thuanus  bold 
"  Breath'd  liberty,  and  all  the  mighty  dead, 
"  Rais'd  at  my  call,  the  Britifh  rights  confirm'd  : 
«  While  Mufgrave,  How,  and  Seymour  ihccr'd  in 

vain. 

"  I  am  the  man,  who  from  the  bench  exalt 
«c  This  voice,  ftill  grateful  to  your  ears,  this  voice 
"  Which  breaths  for  you  alone.     Where  is  the 

wretch 

ct  Diftrefs'd,  who  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  law 
"  Entangled,  and  in  fubtle  problems  loft, 
"  Seeks  not  to  me  for  aid  !  In  ihoals  they  come 
"  Neglected,  feelefs  clients,  nor  return 
"  Unedify'd  ;  fcarce  greater  multitudes 
««  At  Delphi  fought  the  god,  to  learn  their  fate 
"  From  his  dark  oracles.     1  am  the  man 
"  Whofe  watchful  providence  beyond  the  date 
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"  Of  this  frail  life  extends,  to  future  times 
"  Beneficent ;  my  ufeful  fchemes  (hall  fteer 
The  common-weal  in  ages  yet  to  come.      [I 
Your   children's  children,  taught  by  me, 
Their  rights  inviolable  :  and  as  Rome 
The  Sibyl's  facred  books,  though  wrote  on  1« 
And  fcatter'd  o'er  the  ground  with  pious  a\ 
Collected ;  fo  your  fons  fhall  glean  with  care 
My  hallow'd  fragments,  every  fcrip  divine 
"  Confult  intent,  of  more  intrinfic  worth 
"  Than  half  a  Vatican.     Hear  me,  my  friends  ! 
"  Hear  me,  my  countrymen  !  Oh  fufier  not 
*  This  hoary  head,  emplny'd  for  you  alone, 
"  To  fink,  with  forrow  to  the  grave."    He  fpak 
And  vcil'd  his  bonnet  to  the  crowd.     As  when 
The  fovereign  of  the  floods  o'er  the  rough  deep 
His  awful  trident  fhakes,  its  fury  fall?, 
The  warring  billows  on  each  hand  retire, 
And  foam,  and  rage  no  more.    All  now  is  hufiV 
The  multitude  appeas'd  :  a  cheerful  dawn 
Smiles  on  the  fields,  the  waving  throng  fubfides, 
And  the  loud  tempeft  finks,  becalm'd  in  peace. 
Gorgonius  now  with  haughty  flrides  advanc'' 
A  gauntlet  feiz'd,  firm  on  his  guard  he  flood 
A  formidable  foe,  and  dealt  in  air 
His  empty  blows,  a  prelude  to  the  fight. 
Slaughter  his  trade;  full  many  a  pamper'd  ox 
Fell  by  his  fatal  hand,  the  bulky  beaft 
Dragg'd  by  his  horns,  oft  at  one  deadly  blow, 
His  iron  fift  defcending'crufh'd  his  flcull, 
And  left  him  fpurning  on  the  bloody  floor, 
While  at  his  feet  the  guiltlefs  axe  was  laid. 
In  dubious  fight  of  late  one  eye  he  loft, 
Bor'd  from  its  orb,  and  the  next  glancing  ftroke 
Bruis'd  fore  the  rifing  arch,  and  bent  his  nofc  : 
Nathlefs  he  triumph'd  on  the  well-fought  ftage, 
Hockleian  hero  !  Nor  was  more  deform'd 
The  Cyclops  blind,  nor  of  more  monftrous  Gze, 
Nor  his  void  orb  more  dreadful  to  behold, 
Weeping  the  putrid  gore,  fevere  revenge 
Of  fubtle  Ithacus.     Terribly  gay 
In  his  buff  doublet,  lardtd  o'er  wifh  fat 
Of  flaughter'dbrutcs,thewell-oird  champion  I 
Sternly  he  gaz'd  around,  with  many  a  frown 
Fierce  menacing,  provok'd  the  tardy  foe. 
For  now  each  combatant,  that  erft  fo  bold 
Vaunted  his  manly  deeds,  in  penfive  mood 
Hung  down  his  head,  and  fix'd  on  earth  hisq 
Pale  and  difmay'd.     On  Hobbinol  at  laft 
Intent  they  gaze,  on  him  alone  their  hope, 
Each  eye  folicits  him,  each  panting  heart 
Joins  in  the  filent  fuit.     Soon  he  perceiv'd 
Their  fecret  wifh,  and  eas'd  their  doubting  mil 
"  Ye  men  of  Kiftfgate  1  whofe  wide  fpreading 

fame 

In  ancient  days  were  fung  from  fhorc  to  fliore, 
To  Britifh  bards  of  old  a  copious  theme ; 
Too  well,  alas  !  in  your  pale  cheeks  I  view 
Your  daftard  fouls.    O  mean,  degenerate  race  1 
But  fmce  on  me  ye  call,  each  fuppliant  eye 
Invites  my  fovereign  aid,  lo  !  here  I  come, 
The  bulwark  of  your  fame,  though  fcarce  my 

brows 

Are  dry  from  glorious  toils,  juft  now  atchiev'd, 
To  vindicate  your  worth.    Lo !  here  I  fwear, 
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«{  By  all  my  great  forefathers  fair  renown, 
"  By  that  illuftrious  wicker,  where  they  fat 
"  In  comely  pride,  and  in  triumphant  floth 
n  Gave  law  to  paflive  clowns ;  or  on  this  fpot 
"  In  glory's  prime,  young  Hobbinol  expires, 
"  And  from  his  dearett  Ganderetta's  arms 
"  Sinks  to  deatbVcpld  embrace  ;  or  by  this  hand 
"  That  Granger,  big  with  infolence,  fhall  fall 
"  Prone  on  the   ground,    and   do  your  honour 
right." 

Forthwith  the  hilts  he  feiz'J ;  but  on  his  arm 
Fond  Ganderetta  hung,  and  round  his  neck 
CuiTd  in  a  foft  embrace.     Honour  and  love 
A  doubtful  conteft  wag'd,  but  from  her  foon 
He  fprung  relentlefs,  all  her  tears  were  vain, 
Yet  oft  he  turn'd,  oft  figh'd,  thus  pleating  mild  : 

"   111  fhould  I  merit  thefe  imperial  robes, 
"  Enfigns  of  majefty,  by  general  voice 
*  Conferr'd,  mould  pain,  or  death  itfdf,  avail 
c<  To  make  the  fteady  purpofe  of  my  foul. 
"  Peace,  fair-one  !   peace  1   Heaven  will  protect; 

the  man, 
"  By  thee  held  dear,and  crown  thy  generous  love." 

Her  from  the  lifted  field  the  matrons  fage 
Reludlant  drew,  and  with  fair  fpeeches  footh'd. 

Now  front  to  front  the  fearlefs  champions  meet; 
Gorgdnius,  like  a  tower,  whofe  cloudy  top 
Invades  the  fkies,  flood  lowering  ;  far  beneath 
The  ftrippling  Hobbinol  with  careful  eye 
Each  opening  fcaris,  and  each  unguarded  fpace 
Meafures  intent.     While,  negligently  bold, 
The  bulky  combatant,  whofe  heart  elate 
Difdain'd  his  puny  foe,  now  fondly  deem'd 
At  one  decifive  frroke  to  win,  unhurt, 
An  eafy  victory;  dotfm  came  at  once 
The  ponderous  plant,  with  fell  malicious  rage, 
Aim'd  at  his  head  direct ;  hut  the  tough  hilts, 
Swift  interpos'd,  elude  his  effort  vain. 
The  cautious  Hobbinol,  with  ready  feet, 
Now  fhifts  his  ground,  retreating  •,  then  again 
Advances  bold,  and  his  unguarded  fhins 
Batters  fecure  :  Each  well-direcled  blow 
Bites  to  the  quick ;  thick  as  the  falling  hail, 
The  ftrokes  redoubled  ptal  his  hollow  fides  : 
The  multitude  amaz'd  with  horror  view 
The  rattling  ftorm,  fhrink  back  at  every  blow, 
And  feem  to  feel  his  wound^ ;  inly  he  groan'd, 
And  gnafh'd  his  teeth, and  from  his  blood- fhot  eye 
Red  lightning  flafh'd;  the  fierce  tumultuous  rage 
Shook  all  his  mighty  fabric;  once  again 
Ere6t  he  ftands,  colle&ed,  and  refolv'd 
To  conquer,  or  to  die  :  fwift  as  the  bolt 
Of  angry  Jove,  the  weighty  plant  defcends, 
But  wary  Hobbinol,  whofe  watchful  eye 
Perceiv'd  his  kind  intent,  flip'd  on  one  fide 
Declining ;  the  vain  flroke  from  fuch  an  height, 
"With  fuch  a  force  impell'd,  headlong  drew  down 
Th'  unwieldy  champion  :  on  the  folid  ground 
He  fell  rebounding  breathlcfs,  and  aftunn'd, 
His  trunk  extended  lay  ;  fore  maim'd  from  out 
His  heaving  breaft,  he  belch'd  a  crimf  m  flood. 
Full  leifurely  he  rofe,  but  confcious  fhame 
Of  honour  loft  his  failing  ftrength  renew'd. 
Rage,  and  revenge,  and  ever-during  hate, 
Blacken'd  his  ftormy  front ;  mfh,  furious,  blind, 
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And  lavifii  of  his  blood,  of  random  ftrokes 
He  laid  on  load ;  without  defign  or  art 
Onward  he  prefs'd  outrageous,  while  his  foe 
Encircling  wheels,  or  inch  by  inch  retires, 
Wife  niggard  of  his  ftrength.     Yet  all  thy  care, 
O  Hobbinol  !  avail'd  not  to  prevent 
One  haplefs  blow ;  o'er  his,ftrong  guard  the  plant 
Lapp'd  pliant,  and  its  knotty  point  imprefs'd 
His  nervous  chine  ;  he  wreath'd  him  to  and  fro 
£onvolv'd,  yet,  thus  diftrefs'd,  intrepid  bore 
His  hilts  aloft,  and  guarded  well  his  head. 
So  when  th'  unwary  clown,  with  hafty  ftep, 
Crufhes  the  folded  make,  her  wounded  parts 
Groveling  fhe  trails  along,  but  her  high  creft 
ErecT;  (he  bears  ;  in  all  its  fpeckled  pride, 
She  fwells  inflam'd,  and  with  her  forky  tongue 
Threatens  deftrudion.     With  like  eajjer  hafte, 
Th'  impatient  Hobbinol,  whom  exceflive  pain 
Stung  to  his  heart,  a  fpeedy  vengeance  vow'd, 
Nvr  wanted  long  the  means ;  a  feint  he  made 
With  well-diflembled  guile,  his  batter'd  (Tuns 
Mark'd  with  his  eyes,  and  menac'd  with  his  plant. 
Gorgonius,  whofe  long-fuffering  legs  fcarce  bore 
His  cumbrous  bulk,  to  his  fupporters  frail 
Indulgent,  foorfthe  friendly  hilts  oppoa'd; 
Betray'd,  deceiv'd  on  his  ui'guarded  crelt 
The  ftroke  delufive  fell ;  a  difmal  groan 
Burft  from  his  hollow  cheft;  his  trembling  hands 
Forfook  thd  hilts,  acrofs  the  fpacious  ring 
Backward  he  reel'd,  the  crowd  affrighted  fly 
T'  efcape  the  falling  ruin.     But,  alas  ! 
'Twas  thy  hard  fate,  Twangdillo  !  to  receive 
His  ponderous  trunk  :  on  thee,  on  helplefs  thee, 
Headlong  and  heavy,  the  foul  monfter  fell. 
Beneath  a  mountain's  weight,  th*  unhappy  bard 
Lay  proftrate,  nor  was  more  renown'd  thy  fong,' 
O  feer  of  Thrace  !  nor  more  fevere  thy  fate. 
His  vocal  (hell,  the  folace  and  fupport 
Of  wretched  age,  gave  one  melodious  fcrcam. 
And  in  a  thonfand  fragments  ftrew'd  the  plain. 
The  nymphs,  fure  friends  to  his  harmonious  mirthV 
Fly  to  his  aid,  his  hairy  breaft  expofe 
To  each  refrefhing  gale,  and  with  foft  hands 
His  temples  chafe  ;  at  their  perfuafive  touch 
His  fleering  foul  returns ;  upon  his  rump 
He  fat  difconfolate  ;  but  when,  alas! 
He  view'd  the  fhatter'd  fragments,  down  again 
He  funk  expiring  :  by  their  friendly  care 
Once  more  reviv'd,  he  thrice  eflay'd  to  fpeak, 
And  thrice  the  rifing  fobs  his  voice  fubdu'd. 
Till  thus  at  laft  his  wretched  plight  he  mourn'd  : 
"  Sweet  inftrument  of  mirrh  !  fole  comfort  left 
"  To  my  declining  years  !  whofe  fprightly  notes' 
"  Reftor'd  my  vigour,  and  renew'd  my  bloom, 
"  Soft  healing  balm  to  every  wounded  heart ! 
"  Defpairing,  dying  fwains,  from  the  cold  ground' 
"  Uprais'd  by  thee,  at  thy  melodious  call, 
"  With  ravifh'd  ears  receiv'd  the  flowing  joy. 
"  Gay  pleafantry,  and  care-beguiling  joke, 
"  Thy  fure  attendants  were,  and  at  thy  voice 
"  All  nature  fmil'd.     But,  oh,  this  hand  no  mortf 
"  Shall  touch  thy  wanton  ftrings,no  more  with  lays 
"  Alternate,  from  oblivion  dark  redeem 
"  The  mighty  dead,  and  vindicate  their  fame. 
"  Vain  are  thy  toils,  O  Hobbinol !  and  ali' 
Hh 
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*'  Thy  fftumphs  vain.     Who  fiiall  record,  brave 

man! 

"  Thy  bold  exploits  ?  who  (hall  thy  grandeur  tell 
"  Supreme  of  Kiftfgate  ?  See  thy  faithful  bard, 
"  Defpoil'd,  undone.     O  cover  me,  ye  hills ! 
"*  Whofe  vocal  clifts  were  taught  my  joyous  fong. 
^  Or  thou,  fair  nymph,  Avona,  on  whofe  banks 
'*  The  frolic  crowd,  led  by  my  numerous  ftrains, 
*'  Their  orgies  kept,  and  friflc'd  it  o'er  the  green, 
*'  Jocund  and  gay,  while  thyremurmufing  dreams 
**  Banc'd  by,  well  pleased.     Oh  1  let  thy  friendly 
waves  [curs'd !" 

"  O'erwhelm  a  wretch,  and   hide  this  head  ac- 

So  plains  the  reftlefs  Philomel,  her  neft, 
Aud  callow  young,  the  tender  growing  hope 
Of  future  harmony,  and  frail  return 
For  all  her  cares,  to  barbarous  churls  a  prey; 
Darkling  fhe  fings,  the  woods  repeat  her  moan. 


CANTO  III. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

Good  eating  expedient  for  heroes.  Homer  praifed 
for  keeping  a  table.  Hobbinol  triumphant  Gan- 
deretta's bill  of  fare.  Panegyric  upon  ale.  Gof- 
fiping  over  a  bottle.  Compliment  to  Mr.  John 
Philips.  Ganderetta's  perplexity  discovered  by 
Hobbinol ;  his  confolatory  fpeech  ;  compares 
himfelf  to  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick.  Ganderetta 
encouraged,  ftrips  for  the  race ;  her  amiable 
figure.  Fufca  the  gypfey,  her  dirty  figure. 
Tabitha  her  great  reputation  for  fpeed ;  hired 
to  the  diflenting  academy  at  Tev  kfbury.  A 
Jhort  account  of  Gamaliel  the  matter,  and  his 
hopeful  fcholars.  Tabitha  carries  weight.  The 
fmock  race.  Tabitha's  fall.  Fufca's  {hort  tri- 
umph, her  humiliation.  Ganderetta's  matchlefs 
fpeed.  Hobbinol  lays  the  prize  at  her  feet. 
Their  mutual  triumph.  The  viciflitude  of  hu- 
man affairs,  experienced  by  Hobbinol.  Mopfa, 
formerly  his  fervant,  with  her  two  children,  ap- 
pears to  him.  Mopfa's  fpeech  ;  aflaults  Gande- 
retta ;  her  flight.  Hobbinol's  prodigious  fright ; 
is  taken  into  cuftody  by  conftables,  and  dragged 
to  Sir  Rhadamanth's. 

THOUGH  fome  of  old,  and  fome  of  modern  date, 
Penurious  their  victorious  heroes  fed 
With  barren  praile  alone  ;  yet  thou,  my  mufe ! 
Benevolent,  with  more  indulgent  eyes 
Behold  th'  hum  rtal  Hobbinol;  reward 
With  due  regalement  his  triumphant  toils. 
Let  Quixotte's  hardy  courage,  and  renown 
With  Sancho's  prudent  care  be  meetly  join'd. 

O  thou  of  bards  fupreme,  Mseonides  ! 
What  well-fed  heroes  grace  thy  hallow'd  page  1 
Laden  with  glorious  fpoils,  and  gay  with  blood 
Of  flaughter'd  hofts,  the  vitflor  chief  returns. 
Whole  Troy  before  him  fled,  and  men  and  gods 
Oppos'd  in  vain  :  for  the  brave  man,  whofe  arm 
Rcpell'd  his  country's  wrongs,  ev'n  he,  the  great 
Atrides,  king  of  kings,  ev'n  he  prepares 
With,  his  own  royal  hand  the  fumptuous  fcaft. 


Full  to  the  brim,  the  brazen  cauldrons  fmo&e> 
Through  all  the  buly  camp  the  rifing  blaze 
Atteft  their  joy  ;  heroes  and  kings  forego 
Their  ftate  and  pride,  and  at  his  elbow  wait 
Obfequious.     On  a  polifh'd  charger  placrd, 
The  bulky  chine  with  plenteous  fat  inlaid, 
Of  golden  hue,  magnificently  fhines 
The  choiceft  morfels  fever'd  to  the  gods, 
The  hero  next,  well  paid  for  all  his  wounds, 
The  rich  repaft  divides  with  Jove ;  from  out 
The  fparkling  bowl  he  draws-  the  generous  wii 
Unmix'd,  unmeafur'd  ;  with  unftinted  joy 
His  heart  o'erflows.     In  like  triumphant  port 
Sat  the  victorious  Hobbinol ;  the  crowd 
Tranfported  view,  and  blefs  their  glorious  chief:: 
All  Kiftfgate  founds  hi»  praife  with  joint  acclaim. 
Him  every  voice,  him  every  knee  confefs, 
In  merit,  as  in  right,  their  king.     Upon 
Their  flowery  turf,  earth's  painted  lap,  are  fp 
The  rural  dainties  ;  fuch  as  nature  boon 
Prefents  with  lavifh  hand,  or  fuch  as  owe 
To  Ganderetta's  care  their  gratefal  tafte 
Delicious.     For  (he  long  fincc  prepar'd 
To  celebrate  this  day,  and  with  good  cheer 
To  grace  his  triumphs.     Cryftal  goofeberrie*' 
Are  pil'd  on  heaps;  in  vain  the  parent  Tee 
Defends  her  lufcious  fruit  with  pointed  fpears. 
The  ruby  tin&ur'd  corinth  cluttering  hangs, 
And  emulates  the  grape  ;  green  codlings  float 
In  dulcet  creams :  nor  wants  the  laft  year's  ftore; 
The  hardy  nut,  in  folid  mail  fecure, 
Impregnable  tp  winter  frofts,  repays 
Its  hoarder's  care.     The  cuftard's  jellied  flood 
Impatient  youth,  with  greedy  joy,  devours. 
Cheefecakes  and  pies,  in  various  forms  uprais'd, 
In  well-built  pyramids,  afpiring  Hand.          [fu 
Black  hams,  and  tongues  that  fpeechlefs  can  pcr- 
To  ply  the  brifk  caroule,  and  cheer  the  foul 
With  jovial  draughts.     Nor  docs  the  jolly  god 
Deny  his  precious  gifjs  here  jocund  (wains, 
In  uncouth  mirth  delighted,  fporting  quaff 
Their  native  beverage ;  in  the  brimming  glafs 
The  liquid  amber  frniles.     Britons,  no  more 
Dread  your  invading  foes  ;  let  the  falfe  Gaul, 
Of  rule  infatiate,  potent  to  deceive, 
And  great  by  fubtile  wil^s,  from  the  adverfe  fhorc 
Pour  forth  his  numerous  hofts ;  Iberia  !  join 
Thy  towering  fleets,  once  more  aloft  difplay 
Thy  confecrated  banners,  fill  thy  fails 
With  prayers  and  vows,  moft  formidably  ftrong 
In  holy  trumpery,  let  old  Ocean  groan 
Beneath  the  proud  Armada,  vainly  dcem'd 
Invincible;   yet  fruitlefsall  their  toils, 
Vain  every  raih  effort,  while  our  fat  glebe, 
Of  barley  grain  productive,  ftill  fupplies 
The  flowing  treafure,  and  with  fums  immenfe 
Supports  the  throne;  while  rhisrich  cordial  warmi 
The  farmer's  courage,  arms  his  ftubborn  foul 
With  native  honour,  and  refiftlefs  rage.        [flows 
Thus  vaunt  the  crowd,  each  freeborn  heart  o'er- 
With  Britain's  glory,  and  his  country's  love. 

Here,  in  a  merry  knot  combin'd,  the  nymphs 
Pour  out  mellifluous  ftreams,  the  balmy  fpoils 
Of  the  laborious  bee      The  modeft  maid 
But  coyly  fips,  and  blufhing  drinks,  abafh'd ; 
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Each  lover  with  obfervant  eye  beholds 
Her  graceful  Ihame,  and  at  her  glowing  cheeks 
Rekindles  all  his  fires,  but  matrons  fage, 
Better  experienc'd,  and  inftru<$led  well 
In  midnight  myfteries,  and  feaft-rites  old, 
Grafp  the  capacious  bowl ;  nor  ceafe  to  draw 
The  fpumy  nectar.     Healths  of  gay  import 
Fly  merrily  about ;  now  Scandal  fly, 
Infinnating,  gilds  the  fpecious  tale 
With  treacherous  praife,  and  with  a  double  face 
Ambiguous  wantonnefs  demurely  fneers  : 
Till  circling  brimmers  every  veil  withdraw, 
And  dauntlefs  impudence  appears  unmafk'd. 
Others  apart,  in  the  cool  (hade  retir'd, 
Silurian  cyder  quaff,  by  that  great  bard 
Enobled,  who  firft  taught  rny  groveling  mufe 
To  mount  aerial.     O  !  could  I  but  raife 
My  feeble  voice  to  his  exalted  ftrains, 
Or  te  the  height  of  this  great  argument, 
The  generous  liquid  in  each  line  mould  bound 
Spirituous,  nor  oppreffive  cork  fubdue 
Its  foaming  rage  ;  but,  to  the  lofty  theme 
Unequal,  mufe,  decline  the  pleafing  taflc. 

Thus  they  luxurious,  on  the  grafiy  turf, 
Revel'd  at  large  ;  while  nought  around  was  heard 
But  mirth  confus'd,  and  undiftinguifh'd  joy, 
And  laughter  far  refounding;  ferious  care 
Found  here  no  place,  to  Ganderetta's  breaft 
Retiring ;  there  with  hopes  and  fears  perplex'd 
Her  fluctuating  mind.     Hence  the  foft  figh 
Efcapes  unheeded,  fpight  of  all  her  art; 
The  trembling  blufhes  on  her  lovely  cheeks 
Alternate  ebb  and  flow;  from  the  full  glafs 
She  flics  abftemious,  (buns  th'  untafted  feaft : 
But  careful  Hobbiuol,  whofe  amorous  eye 
From  her's  ne'er  wander'd,  haunting  ftill  the  place 
Where  his  dear  treafure  lay,  difcover'd  foon 
Her  fecret  woe,  and  bore  a  lover's  part. 
Compaflion  melts  his  foul,  her  glowing  cheeks 
He  kifs'd,  enamour'd,  and  her  panting  heart 
He  prefs'd  to  his ;  then  with  thefe  foothing  words, 
Tenderly  fmiling,  her  faint  hopes  reviv'd. 

"  Courage,  my  fair !  the  fplendid  prize  is  thine. 
"  Indulgent  fortune  will  not  damp  our  joys, 
11  Nor  blaft  the  glories  of  this  happy  day. 
*'  Hear  me,  ye  fwains!  ye  men  of  Kiftfgate!  hear: 
"  Though  great  the  honours  by  your  hands  con- 

fcrr'd, 

"  Thefe  royal  ornaments,  though  great  the  force 
"  Of  this  puiffant  arm,  as  all  mufl  own, 
*'  Who  faw  this  day  the  bold  Gorgonius  fall  ; 
"  Yet  were  I  more  renown'd  for  feats  of  arms, 
"  And  knightly  prowefs,  than  that  mighty  Guy, 
"  So  fam'd  in  antique  fong,  Warwick's  great  earl, 
"  Who  flew  the  giant  Colbrand,  in  fierce  fight 
**,  Maintained  a  fummer's  day,  and  freed  this  realm 
"  From  Danifti  vaffalage  ;  his  ponderous  fword, 
"  And  mafly  fpear,  atteft  the  glorious  deed; 
"  Nor  lefs  his  hofpitable  foul  is  feen 
"  In  that  capacious  cauldron,  whofe  large  freight 
<c  Might  feaft  a  province ;  yet  were  I  like  him, 
"  The  nation's  pride,  like  him  I  could  forego 
"  All  earthly  grandeur,  wander  through  the  world 
"  A  jocund  pilgrim  in  the  lonefome  den, 
*  And  rocky  cave^  with  thefe  *ny  :oyal  hands 


"  Scoop  the  cold  ftreams  with  herbs  and  root* 

content, 

"  Mean  fuftenance  ;  could  I  by  this  but  gain 
"  For  the  dear  fair,  the  prize  her  heart  defires. 
"  Believe  me,  charming  maid  !   I'd  be  a  worm,  ' 
"  The  meaneft  infect,  and  the  loweft  thing 
"  The  world  defpifes,  to  enchance  thy  fame." 
So  cheer'd  he  his  fair  queen,  and  (he  was  cheer'sh 

Now  with  a  noble  confidence  irifpir'd, 
Her  looks  aflfure  fuccefs,  now  ftripp'd  of  all 
Her  cumbrous  veftments,  beauty's  vain  difguife, 
She  (bines  unclouded  in  her  native  charms. 
Her  plaited  hair  behind  her  in  a  brede 
Hung  carelefs,  with  becoming  grace  each  blufli 
Varied  her  cheeks,  than  the  gay  rifing  dawn 
More  lovely,  when  the  new-born  light  falutes 
The  joyful  earth,  impurpHng  half  the  fkies. 
Her  heaving  breaft,  through  the  thin  covering 

view'd, 

Fix'd  each  beholder's  eye ;  her  taper  thighs, 
Ahd  lineaments  exa<ft,  would  mock  the  fkill 
Of  Phidias ;  nature  alone  can  form 
Such  due  proportion.     To  compare  with  her. 
Oread,  or  Dryad,  or  of  Delia's  train, 
Fair  virgin  hutttrefs,  for  the  chafe  array'd, 
With  painted  quiver  and  unerring  bow, 
Were  but  to  leflen  her  fuperior  mien, 
And  goddefs-like  deport.     The  mailer's  hand, 
Rare  artifan  !  with  proper  fhades  improves 
His  lively  colouring  ;  fo  here,  to  grace 
Her  brighter  charms,  next  her  upon  the  plain 
Fufca  the  brown  appears,  with  greedy  eye 
Views  the  rich  prize,  her  tawny  front  creds 
Audacious,  and  with  her  legs  unclean, 
Booted  with  grim,  and  with  her  freckled  flcin, 
DfFends  the  crowd.     She  of  the  gypfy  train 
ttad  wander'd  long,  and  the  fun's  fcorching  rays 
imbrown'd  her  vifage  grim ;  artful  to  view 
The  fpreading  palm,  and  with  vile  cant  deceive 
The  love-fick  maid,  who  barters  all  her  ftora 
7or  airy  vifions  and  fallacious  hope. 
Gorgonius,  if  the  current  fame  fay  true, 
ier  comrade  once,  they  many  a  merry  prank 
Together  play'd,  and  many  a  mile  had  ftroll'dj 
For  him  fit  mate.   ^Next  Tabitha  the  tall 

trode  o'er  the  plain,  with  huge  gigantic  pace, 
And  overlook'd  the  crowd,  known  far  and  near 
ror  matchlefs  fpeed ;  fhe  many  a  prize  had  won, 
Pride  of  that  neighbouring  *  mart,  for  muftardi 

fam'd, 

harp-biting  grain,  Where  amicably  join 
'he  lifter  floods,  and"  with  their  liquid  arms 
Greeting  embrace.     Here  Gamaliel  fage, 
Of  Cameronian  brood,  with  ruling  rod 
""rains  up  his  babes  of  grace,  inftru&ed  well 
n  all  the  gainful  difcipline  of  prayer; 
~"o  point  the  holy  leer,  by  juft  degrees 
'o  clofe  the  twinkling  eyej  t*  expand  the  palms 
"  cxpofe  the  whites,  and  with  the  fight  lefs  ball 
'o  glare  upon  the  crowd,  to  raife  or  fink 
The  docile  voice,  now  murmuring  foft  and  low 

h  inward  accent  calm,  and  then  again 


*  Tetvi/lury   in  the  vale  of 
runt  int?  tbe  Severn. 

Hh  ij 


ivltre 


434 


THE   WORKS    OF    SOMERVILE\ 


In  foaming  floods  of  rapturous  eloqutnre, 

JLet  loofe  the  ftorm,  and  thunder  through  the  nofe 

The  threaten'd  vengeance  :   every  mufe  profane 

Is  banifh'd  hence,  and,  Heliconian  ftreams 

Deferted,  the  fanVd  Leman  lake  iupplies 

More  plenteous  draughts,  of  more  divine  import. 

Hail,  happy  youth* !  on  whom  indulgent  Heaven 

Each  grace  divine  beftows  ;  nor  yet  denies 

Carnal  beatitudes  fweet  privilege 

Of  faints  elect  !  Royal  prerogative  ! 

Here  in  domeflic  cares  employ'd,  and  bound 

To  annual  fervitude,  frail  Tabitha, 

Her  priftine  vigour  loft,  now  mourns  in  vain 

Her  fharpen'd  vifage,  and  the  fickly  qualms 

That  grieve  her  foul ;  a  prey  to  love,  while  grace 

Slept  heedlefs  by  !  Yet  her  undaunted  mind 

Still  meditates  the  prize,  and  ftill  flic  hopes, 

Beneath  th'  unwieldy  load,  her  wonted  fpced. 

Others  of  meaner  fame  the  ftately  mufe 

Records  not ;  on  more  lofty  flights  intent, 

She  fpurns  the  ground,  and  mounts  her  native  fides. 

Room  for  the  mafter  of  the  ring  ;  ye  fwains  T 
Divide  your  crowded  ranks.     See!  there  on  high 
The  glittering  prize,  on  the  tall  ftandard  borne, 
"Waving  in  air ;  before  him  march  in  files 
The  rural  minftrelfy,  the  rattling  drum 
Of  folemn  found,  and  th'  animating  horn, 
Each  huntfman's  joy ;  the  tabor  and  the  pipe» 
Companion  dear  at  feafls,  whofe  cheerful  notes 
Give  life  and  motion  to  th'  unwieldy  clown. 
Ev'n  age  revives,  and  the  pale  puking  maid 
Jeels  ruddy  health  rekindling  on  her  cheeks, 
And  with  new  vigour  trips  it  o'er  the  plain. 
Counting  each  careful  ftep,  he  paces  o'er 
Th'  allotted  ground,  and  fixes  at  the  goal 
His  ftandard,  there  himfelf  majeftic  fwells. 
Stretch'd  in  a  line,  the  panting  rivals  wait 
Th'  expected  fignal,  with  impatient  eyes 
Meafure  the  fpace  between,  and  in  conceit 
Already  grafp  the  warm  conttfted  prize. 
Now  all  at  once  rufh  forward  to  the  goal, 
And  ftep  by  ftcp,  and  fide  by  fide,  they  ply 
Their  bufy  feet,  and  leave  the  crowd  behind. 
Quick  heaves  each  breaft,  and  quick  they  fhoot 
along,  [phiin. 

Through  the  divided  air,  and  bound  it  o'er  the 
To  this,  to  that,  capricious  fortune  deals 
Short  hopes,  fhort  fear«,  and  momentary  joy. 
The  breathlefs  throng  with  open  throats  purfue, 
And  broken  accents  fhout  imperfect  praife. 
Such  noife  confus'd  is  heard,  luch  wild  uproar, 
When  on  the  main  the  fwelling  i'urges  rife, 
Dafh  o'er  the  rocks,  and,  hurrying  through  the 

flood, 

Drive  on  each  othcrVbacks,  and  crowd  the  ftrand. 
Before  the  reft  till  Tabitha  was  feen, 
Stretching  amain,  and  whirling  o'er  the  field ; 
Swift  as  the  fhooting  ftar  that  gilds  the  night 
With  rapid  traniient  blaze,  {he  runs,  fhe  flies ; 
Sudden  fhe  ftops,  nor  longer  can  endure 
The  painful  courfe,  but  drooping  finks  away, 
And,  like  that  falling  meteor,  there  fhe  lies 
A  jelly  cold  on  earth      Fufca,  with  joy, 
Beheld  her  wretched  plight  ;  o'er  the  pale  corfe 
I-nfulting  bounds;  hope  gave  her  wings,  and  now, 


Exe-ting  ail  her  fpeed,  ftep  after  ftep, 
At  Ganderetta's  elbow  urg'd  her  v^ay, 
Her  flioulder  preffing,  and  with  poifonous  Breath 
Tainting  her  ivory  neck.     Long  while  had  held 
The  fharp  conteft,  had  not  propitious  Heaven, 
With  partial  hands,  to  fuch  tranfcendent  charms 
Difpens'd  its  favours.     For  as  o'er  the  green 
The  carelefs  gypfy,  with  incautious  fpeed, 
Fufh'd  forward,  and  her  rival  fair  had  reach'd 
With  equal  j;:»ce,  and  only  not  o'erpafs'd  ; 
Haply  fhe  treads,  where  late  the  merry  trainr 
In  waAeful  luxury,  and  wanton  joy, 
Latifh  had  f,  ilt  the  order's  frothy  flood, 
And  mead  with  cuftard  mix'd.   Surpris'd,  appall'd|, 
And  in  the  treacherous  puddle  ftrugglmg  long, 
She  flipp'd,  fhe  fell,  upon  her  back  fupinc 
Expended  lay;  the  laughing  multitude 
With  noify  fcorn  approv'd  her  ju \  difgrace. 
As  the  fleck  leveret  {kirns  before  the  pack, 
So  flies  the  nymph,  and  fo  the  crowd  purfue. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  wind,  the  dear  one  flies, 
Swift  as  the  various  goddefs,  nor  lefs  bright 
In  beauty's  prime;  when  through  the  yielding  air 
She  darts  along,  and  w«th  refracted  rays 
Paints  the  gay  clouds ;  celeftial  meffenger, 
Charg'd  with  the  high  behelis  of  Heaven's  great 

queen ! 

Her  at  the  goal  with  open  arms  receiv'd 
Fond  Hobbinol ;   with  active  leap  he  feiz'd 
The  coftly  prize,  and  laid  it  at  her  feet. 
Then  paufing  Rood,  dumb  with  occefsof  joy, 
Expreffive  filence  !  for  e"ach  tender  glance 
Berray'd  the  raptures  that  his  tongue  conceal'd, 
Lefs  mute  the  crowd,  in  echoing  {hours,  applaud 
Her  fpeed,  her  beauty,  his  obfequious  love. 

Upf  n  a  little  eminence,  whofe  top 
O'erlook'd  the  plain,  a  ftcep,  but  fhort  afcenf, 
Plac'd  in  a  chair  of  ftate,  with  garlands  crown'd, 
And  loaded  with  the  fragrance  of  the  fpring, 
Fair  Ganderetta  fhione ;  like  mother  Eve 
In  her  gay  fylvan  lodge, delicious  bower! 
Where  nature's  wanton  hand,  above  the  reach 
Of  rule,  or  arf ,  had  lavifh'd  all  her  ftore, 
To  deck  the  flowery  roof ;  and  at  her  fide. 
Imperial  Hobbinol,  with  front  fublime, 
Great  as  a  Roman  conful,  juft  return'd 
From  cities  fack'd,  and  provinces  laid  wafte, 
In  his  paternal  wicker  fat,  enthroned. 
With  eager  eyes  the  crowd  about  them  prefs, 
Ambitious  to  behold  the  happy  pair. 
Each  voice,  each  inftnument,  proclaims  their  joy 
With  loudcfl  vehemence  :  fuch  noife  is  heard, 
Such  a  tumultuous  din,  when,  at  the  call 
Of  Britain's  fovcreign,  the  ruftic  bands 
O'erfpread  the  fields;  the  fubtle  candidates 
D.ffembled  homage  pay,  and  court  the  fools 
Whom  they  defpife  ;  each  proud  majeftic  clow» 
Looks  big,  and  {hours  amain,  mad  with  the  taftc 
Of  power  fupreme,  frail  empire  of  a  day! 
That  with  the  fetting  fun  extinct  is  loft. 

Nor  is  thy  grandeur,  mighty  Hobbinol 
Of  longer  date.     Short  is,  alas  !  the  reign 
Of  mortal  pride  ;  we  play  our  parts  a  while, 
Ard  :*rut  up-  n  the  ftagc;   the  fcene  is 
And  oilo-a  us  a  dungeon  for  a  throne,, 


HOBBINOL. 


Wretched  viciflltude  !  for,  after  all 

His  tinfcl  dreams  of  empire  and  renown, 

Fortune,  capricious  dame,  withdraws  at  once 

The  goodly  profpe6t,  to  his  eyes  prefents 

Her,  whom  his  confcious  foul  abhorr'd,  and  fear'd. 

JLo  !  piifhing  through  the  crowd,  a  meagre  form, 

With  hafty  ftep,  and  vifage  incompos'd  ! 

Wildly  (he  ftar'd  ;  rage  fparkled  in  her  eyes, 

And  poverty  fat  (hanking  on  her  cheeks. 

Yet  through  the  cloud  that  hung  upon  her  brows, 

A  faded  luflre  broke,  that  dimly  (hone 

Shorn  of  its  beams,  the  ruins  of  a  face, 

Impair'd  by  time,  and  (hatter' d  by  misfortunes. 

Afroward  babe  hung  at  her  flabby  breaft, 

And  tugg'd  for  life  ;  but  wept,  with  hideous  moan, 

His  fruftrate  hopes,  and  unavailing  pains. 

Another  o'er  her  bending  (boulder  peep'd, 

Swaddled  around  with  rags  of  various  hue. 

He  kens  his  comrade  twin  with  envious  eye, 

As  of  his  (hare  defrauded;  then  amain 

He  alfo  fcreams,  and  to  his  brother's  cries 

In  doleful  concert  joins  his  loud  laments. 

O  dir*  effed  of  lawlefs  love !   O  (ling 

Of  pleafure  paft  !  As  when  a  full-freight  (hip, 

Bleft  in  a  rich  return  of  pearls  or  gold, 

Or  fragrant  fpice,  or  filks  of  coftly  dye, 

Makes  to  the  wifh'd-for  port  with  fwelling  fails, 

And  all  her  gaudy  trim  difplay'd ;  o'erjoy'd 

The  mafter  fmiles;  but  if  from  fome  fmall  creek, 

A.  lurking  corfair  the  rich  quarry  fpies, 

With  all  her  fails  bears  down  upon  her  prey, 

And  pales  of  thunder  from  her  hollow  fides 

Check  his  triumphant  courfe ;  aghaft  he  ftands 

Stiffen'd  with  fear,  unable  torefift, 

And  impotent  to  fly;  all  his  fond  hopes 

Are  dafli'd  at  once !  no'ught  now,  alas !  remains 

But  the  fad  choice  of  flavery  or  death  ! 

So  far'd  it  with  the  haplefs  Hobbinol, 

In  the  full  blaze  of  his  triumphant  joy 

Surpris'd  by  her,  whofe  dreadful  face  alone 

Could  (hake  his  ftedfaft  foul.     In  vain  he  turns, 

And  fhifts  his  place  averfe;  (he  haunts  him  ftill, 

And  glares  upon  him,  with  her  haggard  eyes, 

That  fiercely  fpoke  her  wrongs.     Words  fwell'd 

with  fighs 

At  length  burft  forth,  and  thus  (he  ftorms  enrag'd, 
"  Know'ft   thou   not   me  ?   falfe  man '.  no^  to 

"  know  me 

"  Argues  thyfelf  unknowing  of  thyfelf, 
"  PufPd  up  with  pride,  and  bloated  with  fuccefs. 
0  Is  injur'd  Mopfa  then  fo  foon  forgot  ? 
*'  Thou  knew'ft  me  once,  ah !  woe  is  me !  thou 

«  didft. 

"  But  if  laborious  days  and  fleeplefs  nights, 
"  If  hunger,  cold,  contempt,  ana  penury, 
w  Infeparable  guefts,  have  thus  difguis'd 
'{  Thy  once-belov'd,  thy  handmaid  dear ;  if  thin 


'  And  fortune's  frowns  have  blafled  all  my  charms; 
'   If  here  no  rofes  grow,  no  lilies  bloom, 
'  Nor  rear  their  heads  on  this  neglecled  face ; 
4  If  through  the  world  I  range  a  flighted  (hade, 
*  The  ghoft  of  what  1  was,  forlorn,  unknown  ; 
'  At  leaft  know  thefe.    bee  !  this  fweet  fimpering 

"  babe, 

•'  Dear  image  of  thyfelf;  fee  !  how  it  fprunts 
'  With  joy  at  thy  approach  !  fee,  how  it  gilds 
;<  Its  (oft  fmooth  face,  with  falfe  paternal  fmiles  I 
:'  Native  deceit,  from  thee,  bafe  man,  deriv'd!       ^ 
"  Or  view  this  other  elf,  in  every  art 

Of  fniling  fraud,  in  every  treacherous  leer, 

The  very  Hobbinol !  ah !  cruel  man  ! 

Wicked,  ingrate !    and  could'ft   thou  then  fo 

"  foon, 

So  foon  forget  that  pleafing  fatal  night, 
When  me,  beneath  the  flowery  thorn  furpris'd 
Thy  artful  wiles  betray'd  ?  was  there  a  ftar, 
"  By  which  thou  didft  not  fwear  ?  was  there  a 

"  curfe, 

A  plague  on  earth,  thou  didft  not  then  invoke 
On  that  devoted  head  ;  if  e'er  thy  heart 
Prov'd  haggard  to  my  love,  if  e'er  thy  hand 
Declin'd  the  nuptial  bond  ?  but,  oh  !  too  well, 
"  Too  well,  alas !  my  throbbing  breaft  perceiv'd 
"  The    black    impending   ftorm;    the   confcious 

"  moon 

"  Veil'd  in  a  fable  cloud  her  modeft  face, 
'*  And  boding  owls  proclaim'd  the  dire  event. 
"  And  yet  I  love  thee. — Oh  !  could'lt  thou  behold 
"   That  image  dwelling  in  my  heart !  but  why, 
"  Why  wade  I  here  thefe  unavailing  tears  ? 
"  On  this  thy  minion,  on  this  tawdry  thing. 
"  On  this  gay  vi<Sbim,  thus  with  garlands  crewn'd, 
"  All.  all  my  vengeance  fall !  ye  lightnings,  blafh 
*'  That  face  accurs'd,  the  fource  of  all  my  woe  ! 
"  Arm,  arm,  ye  furies !  arm  ;  all  hell  break  ioofe  ! 
"  While  thus  I  lead  you  to  my  juft  revenge, 
"  And  thus*' — Up  tlarts  th'  aftonifh'd  Hobbinol 
To  fave  his  better  half.     "  Fly,  fly,"  he  cries, 
"  Fly,  my  dear  life,  the  fiend's  malicious  rage." 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  fear,  away  (he  bounds, 
And  in  the  neighbouring  village  pants  forlorn. 
So  the  cours'd  hare  to  the  clofe  covert  flies, 
Still  trembling,  though  fecure.     Poor  Hobbinol 
More  grievous  ills  attend :   around  him  prefs 
A  multitude,  with,  huge  Herculian  clubs, 
Terrific  band  !  the  royal  mandate  thefe 
Infulting  (how  :  arrefted,  and  amaz'd, 
Half  dead  he  ftands ;  no  friends  dare  interpofe, 
But  bow  dejecled  to  th1  imperial  fcroll : 
Such  is  the  force  of  law.     While  confcious  {hams 
Sits  heavy  on  his  brow,  they  view  the  wretch 
To  Rhadamanth's  auguft  tribunal  dragg'd. 
Good  Rhadamanth  \  to  every  wanton  down 
Severe,  indulgent  to  himfelf  alone. 

H.biij 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  feveral  a<SU  of  parliament  in  favour  of  Fal- 
conry are  an  evident  proof  of  that  high  cftecm 
«our  anceflors  had  conceived  for  this  noble  diverfion. 
Our  neighbours,  France,  Germany,  Italy,  and  all 
the  reft  of  Europe,  have  feemed  to  yis  with  one 
another,  who  Ihould  pay  the  grcateft  honours  to 
the  courageous  falcon.  Princes  and  ftates  were 
her  protectors ;  and  men  of  the  greatefl  genius, 
;md  mod  accompliihed  in  all  forts  of  literature, 
with  pleafure  carried  the  hawk  on  their  fifts.  But 
the  princes  of  Afia,  Turks,  Tartars,  Perfians,  In- 
dians, &c.  have  greatly  out-done  us  Europeans  in 
the  fplendor  and  magnificence  of  their  field-pa- 
rades, both  as  huntfmen  and  falconers.  For  though 
the  defcription  of  flying  at  the  ftag  and  other  wild 
beafts  with  eagles,  may  be  thought  a  little  in- 
credible, yet  permit  me  to  allure  the  reader  that 
it  is  no  fidion,  but  a  real  facl.  All  the  ancient 
books  of  falconry  give  us  an  account  of  it,  and  the 
relations  of  travellers  confirm  it.  But  what  I 
"think  puts  it  out  of  all  difpute,  is  the  defcription 
the  famous  Mopfieur  de  Thou  has  given  us  in 
his  Latin  poem,  "  De  Re  Accipitraria,"  lately  re- 
printed at  Venice  in  1735,  witfc  an  Italian  trauila- 
tion  and  notes. 

'f  Hoc  ftudio  Haemonii  circumfonat  aula  tyranni, 
'  Tercentum  iili  equites,  quoties  venabula  pofcit, 
(l  Tot  pedites  adfunt :  longp  nemus  omne  remugit 
<c  Latrantum  occurfu,  venatorumque  repulfis 
"  Vocibus;    heic  gemini,   neque   enim  fatia  efie 

"  ftrendo 

l{  Unus  tanto  oneri  pofllt,  cedepte  petauro 
"  Circum    aquilam   geftant,  aliam'  totidem  inde 

"  miniftri 

"  Impofitam  fubeunt :  quarurn  minor  ilia  vulucri 
"  Ore  canum  voces  fingit,  nemora  avia  complens 
"  Terrore  ingenti :  latcbris  turn  excita  repente 
^  Infelix  fera  prorumpit :  ruit  altera  demum 
"  iubiimis  con?par  xnagno  ftridorc  per  auras; 


"  Involat  inque  oculos  et  provolat,  atque  c^acej 

"  Expandens  per  inane  linus,  caligine  denfij 

"   Horribilique  fupervolitans  coelum  obruit  umbra. 

'  Nee  minor  interea  obfiftit :  fublimis  ut  ilia, 
"  Haec  humilis   fie  terga  volans  premit  et  latua 

"  urget : 

"  Neve  gradum  referat  tetro,  et  veftigi'a  vertat, 
"  Sen  caprea  aut  cervus  fefc  tulit  obvius  illis, 
"  Roftro  atque  ungue  minax  vetat,  et  cum'com- 

"  pare  vires 
"  Alteroat  focias,  artemque  remuncrat  arte. 

'  Nee  mora,  nee  requies:  furiis  exterrita  tantis 
"  Donee  in  infidias  caeca  convalle  locatas 
"  Precipitet  rabidis  fera  mox  lanianda  Moloflls." 

I  am  very  much  obliged  to  thofe  gentlemen  who 
have  read  with  favour  my  poem  upon  hunting  : 
their  goodnefs  has  encouraged  me  to  make  this 
(hort  fupplement  to  the  Chafe,  and  in  this  poem  to 
give  them  fome  account  of  all  the  more  polite  en- 
tertainments of  the  field. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Introduction,  ver.  i.  Defcription  of  flying  at  the 
ftag  with  eagles,  after  the  manner  of  the  Afiatic 
princes,  7.  Defcription  of  hern-hawking,  loo. 
Of  flying  at  the  river,  170.  Partridge-hawking, 
234.  Daring  the  lark  with  an  hobby  juft  men- 
tioned, 235.  Shooting  flying,  241.  Setting,  245, 
Angling,  261.  Conclufion,  271. 

DNCE  more,  Great  Prince,  permit  an  humble  bard 
Proftrate  to  pay  his  homage  at  your  feet ; 
Then,  like  the  morning  lark  from  the  low  ground 
Towering  aloft,  fublime  to  foar,  and  fing ; 
Sing  the  heart-cheering  pleafure  of  the  fields, 
The  choice  delight  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 

In  earlier  times,  monarchs  of  eaftern  race 
Jn  their  full  blaze  of  pride,  as  ftory  tells, 
Train'd  up  th'  imperial  eagle,  facred  bird  ! 
rlooded,  with  jingling  bells,  (he  perch'd  on  high ; 
Not  as  when  erft  on  golden  wings  (he  led         IT 
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The  Roman  legions  o'er  the  conquer'd  globe, 
Mankind  her  quarry  ;  but  a  docile  flave, 
Tam'd  to  the  lure,  and  careful  to  attend 
Her  matter's  voice.    Behold  the  man  renown'd, 
Abbas  the  Great  (whom  all  his  fawning  Haves 
Deem'd  king  of  kings ;    vain  fools !     They  fure 

forgot 

Greater  Leonidas,  and  thofe  fatal  ftraits       [heaps 
[  Blood-ftain'd,  where  flaughter'd  Perfians  fell  on 
A  dreadful  carnage  1)    See  his  numerous  hoft     ac 
Spread  wide  the  plains,  and  in  their  front  upborn 
Each  on  her  perch,  that  bends  beneath  her  weight, 
Two  fitter  eagles,  {lately  ponderous  birds  1 
The  air's  a  defert,  and  the  featherM  race 
Fly  to  the  neighbouring  coverts  dark  retreats. 
The  royal  pair  on  wing,  this  whirls  around 
In  circles  wide,  or  like  the  fwallow  flams 
The  rufiet  plain,  and  mimics  as  flic  flies 
j  (By  many  a  fieeplefs  night  inftnufled  well) 
The  hound's  loud  openings,  or  the  fpaniel's  queft. 
What  cannot  wakeful  induftry  fubdue !  30 

Meanwhile  thatmountson  high,  and  feemsto view 
A  black  afcending  cloud  ;  when  pierc'd  the  gloom 
Of  vapours  dank  condens'd,  the  fun's  bright  beams 
Pain  not  her  fight :  fhe  with  expanded  fails 
Works  through  th'  etherial  fluid ;  then  perhaps 
Sees   through  a  break  of  clouds  this   felf-pois'd 

orb 

Hard  by  her  hand-maid  moon.  She  looks  beneath 
Contemptuous,  and  beholds  from  far  this  earth, 
This  mole-hill  earth,  and  all  its  bufy  ants  40 

Labouring  for  life,  which  lafts  fo  fhort  a  day 
Juft  blazing  and  extinct.    So  thou,  my  foul, 
That  breath  of  life,  which  all  men  muft  perceive 
But  none  diftinctly  know,  when  once  efcap'd 
From  this  poor  helplefs  corfe,  and  when  on  high 
Borne  on  angelic  wings,  look  down  with  fcorn 
On  this  mean  leiTening  world,  and  knaves  grown 

rich  ; 

By  chance,  or  fraud,  or  infolence  of  power. 
Now  from  her  higheft  pitch,  by  quick  degrees, 
With  lefs  ambition  nearer  earth  Ihc  tends,  .50 

As  yet  fcarce  vifibie  ;  and  high  in  air 
Pois'd  on  extended  wings,  with  {harper  ken 
Attentive  marks  whate'er  is  done  below. 
Thus  (bme  wife  general  from  a  riling  ground 
Obferve  th'  embattled  foe,  where  ferried  ranks 
Forbid  accefs,  or  where  their  order  loofe 
Invites  th'  attack,  and  points  the  way  to  fate. 
All  now  is  tumult,  each  heart  fwells  with  joy, 
"The  falconers  fhout,  and  the  wide  .concave  rings, 
Tremble  the  forefts  round,  the  joyous  cries         60 
Float  through  the  vales;  and  rocks,  and  woods, 

and  hills 

Return  the  varied  founds.    Forth  burfh  the  ftag, 
[   Nor  trufts  the  mazes  of  his  deep  receJs  : 
'    Fear  hid  him  clofe,  ftrange  inconfiftent  guide  I 
I    Now  hurries  him  aghaft,  with  bufy  feet 
j    Far  o'er  the  fpacious  plain  ;  he  pants  to  reach 
The  mountain's  brow,  or  with  unfteady  ftep 
To  climb  the  craggy  cliff  :  the  gray-hounds  (train 
Behind  to  pinch  his  haunch,  who  fcarce  evades 
Their  gaping  jaws.    One  eagle  wheeling  flies     70 
In  airy  labyrinths,  or  with  eafier  wing 
Skims  by  his  fide,  and  ftuns  his  patient  ear 


With  hideous  cries,  then  peals  hts  forehead  broad, 
Or  at  her  eyes  his  fatal  malice  aims. 
The  other,  like  the  bolt  of  angry  heaven, 
Darts  down  at  once,  and  fixes  on  h»«  back 
Her  griping  talons,  ploughing  with  her  beak 
His  pamper'd  chine:  the  blood,  and  fweat  diftill'd 
From  many  a  dripping  furrow,  ftains  the  foil. 
Who  pities  not  this  fury-haunted  wretch  80 

Embarrafs'd  thus,  on  every  fide  diftrefs'd  ? 
Death  will  relieve  him  :  for  the  gray-hounds  fierce, 
Seizing  their  prey,  foon  drag  him  to  the  ground  : 
Groaning  he  falls;  with  eyes  that  fwim  in  tears 
He  lo"ks  on  man,  chief  author  of  his  woe, 
And  weeps,  and  dies.    The  grandees  prefs  around 
To  dip  their  fabres  in  his  boiling  blood  ; 
Unfeemly  joy  !     'Tis  barbarous  to  infult 
A  fallen  woe.     The  dogs,  and  birds  of  prey 
Infatiate,  on  his  reeking  bowels  feaft,  po 

But  the  ftern  falconer  claims  the  lion's  {hare. 
Such  are  the  fports  of  kings,  and  better  far 
Than  royal  robbery,  and  the  bloody  jaws 
Of  all  devouring  war.    Each  animal, 
By  natural  inftindt  taught,  fpares  his  own  kind  : 
But  man,  the  tyrant  man,  revels  at  large, 
Free-booter  unreftrain'd,  deftroys  at  will 
The  whole  creation,  men  and  beaftshis  prey, 
Thefe  for  his  pleafure,  for  his  glory  thofe. 
Next  will  I  fing  the  valiant  falcon's  fame         zoo 
Aerial  fights,  where  no  confederate  brute 
Joins  in  the  bloody  fray  ;  but  bird  v/ith  bird 
Jufts  in  mid  air.  Lo !  at  his  fiege  the  hern, 
Upon  the  bank  of  feme  fmall  purling  brook, 
Obfervant  ftands  to  take  his  fcaly  prize, 
Himfelf  another's  game.     For  mark  behind 
The  wily  falconer  creeps ;  his  .grazing  horfe 
Conceals  the  treacherous  foe,  and  on  his  fift 
Th'  unhooded  falcon  fits :  with  eager  eyes 
She  meditates  her  prey,  and,  in  her  wild  no 

Conceit,  already  plumes  the  dying  bird. 
Up  fprings  the  hern,  redoubling  every  {broke, 
Confcious  of  danger  ftretches  far  away, 
With  bufy  pennons  and  projected  beak, 
Piercing  th'  opponent  clouds  :  the  falcon  fwift 
Follows  at  fpeed,  mpunts  as  he  mounts,  for  hope 
Gives  vigour  to  her  wings.     Another  foon 
Strains  after  to  fupport  the  bold  attack, 
Perhaps  a  third.     As  in  fome  winding  creek, 
On  proud  Iberia's  fhore,  the  c^rfairs  fly  lie 

Lurk  waiting  to  furprife  a  Britifli  fail, 
Full  freighted  from  Heiruria's  friendly  ports, 
Or  rich  Byzantium  ;  after  he  r:iey  feud, 
Dafhing  the  fpumy  waves  with  equal  oars, 
And  fpreading'  all  then  fhrouis;  {he  makes  th* 

main 

fnviting  every  gale,  nor  yet  forgets 
To  clear  her  deck,  and  tell  th'  infulting  foe, 
In  peals  of  thunder,  Britons  cannot  fear. 
So  flies  the  hern  purfu'd,  but  fighting  flies. 
Warm  grows  the  conflict,  every  nerve's  employ 'd  j 
Now  through  the  yielding  element  they  foar  13! 
Afpiring  high,  then  fink  at  once,  and  rove 
tn  tracklefs  mazes  through  the  troubled  ficy. 
No  red,  no  peace.     The  falcon  hovering  flies 
Balanc'd  in  ajr,  and  confidently  bold 

o'er  him,  like,  a  cloud,  then  aims 
H  h  iii 
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Full  at  his  deftin'd  head.     The  watchful  hern 
Shoots  from  her  like  a  blazing  meteor  fwift 
That  gilds  the  night,  eludes  her  talons  keen 
And  pointed  beak,  and  gains  a  length  of  way.  140 
Obferve  th'  attentive  crowd  ;  all  hearts  are  fix'd 
On  this  important  war,  and  pleafing  hope 
Glows  in  each  breaft.     The  vulgar  and  the  great,  ' 
Equally  happy  now,  with  freedom  (hare 
The  common  joy.     The  fhepherd  boy  forgets 
His  bleating  care  ;  tru  labouring  hind  lets  fall 
His  grain  unibwn  ;  in  tranfport  lofl,  he  robs 
Th'  expecting  furrow,  and  in  wild  amaze 
The  gazing  village  point  their  eyes  to  heaven. 
\Vhere  is  the  tongue  can  fpeak  the  falconer's  cares, 
'  I'wixt  hopes  and  fears,  as  in  a  temped  toft  ?    151 
His  fluttering  heart,  his  varying  cheeks  confcfs 
His  inward  woe.     Now  like  a  wearied  flag, 
That  flands  at  bay,  the  hern  provokes  their  rage  ; 
Clofe  by  his  languid  wing,  in  downy  plumes 
Covers  his  fatal  beak,  and  cautious  hides 
The  well-diffimbled  fraud.     The  falcon  darts 
Like  lightning  from  above,  and  in  her  breaft 
Receives  the  latent  death  ;  down  plum  fhe  falls 
Bounding  from  earth,  and  with  her  trickling  gore 
Defiles  her  gaudy  plumage.     See,  alas  !  J$i 

The  falconer  in  defpair,  his  favourite  bird 
Dead  at  his  feet,  as  of  his  deareft  friend 
He  weeps  her  fate  ;  he  meditates  revenge, 
He  ftorms,  he  foams,  he  gives  a  loofe  to  rage  : 
Nor  wants  he  long  the  means;  the  hern  fatigu'd, 
Borne  down  by  numbers  yields,  and  prone  OH  earth 
He  drops  :  his  cruel  foes  wheeling  around 
Infult  at  will.     The  vengeful  falconer  flies 
Swift  as  an  arrow  (hooting  to  their  aid  ;  170 

Then  muttering  inward  curfes  breaks  his  wings, 
And  fixes  in  the  ground  his  hated  beak  ; 
Sees  with  malignant  joy  the  victors  proud 
bmear'd  with  his  blood,  and  on  his  marrow  feaft. 

Unhappy  bird  !  our  fathers'  prime  delight ! 
"Who  fenc'd  thine  eyrie  round  with  facred  lawg. 
Nor  mighty  princes  now  difdain  to  wear 
Thy  waving  creft,  the  mark  of  high  command, 
With  gold,  and  pearl,  and  brillant  gems  adorn'd. 

Now,  if  the  cryftal  ftream  delight  thee  more,  1 80 
Sportfman,  lead  on,  where  through  the  rccdy  bank 
Th'  infinuating  waters  filter'd  ftray 
In  many  a  winding  maze.    The  wild-dock  there 
Gluts  on  the  fattening  oufe,  or  (teals  the  fpawn 
Of  teeming  fhoals,  her  more  delicious  feaft. 
How  do  the  fun-beams  on  the  glafiy  plain 
Sport  wanton  and  amufe  our  wondering  eyes 
With  varioufly-refle6ted  changing  rays ! 
The  murmuring  {{ream  falutes  the  flowery  mead 
That  glows  with  fragrance ;  nature  all  around  190 
Confents  to  blefa.    What  fluggard  now  would  fink 
In  beds  of  down  ?  what  mifer  would  not  leave 
His  bags  untold  for  this  tranfporting  fcene  ? 
Falconer,  take  care,  oppofe  thy  wcll-train'd  deed, 
And  flily  (talk ;  unhood  thy  falcon  bold, 
Obferve  at  feed  the  unfufpe&ing  team 
Paddling  with  oary  feet  :  he's  feen,  they  fly. 
Now  at  fulj  fpeed  the  falconer  fpurs  away 
T'  affift  his  favourite  hawk,  fhe  from  the  reft 
Has  fingled  out  the  mallard  young  and  gay,     300 
\Vhofe  green  and  azure  brightens  in  the  fun . 


Swift  as  the  wind  that  fweeps  the  r'tfert  plain, 
With  feet,  wings,  beak,  he  cuts  the  liquid  (ky  : 
Behoves  him  now  both  oar  and  fail;  for  fee 
Th'  unequal  foe  gains  on  him  as  he  flies. 
Long  holds  th'  aerial  courfe  ;  they  rife,  they  fall, 
Now  (kirn  in  circling  rings,  then  llretch  away 
With  all  their  force,  till  at  one  fatal  ftroke 
The  vigorous  hawk,  exerting  every  nerve, 
Trufs'd  in  mid-air  bears  down  her  captive  prey. 
'  Tis  well  on  earth  they  fall ;  for  oft  the  duck 
Miftrufts  her  coward  wings,  and  leeks  again 
The  kind  prote&ing  flood  :    if  haply  then 
The  falcon  rafh  aim  a  decifive  blow, 
And  fpring  to  gripe  her  floating  prey  ;  at  once 
She  dives  beneath,  and  near  fome  ofier's  root 
Pops  up  her  head  fecure ;  then  views  her  foe 
Juft  in  the  grafping  of  her  fond  defires, 
And  in  full  pride  of  triumph,  whelm'd  beneath 
The  gliding  ftream.     Ah  !  where  are  now, 

bird !  210 

Thy  (lately  trappings,  and  thy  (liver  bells, 
Thy  gloffy  plumage,  and  thy  filken  creft  ? 
Say,  tyrant  of  the  (kies  !   Wouldft  thou  not  now 
Exchange  with  thy  but  late  dtfponding  foe 
Thy  dreadful  talons,  and  thy  polifh'd  beak, 
For  her  web-feet  defpis'd  ?  How  happy  they  ! 
Who,  when  gay  plcafure  courts,  and  fortune  Imilcs. 
Fear  the  revcrfe,  with  caution  tread  thofe  paths 
Where  rofes  grow,  but  wily  vipers  creep  ! 

Thefe  are  expenfivt  joys,  fit  for  the  great    2$c> 
Of  large  domains  poffefVd  :  enough  for  me 
To  boaft  the  gentle  fpW-hawk  on  my  fiit, 
Or  fly  the  partridge  from  the  briftly  field, 
Retrieve  the  covy  with  my  bufy  train, 
Or  with  my  foaring  hobby  dare  the  lark. 

But,  if  the  fhady  woods  my  cares  employ, 
In  queft  of  feather'd  game,  my  fyaiutls  beat 
Puzzling  th'  entangled  copfe;  and  from  the  brake 
Pu(h  forth  the  whirring  pheafaDt;  high  in  air 
He  waves  his  varied  plumes,  ftretching  away  240, 
With  hafty  wing.     Suon  from  th'  uplifted  tube 
The  mimic  thunder  burfts,  the  leaden  death 
O'ertakes  him  ;  and  with  many  a  giddy  whirl 
To  earth  he  falls,  and  at  my  feet  expires. 

When  autumn  failles,  all  beauteous  in  decay, 
And  paints  each  chequer'd   grove  with  variou\ 

hues; 

My  fetter  ranges  in  the  new-fhorn  fields, 
His  nofe  in  air  creel ;  from  ridge  to  ridge 
Panting  he  bounds,  his  quarter'd  ground  divides 
In  equal  intervals,  nor  careiefs  leaves  250 

One  inch  untry'd.     At  length  the  tainted  gales 
His  noftrils  wide  inhale;  quick  joy  elates 
His  beating  heart,  which,  aw'd  by  dilcipline 
Severe,  he  dares  not»own;  but  cautious  creeps 
Low-cowering,  ftep  by  ftep  ;  at  laft  attains 
His  proper  diftance  ;  there  he  flops  at  once, 
And  points  with  his  inftruiflive  nofe  upon 
The  trembling  prey.    On  wings  of  wind  upborn^. 
The  floating  net  unfolded  flies ;  then  drops, 
And  the  poor  fluttering  captives  rife  in  vain.    260 

Or  haply  en  lome  river's  cooling  bank, 
Patiently  mufing,  all  intent  I  (land 
To  hook  the  fcaly  glutton.     See  !  down  finks 
My  cork,  that  faithful  menitor  j  his  weigh!: 


My  taper  angle  bends ;  furpris'd,  amaz'd, 
He  glitters  in  the  fun,  and  ftruggling  pants 
For  liberty,  till  in  the  purer  air 
He  breathes  no  more.    Such  are  our  pleafing  cares, 
And  fweet  amufements,  fuch  each  bufy  drudge 
Envious  muft  wifti,  and  all  the  wife  enjoy.       270 
Thus,  moft  illuflrious  prince,  have  I  prefum'd 
In  my  obfcure  fojourn  to  fmg  at  eafe 
Rural  delights,  the  joy,  and  fweet  repaft 
Of  every  noble  mind :  and  now  perchance 
Untimely  fing  ;  fince  from  yon  neighbouring  (hore 
The  grumbling  thunder  rolls;  calm  peace  alarm'd 
Starts  from  her  couch,  and  the  rude  din  of  war 
Sounds  harfti  in  every  ear.    But  righteous  heaven  1 
Britain  deferted,  friejidiefs,  and  alone, 
Will  not  as  yet  defpair  :  fhine  but  in  arms, 
O  prince,  belov'd  by  all  !  patron  profefs'd 
Of  liberty  1  with  every  virtue  crown'd  !         [cliffs, 
Millions  ihall  crowd  her  ftrand ;  and  her  white 
As  TenerifF,  or  Atlas  firm,  defy 
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The  break  of  feas,  and  malice  of  her  foes ; 
Nor  the  proud  Gaul  prevail  where  Caefar  fail'd* 


NOTES  ON  FIELD-SPORTS. 

Ver.  1 8.  Strait*  of  Thermopylae.  See  the  flory 
of  Xerxes. 

Ver.  103.  The  place  where  the  hern  takes  his 
(land,  watching  his  prey. 

Ver.  169.  This  is  done  to  prevent  his  hurting 
the  hawk  :  they  generally  alfo  break  their  legs. 

Ver.  I7Z.  The  reward  of  the  hawk  made  of  the 
brains,  marrow,  and  blood,  which  they  call  in  Ita- 
lian, Sop  pa. 

Ver.  174.  No  man  was  permitted  to  ihoot  with- 
in 600  yards  of  the  eyrie,  or  neft  of  an  hern,  under 
great  penalties. 

Ver.  176.  The  hern's  top  worn  at  coronations 
here,  and  by  the  great  men  in  Afia  in  their  tur- 
bans. 


OCCASIONAL  POEMS,  TRANSLATIONS,  FABLES,  AND 

TALES. 


"  Dum  nihil  habemus  majus,  calamo  ludimus." 


PHJEB, 


TO  WILLIAM  SOMERVILE 

OF  WARWICKSHIRE,  ESQ,. 

On  reading  fiver  al  of  his  Excellent  Poems.      By  Allan 
Rainfay. 

SIR,  I  have  read,  and  much  admire, 

Your  mufe's  gay  and  eafy  flow, 
Warm'd  with  that  true  Idalian  fire 

That  gives  the  bright  and  cheerful  glow. 
J  conn'd  each  line  with  joyous  care, 

As  I  can  fuch  from  fun  to  fun ; 
And,  like  the  glutton  o'er  his  fare 

Delicious,  thought  them  too  foon  done. 
The  witty  fmile,  nature  and  art, 

In  all  your  numbers  fo  combine, 
As  to  complete  their  juft  defert, 

And  grace  them  with  uncommon  fhine. 
Delighted  we  your  mufe  regard, 

When  fhe  like  Pindar's  fpreads  her  wings; 
And  virtue,  being  its  own  reward, 

Exprefles  by  the  fifter  fprings. 
Emotions  tender  crowd  the  mind, 

When  with  the  royal  bard  you  go, 
To  figh  in  notes  divinely  kind, 

"  The  mighty  fall'n  on  mount  Gilbo." 

Much  furely  was  the  virgin's  joy, 

Who  with  the  Iliad  had  your  lays; 
for  e'er,  and  fince  the  fiege  of  Troy, 

We  all  delight  in  love  and  praifc. 


Thefe  heaven-born  paflions,  fuch  defirc, 
I  never  yet  could  think  a  crime  ; 

But  firft-rate  virtues  which  infpire 
The  foul  to  reach  at  the  fublimc. 

But  often  men  mi  flake  the  way, 

And  pump  for  fame  by  empty  boafr* 

Like  your  "  gilt  afs,"  who  ftood  to  bray. 
Till  in  a  flame  his  tail  he  loft. 

Him  "  th'  incurious  Bencher"  hits, 

With  his  own  tale,  fo  tight  and  clean. 
That,  while  I  read,  ftfeams  gufh,  by  fits 

Of  hearty  laughter,  from  my  een. 
Old  Chaucer,  bard  of  vaft  ingine, 

Fontaine  and  Prior,  who  have  fung1 
Blyth  tales  the  bed ;  had  they  heard  thine 

On  Lob,  they'd  own'd  themfelves  out-done. 
The  plot's  purfued  with  fo  much  glee. 

The  too  officious  "  dog  and  prieft," 
The  "  fquire  opprefs'd,"  I  own  for  me, 

I  never  heard  a  better  jeft. 

Pope  well  defcrib'd  an  omber  game, 
And  "  King  revenging  captive  queen  ;** 

He  merits ;  but  had  won  more  fame, 
If  author  of  your  "  Bowling-green." 

You  paint  your  parties,  play  each  bowl, 
So  natural,  juft,  and  with  fuch  eafe, 

That,  while  I  read,  upon  my  foul  1 
I  wonder  how  I  chance  to  pleafe. 
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Vet  I  have  pleai'd,  and  pleafe  the  beft ; 

And  lure  to  me  laurels  belong, 
Siitce  Britifti  fair,  and  'mongft  the  beft, 

Somervilc's  confort  likes  my  fong. 

Ravifli'd  I  heard  th'  harmonious  fair 

Sing,  like  a  dweller  of  the  iky, 
$fy  verfes  with  a  Scotian  air  ; 

Then  faints  were  not  fo  blcft  as  I. 

Jn  her  the  valued  charms  unite  ; 

She  really  is  what  all  would  feem, 
Gracefully  handfome,  wife  and  fweet: 

*Ti«  merit  to  have  her  efteem. 
Your  noble  kinfman,  her  lov'd  mate, 

Whofe  worth  claims  all  the  world's  refpedt, 
2vflet  in  her  love  a  fmiling  fate, 

Which  has,  and  mufl  have,  good  eflfedt. 
You  both  from  one  great  lineage  fpring, 

Both  from  de  Somervile,  who  came, 
With  William,  England's  conquering  king, 

To  win  fair  plains,  and  lafting  fame. 

Whichnour  he  left  to's  eldeft  fon ; 

That  firft-born  chief  you  reprcfent  J 
JJis  &cond  came  to  Caledon, 

From  whom  our  Somer'le  takes  defcent. 
On  him  and  you  may  fate  beftow 

Sweet  balmy  health  and  cheerful  fire, 
A*  Jong's  ye'd  wifh  to  live  below, 

Still  bleft  with  all  you  would  defire. 

0  fir !  oblige  the  world,  and  fpread 
In  print  thofe  and  your  other  lays; 

This  (hall  be  better'd  while  they  read, 
And  after-ages  found  your  praife. 

1  could  enlarge — but  if  I  fhould 

On  what  you've  wrote,  my  ode  would  run 
TOO  great  a  length — Your  thoughts  fo  crowd, 
To  note  them  all,  I'd  ne'er  have  done. 

Accept  this  offering  of  a  mufe, 

Who  on  her  Pi6lland  hills  ne'er  tires  : 

JJor  (hould  (when  worth  invites)  refufc 
To  fing  the  perfon  (he  admires. 

AN    ODE. 

Dumbly  inferred  to  the  Duke  of  Mar  thorough,  vfonilt 
Removal  from  all  bis  Placet. 

"  Virtus  repulfae  nefcia  fordidae 
*  Intaminatis  fulget  honoribus, 
"  Nee  fumit,  aut  ponit  fecures, 
"  Arbitrio  popularis  aurae." 

HOR. 
WHEN,  in  meridian  glory  bright, 

You  (hine  with  more  illuftrious  rays, 
Above  the  mufe's  weaker  flight, 

Above  the  poet's  praife. 
Jn  vain  the  goddefs  mounts  her  native  flcies, 
In  vaifl,  with  feeble  wings,  attempts  to  rife  ; 
In  vain  (he  toils  to  do  her  hero  right, 
Loft  in  excefs  of  day,  and  boundlefs  tracks  of  light. 
The  Theban  fwan  with  daring  wings, 
And  force  impetuous,  foars  on  high, 
Above  the  clouds  fublimely  fings, 
Above  the  reach  of  mortal  eye. 


But  what,  alas  !  would  Pindar  do, 
Were  his  bold  mufc  to  Cng  of  you  ? 
Can  Chromius'  ftrength  be  nam'd  with  youn  ? 
Can  mimic  fights  and  fp  rtive  war 
With  Schellembergh's  demoliftj'd  towers, 
Or  Blenheim's  bloody  field  compare  ? 
The  bard  would  blufli  at  Theron's  fpeed, 
When  Marlborough  mounts  the  fiery  Heed  ; 
And  the  defpairing  foe's  purfued 
Through  towns  and  provinces  fubdued. 
Fond  poet,  fpare  thy  empty  boaft, 
In  vain  thy  chariots  raife  fo  great  a  duft; 
See  Britain's  here  with  wkole  armies  flies, 
To  execute  his  vaft  defigns, 
To  pafs  the  Scheld,  to  force  the  lines, 
Swift  as  thy  fmoking  car,  to  win  th'  Olympic  prize. 
But  now,  when,  with  diminifh'd  light, 
And  beams  more  tolerably  bright, 
With  lefs  of  grandeur  and  furprife, 
Mild  you  defcend  to  mortal  eyes ; 
Your  fetting  glories  charm  us  more, 
Than  all  your  dazzling  pomp  before. 
Your  worth  is  better  underftood,  ^) 

The  hero  more  di/Hndlly  view'd,  > 

Glad  we  behold  him  not  fo  great  as  good.          j 
True  virtue's  amiable  face 
Improves,  when  (haded  by  difgrace; 
A  lively  fenfe  of  confcious  worth, 
Calls  all  her  hidden  beauties  forth ; 
Darts  through  the  gloom  a  lovely  ray, 
And,  by  her  own  intrinfic  light,  creates  a  nobler 
day. 

Let  fickle  chance  with  partial  hands  divide 
Her  gaudy  pomp,  her  tinfel  pride; 
Who  to  her  knaves  and  fools  lupplie* 
Thofe  favours  which  the  brave  defpifo* 
Let  faction-  raife  the  faucy  crowd, 
And  call  her  multitude  to  arms ; 
Let  envy's  vipers  hif*  aloud, 
And  roufeall  hell  with  dire  alarms: 

Go  (hake  the  rocks,  and  bid  the  hills  remove; 
Yet  ftill  the  hero's  mind  (hall  be 
Unchangeable,  refolv'd,  and  free, 

Fix'd  on  its  bafe,  firm  as  the  throne  of  Jove. 

Britons,  look  back  on  thofe  aufpicious  days, 

On  Ifter's  banks  when  your  great  leader  (lood, 
And  with  your  gafping  foes  incumber'd  all  the 

flood. 

Or  when  Ramillia's  bloody  plain 
Was  fatten'd  with  the  mighty  (lain  ; 

Or  when  Blaregnia's  ramparts  were  afiail'd, 
With  force  that  heaven  itfelf  had  fcal'd. 
Did  then  reviling  pens  profane 

Your  Marlborough's  (acred  name  ? 

Did  noify  tribunes  then  debauch  the  crowd  ? 

Did  their  unrighteous  votes  blafphemc  aloud  ? 
Did  mercenary  tools  confpire 

To  curfe  the  hero  whom  their  foes  admire  ? 

No  ! — The  contending  nations  fung  his  praife; 

While  bards  of  every  clime 
Exert  their  mod  triumphant  lays, 

No  thought  too  great,  no  di&ion  too  fublime. 

Hail,  glorious  prince  !  'tis  not  for  thee  we  grieve, 
For  thy  invulnerable  fame 
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No  diminution  can  receive, 

Thou,  mighty  man  !  art  ftill  the  fame, 

Thy  purer  gold  eludes  the  flame  ; 
This  fiery  trial  makes  thy  virtue  fhine, 
And  perfecution  crowns  thy  brows  with  rays  divine. 
But  what,  alas '   (hall  fainting  Europe  do  ? 
How  ftand  the  (hock  of  her  imperious  foe  ? 

What  fucceffor  {hall  bear  the  weight 

Of  all  our  cares  ?  and  prop  the  ftate  ? 

Since  thou  our  Atlas  art  rernov'd, 
0  beft  deferving  chief !  and  therefore  beft  belov'd  ? 

To  your  own  Blenheim's  blifsful  feat, 

From  this  ungrateful  world  retreat ; 
A  gift  unequal  to  that  hero's  worth, 
Who.  from  the  peaceful  Thames  led  our  bold  Bri- 
tons forth, 

To  free  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine  ; 

Who  by  the  thunder  of  his  arms 

Shook  the  proud  Rhone  with  loud  alarms, 
And  rais'd  a  tempeft  in  the  trembling  Seine, 

After  the  long  fatigues  of  war, 

Repofe  your  envy'd  virtues  here ; 

Enjoy,  my  lord,  the  fweet  repafi 

Of  all  your  glorious  toils, 

A  pleafure  that  fhall  ever  laft, 

The  mighty  comfort  that  proceeds 

From  the  juft  fenfe  of  virtuous  deeds,  [fpoils 
Content  with  endlefs  fame,  contemn  the  meaner 

Pomona  calls,  and  Pan  invites, 

To  rural  pleafures,  chafte  delights ; 

The  orange  and  the  citron  grove 

Will  by  your  hand  alone  improve ; 

Would  fain  their  gaudy  liveries  wear, 
And  wait  your  prefence  to  revive  the  year. 

In  this  Elyfium,  more  than  bleft, 

Laugh  at  the  vulgar's  fenfelefs  hate, 

The  politician's  vain  deceit, 

The  fawning  knave,  the  proud  ingrate. 

Revolve  in  your  capacious  breaft 

The  various  unforeseen  events, 

And  unexpected  accidents,  [great< 

That  change  the  flatt'ring  fcene,  and  overturn  the 

Frail  are  our  hopes,  and  fhort  the  date 

Of  grandeur's  tranfitory  ftate. 

Corinthian  brafs  fhall  melt  away, 

And  Parian  marble  fhall  decay  ; 
The  vaft  Qoloffus,  that  on  either  more. 

Exulting  ftood,  is  now  no  more; 

Arts  and  artificers  fhall  die, 

And  in  one  common  ruin  lie. 
Behold  your  own  majeftic  palace  rife, 

In  hafte  to  emulate  the  ikies ; 

The  gilded  globes,  the  pointed  fpires : 

See  the  proud  dome's  ambitious  height, 

Emblem  of  power  and  pompous  ftate, 
Above  the  clouds  afpires  : 

Yet  Vulcan's  fpight,  or  angry  Jove, 

May  foon  its  towering  pride  reprove, 

Its  painted  glories  foon  efface, 
Divide  the  ponderous  roof,  and  (hake  the  folidbafe. 
Material  ftructures  muft  fubmit  to  fate. 
But  virtue  which  alone  is  truly  great, 

Virtue  like  yours,  my  lord,  fhall  be 
Secure  of  immortality. 
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Nor  foreign  force,  nor  factious  ragflj 

Nor  envy,  nor  devouring  age, 

Your  lafting  glory  fhall  impair, 

Time  fhall  myfterious  truths  declare, 

And  works  of  darknefs  fhall  difclofe; 

This  bleffing  is  referv'd  for  you 
T'  outlive  the  trophies  to  your  merit  due, 

And  malice  of  your  foes. 
If  glorious  actions,  in  a  glorious  caufe, 

If  valour  negligent  of  praife, 
Deferving,  yet  retiring  from  applaafe, 
In  generous  minds  can  great  ideas  raife  * 
If  Europe  fav'd,  and  liberty  reftor'd, 
By  fteady  coHduct,  and  a  profperous  fword, 
Can  claim  in  free-born  fouls  a  juft  cfteem; 

Britain's  victorious  chief  fhall  be 

Rever'd  by  late  poflerity, 
The  hero's  pattern,  and  the  poet's  theme. 

ODE, 

Qccajioned  ly  the  Duke  of  Mar  thorough*  s  embarking  for 
OJlend,  An. 


Hoi, 


Interque  moerentes  amicos. 
"  Egregius  properavit  exul.'* 


YE  powers,  who  rule  the  boundlefs  deep, 

Whofe  dread  commands  the  winds  obey, 
To  roll  the  waters  on  a  heap, 
Or  fmooth  the  liquid  way  : 
Propitious  hear  Britannia's  prayer, 
Britannia's  hope  is  now  your  care, 
Whom  oft  to  yonder  dittant  fhore, 
Your  hofpitable  billows  bore, 
When  Europe  in  diftrefs  implor'd 
Relief  from  his  victorious  fword  ; 
Who,  when  the  mighty  work  was  done, 
Tyrants  repell'd,  and  battles  won, 
On  your  glad  waves,  proud  of  the  glorious  load, 

Through  thefe  your  watery  realms,  in  yearly  tri- 

umph  rode. 

To  winds  and  feas,  diftrefs'd  he  flies, 
From  ftormsat  land,  and  fa«5lion's  fpight  : 
Though  the  more  fickle  crowd  denies, 
The  winds,  the  feas,  fhall  do  his  virtue  right- 
Be  hufht,  ye  winds!  be  ftill,  ye  feas  I 
Ye  billows  fleep  at  eafe, 
And  in  your  rocky  caverns  reft  ! 

Let  all  be  calm  as  the  great  hero's  breaft, 
Here  no  unruly  pafiions  reign, 
Nor  fervile  fear,  nor  proud  difdain, 
Each  wilder  luft  is  banifh'd  hence, 

Where  gentle  love  prcfides,  and  mild  benevoteijce. 
Here  no  gloomy  cares  arife, 
Confcious  honour  ftill  fupplies, 
Friendly  hope,  and  peace  of  mind, 
Such  as  dying  martyrs  find. 
Serene  within,  no  guilt  he  knows, 

While  all  his  wrongs  fit  heavy  on  his  foes. 

Say,  mufe,  what  hero  fhall  I  fing, 

What  great  example  bring, 
To  parallel  this  mighty  wrong, 
And  with  his  graceful  woes  adorn  my  fongj 
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Shall  brave  Themiftocles  appear 

Before  the  haughty  Perfian's  throne  ? 

While  conquer'd  chiefs  confefs  their  fear, 

And  fhatter'd  fleets  hib  triumphs  own  ; 
In  admiration  fix'd,  the  monarch  flood,  } 

With  fecret  joy,  his  glorious  prize  he  view'd,  £ 
Of  more  intrinfic  worth  than  provinces  fubdued.  j 

Or  faithful  Ariftides,  fent, 

For  being  juft,  to  baniihment, 

He  writ  the  rigid  femence  down, 

He  pitied  the  mifguided  clown. 
Or  him,  who,  when  brib'd  orators  miflcd 
The  factious  tribes,  to  hoftile  Sparta  fled ; 
The  vile  ingrateful  crowd, 

Proclaim'd  their  impious  joy  aloud, 
But  foon  the  fools  difcover'd  to  their  coft, 
Athens  in  Alcibiades  was  loft. 
Or,  if  a  Roman  name  delight  thee  more, 

The  great  Dictator's  fate  deplore, 
Camillus  againft  noify  faction  bold, 

In  victories  and  triumphs  old. 
Ungrateful  Rome  ! 

Punifh'd  by  heaven's  avenging  doom, 
Soon  fhall  thy  ardent  vows  invite  him  home, 

The  mighty  chieftain  foon  recall, 

To  prop  the  falling  capitol, 
And  fave  his  country  from  the  perjur'd  GauL 

Search,  mufe,  the  dark  records  of  time, 

And  every  fhameful  ftory  trace, 

Black  with  injuftice  and  difgrace, 

When  glorious  merit  was  a  crime; 
Yet  thefe,  all  thefe,  but  faintly  can  exprefs 
Folly  without  excufc,  and  madnefs  in  excefs. 
The  nobleft  object  that  our  eyes  can  blefs, 
Is  the  brave  man  triumphant  in  diftrefs ; 

Above  the  reach  of  partial  fate, 

Above  the  vulgar's  praife  or  hate,     [deprefs. 
Whom  no  feign'd  fmiles  qan  raife,  no  real  frowns 
View  him,  ye  Britons,  on  the  naked  fhorc, 
Refolv'd  to  truft  your  faithlefs  vows  no  more, 
That  mighty  man  !  who  for  ten  glorious  years 
Surpafs'd  our  hopes,  prevented  all  our  prayers. 

A  name,  in  every  clime  renown'd, 

By  nations  blef&'d,  by  monarchs  crown'd. 
In  folemn  jubilees  our  days  we  fpent, 
Our  hearts  exulting  in  each  grand  event. 

Fa»5Uons  applaud  the  man  they  hate,      [wait. 
And  with  regret,  to  pay  their  painful  homage 

Have  I  not  feen  this  crowded  ihore, 

With  multitudes  ail  cover' d  o'er  ? 

While  hills  and  groves  their  joy  proclaim, 

And  echoing  rocks  return  his  name. 
Attentive  to  the  lovely  form  they  gaze  : 

He  with  a  cheerful  fmile, 
Glad  to  revifit  this  his  parent  ifle, 
Flies  from  their  incenfe,  and  efcapes  their  praife. 

Yes,  Britons,  view  him  ftill  unmov'd, 
Ucchang'd,  though  lefs  belov'd. 

His  generous  foul  no  deep  refentment  fires, 
But,  blufhing  for  his  country's  crimes,  the  kind 

good  man  retires. 

Ev'n  now  he  fights  for  this  devoted  ifle, 
And  labours  to  prcferve  his  native  foil,    [pares, 

Diverts  the  vengeance  which  juft  heaven  pre- 
Accus'djdifarm'd,  protests  us  with  his  prayers. 


Obdurate  hearts    cannot  fuch  merit  move  ? 
The  hero's  valour,  nor  the  patriot's  love  ? 
Fly,  goJdefb,  fly  this  inaufpicious  place  ; 

Spurn  at  the  vile  degenerate  race, 
Attend  the  glorious  exile,  and  proclaim 

In  other  climes  his  lading  fame, 
Where  honf  ft  hearts,  unknowing  to  forget 

The  bleffings  from  his  arms  rcceiv'd, 

Confefs  with  joy  the  mighty  debt, 
Their  altars  refcued,  and  their  gods  reliev'd. 
Nor  fails  the  hero  to  a  clime  unknown, 
Cities  preferv'd,  their  great  deliverer  own  : 

Impatient  crowds  about  him  prcfs, 

And  with  fincere  devotion  blefo. 
Thofe  plains,  often  years  war  the  bloody 
(Where  panting  nations  ftruggled  to  be  free 

And  life  exchang'd  for  liberty) 
Retain  the  marks  of  ftern  Bcllona*s  rage. 

The  doubtful  hind  miftakes  the  field 

His  fruitlefs  toil  fo  lately  till'd: 
Here  deep  intrenchments  funk,  and  vales  appear^ 

The  vain  retreats  of  Gallic  fear; 
There  new-created  hills  deform  the  plain, 

Big  witn  the  carnage  of  the  flain  : 

Thefe  monuments,  when  fa&ion's  fpitc 

Has  fpit  its  poifonous  foam  in  vain, 

To  cndlefs  ages  fhall  proclaim 

The  matchlefs  warrior's  might.  [right. 

The  graves  of  flaughter'd  foes  fhall  do  his  valour 

Thefe  when  the  curious  traveller 
Amaz'd  fhall  view,  and  with  attentive  care 
Trace  the  fad  footftcps  of  deftru&ive  war  ; 

Succeffive  bards  fhall  tell,  [fell, 

How  Marlborough  fought,  how  gafping  tyrant^ 
Alternate  chiefs  confcfs'd  the  victor's  fame 
Pleas'd  and  excus'd  in  their  fucceflbr's  fhaiue. 

In  every  change  in  eve>-y  fo.m, 

The  Proteus  felt  his  conquering  arm  : 
Convinc'd  of  weaknels,  in  extreme  defpair,  [war. 
They  lurk'd  behind  their  lines,  and  wag'd  a  lazy. 
Nor  lines  nor  forts  could  calm  the  foldier's  fear, 

Surpris'd  hj  found  a  Marlborough  there. 
Nature,  nor  art,  his  eager  rage  withftoud, 
He  meafur'd  diftant  plains,  he  forc'd  the 
flood, 

He  fought,  he  conquer'd,  he  purfued. 
In  years  advanc'd,with  youthful  vigour  warm'd, 
The  work  of  ages  in  a  day  perfom'd. 
When  kindly  gleams  diflblve  the  winter  fnows 
From  Alpine  hills,  with  fuch  impetuous  haffe 
The  icy  torrent  flows  ; 
In  vain  the  rocks  oppofe, 
It  drives  along  enlarg'd,  and  lays  the  regions  wafte. 

Stop,  goddcfs  thy  prefumptuous  flight, 

Nor  foar  to  fuch  a  dangerous  height, 
Raife  not  the  ghoft  of  his  departed  fame, 
To  pier«  e  our  conicious  fouls  with  guilty  fhame  t 

But  tune  thy  harp  to  humbler  lays, 

Nor  meditate  offeufive  praife. 


TO  MR.  ADDI*ON, 

Occaftonedby  bis  pur  chafing  an  Ejlate  in 
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"  — En  erit  unquam 
"  Ille  dies,  mihi  cum  liceat  tua  diccrc  fa#a ! 
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"  En  en?,  ut  liceat  totiim  mihi  fcrreper  orbem, 
"  Sola  Sophocleo  tua  carmina  digna  cothurno  ! " 

VJRG. 

To  the  gay  town  where  guilty  pleafure  reigns, 
The  wife  good  man  prefers  our  humble  plains : 
Nt^lc-dled  honours  on  his  merit  wait,  ^ 

Here  he  retires  when  courted  to  be  great, 
The  world  refigning  for  this  calm  retreat.  3 

His  foul  with  wifdom'schoicefl  troafures fraught, ~) 
Here  proves  in  practice  each  fublimer  thought,  > 
And  lives  by  rules  his  happy  pen  has  taught.     J 
Great  bard!  how  fhall  my  worthlefs  mufe  afpire 
To  reach  your  praife,  without  your  facred  fire  ? 
From  the  judicious  critic's  piercing  eyes, 
To  the  bed  na'ur'd  man  fecure  fhe  flies. 

When  panting  virtue  her  lad  efforts  made, 
You  brought  your  Clio  to  the  virgin's  aid ; 
Prefumptuous  folly  blufh'd,  and  vice  withdrew, 
To  vengeance  yielding  her  abandon'd  crew. 
'Tis  true,  confederate  wits  their  forces  join, 
Parnaffus  labours-  in  the  work  divine  : 
Yet  thefe  we  react  with  too  impatient  eyes, 
And  hunt  for  you  through  every  dark  difguife ; 
In  vain  your4  modedy  that  name  conceals, 
Which  every  thought,  which  every  word,  reveals, 
With  like  fuccefs  bright  beauty's  goddefs  tries 
To  veil  immortal  charm*  from  mortal  eyes ; 
Her  graceful  port,  arid  her  celedial  mien, 
To  her  brave  fon  betray  the  Cyprian  queen; 
Odours  divine  perfume  her  rofy  bread, 
She  glides  along  the  plain  in  majedy  confefs'd. 
Hard  was  the  talk,  and  worthy  your  great  mind, 
To  pleafe  at  once,  and  to  reform  mankind  : 
Yet,  when  you  write,  truth  charms  with  fuch  ad- 

drefs, 

Pleads  virtue's  caufe  with  fuch  becoming  grace, 
His  own  fond  heart  the  guilty  wretch  betrays, 
He  yields  delighted,  and  convinc'd  obeys : 
You  touch  our  follies  with  fo  nice  a  (kill, 
Nature  and  habit  prompt  in  vain  to  ill. 
Nor  can  it  leffen  the  Spe&ator's  praife, 
That  from  your  friendly  hand  he  wears  the  bays ; 
His  great  defign  all  ages  fhall  commend, 
But  more  his  happy  choice  in  fuch  a  friend. 
So  the  fair  queen  of  night  the  world- relieves,    ") 
Nor  at  the  fun's  fuperior  honour  grieves, 
Proud  to  reflect  the  glories  fhe  receives.  j 

When  dark  oblivion  is  the  warrior's  lot, 
His  merits  cenfur'd,  and  his  wounds  forgot: 
When  burnifh'd  helms  and  gilded  armour  rud, 
And  each  proud  trophy  links  in  common  dud  : 
Frefh  blooming  honours  deck  the  poet's  brows, 
He  (hares  the  mighty  bleffings  he  bellows 
Hi;  fpreading  fame  enlarges  as  it  flov/g. 
Had  not  your  mufe  in  her  immortal  drain 
D' (crib'd  the  glorious  toils  on  Blenheim's  plain 
Evi  n  Marlborough  might  have  fought,  and  Dor 

mer  bled  in  vain. 

When  honour  calls,  and  the  jud  caufe  infpires, 
Britain's  bold  fons  to  emulate  their  fires  ; 
Your  mufe  the(e  grea:  examples  fhall  fupply, 
Like;  that  to  conquer,  or  like  this  to  die. 
Contending  nations  .  .,iien<  Homer  claim, 
And  Mantua  glories  in  her  Maro's  name ; 


iin,/ 
'or  -f 


Our  happier  foil  the  prize  (hall  yield  to  none, 

Ardenna's  groves  fhall  boaft  an  Addifon, 

Ye  filvan  powers,  and  all  ye  rural  gods, 

That  guard  thefe  peaceful  (hades,  and  bleft  abodes  ; 

For  your  new  guefl  your  choiceft  gifts  prepare, 

Exceed  his  wifhes,  and  prevent  his  prayer; 

Grant  him,  propitious,  freedom,  health,  and  peace, 

And  as  his  virtues,  let  his  (lores  increafe, 

His  lavifh  hand  no  deity  fhall  mourn, 

The  pious  bard  fhall  make  a  juft  return; 

In  lading  verfe  eternal  altars  raife, 

And  over-pay  your  bounty  with  his  praife. 

Tune  every  reed,  touch  every  firing,  ye  fwain$3 
Welcome  the  ftranger  to  thefe  happy  plains, 
With  hymns  of  joy  in  folemn  pomp  attend 
Apollo's  darling,  and  the  mufes'  friend,     [groves, 

Ye  nymphs,  that  haunt  the  dreams  and  fhady 
Forget  a  while  to  mourn  your  abfent  loves ; 
In  fong  and  fportive  dance  your  joy  proclaim,   "\ 
In  yielding  blufhes  own  your  rifing  flame  : 
Be  kind,  ye  nymphs,  nor  let  him  figh  in  vain,     j 

Each  land  remote  your  curious  eye  has  view'd, 
That  Grecian  arts,  or  Roman  arms  fubdu'd, 
Search  every  region,  every  diftant  foil, 
With  pleafing  labour  and  indru&ive  toil : 
Say  then,  accomplifh'd  bard  !  What  god  inclin'd  ? 
To  thefe  our  humble  plains  your  generous  mind; 
Nor  would  you  deign  in  Latian  fields  to  dwell, 
Which  none  know  better,  or  defcribe  fo  weD. 
In  vain  ambrofial  fruits  invite  your  flay,  -y 

In  vain  the  myrtle  groves  obftruct  your  way,      C 
And  dudile  ftreams  that  round  the  borders  dray,  j 
Your  wifer  choice  prefers  this  fpot  of  earth, 
Diftinguifh'd  by  th"  immortal  Shakfpeare's  birth  ; 
Where  through  the  vales  the  fair  Avona  glides, 
And  nourifhes  the  glebe  with  fattening  tides ; 
Flora's  rich  gifts  deck  all  the  verdant  foil, 
And  plenty  crowns  the  happy  farmer's  toil. 
Here,  on  the  painted  borders  of  the  flood, 
The  babe  was  horn  ;  his  bed  with  rofes  drow'd  : 
Here  in  an  ancient  venerable  dome, 
Opprefs'd  with  grief^  we  view  the  poet's  tomb. 
Angels  unfeen  watch  o'er  his  hallow'd  urn, 
And  in  foft  elegies  complaining  mourn  ! 
While  the  hlefs'd  faint,  in  loftier  drains  above, 
Reveals  the  wonders  of  eternal  love. 
The  heavens,  delighted  in  his  tuneful  lays, 
With  filent  joy  attend  their  Maker's  praife. 
In  heaven  he  (ings;  on  earth  your  mufe  fupplies 
Th'  important  lofs,  and  heals  our  weeping  eyes, 
Correctly  great,  fhe  melts  each  flinty  heart, 
With  equal  genius,  but  fuperior  art. 
Hail,  happy  pair  1  ordain'd  by  turns  to  blefs, 
Ai}d  fave  a  finking  nation  in  didrefs. 
By  great  examples  to  reform  the  crowd, 
Awake  their  zeal,  and  warm  their  frozen  blood* 
When  Brutus  flrikes  for  liberty  and  laws, 
Nor  fpares  a  father  in  his  country's  caufe ; 
Juflice  fevere  applauds  the  cruel  deed, 
A  tyrant  fuffers,  and  the  world  is  freed, 
But,  when  we  fee  the  godlike  Cato  bleed, 
The  nation  weeps  .  and  from  thy  fate,  oh  Rome  ! 
Learns  to  prevent  her  own  impending  doom. 
Where  is  the  wretch  a  worthlefs  life  can  prize, 
When  fenates  are  no  more,  and  Cato  dies  ? 
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Indulgent  forrow,  and  a  pleafing  pain, 

Heaves  in  each  breaft,  and  beats  in  every  vein. 

Th'  expiring  patriot  animates  the  crowd,  T 

Bold  they  demand  their  ancient  rights  aloud,     > 

The  dear-bought  purchafe  oftheirfathers'  blood,  j 

Fair  Liberty  her  head  majeftic  rears, 

Ten  thoufand  bleflings  in  her  bofom  bears; 

Serene  fhe  fmiles,  revealing  all  her  charms, 

And  calls  her  free-born  youth  to  glorious  arms. 

Faction's  repell'd,  and  grumbling  leaves  her  prey,} 

Forlorn  (he  fits,  and  dreads  the  fatal  day, 

When  eaftern  gales  (hall  fweep  her  hopes  away. 3 

Such  ardent  zeal  your  mufe  alone  could  raife, 

Alone  reward  it  with  immortal  praife. 

Ages  to  come  (hall  celebrate  your  fame, 

And  refcued  Britain  blefs  the  poet's  name. 

So  when  the  dreaded  powers  of  Sparta  fail'd, 

Tyrtaeus  and  Athenian  wit  prevail'd. 

Too  weak  the  laws  by  wife  Lycurgus  made, 

And  rules  fevere  without  the  mufes'  aid  : 

He  touch'd  the  trembling  firings,  the  poet's  fong 

Reviv'd  the  faint,  and  made  the  feeble  flrong  ; 

Recall'd  the  living  to  the  dufty  plain, 

And  to  a  better  life  reHor'd  the  flain. 

The  vi&or-hoft  amaz'd,  with  horror  view'd 

Th'  aflembling  troops,  and  all  the  war  rcnew'd ; 

To  more  than  mortal  courage  quit  the  field, 

And  to  their  foes  th'  uufimfiVd  trophies  yield. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE, 

BOOK  IV.  ODE  IX. 

J*/(ribed  to  tie  Right  Honourable  James  Stanhope,  Efq. 
one  of. lit  Majejly's  principal  Secretaries  of  State,  af- 
teriuards  E*rl  Stanhope. 

BORN  near  Avona's  winding  ftream 
I  touch  the  trembling  lyre, 

No  vulgar  thoughts,  no  vulgar  theme, 
Shall  the  bold  mufe  infpirc. 

'Tis  immortality's  her  aim; 
Sublime  (he  mounts  the  Ikies, 

She  climbs  the  fteep  afcent  to  fame, 

Nor  ever  fhall  \vant  force  to  rife, 
While  (he  fupports  her  flight  with  Stanhope's  name. 
What  though  majeftic  Milton  Hands  alone 

Inimitably  great ! 
Bow  low,  ye  bards,  at  his  exalted  throne, 

And  lay  your  labours  at  his  feet ; 
Capacious  foul !  whofe  boundlefs  thoughts  furvey 
Heaven,  heil,  earth,  fea  ; 

Lo,  where  th'  embattled  gods  appear, 

The  mountains  from  their  feats  they  tear, 
And  {hake  th'  empyreal  heavens  with  impious  war ! 

Yet,  nor  fhall  Milton's  ghoft  repine 

At  all  the  honours  we  beilow 

On  Addifon*s  deferving  brow, 

By  whom  convinc'd,  we  own  his  work  divine, 

Whofe  fkilful  pen  has  done  his  merit  right, 
And  fet  the  jewel  in  a  fairer  light. 

Enliven'd  by  his  bright  efiay 

Each  flowery  fcene  appears  more  gay, 
New  beauties  fpring  in  Eden's  fertile  groves, 
And  by  his  culture  paradife  improves. 

Garth,  by  Apollo  doubly  blefs'd, 

Is  by  the  god  entire  pc.ffefVd  i 


Age,  unwilling  to  depart, 
Begs  life  from  his  prevailing  fkill ; 

Youth,  reviving  from  his  art, 
Borrows  its  charms  and  power  to  kill : 
But  when  the  patriot's  injur'd  fame, 
His  country's  honour,  or  his  friends, 
A  more  extenfive  bounty  claim, 
With  joy  the  ready  mufe  attends, 
Immortal  honours  fhe  beftows, 
A  gift  the  mufe  alone  can  give  ; 
She  crowns  the  glorious  victor's  brows, 
And  bids  expiring  virtue  live. 
Nymphs  yet  unborn  fhall  melt  with  amorous  flame* 

That  Congreve'slays  infpire; 
And  Philips  warm  the  gentle  fvvains 

To  love  and  foft  defire. 
Ah,  fhun,  ye  fair,  the  dangerous  founds  ! 
Alas,  each  moving  accent  wounds! 
The  fparks  conceal'd  revive  again, 
The  god  reftor'd,  refumes  his  reign, 
In  killing  joys  and  pleafing  pain. 
Thus  does  each  bard  in  different  garb  appear, 

Each  mufe  has  her  peculiar  air, 
And  in  propriety  of  drefs  becomes  more  fair ; 
To  each,  impartial  Providence 

Well-chofen  gifts  beftows, 
He  varies  his  munificence, 
And  in  divided  ftreams  the  heavenly  blcfling  flows; 

If  we  look  back  on  ages  paft  and  gone, 

When  infant  Time  his  race  begun, 
The  diftant  view  ftill  leflens  to  our  fight, 
Obfcur'd  in  clouds,  and  veil'd  in  fhades  of  night. 
The  mufe  alone  can  the  dark  fcenes  dilplay, 
Enlarge  the  profpeA,  and  difclofe  the  day. 
'  i'is  fhe  the  records  of  times  paft  explores, 
And  the  dead  hero  to  new  life  reftores, 
To  the  brave  man  who  for  his  country  died, 
Erects  a  lafting  pyramid, 
Supports  his  dignity  and  fame, 
When  mouldering  pillars  drop  his  name. 
In  full  proportion  leads  her  warrior  forth, 

Difcovers  his  neglected  worth, 
Brightens  his  deeds,  by  envious  ruft  o'ercaH-, 
T*  improve  the  prefent  age,  and  vindicate  the  paft, 
Did  not  the  mufe  our  crying  wrongs  repeat, 
Ages  to  come  no  more  fhould  know 
Of  Lewis  by  oppreflion  great 
Than  we  of  Nimrod  now  : 
The  meteor  fhould  but  blaze  and  die, 
Depriv'd  of  the  reward  of  endlefs  infamy. 

Ev'n  that  brave  chief,  who  fet  the  nations  free} 
The  greateft  name  the  world  can  boaft, 
Without  the  mufe's  aid,  fhall  be 
Sunk  in  the  tide  of  time,  and  in  oblivion  loft. 
The  fculptor's  hand  may  make  the  marble  live, 

Or  the  b  Id  pencil  trace 
The  wonders  of  that  lovely  face, 
Where  every  charm,  and  every  grace, 
That  man  can  wifh,  or  heaven  can  give, 
In  happy  union  join'd,  confefs 
The  hero  born  to  conquer,  and  to  blefs. 
Yet  vain,  alas !  is  every  art, 
Till  the  great  work  the  mufe  complete, 
And  everlafting  fame  impart, 
That  foars  aloft,  above  the  reach  of  fate. 
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Hail,  happy  bard !  on  whom  the  gods  beftow 
A  genius  equal  to  the  vaft  defign, 
Whofe  thoughts  fublime  in  eafy  numbers  flow, 
While  Marlborough's  virtues  animate  each  line. 
How  (hall  our  trembling  fouls  furvey 
The  horrors  of  each  bloody  day  ; 
The  wreaking  carnage  of  the  plain 
Incumber'd  with  the  mighty  (lain, 
The  ftrange  variety  of  death, 
And  the  fad  murmurs  of  departing  breath  ? 
Scamander's   ftreams   (hall  yield   to  Danube's") 
flood,  ( 

To  the  dark  bofom  of  the  deep  purfued  T 

By  fiercer  flames,  and  ftain'd  with  nobler  blood.  3 
The  gods  (hall  arm  on  either  fide, 
Th'  important  quarrel  to  decide  ; 
The  grand  event  embroil  the  realms  above, 
And  faction  revel  in  the  court  of  Jove  ; 

While  heaven,  and  earth,  and  fea,  and  air, 
Shall  feel  the  mighty  (hock  and  labour  of  the  war. 
Virtue  conceal'd  obfcurely  dies, 

Loft  in  the  mean  difguife 
Of  abject  (loth,  deprefs'd,  unknown.        ^    [lies, 
Rough  in  its  native  bed  the  unwrought  diamond 
Till  chance,  or  art,  reveal  its  worth, 
And  call  its  latent  glories  forth  ; 
But  when  its  radiant  charms  are  view'd, 
Becomes  the  idol  of  the  crowd, 
And  adds  new  luftre  to  the  monarch's  crown. 
What  Britifh  harp  can  lie  unftrung, 
When  Stanhope's  fame  demands  a  fong  ? 
Upward,  ye  mufes,  take  your  wanton  flight, 
Tune  every  lyre  to  Stanhope's  praife, 
Exert  your  moft  triumphant  lays, 
Nor  fuffer  fuch  heroic  deeds  to  fink  in  endlefs  night. 
The  golden  Tagus  (hall  forget  to  flow, 
And  Ebro  leave  its  channel  dry, 
Ere  Stanhope's  name  to  time  (hall  bow, 
And  loft  in  dark  oblivion  lie. 
Where  (hall  the  mufe  begin  her  airy  flight  ? 
Where  firft  direct  her  dubious  way  ? 
Loft  in  variety  of  light, 
And  dazzled  in  excefs  of  day  ? 
Wifdom  and  valour,  probity  and  truth, 
At  once  upon  the  labouring  fancy  throng, 
The  conduct  of  old  age,  the  fire  of  youth, 
United  in  one  breaft  perplex  the  poet's  fong. 
Thofe  virtues  which  difpers'd  and  rare 
The  gods  too  thriftily  beftow'd, 
-  And  fcatter'd  to  amufe  the  crowd, 
When  former  heroes  were  their  care; 
T'  exert  at  once  their  power  divine, 
In  thee,  brave  chief,  collected  (hine. 
So  from  each  lovely  blooming  face 
Th'  ambitious  artiit  ftole  a  grace, 
When  in  one  finifh'd  piece  he  ftrove 
To  paint  th'  all-glorious  queen  of  love. 
Thy  provident  unbiafs'd  mind 
Knowing  in  arts  of  peace  and  war, 
With  indefatigable  care, 
Labours  the  good  of  human  kind : 
.  Erect  in  dangers,  modeft  in  fuccefs, 
Corruption's  everlafting  bane, 
Where  injur'd  merit  finds  redrefs,     . 
And  wonhlefs  villiwjs  wait  in  vain, 
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Though  fawning  knaves  befiege  thy  gate, 

And  court  the  honeft  man  they  hate  ; 

Thy  fteady  virtue  charges  through,  "^ 

Alike  unerring  to  fubdue,  f 

As  when  on  Almanara's  plain  the  fcatter'd  fqua-  C 
drons  flew.  J 

Vain  are  th'  attacks  of  force  or  art, 
Where  Casfar's  arm  defends  a  Cato's  heart. 

Oh  !  could  thy  generous  foul  difpenfe 
Through  this  unrighteous  age  its  facred  influence  ; 
Could  the  bafe  crowd  from,  thy  example  learn 
To  trample  on  their  impious  gifts  with  fcorn, 

With  fhame  confounded  to  behold 

A  nation  for  a  trifle  fold, 

Dejected  fenates  (hould  no  more 

Their  champion's  abfence  mourn, 
Contending  boroughs  mould  thy  name  return  5 

Thy  bold  Philippics  (hould  reftore 

Britannia's  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame, 
Nor  liberty  be  deem'd  an  empty  game, 
While  tyrants  trembled  on  a  foreign  ihore. 

No  fwelling  titles,  pomp,  and  fiate, 

The  trappings  of  a  magiftrate, 
Can  dignify  a  (lave,  or  make  a  traitor  great. 

For,  carelefs  of  external  (how, 

Sage  nature  dictates  whom  t'  obey, 

And  we  the  ready  homage  pay, 

Which  to  fuperior  gifts  we  owe. 
Merit  like  thine  repuls'd  an  empire  gains, 

And  virtue,  though  neglected,  reigns. 

The  wretch  is  indigent  and  poor, 
Who  brooding  fits  o'er  his  ill-gotten  ftore ; 
Trembling  with  guilt,  and  haunted  by  his  fin^ 

He  feels  the  rigid  judge  within. 
But  they  alone  are  blefs'd,  who  wifely  know 
T'  enjoy  the  little  which  the  gods  beftow, 

Proud  of  their  glorious  wants,  difdain 

To  barter  honefty  for  gain  ; 

No  other  ill  but  fhame  they  fear, 

And  fcorn  to  purchafe  life  too  dear  I 

Profufely  lavifh  of  their  blood, 

For  their  dear  friends  or  country's  good, 
If  Britain  conquer,  can  rejoice  in  death, 
And  in  triumphant  ihouts  refi-n  their  breath* 

TO  DR.  MACKENZIE. 

O  THOU,  whofe  penetrating  mind, 
Whofe  heart  benevolent,  and  kind, 
Its  ever  prefent  in  diftrefs, 
Glad  to  preferve,  and  proud  to  blefc  3 
Oh !  leave  not  Arden's  faithful  grove, 
On  Caledonian  hills  to  rove  ; 
But  hear  our  fond  united  prayer, 
Nor  force  a  county  to  defpair. 

Let  homicides  in  Warwick-lane, 
With  hecatombs  of  victims  flain, 
Butcher  for  knighthood,  and  for  gain ; 
While  thou  puriueft  a  nobler  aim, 
Declining  intereft  for  fame. 
Where'er  thy  Maker's  image  dwells, 
In  gilded  roofs,  or  fmoky  cells, 
The  fame  thy  zeal :  o'erjoy'd  to  fave 
Thy  fellow-creature  from  the  grave < 
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tor  well  thy  foul  can  underftand 
The  poor  man's  call  is  God's  command  J 
jjo  frail,  no  tranfient  good,  his  fee  ; 
But  heaven,  and  blciVd  eternity. 
Nor  are  thy  labours  here  in  vain, 
The  pleafure  over-pays  the  pain. 
True  happinefs  (if  underftood) 
Confifts  alone,  in  doing  good ; 
Speak,  all  ye  wife,  can  God  beftow, 
Or  man  a  greater  pleafure  know  ? 
See  where  the  grateful  father  bows  ! 
His  tears  confefs  how  much  he  owes : 
His  fon,  the  darling  of  his  heart, 
Reftor'd  by  your  prevailing  art; 
His  houfe,  his  name,  redeem'd  by  you, 
His  ancient  honours  bloom  anew. 
i«t  oh  !  what  idioms  can  exprefs 
The  vaft  tranfcendant  happinef* 
The  faithful  hufband  feels  ?  his  wife, 
His  better  half,  recall'd  to  life  : 
See,  with  what  rapture  1  fee  him  view 
The  fhatter'd  frame  rebuilt  by  you  1 
See  health  rekindling  in  her  eyes ! 
S«e  baffled  death  give  up  his  prize  ! 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  canft  thou  forbear, 
In  this  gay  fcene  to  claim  a  fhare  ? 
Does  not  thy  blood  more  fwiftly  flow  ? 
Thy  heart  with  fecret  tranfports  glow  ? 
Health,  life,  by  heaven's  indulgence  feat, 
And  thou  the  glorious  inftrument ! 

Safe  in  thy  art,  no  ills  we  fear, 
Thy  hand  Ciall  plant  Elyfium  here  ; 
FaJe  ficknefs  fhall  thy  triumphs  own, 
And  ruddy  health  exalt  her  throne. 
The  fair,  rcnew'd  in  all  her  charms, 
Shall  fly  to  thy  proteding  arms ; 
"With  gracious  fmiles  repay  thy  cafe, 
And  leave  her  lovers  in  dcfpair. 
"While  multitudes  applaud  and  blcfs 
Their  great  afylum  in  diftrefs, 
My  humble  mufe,  among  the  crowd, 
Her  joyful  Pecans  fings  aloud. 
Could  1  but  with  Maeonian  flight 
Sublimely  foar  through  fields  of  light, 
Above  the  ftars  thy  name  fhould  fhme, 
Nor  great  Machaon's  rival  thine  ! 
But  father  Phoebus,  who  has  done 
So  much  for  thee  his  favourite  fon, 
His  other  gifts  on  me  beftows 
With  partial  hands,  nor  hear?  my  vows : 
Oh  1  let  a  grateful  heart  fupply, 
What  the  penurious  powers  deny  I 

THE  WIFE. 

IMPERIAL  Jove  (as  poets  fung  of  old) 
Was  coupled  to  a  more  imperial  fcold, 
A  jealous,  termagant,  infulting  jade, 
And  more  obfervant  than  a  wither'd  maid  : 
She  watch'd  his  waters  with  unweary'd  eyes. 
And  chas'd  the  god  through  every  fly  difguife, 
Qut-brav'd  his  thunder  with  her  louder  voice, 
And  (hook  the  poles  with  everlafting  noife. 
At  midnight  revels  when  the  goffips  met, 
He  was  the  theme  of  their  eternal  chat : 


This  aik'd  what  form  great  Jove  would  aext  devil 
And  when  his  godfhip  would  again  Taurife  ? 
That  hinted  at  the  wanton  life  he  led 
With  Leda,  and  with  baby  Ganymede : 
Scandals  and  lies  went  merrily  about, 
With  heavenly  lambs-wool,  and  ne&arial  fto 
Home  fhe  returns  <rre<5l  with  luft  and  pride, 
At  bed  and  board  alike  unfatisfy'd; 
The  hen  peck'd  god  her  angry  prefence  flies, 
Or  at  her  feet  the  paflive  thunderer  lies, 
In  vain  :  ftill  more  (he  raves,  ftill  more  me  ft 
And  heaven's  high  vaults  echo  her  loud  alarms : 
To  Bacchus,  nfterry  blade,  the  god  repairs, 
To  drown  in  nedar  his  domeftic  cares, 
The  fury  thither  too  purfues  the  chafe, 
Palls  the  rich  juice,  and  poifona  every  glafs ; 
Wine,  that  makes  cowards  brave,  the  dying  f 
Is  a  poor  cordial  'gainft  a  woman's  tongue. 
To  arms  !  to  arms !  th'  impetuous  fury  cries, 
The  jolly  god  th'  impending  ruin  flies: 
His  trembling  tigers  hide  their  fearful  heads, 
Scar'd  at  a  fiercenefs  which  their  own  exceeds; 
Bottles  aloft  like  burfting  bombs  refound ; 
And  fmoking  fpout  their  liquid  ruin  round"; 
Like  ftorms  of  hail  the  fcatter'd  fragments  fly, 
Bruis'd  bowls  and  broken  glafs  obfcure  the  fky  ; 
Tables,  and  chairs,  and  ftools,  together  huri'd, 
With  univerfai  wteck  fright  all  the  nether  world. 
Such  was  the  clamour,  fuch  great  Jove's  furprift?, 
When  by  gigantic  hands  the  mountains  rife, 
To  wrclt  his  thunder,  and  invade  the  fkies. 
Who  would  not  envy  Jove  eternal  life, 
And  wifh  for  godhead  clogg'd  with  fuch  a  wife  ? 
If  e'er  it  be  my  wayward  fate  to  v/ed, 
Avert,  ye  powers, a  Juno  from  my  bed! 
Let  her  be  foolifh,  ugly,  crooked,  old, 
Let  her  be  whore,  or  any  thing  but  fcold  ! 
With  prayers  inceffant  for  my  tot  I  crave 
The  quiet  cuckold,  not  the  hcn-peck'd  flave 
Or  give  me  peace  on  earth,  or  give  it  in 
grave! 


I 


thef 


IN  MEMORY  OF  THE  REV.  MR.  MOORE. 
OF  humble  birth,  but  of  more  humble  mind, 
By  learning  much,  by  virtue  more  rcfin'd, 
A  fair  and  equal  friend  to  all  mankind. 
Parties  and  iedts,  by  fierce  divifior.s  t»rn, 
Forget  their  hatred,  and  confent  to  mourn  ; 
Their  hearts  unite  in  umlifiembled  woe, 
And  in  one  common  ftream  their  forrows  flow. 
Each  part  in  life  with  equal  grace  he  bore, 
Obliging  to  the  rich,  a  father  to  the  poor. 
From  finful  riots  filently  he  fled, 
But  came  unbidden  to  the  fick  man's  bed. 
Manners  and  men  he  knew,  and  when  to  prefs 
The  poor  man's  caufe,  and  plead  it  with  fuccefs. 
No  penal  laws  he  flretch'd,  but  won  by  love 
His  hearers'  hearts,  unwilling  to  reprove. 
When  four  rebukes  and  hariher  language  fail, 
Could  with  a  lucky  jeft,  or  merry  tale 
O'er  ftubborn  fouls  in  virtue's  caufe  prevail 
Whene'er  he  prcach'd,  the  throng  attentive  flood, 
Feafted  with  manna,  and  celeftial  food  : 
He  taught  them  how  t<>  live,  and  how  to  die  j 
Nor  did  his  a&ions  give  his  words  the  lye-. 


age  fail,    ^ 

S 

rcvail.        J 
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Go,  Iiappy  Tout!  futllmely  take  thy  flight 
Through  fields  of  aether,  in  long  tracks  of  light, 
The  gueft  of  angels  ;  range  from  place  to  place, 
And  view  thy  great  Redeemer  face  to  face. 

Juft  God  !  eternal  fource  of  power  arid  love  ! 
Whom  we  lament  on  earth,  give  us  above  ! 
Oh  !  grant  us  our  companion  and  our  friendj 
In  blife  without  alloy,  and  without  end  1 

EPITAPH 
Ufon  Hugh  Lumber,  Hvftandman. 

IK  cottages  and  homely  cells, 
True  piety  neglected  dwells; 
Till  call'd  to  heaven,  her  native  feat, 
Where  the  good  man  alone  is  great  : 
'Tis  then  this  humble  dull  fhall  rife, 
And  view  his  judge  with  joyful  eye*; 
While  haughty  tyrants  fhrink  afraid, 
And  call  the  mountains  to  their  aid. 


THE  HIP.    TO  WILLIAM  COLMORE, 
The  Day  after  the  great  Meteor  ,  In  March 

Tuts  difmai  morn,  when  eaft  winds  blow, 
And  every  languid  pulie  beats  low, 
With  face  moft  forrowfully  grim, 
And  head  opprefs'd  with  wind  and  whim, 
Grave  as  an  owl,  and  juft  as  witty, 
To  thee  [  twang  my  doleful  ditty  ; 
And  in  mine  own  dull  rhymes  would  find 
Mufic  to  foothe  my  reftlefs  mind  : 
But  oh  !  my  friend,  I  iing  in  vain, 
No  doggrel  can  relieve  my  pain; 
Since  thou  art  gone  my  heart's  defire, 
And  heaven,  and  earth,  and  fea  confpirc, 
To  make  my  miferies  complete; 
Where  fhall  a  wretched  Hip  retreat  ? 
What  ihall  a  drooping  mortal  do, 
Who  pines  for  funfhine  and  for  you  ? 
If  in  the  dark  alcove  I  dream, 
And  you,  or  Phillis,  is  my  theme, 
While  love  or  frieadfhip  warm  my  foul, 
My  fhins  are  burning  to  a  coal. 
If  rais'd  to  fpeculations  high, 
I  gaze  the  liars  and  fpangled  iky, 
With  heart  devout  and  wondering  eye^ 
Amaz'd  1  view  ftrange  globes  of  light, 
Meteors  with  horrid  luftte  bright, 
My  guilty  trembling  foul  affright* 
To  mother  earth's  prolific  bed, 
Penfive  I  ftoop  my  giddy  head, 
From  thence  too  all  my  hopes  are  fled. 
Nor  flowers,  nor  grafs,  nor  fhrubs  appear  t 
To  deck  the  fmiling  infant  year  ; 
iPut  blafts  my  tender  blofibms  woundj 
And  deiblation  reigns  around. 
If  fea-ward  my  dark  thoughts  I  bend, 
O  !  where  will  my  misfortunes  end  ? 
My  loyal  foul  diilracled  meets 
Attainted  dukes,  and  *  Spanifh  fleets. 
Thus  jarring  elements  finite, 
Pregnant  with  wrongs,  and  arm'd  with 


*  An  in-vafion  from  Spain  was  then 


icceffive  mifchiefs  every  hour 

n  my  devoted  head  they  pour. 
Whate'er  I  do,  where'er  I  go, 

Tis  ftill  an  endlcfs  Icene  of  wo. 

I  is  thus  difconfulate  I  mourn, 

faint,  I  die,  till  thy  return  ; 

Till  thy  brifk  wit,  and  humorous  vein, 
leftore  me  to  myfelf  again. 

<et  others  vainly  feek  for  eafe, 

rom  G»Icn  and  Hippocrates, 

fcorn  fuch  naufeous  aids  as  thefe. 
Hafte  then,  my  dear,  unbrib'd  attend, 

he  beft  elixir  is  a  friend. 

TO  A  LADY, 

Wlo  made  me  a  Pfefent  of  a  Silver  Pen, 

AIR-ONE,  accept  the  thanks  I  owe, 
Tis  all  a,  grateful  heart  can  do. 
f  e'er  my  foul  the  mufe  infpire 
With  rsptures'arid  poetic  fire, 
four  kind  munificence  I'll  praifd, 
To  y6u  a  thoufand  altars  raife  : 
[ove  fhall  defcend  in  golden  rain, 
Or  die  a  fwah  ;  but  ling  in  vain. 
Phoebus  the  witty  and  the  gay, 
Shall  quit  the  chariot  of  the  day, 
To  baik  in  your  fuperior  ray. 
Your  charms  fhall  every  god  fubdue, 
And  every  goddefs  envy  you. 
Add  this  but  to  your  bounty's  ftore, 
This  one  great  boon,  I  afk  no  more: 
O  gracious  nymph,  be  kind  as  fair, 
Nor  with  difdain  neglect  my  prayer^ 
So  fhall  your  goodnefs  be  confeffe'd, 
And  I  your  flave  entirely  blefs'd  ; 
This  pen  no  vulgar  theme  fhall  ftain. 
f  he.nobleft  palm  your  gift  fhall  gainj 
To  write  to  you,  nor  write  in  vain. 

Presenting  t6  a  Lady  a  Wilts  Rofe  and  a  Red 
'Tenth  of  June. 

Ir  this  pale  rofe  offend  your  fight, 

It  in  your  bdfom  wear ; 
'Twill  blufh  to  find  itfelf  lefs  white, 

And  turn  Lancaftrian  there. 

But,  Celia,  mould  the  red  be  chofe, 
With  gay  vermilion  bright ; 

'Twould  ficken  at  each  blufh  that  glows, 
And  in  defpair  turn  white. 

Let  politicians  idly  prate, 

Their  Babels  build  in  vain; 

As  uncontrolable  as  fate, 

Imperial  Love  fhall  reign. 

Each  haughty  faction  fhall  obey, 
And  whigS  and  tories  join, 

Submit  to  your  defpotic  fway, 
Confefs  your  right  divine. 

Yet  this,  my  gracious  monarch,  own, 
They're  tyrants  that  opprefs; 

'Tis  mercy  muft  fupport  your  throne, 
And  'tis  like  heaven  to  bids. 
J  i 
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THE  BOWLING-GREEN. 
WHERE  fair  Sabrina's  wandering  currents  flow, 
A  large  fmooth  plain  extends  its  verdant  brow, 
Here  every  morn  while  fruitful  vapours  feed 
The  fwelling  blade,  and  blefs  the  fmoking  mead 
A  cruel  tyrant  reigns  :  like  time,  the  fwain 
Whets  his  unrighteous  fey  the,  and  fliaves  the  plain 
Beneath  each  ftroke  the  peeping  flowers  decay, 
And  all  th'  unripen'd  crop  is  fwept  away, 
The  heavy  roller  next  he  tugs  along, 
Whifs  his  fhort  pipe,  or  roars  a  rural  fong, 
"With  curious  eye  then  the  prefs'd  turf  he  views, 
And  every  rifing  prominence  fubdues. 

Mow  when  each  craving  ftomach  was  well-ftor'd 
And  church   and  king  had  travel'd  round   the 

ooard, 

Hither  at  fortune's  Ihrine  to  pay  their  court, 
With  eager  hopes  the  motley  tribe  rcfort ; 
Attornies  fpruce,  in  their  platc-button'd  frocks, 
And  rofy  parfons  fat,  and  orthodox : 
Of  every  feet,  whigs,  papifts,  and  high-flyers, 
Cornuted  aldermen,  and  hen-peck'd  fquires  : 
Fox-hunters,  quacks,  fcribblcrs  in  verfe  and  profc, 
And  half-pay  captains,  and  half-witted  Ueaux ; 
^>n  the  green  cirque  the  ready  racers  ftand, 
IDifpos'd  in  pairs,  and  tempt  the  bowler's  hand : 
JEach  polifh'd  fphere  docs  his  round  brother  own, 
The  twins  ditHnguifli'd  by  their  marks  are  known. 
As  the  ftrong  rein  guides  the  well-manag'd  horfe, 
Here  weighty  lead  infus'd  directs  their  courfe. 
Thefe  in  the  ready  road  drive  on  with  fpeed, 
But  thofe  in  crooked  paths  more  artfully  fucceed. 
So  the  tall  (hip  that  makes  fome  dangerous  bay, 
With  a  fide  wind  obliquely  fl<  pes  her  way. 
Lo !  there  the  filver  tumbler  fix'd  on  high, 
The  victor's  prize,  inviting  every  eye  ! 
The  champions,  or  content,  or  chance  divide,.    T 
While  each  man  thinks  hi»  own  the  furer  fide,    > 
And  the  jacjt  leads,  the  flcilful  bowler's  guide,  j 
Bendoitrip'd  firft,fn>m foreign  coaJs  he  brought 
A  chaos  of  receipts,  and  anarchy  of  thought ; 
Where  the  tumultuous  whims  to  faction  prone, 
Still  juftled  monarch  Reafon  from  her  throne  : 
More  dangerous  than  the  porcupine  his  quill, 
Jriur'd  to  (laughter,  and  fecure  to  kill. 
I^et  loofe,  julr.  heaven !  each  virulent  difeafe, 
But  fave  us  from  fuch  murderers  as  thefe  : 
Might  Bendo  live  but  half  a  patriarch's  age, 
Th'  unpeopled  world  would  fitik  benearh  his  rage: 
Nor  need  t*  appeafe  the  juft  Creator's  ire 
A  fecond  deluge  or  confumiiig  fire. 
He  winks  one  eye,  and  knits  his  brow  fevere, 
Then  fram  his  hand  launches  the  flying  fphere; 
Out  of  the  green  the  guiltlefs  wood  he  hurl'd, 
Swift  as  his  patients  from  this  nether  world  : 
Then  grinn'd  malignant,  but  the  jocund  crowd 
Deride  his  lenfelefs  rage,  and  fhout  aloud, 

Next,  Zadoc,  'tis  thy  turn,  imperious  prieft  ! 
Still  late  at  church,  but  early  at  afeaft. 
No  turkey-cock  appears  with  better  grace, 
His  garments  bla~?k,  vermilion  paints  his  face  ; 
His  wattles  hang  upon  his  ttiffen'd  band.  T 

His  platter  feet  upon  the  trigger  Hand, 
He  grafts  the  bowl  in  his  rough  brawny  hand,  j 


Then  fquatting  down,  with  his  grey  goggle  < 
He  takes  his  aim,  and  at  the  mark  it  flies. 
Zadoc  purlues,  and  wabbles  o'er  the  plain,  [vain  * 
But  (hakes  his  ftrutting  paunch,  and  ambles  on  in 
For,  oh  .  wide-erring  to  the  left  it  glides, 
The  inmate  lead  the  lighter  wood  mifguides. 
He  fharp  reproofs  with  kind  entreaties  joins, 
Then-  on  the  counter  fide  with  pain  reclines; 
As  if  he  meant  to  regulate  its  courfe, 
By  power  attractive,  and  magnetic  force, 
Now  almofl  in  defpair,  he  raves,  he  florms, 
Writhes  his  unwieldy  trunk  in  various  forms : 
Unhappy  Proteus !  ftill  in  vain  he  tries 
A  thoufand  fhapes,  the  bowl  erreneous  flies, 
Deaf  to  his  prayers,  regardlefs  of  hi»  cries. 
His  puffing  cheeks  with  rifing  rage  inflame, 
And  all  his  fparkling  rubies  glow  with  fhamc. 
Bendu's  proud  heart,  proof  againil   fortune1! 

frown, 

Refolves  once  more  to  make  the  prize  his  own : 
Cautious  he  plods,  furveying  all  the  green, 
And  meafures  with  his  eye  the  fpace  between. 
But,  as  on  him  'twas  a  peculiar  curfe, 
To  fall  from  one  extreme  into  a  worfe  ; 
Confcious  of  too  much  vigour,  now  for  fear 
He  fhould  exceed,  at  hand  he  checks  the  fp 
Soon  as  he  foutid  its  languid  force  decay, 
And  the  too  weak  imprclEon  die  away  ; 
Quick  after  it  he  feuds,  urges  behind 

tep  after  ftep,  and  now,  with  anxious  mind, 
Hangs  o'er  the  bowl,  flow-creeping  on  the  ph 
And  chides  its  faint  efforts,  and  bawls  amain. 
Then  on  the  guiltlefs  green  the  blame  to  lay, 
rfts  the  mountains  that  obftruct  his  way  ; 
Jrazens  it  out  with  an  audacious  face, 
iis  infolence  improving  by  difgrace. 
Zadoc,  who  now  with  three  black  mugs 

cheerM 

His  drooping  hearr,  and  his  funk  fpirits  rear'd, 
Advances  to  the  trij/g  with  iolemn  pace, 
And  ruddy  hope  fits  blooming  on  his  face. 
The  bowl  he  pois'd,  with  pain  his  hams  he  bend% 
On  well  chofe  ground  unto  the  mark  it  tends  :^ 
Each  adverfc  heart  pants  with  unuiual  fear, 
iVith  joy  he  follows  the  propitious  fphere  ; 
Alas     how  frail  is  every  mortal  icheme  ! 
•Ve  build  on  fand,  our  happinefs  a  dream. 
Jendo's  Ihort  bowl  ftops  the  proud  victor's  courfc, 
^urloinshis  fame,  and  deadens  ail  its  force, 
t  Bendo  from  each  corner  of  his  eyes 
ie  darts  malignant  rays,  then  muttering  fliei 
nto  the  bower;  there,  panting  and  half  dead, 
n  thick  mundungus  clouds  he  hides  his  head. 
Mule,  raife  thy  voice,  to  win  the  glorious  priz«t 
id  all  the  fury  of  the  battle  rife  : 
'hefe  but  the  light-arm'd  champions  of  the  fieldj 
ee  Griper  there  1  a  veteran  well  fkill'd  ; 
hi*  able  pilot  knows  to  fteer  a  caufe 
hrough  ail  the  rocks  and  (hallows  of  the  laws: 
r  if  'tis  wreck'd,  his  trembling  client  faves 
)n  the  next  plank,  and  difappoiuts  the  wave*. 
n  this,  at  leaft,  all  hiftorkrs  agree, 
'hat,  though  he  loft  his  caufe,  he  fav'd  his  fee,  . 
'hen  the  fat  client  looks  in  jovial  plight, 
Hew  complaifant  the 
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But  if  th'  abandon'd  orphan  puts  his  cafe,  v 
And  poverty  fits  (hrinking  on  his  fare, 
How  like  a  cur  he  fnarls  1  when  at  the  door 
For  broken  fcraps  he  quarrels'  with  the  poor. 
The  farmer's  oracle,  when  rent-day's  near, 
And  landlords,  by  forbearance,  are  fevere  ; 
When  huntfmen  trefpafs,  or  his  neighbour's fwin 
Or  tatter'd  crape  extorts  by  right  divine. 
Him  all  the  rich  their  contributions  pay,' 
Him  all  the  poor  with  aching  hearts  obey: 
He  in  his  fwanfkin  doublet  ftruts  along, 
Now  begs,  and  now  rebukes,  the  prefiing  throng 
A  paflage  clear'd,  he  takes  his  aim  with  care, 
And  gently  from  his  hand  lets  loole  the  fphere  : 
Smooth  as  a  fwallow  o'er  the  plain  it  flies, 
While  he  purfues  its  track  with  eager  eyes ; 
Its  hopeful  courfe  approv'd,  he  fliouts  aloud, 
Claps  both  his  hands,andjuftles  through  the  crowd 
Hovering  a  while,  foon  at  the  mark  it  flood, 
Hung  o'er  inclin'd,  and  fondly  kifs'd  the  wood  ; 
Loud  is  th'  applaufe  of  every  betting  friend, 
And  peals  of  clamorous  joy  the  concave  rend. 
But  in  each  hoftile  face,  a  difmdl  gloom 
Appears,  the  fad  prefage  of  lofs  to  come ; 
'Mong  thefe,  Trebellius  with  a  mournful  air 
Of  livid  hue,  juft  dying  with  defpair, 
Shuffles  about,  fkrews  his  chop-fallen  face, 
And  no  whipp'd  gigg  fo  often  fhifts  his  place. 
Then  gives  his  fage  advice  with  wondrous  {kill, 
Which  no  man  ever  heeds,  or  ever  will  : 
Yet  he  perfifts,  inftrudling  to  confound, 
And  with  his  cane  points  out  the  dubious  ground 

Strong  Nimrod  now,  frefti  as  the  rifing  dawn 
Appears,  his  finewy  limbs,  and  folid  brawn, 
The  gazing  crowd  admires.     He  nor  in  courts 
Delights, nor  pompous  balls ;  but  rural  fports 
Are  his  foul's  joy.     At  the  horn's  brifk  alarms 
He  (hakes  the  unwilling  Phillis  from  his  arms; 
'Mounts  with  the  furt,  begins  his  bold  career, 
To  chafe  the  wily  fox,  or  rambling  deer. 
So  Hercules,  by  Juno's  dread  command, 
From  favage  beafts  and  monfters  freed  the  land. 
Hark !  from  the  covert  of  yon  gloomy  brake, 
Harmonius  thunder  rolls,  the  forefts  fhake  : 
Men,  boys,  and  dogs,  impatient  for  the  chafe, 
Tumultuous  tranfports  flufli  in  every  face  ; 
With  ears  eredl  the  courfer  paws  the  ground, 
Hilis,  vales,  and  hollow  rocks,  with  cheering  cries 

refound : 
Drive  down  the  precipice  (brave   youths)  with 

fpeed, 
Bound  o'er  the  river  banks,  and  fmoke  along  the 

mead. 

But  whither  would  the  devious  mufe,purfue 
The  pleafing  theme,  and  my  paft  joys  renew  ? 
Another  labour  now  demands  thy  long, 
Stretch'd  in  two  ranks,  behold  th' expecting  throng, 
As  Nimrod  pois'd  the  fphere  :  his  arm  he  drew") 
Back  like  ah  arrow  in  the  Parthian  yew,  / 

Then  launched  the  whirling  globe,  and  full  asf" 
fwift  it  flew  :  j 

Bowls  daftVd  on  bowls  confounded  all  the  plain, 
£afe  ftood  the  foe,  well-cover'd  by  his  train. 
Aflaulted  tyrants  thus  their  guard  defends, 
Efcaping  by  the  ruia  of  their  friends, 


But  now,  he  ftands  expos'd,  their  order  broke, 
And  feems  to  dread  the  next  decifive  ftr'oke. 
So  at  forrie  bloody  fiege,  the  ponderous  ball 
Batters  with  ceafelefs  rage  the  crumbling  wall, 
(A  breach  once  made)  foon  galls  the  naked  towii' 
Riots  in  blood,  and  heaps  on  heaps  are  thrown. 
Each  avenue  thus  clear'd,  with  aching  heart 
Griper  beheld,  exerting  all  his  art; 
Once  more  reiolves  to  check  his  furious  foe, 
Block  up  the  paflage,  and  elude  the  blow. 
With  cautious  hind,  and  with  lefs  force,  he"^l 
threw  [flew,/; 

The  well-pois'd    fphere;    that  gently  circling  (*• 
But  flopping  fhort,  cover'd  the  mark  from  view. Jj 
So  lithle  Teucer  on  the  well-fought  field, 
"Securely  (kulk'd  behind  his  brother's  (hield. 

Nimrod,  in  dangers  bold,  whod?  heart  elate, 
Nor  courted  fortune's  fmiles;  nor  fear'd  her  hate; 
Perplex'd,  but  not  difcourag'd,  walk'd  around, 
With  curious  eye  examin'd  all  the  ground; 
Nor  the  lead  opening  in  the  front  was  found; 
Sideway  he  leans^  declining  to  the  right, 
And  marks  his  way,  and  moderates  his  might. 
Smooth-gliding  o'er  the  plain,  th'  obedient  fpherc 
Held  on  its  dubious  road,  while  hope  and  fear 
Alternate  ebb'd  and  flow'd  in  every  breaft  : 
Now  rolling  nearer  to  the  mark  it  prefs'd  ; 
Tnen  chang'd  its  courfe,  by  the  ftrong  biafs  rein'd1, 
And  on  the  foe  difcharg'd  the  force  that  yet  re-* 

main'd. 

Smart  was  the  ftroke,  away  the  rival  fled, 
The  bold  intruder  triumph'd  in  his  ftead. 

Victorious  Nimrnd  feiz'd  the  glittering  prize. 
Shouts  of  outrageous  joy  invade  the  Ikies ; 
Hands,  tongues,  and  caps,  exalt  the  victor's  fame, ' 
Sabrina's  banks  return  him  loud  acclaim. 

THE  LAMENTATION  OF- DAVID 

OVER  SAUL  AND  JONATkAN, 

PROSTRATE  on  earth  the  bleeding  warrior  lieS| 
And  Ifrael's  beauty  on  the  mountains  dies ; 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 
HufiVd  be  my  forrows,  gently  fall  my  tears, 
Left  my  fad  tale  fhould  reach  the  aliens  earsi 
Bid  fame  be  dumb,  and  tremble  to  proclaim 
In  heathen  Gathj  or  Afcalon,  ourfhame; 
Left  proud  Philiftia,  left  our  haughty  foe, 
With  impious  fcorn  infult  our  folemn  woe* 

O  Gilboa  !  ye  hills  afpiring  high  j 
The  laft  fad  fcene  of  Ifrael's  tragedy : 
Slo  fattening  dews  be  on  thy  lawns  diftill'dj 
No  kindly  mowers  refrefh  the  thirfty  field  ; 
hallow'd  fruits  thy  barren  foil  (hall  raife, 
No  fpotlefs  kids  that  on  our  altars  blaze ; 
jonefome  and  wild  (hall  thy  bleak  fummits  rife, 
Accurs'd  by  men,  and  hateful  to  the  fides. 
On  thee  the  flrields  of  mighty  warriors  lay, 
The  (liield  of  Saul  was  vilely  caft  away ; 
The  Lord's  anointed,  Saul  !  his  facred  blood 
Diftain'd   thy  brow,    and    fweil'd  the  commott 

flood. 

)w  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 
Where'er  their  bands  the  royal  heroes  led, 
'he  combat  thicken'd,  and  the  mighty  bledj 
liij 
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The  flaughter'd  hofts  beneath  their  falchions  die, 
And  wing'd  with  death  unerring  arrows  fly ; 
Unknowing  to  return,  ftill  urge  the  foe, 
As  fate  infatiate,  and  as  fure  the  blow. 
The  fon,  who  next  his  conquering  father  fought, 
Repeats  the  wonders  his  example  taught : 
Eager  his  fire's  illuftrious  fteps  to  trace, 
And  by  heroic  deeds  affert  his  race. 

The  royal  eagle  thus  her  ripening  brood 
Trains  to  the  quarry,  and  directs  to  blood  : 
His  darling  thus,  the  foreft  monarch  rears, 
A  firm  aflbciate  for  his  future  wars ; 
In  union  terrible,  they  feize  the  prey, 
The  mountains  tremble,  and  the  woods  obey. 

In  peace  united,  as  in  war  combin'd, 
"Were  Jonathan's  and  Saul's  affections  join'd, 
Paternal  grace  with  filial  duty  vy'd, 
And  Idve  the  knot  of  nature  clofer  ty'd, 
Ev'n  fate  relents,  reveres  the  facred  band, 
And  undivided  bids  their  friendfhip  (land, 
from  earth  to  heaven  enlarg'd,  their  joys  im-"l 
prove,  I 

Still  fairer,  brighter  ftill  they  fhine  above  T 

JBleft  in  a  long  eternity  of  love.  3 

Daughters  of  Ifrael,  o'er  the  royal  urn 
"Wail  and  lament ;  the  king,  the  father,  mourn. 
Oh  !  now  at  leaft  indulge  a  pious  woe, 
9  Tis  all  the  dead  receive,  the  living  can  bedew. 
Caft  off"  your  rich  attire  and  proud  array, 
Let  undiflembled  forrows  cloud  the  day  : 
Thofe  ornaments  victorious  Saul  beftow'd, 
"With  gold  your  necks,  your  robes  w.hh  purple 

glow'd : 

Quit  crowns,  and  garlands,  for  the  fable  weed,") 
To  fongs  of  triumph  let  dumb  grief  fucceed        / 
Let  all  our  grateful  hearts  for  our  dead  patron  ( 
bleed.  3 

jibw  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 

Though  thus  diftrefs'd,  though  thus  o'erwhelm'd 

with  gYief, 

Light  is  the  burthen  that  admits  relief; 
My  labouring  foul  fuperior  woes  opprels, 
Kor  rolling  time  can  heal,  nor  fate  redrt- f». 
Another  Saul  your  forrows  can  remove, 
Uo  fecoad  Jonathan  fhall  blefs  my  love. 

O  Jonathan  !  my  friend,  my  brother  dear  ' 
Eyes,  ftrcam  afrefh,  and  call  forth  every  tear  : 
Swell,  my  fad  heart  each  faultering  pulfe  beat  low, 
Down  fink  my  head  beneath  this  weight  of  woe : 
Hear  my  laments,  ye  hills !  ye  woods,  return 
My  ceafelefs  groans ;  with  me,  ye  turtles,  mourn  ! 
How  pleafant  haft  thou  been  !  each  lovely  grace, 
Each  youthful  charm,  fate  blooming  on  thy  face  : 
Joy  from  thine  eyes  in  radiant  glories  fprung, 
And  manna  dropt  from  thy  perfuafive  tongue. 
"Witnefs,  great  heav'n  !  (from  you  thofe  ardours"} 
came)  / 

How  wonderful  his  love !  the  kindeft  dame       f 
Ijov'd  not  like  him,  nor  felt  fo  warm  a  flame,  j 
iMo  earthly  paflion  to  fuch  height  afpires, 
And  feraphs  only  burn  with  purer  fires. 
In  vain,  while  honour  calls  to  glorious  arms, 
And  Ifracl's  caufe  the  pious  patriot  warms : 
In  vain,  while  deaths  promiscuous  fly  below, 
Nor  youth  can  bribe,  nor  virtue  ward  tke  blow. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADT, 

WITH  THE  H.IA»  or  HOMER  TRANSLATI! 

Go,  happy  volume,  to  the  fair  impart 
The  fecret  wiflies  of  a  wounded  heart : 
Kind  advocate  !  exert  thy  utmoft  zeal, 
Defcribe  my  paflion,  and  my  woes  reveal. 
Oft  fhalt  thou  kifs  that  hand  where  rofes  bloom, 
And  the  white  lily  breathes  its  rich  perfume; 
On  thee  her  eyes  (hail  mine,  thy  leaves  employ 
Each  faculty,  and  footh  her  foul  with  joy. 
Watch  the  foft  hour,  when  peaceful  filence  rei 
And  Philomel  alone  like  me  complain? : 
When  envious  prudes  no  longer  haunt  the  fair, 
But  end  a  day  of  calumny  in  prayer  : 
O'er  Qnarles  or  Bunyan  nod,  in  dreams  relent,  ~\ 
Without  difguife  give  all  their  paffions  vent,       / 
And  mourn  their  wither'd  charms,  and  youthful  f 

prime  mifpent.  j 

Then  by  the  waxen  taper's  glimmering  light, 
With  thee  the  ftudious  maid  fhall  pafs  the  night ; 
Shall  feel  her  heart  beat  quick  in  every  page, 
And  tremble  at  the  ftem  Pelides*  rage  : 
With  herror  view  the  half-drawn  blade  appear, 
And  the  defponding  tyrant  pale  with  fear  ; 
To  calm  that  foul  untam'd,  fage  Neftor  fail?, 
And  ev'n  celcftial  wifdom  fcarce  prevails. 
Then  lead  her  to  the  margin  of  the  main, 
And  let  her  hear  th*  impatient  chief  complain ; 
Tofs'd  with  fuperior  ftorms,  on  the  bleak  (bores 
He  lies,  and  louder  than  the  billows  roars. 
Next  the  dread  fcene  unfold  of  war  and  blood, 
Hector  in  arms  triumphant,  Greece  fubdued ; 
The  partial  gods  who  with  their  foes  confpire, 
The  dead,  the  dying,  and  the  fleet  on  fire. 
But  tell,  oh !  tell  the  caufe  of  all  this  woe, 
The  fatal  fource  from  whence  thefc  mifchiefs  flowj 
Tell  her  'twas  love  deny'd  the  hero  fir'd, 
Dcpriv'd  of  her  whom  moft  his  heart  defir'd. 
Not  the  dire  vengeance  of  the  thundering  Jove, 
Can  match  the  boundlefs  rage  of  injur'd  love. 
Stop  the  fierce  torrent,  and  its  billows  rife, 
Lay  wafte  the  fhores,  invade  both  earth  and  Ikie*i 
Confine  it  not,  but  let  it  gently  flow,  \ 

It  kindly  cheers  the  fmiling  plains  below, 
And  everlafting  fweets  upon  its  borders  grow.    > 
'    To  Troy's  proud  walls  the  wondering  maid 

convey, 

With  pointed  fpires  and  golden  turrets  gay, 
The  work  of  gods :  thence  let  the  fair  behold 
The  court  of  Priam,  rich  in  gems  and  gold ; 
His  numerous  fons,  his  queen's  majeftic  pride, 
Th*  afpiring  domes,  th'  apartments  ftretching  widet 
Where  on  their  looms  Sidonian  virgins  wrought, 
And  weav'd  the  battles  which  their  lovers  fought. 
Here  let  her  eyes  furvey  thofe  fatal  charms, 
The  beauteous  prize  that  fet  the  world  in  arms ; 
Through  gazing  crowds,  bright  progeny  of  Jove, 
She  walks,  and  every  panting  heart  beats  love. 
Ev'n  faplefs  age  new  bloflbms  at  the  !?ght, 
And  views  the  fair  deftroyer  with  delight : 
Beauty's  vaft  power,  hence  to  the  nymph  make. 

known, 

In  Helen's  triumphs  let  her  read  her  own  • 
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Nor  blame  her  flaves,  but  lay  the  guilt  on  fate, 
.And  pardon  failings  which  her  charms  create. 

Rafh  bard '.  forbear,  nor  let  thy  flattering  mufe, 
With  pleafing  vifions,  thy  fond  heart  abufe  ; 
Vain   are   thy  hopes  prefumptuous,   vain  thy") 
prayer,  / 

Bright  is  her  image,  and  divinely  fair  :  f 

But  oh  !  the  goddefs  in  thy  arms  is  fleeting  air.  j 
So  dreams  th'  ambitious  man  when  rich  Tokay, 
Or  Burgundy,  refines  his  vulgar  clay  : 
The  white  rod  trembles  in  his  potent  hand, 
And  crowds  obfequious  wait  his  high  command  ; 
Upon  his  breaft  he  views  the  radiant  ftar, 
And  gives  the  word  around  him,  peace  or  war : 
In  ftate  he  reigns,  for  one  Ihort,  bufy  night,      "1 
But  foon  convinc'd  by  the  next  dawning  light,  / 
Curfes   the  fading  joys  that  vanilh  from  hisf 
fight.  J 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  ALLAN  RAMSAY. 
NEAR  fair  Avona's  uTver  tide, 
Whole  waves  in  foft  meanders  glide, 
I  read,  to  the  delighted  fwains, 
Your  jocund  fongs  and  rural  ftrains. 
Smooth  as  her  ftreams  your  numbers  flow, 
Your  thoughts  in  varied  beauties  Ihow, 
Like  flowers  that  on  her  borders  grow. 
While  I  furvey,  with  ravilh'd  eyes, 
His*  friendly  gift,  my  valued  prize, 
Where  fifter  arts,  with  charms  divine, 
In  their  full  bloom  and  beauty  fhine, 
Alternately  my  foul  is  bleft. 
'Now  I  behold  my  welcome  gueft, 
That  graceful,  that  engaging  air, 
So  dear  to  all  the  brave  and  fair. 
>Jor  has  th*  ingenious  artift  Ihown 
His  outward  lineaments  alone, 
But  in  th'  expreflive  draught  defign'd, 
The  nobler  beauties  of  his  mind  ; 
True  friendftup,  love,  benevolence, 
Unftudied  wit,  and  manly  fenfe. 
Then,  as  your  book  I  wander  o'er, 
And  feaft  on  the  delicious  ftore 
(Like  the  laborious  bufy  bee, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fweet  variety), 
With  equal  wonder  and  furprife, 
I  fee  refembling  portraits  rife. 
Brave  archers  march  in  bright  array, 
In  troops  the  vulgar  line  the  way. 
Here  the  droll  figures  flyly  fneer, 
Or  coxcombs  at  full  length  appear. 
There  woods  and  lawns,  a  rural  fccne, 
And  fwains  that  gambol  on  the  green. 
Your  pen  can  aft  the  pencil's  part 
With  greater  genius,  fire,  and  art. 

Believe  me,  bard,  no  hunted  hind 
That  pants  againft  the  fouthern  wind, 
And  feeks  the  ftream  through  unknown  ways  ; 
No  matron  in  her  teeming  days, 
E'er  felt  fuch  longings,  fuch  defires, 
As  I  to  view  thofe  lofty  fpires, 
Thofe  domes,  where  fair  Edina  flirouds 
Her  towering  head  amid  the  clouds. 


*  Lord  Somerv'ile  "was  f  leafed  to  find  fflff  &is  Oivn 
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But  oh  !  what  dangers  interpofe  ! 

Vales  deep  with  dirt,  and  hills  with  fnows, 

Proud  winter  floods  with  rapid  force, 

Forbid  the  pleafing  intercourfe. 

But  fure  we  bards,  whofe  purer  clay, 

Nature  has  mixt  with  lefs  allay, 

Might  foon  find  out  an  eafier  way. 

Do  not  fage  matrons  mount  on  high, 

And  fwitch  their  broom-fticks  through  the  fey; 

Ride  poft  o'er  hills,  and  woods,  and  feas, 

From  Fhule  to  th'  Hefperides  f  ? 

And  yet  the  men  of  Grefliam  own 

That  this  and  (Iranger  feats  are  done, 

By  a  warm  fancy's  power  alone. 

This  granted  ;  why  can't  you  and  I 

Stretch  forth  our  wings,  and  cleave  the  Iky  ? 

Since  our  poetic  brains,  you  know, 

Than  theirs  muft  more  intenfely  glow. 

Did  not  the  Theban  fwan  take  wing, 

Sublimely  foar,  and  fweetly  fing  ? 

And  do  not  we  of  humbler  vein, 

Sometimes  attempt  a  loftier  ftrain, 

Mount  fheer  out  of  the  reader's  fight, 

Obfcurely  loft  m  clouds  and  night  ? 

Then  climb  your  Pegafus  with  fpeed, 
I'll  meet  thee  on  the  banks  of  Tweed  : 
Not  as  our  fathers  did  of  yore, 
To  fwell  the  flood  with  crimfon  gore  ; 
Like  the  Cadmean  murdering  brood, 
Each  thirfting  for  his  brother's  blood. 
For  now  all  hoftile  rage  lhall  ceafe ; 
LulPd  in  the  downy  arms  of  peace, 
Our  honeft  hands  and  hearts  ihall  join, 
O'er  jovial  banquets,  fparkling  wine- 
Let  Peggy  at  thy  elbow  wait, 
And  I  (hall  bring  my  bonny  Kate. 
But  hold — oh !  take  a  fpecial  care, 
T'  admit  no  prying  kirkman  there  ; 
I  dread  the  penitential  chair. 
What  a  ftrange  figure  fhould  I  make, 
A  poor  abandon'd  Englifli  rake  ; 
A  'fquire  well  born,  and  fix  foot  high, 
Perch"*  d  in  that  facred  pillory  ? 
Let  fpleen  and  zeal  be  banifh'd  thence, 
And  troublefome  impertinence, 
That  tells  his  ilory  o'er  again  : 
Ill-manners  and  his  faucy  train, 
And  felf- conceit,  and  ftiff-rumpt  pride, 
That  grin  at  all  the  world  befide ; 
Foul  fcandal,  with  a  load  of  lies, 
Intrigues,  rencounters,  prodigies  ; 
Fame's  bufy  hawker,  light  as  air, 
That  feeds  on  frailties  of  the  fair  : 
Envy,  hypocrify,  deceit, 
Fierce  party-rage,  and  warm  debate ; 
And  all  the  hell-hounds  that  are  foe* 
To  friendihip  and  the  world's  repofe. 
But  mirth  inftead,  and  dimpling  fmile», 
And  wit,  that  gloomy  care  beguiles; 
And  joke,  and  pun,  and  merry  tale, 
And  toafts,  that  round  the  table  fail : 
While  laughter,  burfting  through  the  crowd 
In  vollies,  tells  our  joys  aloud. 

f  'Tie  Sci'Jy  i/landf  tveref  catted  by  tie  Mcientt* 
I  i  ii 


THE    WORKS   OF    SOMERVTLE. 


Hark  !  the  flinll  piper  mounts  on  high, 

The  woods,  the  ftreams,  the  rocks  reply, 

To  his  far-founding  melody. 

Jjehold  each  labouring  fqueeze  prepare 

Supplies  of  modulated  air. 

Obfervt  Croudero's  active  bow, 

his  head  ftill  noddling  to  and  fro, 

His  eyes,  his  cheeks,  with  raptures  glow, 

See,  fee  the  bafhful  nymphs  advance, 

To  lead  rhe  regulated  dance  ;  ' 

Flying  ftiil,  the  fwains  purfuing, 

Yet  with  backward  glances  wooing. 

This,  this  fhall  be  the  joyous  fcene  ; 

Nor  wanton  elves  that  fkim  the  greeri 

Shall  be  fo  bleft,  fo  blythe,  fo  gay, 

Or  lefs  regard  what  dotards  fay. 

My  Rofe  {hall  then  your  Thiitle  greet, 

The  Union  ihall  be  more  complete; 

And,  in  a  bottle  and  a  friend,   ' 

Jiach  national  difpute  fhall  end. 

ANSWER  TO  THE  ABOVE  EPISTLE, 

BY  ALLAN  RAMSAT. 

SIR,  I  had  your's,  and  own  my  pleafure, 
On  the  receipt,  exceeded  meafurc. 
You  write  with  fo  much  fpirit  and  glee, 
Sae  fmooth,  fae  ftrong  correct,  and  free  ; 
That  any  he  (by  you'allow'd 
To  have  feme  merit)  may  be  proud. 
If  that's  my  Fault,  bear  you  the  blame, 
Wha've  lent  me  fic'a  lift  to  fame. 
Your  ain  tours  hi^h,  and  widens  far, 
Bright  glancing  like  the  firft-rate  ftar, 
And  all  the  world  beftow  due  praife  ' 
On  the  collection  of  your  lays  ; 
Where  varif  us  arts  and  turns  combine, 
Which  even  in  parts  firft  poets  fhine  : 
£,ike  Mat  and  Swift  ye  ling  with  cafe, 
And  can  be  Waller  when  you  pleafe. 
Continue,  fir,'  and  fhame  the  crew 
That's  plagn'd  with  having  nought  to  do, 
Who  fortune  in  a  merry  mood 
Has  overcharg'd  w&h  gentle  blood, 
But  has  deriy'd  a  genius  fit 
Tor  adipn  or  afpiring  wit  j 
Such  kcnna  how  t'  employ  their  time, 
And  think  activity  a  crime  : 
Aught  they  to  either  do,  or  fay, 
Or  walk,  or  write,  or  read,  or  pray  ! 
When  money,  their  Factotum,  's  able 
Tofurniih  them  a  numerous  rabble, 
Who  will,  for  daily  drink  and  wages, 
Be  chairmen,  chaplains,  clerks,  and  pages  : 
Could  they,  like  you  employ  their  hours 
In  planting  thefe  delightful  flowers, 
Which  carpet  the  poetic  fields, 
And  lading  funds  of  pleafure  yields  ; 
Nae  mair  they'd  gaunt  and  gove  away^ 


Or  iki-p  or  loiter  out  the  day, 
Or  wafte  the  night  Damning  their  faule 
In  deep  debauch,  and  bawdy  brawls  ; 
Whence  pox  and  poverty  proceed 
An  early  eild,  and  Ipirits  dead. 
Reverfe  of  you  ;  —  and  him  you  love, 
righter  fpirit  tours  above    ' 


Th'e  mob  of  thoughtlefs  lords  and  beaur> 

Who  in  his  ilka  action  {hows 

"  True  friendfhip,  love,  benevolence, 

"  Unftudy'd  wit,  and  manly  fenfe." 

Allow  here  what  you've  faid  your  fell, 

Nought  can  b*  expreft  fo  juft  and  well : 

To  him  and  her,  worthy  his  love, 

And  every  bleffing  from  above, 

A  fon  is  given,  God  fave  the  boy, 

For  theirs  and  every  Som'ril's  joy. 

Ye  wardins  round  him  take  your  place, 

And  raife  him  with  each  manly  grace  ; 

Make  his  meridian  virtues  fhine, 

To  add  frefh  luftres  to  his  line  : 

And  many  may  the  mother  fee 

Of  fuch  a  lovely  progeny. 

Now,  fir,  when  Boreas  nae  mair  thudg 
Hail,  fnaw  and  fleet,  frae  blacken'd  clouds  j 
While  Caledonia's  hills  are  green, 
And  a'  her  ftraths  delight  the  een ; 
While  ilka  flower  with  fragrance  blows, 
And  a'  the  year  its  beauty  (hows ; 
Before  again  the  winter  lour, 
What  hinders  then  your  northern  tour  ? 
Be  fure  of  welcome  :  nor  believe 
Thofe  wha  an  ill  report  would  give 
To  Ed'nburgh  and  the  land  of  cakes, 
That  nought  what's  neceffary  lacks. 
Here  plenty's  goddcfs  frae  her  horn 
Pours  fifli  and  cattle,  claith  and  corn, 
In  blyth  abundance ; — and  yet  mair, 
Our  men  are  brave,  our  Jadies  fair. 
Nor  will  North  Britain  yield  for  fouth 
Of  ilka  thing,  and  fellows  couth, 
To  any  but  her  fitter  South. — 

Tru«,  rugged  roads  are  cur  fed  driegh, 
And  fpeats  aft  roar  frae  mountains  hi|fh ; 
The  body  tires — poor  tottering  clay, 
And  likes  with  eafe  at  hamc  to  ftay ; 
While  fauls  {hide  warlds  at  ilka  ftend, 
And  can  their  widening  views  extend. 
Mine  fees  you,  while  you  chearfu*  roam 
On  fweet  Avona's  flowery  howm, 
There  recollecting,  with  full  view, 
Thofe  follies  which  mankind  purfue; 
While,  confcious  of  fupcrior  merit, 
You  rife  with  a  correcting  fpirit ; 
And,  as  an  agent  of  the  gods, 
Lafti  them  with  fharp  fatyric  rods : 
Labour  divine  ! — Next,  for  a  change, 
O'er  hill  and  dale  1  fee  you  range, 
After  the  fc,x  or  whidding  hare, 
Confirming  health  in  pureft  air  ; 
While  joy  frae  heights  and  dales  refounds, 
Rais'd  by  the  hola,  horn  and  hounds : 
Fatigu'd,  yet  pleas'd,  the  chafe  outrun, 
I  fee  the  friend,  and  fetting  fun, 
Invite  you  to  the  temperate  bicker, 
Which  makes  the  blood  ajid  wit  fiow  quicker 
The  clock  ftrikes  twelve,  to  reft  you  bound, 
To  fave  your  health  by  fleeping  found. 
Thus  with  cool  head  and  healfome  breafl 
You  fee  new  day  ftream  frae  the  eaft  : 
Then  all  the  mufes  round  you 
thuugh;  divine  ^ 
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Be  long  their  aid — Your  years  and  blefles, 
Your  fervant  Allan  Ramfay  wiihes. 

TO  ALLAN  RAMSAY, 

Upon  Its  publijllng  a  fecund  Volume  of  Poems, 

HAIL,  Caledonian  bard !  whofe  rural  ftrains 
Delight  the  liftening  hills,  and  cheer  the  plains  ! 
Already  polifh'd  by  fome  hand  divine, 
Thy  purer  ore  what  furnace  can  refine  ? 
Carelefs  of  cenfure,  like  the  fun,  (hine  forth, 
In  native  luftre,  and  intrinfic  worth. 
To  follow  nature  is  by  rules  to  write, 
She  led  the  way,  and  taught  the  Stagirite. 
From  her  the  critic's  tafte,  the  poet's  fire, 
Both  drudge  in  vain,  till  fhe  from  heaven  infpire  : 
By  the  fame  guide  inftrudled  how  to  foar, 
Allan  is  now  what  Homer  was  before. 

Ye  chofen  youths  !  who  dare  like  him  afpire, 

j  And  touch  with  bolder  hand  the  golden  lyre  I 
Keep  nature  ftill  in  viqw ;  on  her  intent, 
Climb  by  her  aid  the  dangerous  fteep  afcent 
To  lading  fame.     Perhaps  a  little  art 

j  Is  needful,  to  plane  o'er  fome  rugged  part ; 
But  the  moft  labour'd  elegance  and  care, 

I  T'  arrive  at  full  perfection  muft  defpair. 

I  Alter,  blot  out,  and  write  all  o'er  again, ' 

[  Alas  !  fome  venial  fins  will  yet  remain. 
Indulgence  is  to  human  frailty  due, 
JSv'n  Pope  has  faults,  and  Addifon  a  few ; 
But  thofe,  like  mifts  that  cloud  the  morning  ray, 
Are  loft  and  vanifh  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Though  fome  intruding  pimple  find  a  place 
Amid  the  glories  of  Clarinda's  face, 
We  ftill  love  on,  with  equal  zeal  adore, 
Nor  think  her  lefs  a  goddefs  than  before. 
Slight  wounds  in  no  difgraceful  fears  fhall  end, 
Jical'd  by  the  balm  of  fome  good-natur'd  friend. 
In  vain  fhall  canker'd  Zoilus  affail, 
While  Spence  prefides,  and  candour  holds  the  fcale. 
His  generous  breaft,  nor  envy  fours,  nor  fpite, 
Taught  by  his  *  founder's  motto  how  to  write, 
Cood  manners  guides  his  pen.     Learn'd  without 

pride, 

In  dubious  points  not  forward  to  decide. 
If  here  and  there  uncommon  beauties  rife, 
From  flower  to  floWer  he  roves  with  glad  furprife. 
In  failings  no  malignant  plealure  takes, 
Nor  rudely  triumphs  over  fmall  miftakes. 
No  naufeous  praife,  no  biting  taunts  offend, 
W'  expedl  a  cenfor,  and  we  find  a  friend. 
Poets,  improv'd  by  his  correcting  care, 
Shall  face  their  foes  with  more  undaunted  air, 
Stripp'd  of  their  rags,  fhall  like  Ulyfles  fhine, 
.With  more  heroic  port,  and  grace  divine. 
No  pomp  of  learning,  and  no  fund  of  fenfe, 
Can  e'er  atone  for  loft  benevolence. 
May  Wykeham's  fons,  who  in  each  art  excel, 
And  rival  ancient  bards  in  writing  well,        [fing, 
While  from  their  bright  examples  taught  they 
And  emulate  their  flights  with  bolder  wing, 
from  their  own  frailties  learn  the  humbler  part, 
Mildly  to  judge  in  gentlenefs  of  heart  1 

*  William  of  Wyhlitun%  «»  Banners  mtksfk  man." 


Such  critics,  Ramfay,  jealous  for  our  fame,     ^ 
Will  not  with  malice  infolently  blame, 
But  lur'd  by  praife  the  haggard  mufe  reclaim.   J 
Retouch  each  line  till  all  is  juft  and  neat, 
A  whole  of  proper  parts,  a  work  almoft  complete, 

So  when  fome  beauteous  dame,  a  reigning  toaft, 
The  flower  of  Forth,  and  proud  Edina's  boaft. 
Stands  at  her  toilet  in  her  tartan  plaid, 
In  all  her  richeft  head-geer  trimly  clad, 
The  curious  hand-maid,  with  obfervant  eye, 
Corrects  the  fwelling  hoop  that  hangs  awry  ; 
Through  every  plait  her  bufy  fingers  rove, 
And  now  fhe  plies  below,  and  then  above, 
With  pleafing  tattle  entertains  the  fair, 
Each  ribbon  fmooths,  adjufts  each  rambling  hair, 
Till  the  gay  nymph  in  her  full  Imftre  fhine, 
And  Homer's  Juno  was  not  half  fo  fine. 

TO  THE 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  ESSAY  ON  MAN. 

WAS  ever  work  to  fuch  perfection  wrought ; 
How  elegant  the  didion  1  pure  the  thought  I 
Not  fparingly  adorn'd  with  fcatter'd  rays, 
But  one  bright  beauty,  one  collected  blaze  : 
So  breaks  the  day  upon  the  fhades  of  night, 
Enlivening  all  with  one  unbounded  light. 

To  humble  man's  proud  heart,  thy  great  defign  5 
But  who  can  read  this  wondrous  work  divine, 
So  juftly  plann'd,  and  fo  politely  writ, 
And  not  be  proud,  and  boaft  of  human  wit? 

Yet  juft  to  thee,  and  to  thy  precepts  true, 
Let  us  know  man,  and  give  to  God  his  due; 
His  image  we,  but  mix'd  with  coarfe  allay, 
Our  happinefs  to  love,  adore, obey; 
To  praife  him  for  each  gracious  boon  beftow'd, 
For  this  thy  work,  for  every  kfler  good, 
With  proftrate  hearts  before  his  throne  to  fall, 
And  own  the  great  Creator  all  in  all. 

The  mufe, which  fhould  inftrud,now  entertains, 
On  trifling  fubjeds,  in  enervate  ilrains; 
Be  it  thy  tafk  to  fet  the  wanderer  right, 
Point  out  her  way  in  her  aerial  flight ; 
Her  noble  mien,  her  honours  loft  reftore, 
And  bid  her  deeply  think,  and  proudly  foar. 
Thy  theme  fublime,  and  eafy  verfe,  will  prove- 
Her  high  defcent,  and  million  from  above. 

Let  others  now  tranflate  ;  thy  abler  pen 
Shall  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  men  ; 
In  virtue's  caufe  (hall  glorioufly  prevail, 
When  the  bench  frowns  in  vain,  and  pulpits  fail. 
Made  wife  by  thee,  whofe  happy  ftyle  conveys 
The  pureft  morals  in  the  iofteit  lays, 
As  angels  once,  fo  now  we  mortals  bold 
Shall  climb  the  ladder  Jacob  view  d  ot  old ; 
Thy  kind  reforming  mule  fhall  lead  the  way 
To  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day. 

EPISTLE  TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

ON  THE  FIRST  EDITION  OF  HIS  SEASONS, 

So  bright,  fo  dark,  upon  an  April  day, 

Tkc  fiu 4am forth,  whito hiy anous ray 5. 
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So  high,  fo  low,  the  lark  afpiring  (ings, 

Or  drops  to  earth  again  with  folded  wiugs ; 

So  fmooth,  fo  rough,  the  fea  that  laves  our  (bores, 

Smiles  in  a  calm,  or  in  a  temped  roars. 

Believe  me,  Thomfon,  'tis  not  thus  I  write, 

Severely  kind,  by  envy  four'd  or  fpite  : 

£Jor  would  I  rob  thy  brows  to  grace  my  own ; 

Such  arts  are  to  my  honeft  foul  unknown. 

I  read  thee  over  as  a  friend  fbould  read, 

Griev'd  when  you  fail,  o'er  joy 'd  when  you  fucceed. 

"Why  (hould  thy  mufe,  born  fo  divinely  fair, 

Want  the  reforming  toilet's  daily  care  ? 

Drefs  the  gay  maid,  improve  each  native  grace, 

And  call  forth  all  the  glories  of  her  face  : 

Studioufly  plain,  and  elegantly  clean, 

With  unaffected  fpeech,  and  eafy  mien, 

Th'  accomylifh'd  nymph,  in  all  her  beft  attire, 

Courts  (hall  applaud,  and  proftrate  crowds  admire. 

JDifcretely  daring,  with  a  ftiffen'd  rein, 

Firm  in  thy  feat  the  flyirg  fteed  reft  rain. 

Though  few  thy  faults,  who  can  perfection  boaft  ? 

Spots  in  the  fun  are  in  his  luftre  loft  : 

Yet  ev'n  thofe  fpots  expunge  with  patient  care, 

Uor  fondly  the  minuteft  error  fpare. 

For  kind  and  wife  the  parent,  who  reproves 

The  flighted  blemilh  in  the  child  he  loves. 

Read  Philips  much,  confidcr  Milton  more; 

But  from  their  drofs  extract  the  purer  ore. 

To  coin  new  word?,  or  to  reftore  the  old, 

In  fouthern  bards  is  dangerous  and  bold; 

But  rarely;  very  rarely,  will  fucceed, 

When  minted  on  the  other  fide  of  Tweed.. 

Let  pcrfpicuity  o'er  all  prcfide — 

Soon  fhalt  thou  be  the  natipn's  joy  and  pride. 

The  rhimirig,  jingling  tribe,  with  bells  and  fong, 

Who  drive  their  limping  Pegafus  along, 

Shall  learn  from  thee  in  bolder  flights  to  rife 

To  fcorn  the  beaten  road,  and  range  the  flcies. 

A  genius  fo  refin'd,  fo  juft,  fo  great,  -p 

\n  Britain's  ifle  (hall  fix  the  mule's  feat, 

And  new  Parnaffus  (hall  at  home  create  : 

Rules  from  thy'  works  each  future  bard  (ball 

draw, 

Thy  works,  above  the  critic's  nicer 
And  rich  in  brilliant  gems  without 


rcaic  .  j 

e  bard  {hall-} 

law, 

a  flaw.         J 


TO  THE   RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

LADY  ANNE  COVENTRY. 
Upon  •oicivlng  berfne  Ck'imney~pine  of  Sbell-ivork. 

THE  greedy  merchant  ploughs  the  fea  for  gain, 
And  rides  exulting  o'er  the  watery  plain  : 
\Vhile  howling  tempefts,  from  their  rocky  bed, 
Indignant  break  around  his  careful  head. 

The  royal  fleet  the  liquid  yrafte  explores, 
And  fpeafcs  in  thunder  to  the  trembling  (bores; 
The  voice  of  wrath  awak'd  the  nations  hear, 
The  Yanqui(h'd  hope,  and  the  proud  victors  fear  ; 
Thofe  quit  their  chain,  and  thefe  refign  their  palm, 
'While  Britain's  awful  flag  commands  a  calm. 

The  curious  fage,  nor  gain  nor  fame  puffues, 
With  other  eyes  the  boiling  deep  he  views  • 
Hangs  o'er  the  cliff  inquifitive  to  know; 
^fhe  fecret  caufes  of  its  ebb  and  flg>v/ ; 


Whence  breathe  the  winds  that  ruffle  its 

face, 

Or  ranks  in  clafles  all  the  fifty  race, 
From  thofe  enormous  monfters  of  the  main, 
Who  in  their  world,  like  other  tyrants,  reign, 
To  the  poor  cockle-tribe,  that  humble  band, 
Who  cleave  to  rocks,  or  loiter  on  the  (Irand. 
Yet  ev'n  their  (hells  the  forming  hand  divine 
Has,  with  diftinguiih'd  luftre,  taught  to  (bine. 
What  bright  enamel !   and  what  various  dyes ! 
What  lively  tints  delight  our  wondering  eyes ! 
Th'  Almighty  painter  glows  in  every  line  : 
How  mean,  alas !  is  Raphael's  bold  deCgn, 
And  Titian's  colouring,  if  compar'd  to  thine  ! 
Juftly  fupreme '.  let  us  thy  power  revere, 
Thou  fill  ft  all  fpace  !  all-beauteous  every  wl 
Thy  rifing  fun  with  blufties  paints  the  morn, 
Thy  (bining  lamps  the  face  of  night  adorn; 
Thy  flowers  the  meads,  thy  nodding  trees  the  hil 
The  vales  thy  paftures  green,  and  bubbling  rills; 
Thy  coral  groves,  thy  rocks  that  amber  weep, 
Deck  all  the  gloomy  manfions  of  the  deep ; 
Thy  yellow  fandsdiftinct  with  goldtn  ore, 
And  thefe  thy  variegated  (hells  the  (hore. 
To  all  thy  works  iiich  grandeur  haft  thou  lent, 
And  fuch  extravagance  of  ornament. 
For  the  falfe  traitor,  man,  this  pomp  and  (how  ! 
A  fcene  fo  gay,  for  us  poor  worms  below  I 
No — for  thy  glory  all  thefe  beauties  rife, 
Yet  may  improve  the  good,  inftruct  the  wife. 
You,  madam,  fprung  from  Beaufort's  royal 
Who,  loft  to  courts,  can  in  your  clofet  (bine, 
Beft  know  to  ufe  each  blefiing  he  beftows, 
Beft  know  to  praifethe  power  from  whence  it  flc 
bhells  in  your  hand  the  Parian  rock  defy, 
Or  agat,  or  ./Egyptian  porphyry — 
More  glofly  they,  their  veins  of  brighter  dye. 
See  !  where  your  rifing  pyramids  afpire, 
Your  guefts  furpris'd  the  fhining  pile  admire  ! 
In  future  times,  if  fome  great  Phidias  rife, 
Whofe  chiflel  with  his  miftrefs  nature  vies, 
Who,  with  fup«rior  (kill,  can  lightly  trace' 
In  the  hard  marble  block  the  fofteft  face : 
To  crown  this  piece,  fo  elegantly  neat, 
Your  well  -wrought  bufto  (hail  the  whole  completct 
O'er  your  own  work  from  age  to  age  prefide,     ' 
Its  author  once,  and  then  itsgrcatefl  pride. 

ADDRESS 
fo  his  f/bfw-fbair  neiv-cLtbed, 

MY  dear  companion,  and  my  faithful  friend  1 
If  Orpheus  taught  the  liftening  oaks  to  bend  ; 
If  ftones  and  rubbifli,  at  Amphion's  call, 
Danc'd  into  form,  and  built  the  Theban  wall; 
Why  (houldft  not  tbou  attend  my  humble  lays, 
And  hear  my  grateful  harp  refound  thy  praiie  ? 
True,  |hou  art  fpruce  and  fine,  a  very  beau; 
But  what  are  trappings  and  external  (how  ? 
To  real  worth  alone  I  make  my  court; 
Knaves  are  my  fcorn,1  and  coxcombs  are  my  fpor{, 
Onc»  I  beheld  thee  far  lefs  trim  and  gay ; 
Ragged,  disjointed,  and  to  worms  a  prey; 
The  fafe  retreat  of  every  lurking  moufe; 
Derided,  ftiunn'dj  the  lumber  gf  my  hv- 
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Thy  robe  how  cnang'd  from  what  it  was  before  ! 
Thy  velvet  robe,  which  pleas' d  my  fires  of  yore  '. 
'Tis  thus  capricious  fortune  wheels  us  round; 
Aloft  we  mount — then  tumble  to  the  ground. 
Yet  grateful  then,  my  conftancy  I  prov'd  ; 
I  knew  thy  worth  ;  my  friend  in  rags  I  lov'd  ; 
I  lov'd  thee  more  ,•  nor,  like  a  courtier,  fpurn'd 
My  benefactor,  when  the  tide  was  turn'd. 
With  confcious  fhame,  yet  frankly,  I  confefs, 
That  in  my  youthful  days — I  lov'd  thee  lefs. 
Where  vanity,  where  pleafure  call'd,  I  ftray'd  ; 
And  every  wayward  appetite  obey'd. 
But  fage  experience  taught  me  how  to  prize 
Myfelf ;  and  how,  this  world  :  (he  bade  me  rife 
To  nobler  flights  regardlefe  of  a  race 
Of  factious  emmets;  pointed  where  to  place 
My  blifs,  and  lodg'd  me  in  thy  foft  embrace. 

Here  on  thy  yielding  down  I  fit  fecure  ; 
And,  patiently,  what  heaven  has  lent,  endure  i 
From  all  the  futile  cares  of  bufmefs  free  ; 
Not/oWof  life,  but  yet  content  to  be  : 
Here  mark  the  fleeting  hours ;  regret  the  paft ; 
And  fericufly  prepare  to  meet  the  laft. 

So  fafe  on  fhore  the  penfion'd  failor  lies; 
And  all  the  malice  of  the  ftorm  defies  : 
With  eafe  of  body  bleft,  and  peace  of  mind, 
Pities  the  reftlefs  crew  he  left  behind ; 
Whilft,  in  his  cell,  he  meditates  alone 
On  his  great  voyage,  to  the  world  unknown. 

SONG. 

As  o'er  Afteria's  fields  I  rove, 
The  blifsful  feat  of  peace  and;love, 
Ten  thoufand  beauties  round  me  rife, 
And  mingle  pleafure  with  furprife. 
By  nature  bleft  in  every  part, 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace  of  art, 
This  paradife  of  blooming  joys 
Each  raptur'd  fenfe,  at  once,  employs. 

But  when  I  view  the  radiant  queen, 
Who  form'd  this  fair  enchanting  fcene ; 
Pardon,  ye  grots !  ye  cryftal  floods  1 
Ye  breathing  flower's !  ye  {hady  woods  ! 
Your  coohiefs  how  no  more  invites; 
No  more  your  murmuring  ftream  delights; 
Your  fweets  decay,  your  verdure's  flown  ; 
My  foul's  intent  on  her  alone. 


PARAPHRASE  UPON  A  FRENCH  SONp, 

"  Venge  moi  d'une  ingrate  maitrefle, 
c<  Dieu  du  vin,  j'implore  bon  y  vreffe,^ 

KIND  relief  in  all  my  pain, 
jolly  Bacchus  I  hear  my  prayer, 
Vengeance  on  th*  ingrateful  fair  ! 
In  thy  fmiling  cordial  bowl, 
Drown  the  forrows  of  my  foul. 
All  thy  deity  employ, 
Gild  each  gloomy  thought  with  joy. 
Jolly  Bacchus  '.  fave,  oh  fave, 
from  the  deep  devouring  grave, 
jk  poor,  derailing,  dying 


Hafte  away, 
Hafte  away, 

Lafh  thy  tigers,  do  not  (lay, 
I'm  undone  if  thou  delay. 
If  I  view  thofe  eyes  once  more, 
Still  fliall  love,  and  ftill  adore,  .  j 

And  be  more  wretched  than  before* 
See  the  glory  round  her  face ! 
See  her  move  ! 
With  what  a  grace  !— 
Ye  gods  above  I 

s  Ihe  not  one  of  your  immortal  race  ?-— 
Fly,  ye  winged  Cupids,  fly, 
Dart  like  lightning  through  the  flcy  : 
Would  ye  in  marble  temples  dwell, 
The  dear-one  to  my  arms  compel ; 
Bring  her  in  bands  of  myrtle  tied :         v 
Bid  her  forget,  and  bid  her  hide, 
All  her  fcorn,and  all  her  pride. 
Would  ye  that  your  flave  repay 
A  fmoking  hecatomb  each  day  ; 

O  reftore 

The  beauteous  goddefs  I  adore  ; 
O  reftore,  with  all  her  charms, 
The  faithlefs  vagrant  to  my  arms ! 

HUDtBRAS  AND  MILTON  RECONCILED, 

TO  SIR  ADOLPHUS  OUGUTON. 

«  Si  frac*tus  illabatur  orbis, 

"  Impavidum  ferient  ruinae." HOR, 

DEAR  knight,  how  great  a  drudge  is  he 

Who  would  excel  in  poetry  ! 

And  yet  how  few  have  learnt  the  art, 

T'  inform  the  head,  or  touch  the  heart  I 

Some,  with  a  dry  and  barren  brain, 

Poor  rogues !  like  coftive  lap-dogs  drain  ; 

While  others  with  a  flux  of  wit, 

The  reader  and  their  friends  befli-t. 

Would  you  (Sir  Knight)  my  judgment  know  ? 

He  ftill  writes  worft  who  writesyo/o. 

In  this  the  mighty  fecret  lies, 

To  elevate  and  to  furprife  : 

Thus  far  my  pen  at  random  run, 

The  fire  was  out,  the  clock  ftruck  one. 
When,  lo !  flrange  hollow  murmurs  from  without^ 
Invade  my  ears.     In  every  quarter  rous'd, 
The  warring  winds  rulh  from  their  rocky  caves 
Tumultuous ;  the  vapours  dank,  or  dry; 
Beneath  their  ftandards  rang'd,  with  lowering  front 
Darken  the  welkin.     At  each  dreadful  fhock 
Oaks,  pines,  and  elms,  down  to  their  mother  earth 
Bend  low  their  fuppliant  heads:    the   nodding 

towers 

Menace  deftrucljon,  and  old  Edrick's  houfe 
From  its  foundation  {hakes.  The  bellowing  cloudl 
Burft  into  rain,  or  gild  their  fable  ikirts 
With  flakes  of  ruddy  fire  :  fierce  elements 
In  ruin  reconcil'd  !  redoubled  peals 
Of  ceafelefs  thunder  roar.     Convulfions  rend 
The  firmament.     The  whole  creation  Irands 
Mute  and  appall'd,  and  trembling  waits  its  dooiny 

And  now  perhaps,  dear  friend,  you  wonder 

la  thU  dread  fcene  of  win  J,  raiu,  thunder^ 
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What  a  poor  gnilty  wretch  could  do ; 
Then  hear — (for,  faith,  I  tell  you  true) 
1  water'd,  fhook  my  giddy  head, 
Gravely  broke  wind,  and  went  to  bed. 


MIRANDA'S  LEAVING  THE  COUNTRY. 

THE  fun  departing  hides  his  head, 
The  lily  and  the  rofe  arc  dead, 

The  birds  forget  to  fing ; 
The  cooing  turtles  now  no  more 
Repeat  their  amorous  ditties  o'er, 

But  watck  th'  approaching  fpring. 

For  foon  the  merry  month  of  May 
Rcftores  the  bright  all-cheering  ray ; 

Soft  notes  charm  every  grove : 
The  flowers  ambrofial  irrcenfe  breathe, 
And  all  above,  and  all  beneath, 

Is  fragrance,  joy,  and  love. 

So  when  Miranda  hence  retires, 
Each  (hepherd  only  not  expires : 

How  rueful  is  the  fcene  '. 
How  the  dull  moments  creep  along  ! 
JJo  fportive  dance,  nor  rural  fong, 

No  gambols  on  the  green. 

Yet,  when  the  radiant  nymph  appears, 
Each  field  its  richeft  livery  wears, 

All  nature's  blith  and  gay  ; 
The  fwains  tranfported  with  delight, 
After  a  long  and  gloomy  night, 

Blefs  the  reviving  day. 

While  thus,  indulgent  to  our  prayer 
Kind  heaven  permitted  us  to  {hare 

A  bleffing  fo  divine ; 
While  fouling  hope  gave  fome  relief, 
And  joys  alternate  footh'd  our  grief,  jj 

What  fhepherd  could  repine  ? 

But  now — her  fatal  lofs  we  mourn, 
Never,  oh !  never  to  return 

To  thefe  deferted  plains ;  ^ 
Undone,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
Alas !  'tis  winter  all  the  year 

To  us  unhappy  fwains. 

Ye  little  loves,  lament  around ; 

With  empty  quivers  ftrew  the  ground, 

Your  bows  unbent  lay  down; 
Harmlefs  your  wounds,  pointlefs  your  darts, 
And  frail  your  empire  o'er  our  hearts, 

Till  (he  your  triumphs  crown. 

Ye  nymphs,  ye  fawns,  complaining  figh ; 
Ye  graces,  let  your  trefies  fly, 

The  fport  of  every  wind  : 
Ye  mimic  echoes  tell  the  woods, 
Repeat  it  to  the  murmuring  floods, 

She's  gone  !  (he's  gone!  unkind! 
Break,  fhepherds,  break  each  tunelefs  reed, 
Let  all  your  flocks  at  random  feed, 

Each  flowery  garland  tear; 
Since  wit  and  beauty  quit  the  plain, 
Paft  pleafures  but  enhance  our  pain, 

And  lif  e's  not  worth  our  care. 


TO  PHYLLIS. 

THOUGH  clofe  immur'd,  poor  captive  maid ! 

Young  Danac  phy'd  a  wanton's  part; 
The  gold  that  in  her  lap  was  laid, 

Soon  found  a  paffage  to  her  heart. 

Ambitious  Semele>begui!'d 

By  Juno's  unrelenting  hate, 
Amid  the  bright  deftrudlion  fmil'd, 

Enjoy'd  her  god,  and  dy'd  in  ftatc. 

The  fwan  on  Leda's  whiter  breaft, 

Artful  deceiver  !  neftling  lay, 
With  joy  (he  clafp'd  her  downy  gueft, 

Fond  of  a  bird  fo  (oft  and  gay.  " 
What  boon  can  faithful  merit  (hare, 

Where  intereft  reigns,  or  pride,  or  (how  ? 
' Tis  the  rich  banker  wins  the  fair, 

The  garter'd  knight,  or  feather'd  beau. 

No  more  my  panting  heart  (hall  beat, 
Nor  Phyllis  claim  one  parting  groan  I 

Her  tears,  her  vows,  are  all  a  cheat, 
For  woman  loves  hcrfelf  alone. 

TO   THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

THE   EARL    OF    HALIFAX, 
With  the  Fable  of  the  two  Springs. 

O  HALIFAX  !  a  name  for  ever  dear 
To  Phcebus,  and  which  all  the  Nine  revere^ 
Accept  this  humble  pledge  of  my  efteem, 
So  juftly  thine,  benevolence  my  theme. 

In  my  (lie  tales,  and  parables,  of  old 
Grave  eaftern  feers  inftrudlive  leflbns  told; 
Wife  Greece  from  them  recciv'd  the  happy  plam 
And  taught  the  brute  to  pedagogue  the  man. 
The  matron  Truth  appears  with  better  grace, 
When  well-wrought  fables  veil  her  reverend  face  t 
Dry  precept  may  inftrudh,  but  can't  delight, 
While  pleafing  fidions  all  our  powers  excite. 
Our  bufy  minds  each  faculty  employ, 
And  range  around,  and  ftart  their  game  with  joy ; 
Plcas'd  with  the  chafe,  make  the  rich  prey  their 

own, 

And  glory  in  the  conquefts  they  have  won. 
Fable  alone  can  crown  the  poet's  brow, 
Upon  his  works  immortal  charms  beftow : 
And  'twere  a  fin  that  method  to  difprove, 
Which  Heaven  has  fix'd  by  fandlions  from  above. 
My  humble  mufe  in  calm  retirement  roves 
Near  mofly  fountains,  and  near  (hady  groves : 
Yet  there,  ev'n  there,  her  loyal  hands  would  raife 
Some  rural  trophy  to  her  monarch's  praife ; 
In(lru&  thofe  fountains  and  thofe  groves  to  (how, 
What  copious  bleflings  from  his  bounty  flow ; 
While  flowers  and  (hrubs  blefs  his  propitious  aid, 
His  urn  refrefhing,  or  protecting  (hade. 
Great  friend  of  human  kind  !  thy  pious  hand 
Nor  wounds  to  kill, nor  conquers  to  command. 
Let  haughty  tyrants  of  falfe  glory  dream, 
Without  remorfe  purfuc  the  bloody  fcheme ; 
To  fame  forbidden  tread  the  lawlefs  way, 
And  o'er  the;  ravag'd  world  extend  their  fway  ^ 
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»Tis  thine,  great  George,  to  guard  thy  favourite") 
ifle  f 

From  open  force,  and  every  fecrct  wile,  T 

To  raife  th'opprefs'djtomake  the  captivesfmile  ;3 
To  pay  juft  heaven  what  righteous  monarchs  owe, 
And,  like  that  heaven,  to  blefs  the  world  below  : 
To  build  new  temples,  to  repair  the  old, 
To  bring  the  draggling  iheep  into  the  fold, 
And  by  wife  laws  reftore  an  age  of  gold. 
Ye  blifsfui  feats  where  Tame  and  Ifis  join, 
Lovely  retirement  of  the  facred  Nine, 
Parent  of  arts,  and  once  my  fweet  abode, 
Can  ye  forget  the  bleffings  he  beftow'd  ? 
Can  fophiftry  prevail  againft  that  prince, 
Whofe  mercy  and  beneficence  convince  I 
Oh  !  touch  each  tuneful  ftring,  let  every  mufe 
From  all  her  ftores  her  noblelt  Paeans  choofe ; 
Pay  what  fhe  can  in  tributary  lays, 
And  to  his  virtue  grant  fupplies  of  praife. 
To  all  the  world  your  grateful  hearts  make  known, 
And  in  your  monarch's  fame  record  your  own. 
jiis  fame — which  envy's  breath  can  never  blaft,  T 
But  ages  yet  to  come  fhall  join  the  part, 
^oid  Brunfwick's  glory  with  the  world  fhall  laft.  J 


A  S0NG  FOR  THE  LUTE. 

GENTLY,  my  lute,  move  every  ftring, 
I    Soft  as  my  fighs,  reveal  my  pain ; 
While  I,  in  plaintive  numbers,  fing 
Of  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain. 

In  vain  her  airs,  in  vain  her  art, 

In  vain  fhe  frowns  when  I  appear ; 
Thy  notes  lhall  melt  her  frozen  heart ; 

She  cannot  hate,  if  fhe  can  hear. 
And  fee  fhe  fmiles !  through  all  the  groves 

Triumphant  16-Paeans  found  : 
Clap  all  your  wings,  ye  little  loves ; 

Ye  fportive  graces,  dance  around. 
Ye  liftening  oaks,  bend  to  my  fong ; 

Not  Orpheus  play'd  a  nobler  lay  : 
Ye  favages,  about  me  throng  ; 

Ye  rocks,  and  harder  hearts,  obey. 
She  comes,  fhe  comes,  relenting  fair  I 

To  fill  with  joy  my  longing  arms ; 
What  faithful  lover  can  defpair*, 

Who  thus  with  verfe,  and  mufic,  charms  ? 

THE  COQUET, 

WHEN  tortur'd  by  the  cruel  fair 
And  almoft  mad  with  wild  defpair, 

My  fleeting  fpirits  rove; 
Pne  cordial  glance  reftpres  her  flave. 
Redeems  me  from  the  gaping  grave, 

And  foothes  my  foul  to  love. 
Thus  in  a  fea  of  doubt  I'm  tofs'd, 
Kow  funk,  now  thrown  upon  the  coaft ; 

What  wretch  can  long  endure 
Such  odd,  perplexing  pangs  as  thefe, 
When  neither  mortal  the  difeafe, 

Nor  yet  complete  the  ewe  1 


Proud  tyrant !  fince  to  fave,  or  kill, 
Depends  on  thy  capricious  will, 

This  milder  fentence  give ; 
Reverfe  my  ftrange,  untoward  fate, 
Oh  !  let  me  perifh  by  thy  hate, 

Or  by  thy  kindnefs  live  1 

THE  SUPERANNUATED  LOVER. 

DEAD  to  the  foft  delights  of  love, 

Spare  me,  O  !  fpare  me,  cruel  boy: 
Nor  feek  in  vain  that  heart  to  move, 

Which  pants  no  more  with  amorous  joy. 
Of  old,  thy  faithful  hardy  twain, 

(When  fmit  with  fair  Paftora's  charms) 
I  ferv'd  thee  many  a  long  campaign, 

And  wide  I  fpread  thy  conquering  arms. 

Now,  mighty  God,  difmifs  thy  flave, 

To  feeble  age  let  youth  fucceed ; 
Recruit  among  the  ftrong  and  brave, 

And  kindly  fpare  an  invalid. 
Adieu,  fond  hopes,  fantaftic  cares, 

Ye  killing  joys,  ye  pleafing  pains  J 
My  foul  for  better  guefts  prepares, 

Reafon  reffor'd,  and  virtue  reigns* 

But  why,  my  Cloe,  tell  me  why  ? 

Why  trickles  down  this  filent  tear? 
Why  do  thefe  blufhes  rife  and  die  ? 

Why  fland  I  mute  when  thou  art  here? 
Ev'n  fleep  affords  my  foul  no  reft, 

Thee  bathing  in  the  ftream  I  view ; 
With  thee  I  dance,  with  thee  I  feaft, 

Thee  through  the  gloomy  grove  purfuc. 

Triumphant  god  of  gay  defires ! 

Thy  vaffal's  raging  pains  remove ; 
I  burn,  I  burn,  with  fierce  fires, 

Oh  !  take  my  life,  or  crown  my  love. 

ADVICE  TO  THE  LADIES. 

WHO  now  regards  Chloris,  her  tears,  and  her 

whining, 

Her  fighs  and  fond  wifhes,  and  awkward  repining? 
What  a  pother  is  here,  with  her  amorous  glance*, 
Soft  fragments  of  Ovid,  and  fcraps  of  romances  I 
A  nice  prude  at  fifteen  !  and  a  romp  in  decay ! 
Cold  December  affecls  the  fweet  bloffoms  of  May ; 
To  fawn  in  her  dotage,  and  in  her  bloom  fpurn  us, 
Is  to  quench  love's  bright  torch,  and  with  touch- 
wood to  burn  us. 

Believe  me,  dear  maids,  there's  noway  of  evading  j 
While  ye  pifh,  and  cry  nay,  your  rofes  are  fading  j 
Though  your  paffion  furvive,  your  beauty  will 

dwindle, 

And  our  languifhing  embers  can  never  rekindle. 
When  bright  in  your  zeniths  we  proftratc  before 

When  ye  fet  in  a  cloud,  what  fool  will  adore  ye  ? 
Then,  ye  fair,  be  advis'd,  and  fnatch  tl 

bleffing, 
And  fhQvv  your  good  conduct  by  timely  pofteff 
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ANACREONTIC. 

TO  CLOE  DRINKING. 

WHEN,  my  dear  Cloe,  you  rcfign 
One  happy  hour  to  mirth  and  wine, 
Each  glafs  you  drink  ftill  paints  your  face 
With  fome  new  vi&orious  grace  : 
Charm  in  referve  my  foul  furprife, 
And  by  frelh  wounds  your  lover  dies. 
Who  can  refift  thee,  lovely  fair  ! 
That  wit !  that  foft  engaging  air !     \ 
Each  panting  heart  its  homage  pays, 
And  all  the  vaflal  world  obeys. 
God  of  the  grape,  boaft  now  no  more 
Thy  triumphs  on  far  Indus'  more  : 
Each  ufeiefs  weapon  now  lay  down, 
Thy  tigers,  car,  and  ivy  crown  ; 
Give  but  this  juice  in  full  fupplies, 
And  truft  thy  fame  to  Cloe's  eyes. 

TO  A  DISCARDED  TOAST. 

CELIA,  confefs  'tis  all  in  rain, 

To  patch  the  ruins  of  thy  face ; 
Nor  of  ill-natur'd  time  complain, 

That  robs  it  of  each  blooming  grace. 

If  love  no  more  (hall  bend  his  bow, 
Nor  point  his  arrows  from  thine  eye, 

If  no  lac'd  fop,  nor  feather'd  beau, 
Defpairing  at  thy  feet  (hall  die : 

Yet  ftill,  my  charmer,  wit  like  thine 

Shall  triumph  over  age  and  fate  ; 
Thy  fetting  beams  with  luftre  fhine, 

And  rival  their  meridian  height. 
Beauty,  fair  flower !  foon  fades  away, 

And  tranfient  are  the  joys  of  love  ; 
J3ut  wit,  and  virtue,  ne'er  decay, 

Ador'd  below,  and  blefb'd  above. 

THE  PERJUR'D  MISTRESS. 
from  Horace,  Epod.  XV.  ad  Netram. 

'TWAS  night,  and  heaven  intent  with  all  its  eyes 
Gaz'd  on  the  dear  deceitful  maid ; 
A  thoufand  pretty  things  fhc  faid, 
A  thoufand  artful  tricks  (he  play'd, 

From  me,  deluded  me,  her  falfchood  to  difguife, 

{She  clafp'd  me  in  her  foft  encircling  arms, 
She  prefsM  her  glowing  cheek  to  mine, 
The  clinging  ivy,  or  the  curling  vine, 
Did  never  yet  fo  clofely  twine ;         [charms? 

Who  could  be  man  and  bear  the  luftre  of  her 

And  thus  me  fwore  :  by  all  the  powers  above, 
When  winter  ftorms  fhall  ceafe  to  roar, 
When  fummer  funs  fhall  ihine  no  more, 
When  wolves  their  cfuelty  give  o'er, 

J^eaera  then,  and  not  till  then,  fhall  ceafe  to  loye. 

Ah !  falfe  Neaera  !  perjur'd  fair  !  but  know, 
I  have  a  foul  too  great  to  bear 
A  rival's  proud  infulting  air, 
Another  may  be  found  as  fair,  [y°u» 

ungrateful  nymph  1  an.d  far  more  juft  than 


Shouldft  thou  repent,  and  at  my  feet  be  laid, 
Dejecled,  penitent,  forlorn, 
And  all  thy  former  follies  mourn, 
Thy  proffer'd  paflion  I  would  fcorn  : 
The  gods  fhall  do  me  right  on  that  devoted  hca4» 
And  you,  fpruce  fir,  who  infolently  gay, 
Exulting,  laugh  at  my  difgrace, 
Boaft  with  vain  airs,  and  ftiff  grimace, 
Your  large  eftate,  your  handfome  face, 
Proud  of  a  fleeting  blifs,  the  pageant  of  a  day: 
You  too  fhall  foon  repent  this  haughty  fcorn  ; 
When,  fickle  as  the  fea  or  wind, 
The  proftitute  fhall  change  her  mind, 
To  fuch  another  coxcomb  kind ;  [turn. 

Then  fhall  I  clap  my  wings,  and  triumph  in  my  • 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

Who  font  tie  Night  in  Tears,  upon  a  Report  that  Isf 
Brother  -was  tojigbt  a  Duel  the  next  Morning. 

PASTORA  weeps,  let  every  lover  mourn, 

Her  grief  is  no  leis  fatal  than  her  fcorn  : 

Thole  finning  orbs  infii&  an  equal  pain, 

O'erflown  with  tears,  or  pointed  with  difdain. 

When  doubts  and  fears  invade  the  tender  bread, 

Where  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  fhould  ever  reft ; 

As  flowers  depriv'd  of  the  fun's  genial  ray, 

Earthward  we  bend,  and  filently  decay  ; 

In  fpight  of  all  philofophy  can  do, 

Our  hearts  relent,  the  burfting  torrents  flow, 

We  feel  her  pains,  and  propagate  her  woe. 

Each  mournful  mufe  laments  the  weeping  fair, 

The  graces  all  their  comely  trefles  tear, 

Love  drags  his  wings,  and  droops  his  little  head, 

And  Venus  mourns  as  for  Adonis  dead. 

Patience,  dear  maid,  nor  without  caufe  complain, 
O  lavifh  not  thofe  precious  drops  in  vain  : 
Under  the  fhield  of  your  prevailing  charms,       •> 
Your  happy  brother  lives  fecure  from  harms,     ' 
Your  bright  refemblance  all  my  rage  difarms.    j 
Your  influence  unable  to  withftand, 
The  confcious  fteel  drops  from  my  trembling  hand  j 
Low  at  your  feet  the  guilty  weapon  lies, 
The  foe  repents,  and  the  fond  lover  dies. 
./Eneas  thus  by  men  and  gods  purfued, 
Feeble  with  wounds,  defil'd  with  duft  and  blood, 
Beauty's  bright  goddefs  interpos'd  her  charms, 
And  iav'd  the  hopes  of  Troy  from  Grecian  armi. 

TO  DR.  M 

READING  MATHEMATICS. 


our  purfuits  of  knowledge,  vain  our  care, 
The  coft  and  labour  we  may  juftly  fpare.  ^ 
Death  from  this  coarfe  alloy  refines  the  mind, 
Leaves  us  at  large  t'  expatiate  unconfin'd  ; 
All  fcience  opens  to  our  wondering  eyes, 
And  the  good  man  is  in  a  moment  wife. 


FROM  MARTIAL. 
C  .      EPIC,  xlvii. 

WOULD  you,  my  friend,  find  out  the  true 
To  live  at  cafe,  and  item  the  tide  of  fate; 


OCCASIONAL    POEMS, 


The  grand  elixir  thus  you  muft  infufe, 
And  thefe  ingredients  to  be  happy  choofe  : 
Firft  an  eftate,  not  got  with  toil  and  fweat, 
But  unincumber'd  left,  and  free  from  debt : 
For  let  that  be  your  dull  forefathers  care, 
To  pinch  and  drudge  for  his  deferving  heir ; 
Fruitful  and  rich,  in  land  that's  found  and  good, 
That  fills  your  barns  with  corn,  your  hearth  with 

wood ; 

That  cold  nor  hunger  may  your  houfe  infeft, 
While  flames  invade  thefeies,  and  pudding  crowns 

the  feaft. 

A  quiet  mind,  ferene,  and  free  from  care, 
Nor  puzzling  on  the  bench,  nor  noify  at  the  bar; 
A  body  found,  that  phyfic  cannot  mend ; 
And  the  beft  phyfic  of  the  mind,  a  friend, 
Equal  in  birth,  in  humour,  and  in  place, 
Thy  other  felf,  diftinguifh'd  but  by  face ; 
Whofe  fympathetic  foul  takes  equal  fhare 
Of  all  thy  pleafure,  and  of  all  thy  care. 
A  modeft  board,  adorn'd  with  men  of  fenfe, 
No  French  ragouts,  nor  French  impertinence, 
A  merry  bottle  to  engender  wit, 
Not  over-dos'd,but  quantum  fufficit : 
Equal  the  error  is  in  each  excefs, 
Nor  dullnefs  lefs  a  fin,  than  drunkennefs. 
A  tender  wife  diffolving  by  thy  fide,  1 

Eafy  and  chafte,  free  from  debate  and  pride,       > 
Each  day  a  miftrefs,  and  each  night  a  bride.        J 
Sleep  undifturb'd,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
The  merry  horn,  that  chides  thy  tedious  flay  ; 
A  horfe  that's  clean,  fure-footed,  fwift,  and  found, 
And  dogs  that  make  the  echoing  clifts  refound ; 
That  fweep  the  dewy  plains,  out-fly  the  wind, 
And  leave  domeftic  forrows  far  behind.          [paft, 
Pleas'd  with  thy  prefent  lot,  nor  grudging  at  the 
Nor  fearing  when  thy  time  {hall  come,  nor  hop- 
ing for  thy  laft. 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN, 

WHO  MARRIED  HIS  CAST  MISTRESS. 
From  Noracr,  8ot>k  III.  Ode  ix. 

J>.  WHILE  I  was  yours,  and  yours  alone, 

Proud,  and  tranfportcd  with  your  charms, 
I  envy'd  not  the  Perfian  throne, 

But  rcign'd  more  glorious  in  your  arms, 
j?.  While  you  were  true,  nor  Suky  feir 

Had  chas'd  poor  Bruny  from  your  breaft  5 
Not  Ilia  could  with  me  compare, 

So  fam'd,  or  fo  divinely  bleft. 

D.  In  Suky's  arms  entranc'd  I  lie, 
So  fweetly  fings  the  warbling  fair  ! 

Eor  whom  moft  willingly  I'd  die, 
Would  fate  the  gentle  fyren  fpare. 

J5.  Me  Billy  burns  with  mutual  fire, 

For  whom  I'd  die,  in  whom  I  live* 
For  whom  each  moment  I'd  expire, 

Might  he,  my  better  part,  furvive. 
D.  Should  I  once  more  my  heart  refign, 

Would  you  the  penitent  receive  ? 
Would  Suky  fcorn'd  atone  my  crime  ? 

And  would  roy  Bruny  own  h«r  flave  I 


B.  Though  brighter  he  than  blazing  ftar, 

More  fickle  thou  than  wind  or  fea, 
With  thee,  my  kind  returning  dear, 

I'd  live,  contented  die  with  thec. 

A  DAINTY  NEW  BALLAD  : 

Ocsajioned  by  a  Clergyman's  Wide%a  of  feventy  ytars  »f 
agey  being  married  to  a  young  Excifeman* 

THERE  liv'd  in  our  good  town, 
A  relick  of  the  gown, 

A  chafte  and  humble  dame ; 
Who,  when  her  man  of  God 
Was  cold  as  any  clod, 

Dropt  many  a  tfear  in  vain. 
But  now,  good  people,  learn  all, 
No  grief  can  be  eternal ; 
Nor  is  it  meet,  I  Ween, 
That  folks  fhould  always  whimper, 
There  is  a  time  to  fmiper, 
As  quickly  fhall  be  feen. 
For  love,  that  little  tirchin, 
About  this  widow  lurching, 

Had  flily  fix'd his  dart; 
The  filent  creeping  flame 
Boil'd  fore  in  every  vein, 

And  glow'd  about  her  heart. 
So  when  a  pipe  we  fmoke, 
And  from  the  flint  provoke 

The  fparks  that  twinkling  play  ; 
The  touch-wood  old  and  dry 
With  heat  begins  to  fry, 

And  gently  waftes  away. 
With  art  fhe  patch'd  up  nature, 
Reforming  every  feature, 
Reftoring  every  grace : 
To  gratify  her  pride, 
She  ftopp'd  each  cranny  wide, 
And  painted  o'er  her  face. 
Nor  red,  nor  eke  the  white, 
Was  wanting  to  invite, 

Nor  cofal  lips  that  pout ; 
But,  oh,  in  vain  fhe  tries  1 
With  darts  to  arm  thofc  eyes 

That  dimly  fquint  about. 
With  order  and  with  care, 
Her  pyramid  of  hair 

Sublimely  mounts  the  Iky; 
And,  that  Ihe  might  prevail, 
She  bolfter'd  up  her  tail, 

With  rumps  three  (lories  high. 
With  many  a  rich  perfume, 
She  purify'd  her  room, 

As  there  was  need,  no  doubt ; 
For  on  thefe  warm  occafions, 
Offenfive  exhalations 

Are  apt  to  fly  about. 
On  beds  of  rofes  lying, 
Expecting,  wifhing,  dying, 

Thus  languifh'd  for  her  lore 
The  Cyprian  queen  of  old, 
As  merry  bards  have  told, 
All  in  a  myrtle  grove. 


In  pale  of  mother  church, 
She  fondly  hop'd  to  lurch, 

But,  ah  me  1  hop'd  in  vain ; 
No  do&or  could  be  found, 
Who  this  her  cafe  profound 

Durft  venture  to  explain. 
At  length  a  youth  full  fmart, 
"Who  oft  by  magic  art 

Had  div'd  in  many  a  hole ; 
Or  kilderkin,  or  tun, 
f)r  hogfhead,  'twas  all  one, 

He'd  found  it  with  his  pole. 
His  art,  and  eke  his  face, 
So  fuitcd  to  her  cafe, 

Engag'd  her  love-fick  heart ; 
Quoth  (he,  my  pretty  Diver, 
With  thee  I'll  live  for  ever, 

And  from  thee  never  part, 
yor  thee  my  bloom  reviving, 
For  thee  frefh  charms  arifing, 

Shall  melt  thee  into  joy ; 
Nor  doubt,  my  pretty  fweeting, 
Ere  nine  months  are  completing, 

To  fee  a  bonny  boy. 
As  ye  have  feen,  no  doubt, 
A  candle  when  juft  out, 

In  flames  break  forth  again ; 
So  ihone  this  widow  bright, 
AH  blazing  in  defpight 

Of  threefcore  years  and  ten. 

CANIDIA'S  EPITHALAM1UM. 

VPON  THE  SAME. 

TIMS  as  malevolent,  as  old, 

To  blaft  Canidia's  face, 
(Which  once  'twas  rapture  to  behold) 

With  wrinkles  and  difgrace. 
Not  fo  in  blooming  beauty  bright, 

Each  envying  virgin's  pattern, 
She  reign'd  with  undifputed  right 

A  *  prieftefs  of  St.  Cattern. 
Each  fprightly  foph,  each  brawny  thrum, 

Spent  his  firft  runnings  here ; 
And  hoary  doctors  dribbling  come, 

To  languifh  and  defpair. 
Low  at  her  feet  the  proftrate  arts 

Their  humble  homage  pay ; 
To  her  the  tyrant  of  their  hearts, 

Each  bard  directs  his  lay. 
But  now,  when  impotent  to  pleafe, 

Alas !  fhe  would  be  doing  ; 
Reverfing  nature's  wife  decrees, 

She  goes  herfelf  a  wooing. 
Though  brib'd  with  all  her  pelf,  the  fwaia 

Mod  awkwardly  complies; 
prefc'd  to  bear  arms,  he  ferves  in  pain, 

Or  from  his  colours  flies. 
So  does  an  ivy,  green  when  old, 

And  fprouting  in  decay  ; 
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In  juicelefs,  joylefs  arms  infold* 
A  fapling  young  and  gay. 

The  thriving  plant,  if  better  join'd, 
Would  emulate  the  ikies  ; 

But,  to  that  wither'd  trunk  confin'd, 
Grows  fickly,  pines,  and  dies. 


HUNTING-SONG. 

BEHOLD,  my  friend,  the  rofy-finger'd  mora, 

With  blufhes  on  her  face, 

Peeps  o'er  yon  azure  hill ; 

Rich  gems  the  trees  cnchafe, 

Pearls  from  each  bufti  diftil, 
Arife,  arife,  and  hail  the  light  new-born. 
Hark !  hark  !  the  merry  horn  calls,  Come  away : 

Quit,  quit  the  downy  bed  ; 

Break  i'rom  Amynta's  arm» ; 

Oh,  let  it  ne'er  be  faid, 

That  all,  that  all  her  charms, 
Though  (he's  as  Venus  fair,  can  tempt  thy  flay. 

Perplex  thy  foul  no  more  with  cares  below, 

For  what  will  pelf  avail ! 

Thy  courfer  paws  the  ground, 

Each  beagle  cocks  his  tail, 

Th«y  fpend  their  mouths  around, 
While  health,  and  pleafure,  fmiles  on  every  brow. 

Try,  huntfmen,  all  the  brakes,  fpread  all  the  plain, 

Now,  now,  (he's  gone  away, 

Strip,  ftrip,  with  fpeed  purfue  ; 

The  jocund  god  of  day, 

Who  fain  our  fport  would  view, 
See,  fee,  he  flogs  his  fiery  ftteds  in  vain. 

Pour  down,  like  a  flood  from  the  hills,  brave  boys, 

On  the  wings  of  the  wind 

The  merry  beagles  fly  ; 

Dull  forrow  lags  behind  : 

Ye  flirill  echoes,  reply  ; 
Catch  each  flying  found,  and  double  our  joyi. 

Ye  rocks,  woods,  and  caves,  our  muflc.  repeat  ? 

The  bright  fpheres  thus  above, 

A  gay  refulgent  train, 

Harmonioufly  move 

O'er  yon  celeftial  plain 
Like  us  whirl  along,  in  concert  fo  fweet. 
Now  Pjifs  threads  the  brakes,  and  heavily  flies; 

At  the  head  of  the  pack 

Old  Fidler  bears  the  bell, 

Every  foil  he  hunts  back, 

And  aloud  rings  her  knell, 
Till,  forc'd  into  view,  (he  pants,  and  (he  dieJ. 

In  Jife's  dull  round  thus  we  toil,  and  we  fweat ; 

Difeafes,  grief,  and  pain, 

An  implacable  crew, 

While  we  double  in  vain, 

Unrelenting  purfue, 
Till,  quire  hunted  down,  we  yield  with  regret. 

This  moment  is  ours,  come  live  while  we  mays 

What's  decreed  by  dark  fate 

Is  not  in  our  own  power, 

Since  to-morrow's  too  late. 

Take  the  prefcnt  kind  hour  : 
With  wine  cheer  the  night,  as  fports  blefc  the  da| 
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A  TRANSLATION  OF  HORACE,  EP.  X. 

j&eraee  recommends  a  Country  Life,  and  dijfuadet  Us 
Friend  from  jitnbition  and  Avarice* 

HEALTH  to  my  friend  loft  in  the  fmoky  town 
From  him  who  breathes  in  country  air  alone 
In  all  things  elfe  thy  foul  and  mine  are  one 
And  like  two  aged  long  acquainted  doves, 
The  fame  our  mutual  hate,  the  fame  our  mutual 

loves, 

Clofe,  and  fecure,  you  keep  your  lazy  neft, 
3My  wandering  thoughts  won't  let  my  pinions  reft: 
O'er  rocks,  feas,  woods,  I  take  my  wanton  flight, 
And  each  new  object  charms  with  new  delight, 
To  fay  no  more,  my  friend,  1  live,  and  reign, 
Lord  of  myfelf  :   I've  broke  the  fervile  chain, 
Shook  off  with  fcorn  the  trifles  you  defire, 
All  the  vain  empty  nothings  fops  admire. 
Thus  the  lean  flave  of  fome  fat  pamper'd  prieft 
With   greedy  eyes  at   firft  views  each  luxurious 

feaft; 

But,  quickly  cloy'd,  now  he  no  more  can  eat 
Their  godly  viands,  and  their  holy  meat : 
Wifely  ambitious  to  be  free  and  poor, 
JLongs  for  the  homely  fcraps  he  loth'd  before. 
Seek'fl  thou  a  place  where  nature  is  obferv'd, 
And  cooler  reafon  may  be  mildly  heard ; 
To  rural  ihades  let  thy  calm  foul  retreat,  T 

Thefe  are  th'  Elyfian  fields,  this  is  the  happy  feat,  V 
Proof  againft  winter's  cold,  and  fummer's  heat,J 
Here  no  invidious  care  thy  peace  annoys, 
Sleep  undifturb'd,  uninterrupted  joys ; 
Your  marble  pavements  with  difgrace  muft  yield 
To  each  fmooth  plain,  and  gay  enamel'd  field  : 
Your  muddy  aqueducts  can  ne'er  compare 
With  country  ftreams,  more  pure  than  city  air  ; 
Our  yew  and  bays^enclos'd  in  pots  ye  prize, 
And  mimic  little  beauties  we  defpife. 
The  rofe  and  woodbine  marble  walls  fupport, 
Holly  and  ivy  deck  the  gaudy  court : 
But  yet  in  vain  all  fhifts  the  artift  tries, 
The  difcontented  twig  but  pines  away  and  dies. 
The  houfe  ye  praifc  that  a  large  profped.  yields, 
And  view  with  longing  eyes  the  pleafure  of  the 

fields ; 

*Tis  thus  ye  own,  thus  tacitly  confefs, 
Th'  inimitable  charms  the  peaceful  country  blefs. 
In  vain  from  nature's  rules  we  blindly  ftray, 
And  pufh  th'  uneafy  monitrix  away : 
Still  fhe  returns,  nor  lets  our  confcience  reft,      T 
But  night  and  day  inculcates  what  is  beft, 
Our  trueft  friend,  though  an  unwelcome  gueft  j 
As  foon  th'  unikilful  fool  that's  blind  enough, 
To  call  rich  Indian  damafk  Norwich  fluff, 
Shall  become  rich  by  trade,   as  he  be  wife, 
Whofe  partial  foul  and  undifcerning  eyes 
Can't  at  firft  fight,  and  at  each  tranfient  view, 
Diftinguifh  good  from  bad,  or  falfe  from  true. 
He  that  too  high  exalts  his  giddy  head 
When  fortune  imiles,  if  the  jilt  frowns,  is  dead  : 
Th'  afpiring  fool,  big  with  his  haughry  boaftj 
Is  the  moft  abject  wrerch  when  alljhis  hopes  are  lofi 
Sit  loofe  to  all  the  world,  nor  aught  admire, 
Thcie  wctthieis  toy*  too  fondly  we  defirc j 


ince  when  the  darling's  ravilh'd  from  our  heart, 
'he  pleafure's  over-balanc'd  by  the  fmart, 
lonfine  thy  thoughts,  and  bound  thy  loofe  defires, 
or  thrifty  nature  no  great  coft  requires : 

A  healthy  body,  and  thy  miftrefs  kind, 

humble  cot,  and  a  more  humble  mind  : 
"hefe  once  enjoy 'd,  the  world  is  all  thy  own,    •%! 
?Yom  thy  poor  cell  defpife  the  tottering  throne,  > 

And  wakeful  monarchs  in  a  bed  of  down.          jrj 

The  ftag  weli-arm'd,  and  with  unequal  force, 
?rom  fruitful  meadows  chas'd  the  conquer 'd  horfe* 

The  haughty  beaft  that  ftomach'd  the  difgrace,' 
n  meaner  paftures  not  content  to  graze, 
deceives  the  bit,  and  man's  affiftance  prays. 

The  conqueft  gain'd,  and  many  trophies  won, 
3is  falfe  confederate  ftill  rode  boldly  on ; 
n  vain  the  beaft  curs' d  his  perfidious  aid,  "\ 
rie  plung'd,  he  rcar'd,  but  nothing  could  per-  C 
fuade  f 

The  rider  from  his  back,  or  bridle  from  his  head.^ 
fuft  fo  the  wretch  that  greedily  afpires, 
Unable  to  content  his  wild  defires; 
Dreading  the  fatal  thought  of  being  poor, 
Lofes  a  prize  worth  all  his  golden  ore, 
The  happy  freedom  he  enjoy*d  before. 
About  him  ftill  th'  uneafy  load  he  bears, 
ipurr'd  on  with  fruitlefs  hopes,  and  curb'd  vrilk 

anxious  fears. 

The  man  whofe  fortune  fit  not  to  his  mind, 
The  way  to  true  content  fhall  never  find ; 
If  the  fhoe  pinch,  or  if  it  prove  too  wide, 
In  that  he  walks  in  pain,  in  this  he  treads  afide. 
But  you,  my  friend,  in  calm  contentment  live, 
Always  well  pleas'd  with  what  the  god,  fhall  give^f 
Let  not  bafe  fhining  pelf  thy  mind  deprave, 
Tyrant  of  fools,  the  wife  man's  drudge  and  flare; 
And  me  reprove  if  I  fhall  crave  for  more, 
Or  feem  the  leaft  uneafy  to  be  poor. 
Thus  much  I  write,  merry,  and  free  from  care, 
And  nothing  covet,  but  thy  prefence  here, 

THE  MISER'S  SPEECH. 

'     FROM   HORACE,   EPOD.  II. 

HAPPT  the  man,  who,  free  from  care, 

Manures  his  own  paternal  fields, 
Content,  as  his  wife  fathers  were, 

T'  enjoy  the  crop  his  labour  yield*  fj 

Nor  ufury  torments  his  breaft, 

That  barters  happinefs  for  gain. 
Nor  war's  alarms  difturb  his  reft, 

Nor  hazards  of  the  faithlefs  main : 
Nor  at  the  loud  tumultuous  bar,  J 

With  coftly  noife,  and  dear  debate, 
Proclaims  an  everlafting  war ; 

Nor  fawns  on  villains  bafely  great.  r , 

But  for  the  vine  fele&s  a  fpoufe, 

Chafte  emblem  of  the  marriage-bed, 
Or  prunes  the  too  luxuriant  boughs, 

And  grafts  more  happy  in  their  fteacU 
Or  hears  the  lowing  herds  from  far, 

That  fatten  on  the  fruitful  plains, 
And  ponders  with  delightful  care, 

The  profpeft  of  bis  tuiure  gain*  _.^ 
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Or  (hears  his  ftieep  that  round  him  graze, 
And  droop  beneath  their  curling  loads ; 

Or  plunders  his  laborious  bees 
Of  balmy  nectar,  drink  of  gods ! 

His  cheerful  head  when  Autumn  rears, 

And  bending  boughs  reward  his  pains, 
joyous  he  plucks  the  lufcious  pears, 

The  purple  grape  his  finger  ftains. 
Bach  honeft  heart's  a  welcome  gueft, 

With  tempting  fruit  his  tables  glow, 
The  gods  are  bidden  to  the  feaft, 

To  (hare  the  blcflings  they  bellow. 
Under  an  oak's  protecting  (hade, 

In  flowery  meads  profufely  gay, 
Supine  he  leans  his  peaceful  head, 

And  gently  loiters  life  away. 
The  vocal  i'treams  that  murmuring  flow, 

Or  from  their  fprings  complaiqing  creep, 
The  birds  that  chirp  on  every  bough, 

Invite  his  yielding  eyes  to  fleep. 
But,  when  bleak  ftorms  and  lowering  Jove 

Now  fadden  the  declining  year, 
Through  every  thicket,  every  grove, 

Swift  he  purfues  the  flying  deer. 
With  deep-hung  hounds  he  fwceps  the  plains ; 

The  hills,  the  vallies,  fmoke  around  : 
The  woods  repeat  his  pleafing  pains, 

And  echo  propagates  the  found. 
Or,  pufh'd  by  his  victorious  fpcar, 

The  grifiy  boar  before  him  flies, 
Betray'd  by  his  prevailing  fear 

Into  the  toils,  the  monfter  dies. 

His  towering  falcon  mounts  the  ikies, 

And  cuts  through  clouds  his  liquid  way ; 
Or  elfe  with  fly  deceit  he  tries 

To  make  the  lefler  game  his  prey. 
Who,  thus  poflefs'd  of  folid  joy, 

Would  love,  that  idle  imp,  adore  ? 
Cloe's  coquet,  Myrtilla's  coy, 

And  Phyllis  is  a  perjur'd  whore. 
Adieu,  fantaftic  idle  flame  1 

Give  me  a  profitable  wife, 
*     A  careful,  but  obliging  dame, 

To  foften  all  the  toils  of  life  : 
Who  lhall  with  tender  care  provide, 

Againft  her  weary  fpoufe  return, 
With  plenty  fee  his  board  fupply'd, 

And  make  the  crackling  billets  burn  : 
And  while  his  men  and  maids  repair 

To  fold  his  fheep,  to  milk  his  kine, 
With  unbought  dainties  feaft  her  dear, 
"  ~  J  treat  him  with  domeftic  wine. 


]  view  with  pity  and  difdain 

The  coftly  trifles  coxcombs  boaft, 

The4r  Bourdeaux,  Burgundy,  Champaign, 
Though  fparkling  with  the  brighteit  toaft, 

Pleas' d  with  found  manufacture  more, 
Than  all  the  ftum  the  knaves  impofe, 

When  the  vain  cully  treats  his  v^hore, 
At  Brawn's,  the  Mitre,  or  the  Rofe. 


Let  fop>  their  ficldy  palates  pleafe, 

With  luxury's  expenfive  ftorc, 
And  feaft  each  virulent  difeafe 

With  dainties  from  a  foreign  fhore, 
whom  my  little  farm  fupplies, 
Richly  on  nature's  bounty  live  ; 
The  only  happy  are  the  wife, 

Content  is  all  the  gods  can  give. 
While  thus  on  wholefome  cates  1  feaft, 

Oh,  with  what  rapture  I  behold 
My  flocks  in  comely  order  hafte 

T'  enrich  with  foil  the  barren  fold ! 
The  languid  ox  approaches  flow, 

To  lhare  the  food  his  labours  earn  : 
Painful  he  tugs  th'  inverted  plough, 

Nor  hunger  quickens  his  return. 
My  wanton  fwains,  uncouthly  gay, 

About  my  fmiling  hearth  delight, 
To  fweeten  the  laborious  day, 

By  many  a  merry  tale  at  night. 
Thus  fpoke  old  Gripe,  when  bottles  three 

Of  Burton  ale,  and  fea-coal  fire, 
Unlock'd  his  bread  ;  rcfolv'd  to  be 

A  generous,  honeft,  country  'fquire. 
That  very  night  his  money  lent, 

On  bond,  or  mortgage,  he  call'd  in, 
With  lawful  ufe  of  fix  per  cent. 
Next  morn,  he  put  it  out  at  ten.  • 

FABLE    I. 
The  Captive   Trumpeter. 
"  —  Quo  non  prseftantior  alter 
"  -ffire  ciere  viros,  Martemquc  accendere  cantu.' 

Viac. 
A  PARTY  of  huflars  of  late 

For  prog  and  plunder  fcour'd  the  plains, 
Some  French  Gens  d'  Armesfurpris'd,  and  beat, 

And  brought  their  trumpeter  in  chains. 
In  doleful  plight,  th'  unhappy  bard 

For  quarter  begg'd  on  bended  knee, 
Pity,  Meffieurs  !  In  truth  'tis  hard 

To  kill  a  harmlefs  enemy. 
Thefe  hands,  of  daughter  innocent, 

Ne'er  brandifh'd  the  deftru&ive  fword, 
To  you  or  yours  no  hurt  I  meant, 
O  take  a  poor  mufician's  word. 
But  the  ftern  foe,  with  generous  rage, 

Scoundrel:  rcply'd,  thou  firft  {halt  die, 
Who,  urging  others  to  engage, 

From  fame  and  danger  bafely  fly. 
The  brave  by  law  of  arms  we  fpare, 

Thou  by  the  hangman  fhalt  expire ; 
'Tis  juft,  and  not  at  all  fevere, 

To  flop  the  breath  that  blew  the  fire. 

FABLE    II. 

The  bald-pated  Weljkman,  and  tie  Fly. 
"  —  Qui  non  moderabitur  irx,         [men*, 
"  Infeiftum  volet   effe,  dolor  quod  fuaferit  et 
"  Dum  poenas  odio  per  vim  feftinat  inulto." 

HOR. 

A  'SOJTTRE  of  Wales,  whofe  blood  ran  higher 
Than  that  of  any  other  'fquire, 
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Kafty  and  hot ;  xvhofe  peevifh  honour 

Reveng'd  each  flight  was  put  upon  her, 
j  Upon  a  mountain's  top  one  day 
I  Expos'd  to  Sol's  meridian  ray ; 

He  fum'd,  he  rav'd,  he  curs'd,  he  fwore, 
I  Exhal'd  a  fea  at  every  pore  : 

At  lad,  fuch  infults  to  evade, 

Sought  the  next  tree's  protecting  (hade  • 
I  Where,  as  he  lay  diffolv'd  in  fweat, 
j  And  wip'd  off  many  a  rivulet, 
I  Off  in  a  pet  the  beaver  flies, 

And  flaxen  wig,  time's  beft  difguife, 
I  By  which,  folks  of  maturer  ages 

Vie  with  fmooth  beaux,  and  ladies  pages : 
j  Though  'twas  a  fecret  rarely  known, 

Ill-natur'd  age  had  cropt  his  crown, 

Grubb'd  all  the  covert  up,  and  now 

A  large  fmooth  plain  extends  his  brow. 

Thus  as  he  lay  with  numfkul  bare, 

And  courted  the  refrefhing  air  j 

New  perfecutions  ftill  appear, 

A  noify  fly  offends  his  ear. 

Alas  I  what  man  of  parts  and  fenfe 
.Could  bear  fuch  vile  impertinence  ? 

Yet  fo  difcourteous  is  our  fate, 

Fools  always  buz  about  the  great. 

This  infect  now,  whofe  aclive  fpight, 

Teaz'd  him  with  never-ceafing  bite, 

With  fo  much  judgment  play'd  his  part, 

He  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart  : 

In  vain  with  open  hands  he  tries 

To  guard  his  ears,  his  nofe,  his  eyes; 

For  now  at  laft,  familiar  grown, 

He  perch'd  upon  hisworfhip's  crown, 

With  teeth  and  claws  his  fkin  he  tore, 

And  ftuff 'd  himfelf  with  human  gore. 

At  laft,  in  manners  to  excel, 
'  Untrufs'd  a  point,  fome  authors  tell. 

]3ut  now  what  rhetoric  could  affuage 

The  furious  'fquire,  (lark  mad  with  rage  ? 

Impatient  at  the  foul  difgrace, 

From  infedl  of  fo  mean  a  race  ; 

And  plotting  vengeance  on  his  foe, 

With  double  fill  he  aims  a  blow  : 

The  nimble  fly  efcap'd  by  flight, 

And  flcip'd  from  this  unequal  fight. 

Th'  impending  ftroke  with  all  its  weight 

Fell  on  his  own  beloved  pate. 

Thus  much  he  gain'd  by  this  adventurous  deed, 

He  foul'd  his  lingers,  and  he  broke  his  head. 

MORAL. 

Let  fenates  hence  learn  to  preferve  their  ftate,    ~l 
.  And  fcorn  the  fool,  below  their  grave  debate,   f 
Who  by  th'  unequal  ftrife  grows  popular  and  f 
great.  J 

Let  him  buz  on,  with  fenfelefs  rant  defy 
The  wife,  the  good  ;  yet  ftill  'tis  but  a  fly. 
With  puny  foes  the  toil  's  not  worth  the  coft, 
Where  nothing  can  be  gain'd,  much  may  be  loft  : 
Let  cranes  and  pigmies  in  mock-war  engage, 
A  prey  beneath  the  generous  eagle's  rage, 
.,  True  honour  o'er  the  clouds  fublimely  wings ; 
Young   Ammon  (corns  to   run   with   leis  than 

kings. 
VOL.  VliF. 


FABLE  III, 


'  The  Ant  and  the  Fly. 

"  Quern  res  plus  nimio  dele<Slavere  fecundac, 
"  Mutatae  quatient." 


THE  careful  ant  that  meanly  fares, 

And  labours  hardly  to  fupply, 
With  wholefome  cates  and  homely  taresj 

His  numerous  working  family  j 

Upon  a  vifit  met  one  day 

His  coufin  fly,  in  all  his  pride, 
A  courtier  infolent  and  gay, 

By  Goody  Maggot  near  ally'd  : 
The  humble  infecl  humbly  bow'd, 

And  all  his  lowed  congees  paid, 
Of  an  alliance  wondrous  proud 

To  fuch  a  huffing  tearing  blade. 
The  haughty  fly  look'd  big,  and  fwore 

He  knew  him  not,  nor  whence  he  came 
Huff'd  much,  and  with  impatience  bore 

The  fcandal  of  fo  mean  a  claim. 

Friend  Clodpate,  know,  'tis  not  the  mode 

At  court,  to  own  fuch  clowns  as  thee, 
J-Jor  is  it  civil  to  intrude 

On  flies  of  rank  and  quality. 
I — who,  in  joy  and  indolence, 

Converfe  with  monarchs  and  grandees, 
Regaling  every  nicer  fenfc 

With  olios,  foups,  and  fricaffees  ; 
Who  kifs  each  beauty's  balmy  lip, 

Or  gently  buz  into  her  ear, 
About  her  fnowy  bofom  fkip, 

And  fometimes  creep  the  Lord  knows  Xvhere  \ 
The  anc,  who  could  no  longer  bear 

His  coufin's  infolcnce  and  pride, 
Tofs'd  up  his  head,  and  with  an  air 

Of  confcious  worth,  he  thus  reply'd  t 

Vain  infedl !  know,  the  time  will  come, 

When  the  court-fun  ho  more  fhalj  ihine, 
When  frofts  thy  gaudy  limbs  benumb, 

And  damps  about  thy  wings  (hall  twine ; 
When  fome  dark  nafty  hole  fhall  hide 

And  cover  thy  neglected  head, 
When  all  this  lofty  fweliing  pride 

Shall  burft,  and  fhrink  into  a  fhade  : 

Take  heed,  left  fortune  change  the  fcene  : 
Seme  of  thy  brethren  I  remember, 

In  June  have  mighty  princes  been, 

But  begg'd  their  bread  before  December. 


This  precious  offspring  of  a  t — d 
Is  firii  a  pimp,  and  then  a  lord  ; 
Ambitious  to  be  great,  not  good, 
Forget*  his  own  dear  flefh  and  blood. 
Blind  goddefs  !  who  delight'ft  in  joke, 
O  fix  him  on  thy  lowed  fpojce ; 
And  fince  the  fcoundrel  is  fo  vain, 
Reduce  him  to  his  filth  again. 
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FABLE  IV. 

'The  Wolf,  the  Fox,  and  the  Ape. 

*•  Clodius  accufat  Moechos,  Catilina  Cethegum." 

Juv. 

THE  wolf  impeach'd  the  fox  of  theft, 

The  fox  the  charge  deny'd ; 
To  the  grave  ape  the  cafe  was  left, 

In  juftice  to  decide. 

Wife  Pug  with  comely  buttocks  fate, 

And  nodded  o'er  the  laws, 
Diftinguifh'd  well  through  the  debate, 

And  thus  adjudg'd  the  caufe  : 

The  goods  are  ftole,  but  not  from  thee, 

Two  pickled  rogues  well  met, 
Thou  fhalt  be  hang'd  for  perjury, 

He  for  an  arrant  cheat. 

MORAL. 

Hang  both,  judicious  brute,  'twas  bravely  faid, 
May  villains  always  to  their  ruin  plead  ! 
When  knaves  fall  out,  and  fpitefully  accufe, 
There's  nothing  like  the  reconciling  noofe. 
O  hemp  !  the  nobleft  gift  propitious  heaven 
To  mortals  with  a  bounteous  hand  has  given, 
To  ftop  malicious  breath,  to  end  debate, 
To  prop  the  fhaking  throne,  and  purge  the  date. 

FABLE   V. 

The  Dog  and  tie  Bear. 

"  — Delirant  reges,  pledtuntur  Achivi, 

"  Seditione,  dolis,  fcelere,  atque  libidine  et  ira 

"  Iliacos  intra  muros,  peccatur,  et  extra." 

Ho*. 

TOWSER,  of  right  Hockleian  fire, 
A  dog  of  mettle  and  of  fire, 
With  Urfm  grim,  an  errant  bear, 
Maintain'd  a  long  and  dubious  war  : 
Oft  Urfin  on  his  back  was  toft, 
And  Towfer  many  a  collop  loft  ; 
Capricious  fortune  would  declare, 
Now  for  the  dog,  then  for  the  bear. 
Thus  having  try'd  their  courage  fairly, 
Brave  Urfin  firft  defir'd  a  parly ; 
Stout  combatant  (quoth  he)  whofe  might 
I've  felt  in  many  a  bloody  fight, 
Tell  me  the  c«ufe  of  all  tiiis  pother, 
And  why  we  worry  one  another  ? 
That's  a  moot  point,  the  cur  reply'd, 
Our  matters  only  can  decide. 
While  thee  and  1  our  hearts  blood  fpill, 
They  prudently  their  pockets  fill ; 
Halloo  us  on  with  all  their  might, 
To  turn  a  penny  by  the  fight. 
If  that's  the  cafe,  return'd  the  bear, 
'Tis  time  at  laft  to  end  the  war ; 
Thou  keep  thy  teeth,  and  I  my  claws, 
To  combat  in  a  nobler  caufe  ; 
Sleep  in  a  whole  fkin,  I  advife, 

let  them  bleed,  who  gain  the  prize. 


MORAL. 

Parties  enrag'don  one  another  fall, 
The  butcher  and  the  bear-ward  pocket  alL 

FABLE    VI. 

tie  Wounded  Man,  and  tie  Swarm  of  fit  ft. 
"  E  malis  minimum." — 

SQJTALID  with  wounds,  and  many  a  gaping  for 

A  wretched  Lazar  lay  diftrefs'd ; 
A  fwarm  of  flies  his  bleeding  ulcers  tore, 

And  on  his  putrid  carcafe  feaft. 

A  courteous  traveller,  who  pafs'd  that  way, 

And  faw  the  vile  Harpeian  brood, 
Offer'd  his  help  the  monftrous  crew  to  flay, 

That  rioted  on  human  blood. 

Ah  !  gentle  fir,  th'  unhappy  wretch  reply'd, 

Your  well-meant  charity  refrain  ; 
The  angry  gods  have  that  redrefs  deny'd, 

Your  goodntfs  would  increafe  my  pain. 

Fat,  and  full-fed,  and  with  abundance  cloy'd, 
But  now  and  then  thefe  tyrants  feed ; 

But  were,  alas !  this  pamper'd  brood  deftroy'd, 
The  lean  and  hungry  would  fucceed. 

MORAL. 

The  body  politic  muft  foon  decay, 
When  fwarms  of  inle&s  on  its  vitals  prey  ; 
When  blood-fuckers  of  ftate,  a  greedy  brood, 
Feaft  on  our  wounds,  and  fatten  with  our  blood-. 
What  muft  we  do  in  this  fevcre  diftrefs  ? 
Come,  doctor,  give  the  patient  fome  redrefs  : 
The  quacks  in  politics  a  change  advife, 
But  cooler  counfels  fiiould  diredl  the  wife. 
Tis  hard,  indeed ;  but  better  this,  than  worfe ; 
Miftaken  blefiings  prove  the  greateft  curfe. 
Alas!  what  would  our  bleeding  country  gain, 
If,  when  this  viperous  brood  at  laft  is  flain, 
The  teeming  Hydra  pullulates  again  ; 
Seizes  the  prey  with  more  voracious  bice, 
To  fatisfy  his  hungry  appetite  ? 

FABLE    VH. 
The  Welf  and  tie  D»g. 

"  Huac  ego  per  Syrtes,  Libyaeque  extrcma  tri« 

"  umphum 

"  Ducere  maluerim,  quam  tercapitolia  curru 
"  Scaadere  Pompeii,  quam  frangere  colla  Jugur- 

"  thae."         Luc. 

A  PROWLING  wolf  that  fcour'd  the  plains, 
To  eafe  his  hunger's  griping  pains; 
Ragged  as  courtier  in  difgrace, 
Hide-bound,  and  lean,  and  out  of  cafe ; 
By  chance  a  well-fed  dog  cfpy'd, 
And  being  kin,  and  near  ally 'd, 
He  civilly  falutes  the  cur, 
How  do  you,  cuz  ?  Your  forvant,  fir  ! 
O  happy  friend  !  how  gay  thy  mien  ! 
How  plump  thy  fides,  how  fleek  thy  fkin! 
Triumphant  plenty  {nines  all  o'er, 
And  the  fat  melts  at  every  pore  I 
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While  t,  alas  !  decayM  and  olct, 

With  hunger  pin'd,  and  ftiff  with  cold, 

With  many  a  howl,  and  hideous  groan, 

Tell  the  relentlefs  woods  my  moan. 

Pr'ythee,  my  happy  friend  1  impart 

Thy  wond'rous,  cunning,  thriving  art. 

Why,  faith,  I'll  tell  thee  as  a  friend, 

But  firft  thy  furly  manners  mend ; 

Be  complaifant,  obliging,  kind, 

And  leave  the  wolf  for  once  behind. 

The  wolf,  whofe  mouth  began  to  water, 

With  joy  and  rapture  gallop'd  after, 

When  thus  the  dog  :  At  bed  and  board, 

I  {hare  the  plenty  of  my  lord ; 

From  every  gueft  I  claim  a  fee, 

Who  court  my  lord  by  bribing  me  : 

In  mirth  I  revel  all  the  day, 

And  many  a  game  at  romps  I  play  : 

I  fetch  and  carry,  leap  o'er  flicks, 

And  twenty  fuch  diverting  tricks. 

'  Tis  pretty,  faith,  the  wolf  reply'd^ 

And  on  his  neck  the  collar  fpy'd  : 

He  ftarts,  and  without  more  ado 

He  bids  the  abje<5t  wretch  adieu : 

Enjoy  your  dainties,  friend  ;  to  me 

The  nobleft  feafl  is  liberty. 

The  famifh'd  wolf  upon  thefe  defart  plains, 

Is  happier  than  a  fawning  cur  in  chains.  . 

MORAL. 

Thus  bravely  fpoke  the  nurfe  of  ancient  Rome, 
Thus  the  ftarv'd  Swifs,  and  hungry  Grifons  roam, 
On  barren  hills,  clad  with  eternal  fnow, 
And  look  with  fcorn  on  the  prim  flaves  below. 
Thus  Cato  'fcap'd  by  death  the  tyrant'?  chains, 
And  walks  unfhackled  in  th'  Elyfian  plains. 
Thus,  Britons,  thus  your  great  forefathers  flood 
For  liberty,  and  fought  in  feas  of  blood. 
To  barren  rocks,  and  gloomy  woods  confin'd,    "} 
Their  virtues  by  neceffity  refin'd,  / 

Nor  cold,  nor  want,  nor  death,  could  fhake  their  f 

fteady  mind.  3 

No  faucy  Druid  then  durfl  cry  aloud, 
And  with  his  flavifh  cant  debauch  the  crowd : 
No  paffive  legions  in  a  fcoundrel's  caufe 
Pillage  a  city,  and  affront  the  laws. 
The  ftate  was  quiet,  happy,  and  ferene, 
For  Boadicea  was  the  Briton's  queen  ; 
Her  fubje<5ls  their  juft  liberties  maintain'd, 
And  in  her  people's  hearts  the  happy  monarch 

reign'd. 

FABLE  VIII. 

The  Oyjier. 

" In  jus 

"  Acres  procurrunt,  magnum  fpe&aculum  uter- 
"  que.'*        HOR. 

Two  comrades,  as  grave  authors  fay, 
(But  in  what  chapter,  page,  or  line, 
Ye  critics,  if  ye  pleafe,  define) 

Had  found  an  oyfter  in  their  way. 

Conteft  and  foul  debate  arofe, 

Both  view'd  at  once  with  greedy  eyes, 
Both  challenged  the  delicious  prize, 

And  high  words  Ibon  improv'd  to  blows. 


Aftions  on  actions  hence  fucceed, 
Each  hero's  obftinately  flout, 
Green  bags  and  parchments  fly  about, 

Pleadings  are  drawn,  and  counfel  fce'd. 

The  parfon  of  the  place,  good  man  ! 

Whofe  kind  and  charitable  heart 

In  human  ills  ftill  bore  a  part, 
Thrice  fhook  his  head,  and  thus  began : 

Neighbours  and  friends,  refer  to  me 

This  doughty  matter  in  difpute, 

I'll  foon  decide  th'  important  fuit, 
And  finifh  ail  without  a  fee. 

Give  roe  the  oyfter  then — 'tis  Well- 
He  opens  it,  and  at  one  flip 
Gulps  the  contefted  trifle  up, 

And,  fmiling,  gives  to  each  a  fhell. 

Henceforth  let  foolifh  difcord  ceafe, 
Your  oyfter's  good  as  e'er  was  eat ; 
I  thank  you  for  my  dainty  treat, 

God  blefs  you  both,  and  live  in  peace. 

MORAL. 
Ye  men  of  Norfolk  and  of  Wales, 

From  this  learn  common  fenfe ; 
Nor  thruft  your  neighbours  into  goals 

For  every  flight  offence. 

Banifli  thofe  vermin  of  debate, 

That  on  your  fubftance  feed ; 
The  knaves,  who  now  are  ferv'd  in  platCi 

Would  ftarve,  if  fools  agreed. 

FABLE   IX. 

The  Sheep  and  the  BttJZ. 
"  Laetus  forte  tua  vives  fapienter."         Ho&* 

A  SHEEP,  well-meaning  brute  1  one  morn 
Retir'd  beneath  a  fpreading  thorn, 

A  pealing  ftorm  to  fhun  ; 
Efcap'd  indeed  both  rain  and  wind, 
But  left,  alas  \  his  fleece  behind : 

Was  it  not  wifely  done  ? 

MORAL. 

Beneath  the  blaft  while  pliant  ofiers  bend, 
The  ftubborn  oak  each  furious  wind  fhall  rend  ; 
Difcreetly  yield,  and  patiently  endure, 
Such  common  evils  as  admit  no  cure. 
Thefe  fate  ordains,  and  Heaven's  high  will  hath *V 
fent :  £ 

In  humble  littlenefs  fubmit  content.  I" 

But  thofe  thy  folly  brings,  in  time  prevent.        3j 

FABLE  X. 
The  Frogs  Cho'nt. 


yoc.%  <pxtri  xax.' 


IN  a  wild  ftate  of  nature,  long 
The  frogs  at  random  liv'd, 
The  weak  a  prey  unto  the  ftrong, 
With  anarchy  opprefs'd  and  grisv'd. 
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At  length  the  lawlefs  rout, 
Taught  by  their fuiTerirgs,  grew  devout: 
An  embaffy  ro  Jove  they  flnt, 
And  "'egg'd  his  highnefs  w.uld  beftow 
Some  fettled  form  of  government, 
A  king  to  rule  the  fens  below. 
Jove,  fmiling,  grants  their  odd  requeft, 
A  king  th'  indulgent  power  betlow'd, 
(Such  as  might  ftrit  their  genius  beft) 
A  beam  of  a  prodigious  fize, 

With  all  its  cumberous  load, 

Came  tumbling  from  the  fkies. 
The  waters  dafti  againft.the  fhore, 

The  hollow  caverns  roar  ; 
The  rocks  return  the  dreadful  found, 

Convtilfions  (hake  the  ground. 
The  multitude  with  horror  fled, 

And  in  his  oozy  bed 
Each  (kulking coward  hid  his  head1. 

When  all  is  now  grown  calm  again, 

And  fmoothly  glides  the  liquid  plain, 

A  frog  more  refolute  and  bold, 

Peeping  with  caution  from  his  hold ; 

Recover 'd  from  his  firft  furprife^ 

As  o'er  the  wave  his  head  he  popt, 

He  faw — but  fcarce  believ'd  his  eyes, 

On  the  fame  bank  where  firft  he  drupt, 
Th'  imperial  lubber  lies, 

fetretch'd  st  hi»  eafe,  carelefs,  content  : 

Is  this  the  monarch  Jove  has  fent, 

(Said  he)  our  warlike  troops  to  lead  ? 

Ay !  'tis  a  glorious  prince  indeed  I 

By  fuch  an  adlive  general  led, 

The  routed  mice  our  arms  (hall  dread, 
Subdued  (hall  quit  their  claim  : 

Old  Homer  fhall  recant  his  lays, 

For  us  new  trophies  raife, 
6ing  our  victorious  arms,  and  juftify  our  fame 

Then  laughing  impudently  loud, 

He  foon  alarm'd  the  daftard  crowd. 

The  croaking  nations  with  contempt 

Behold  the  worthlefs  indolent, 

On  wings  of  winds,  fwift  fcandal  flies, 
Libels,  lampoons,  and  lies, 

Hoarfe  treafons,  tunelefs  blafphemies. 
With  a<5live  leap  at  laft  upon  his  back  they  ftridc-, 
And  on  the  royal  loggerhead  in  triumph  ride. 

Once  more  to  Jove  their  prayers  addreft. 

And  once  more  Jove  grants  their  requeft  : 

A  ftork  he  fends  of  monftrous  fize, 

Red  lightning  flaftiing  in  his  eyes ; 

Rul'd  by  no  block,  as  heretofore, 

The  gazing  crowds  prefs'd  to  his  court ; 
Admire  his  (lately  mien,  his  haughty  port, 
And  only  not  adore. 

Addreffes  of  congratulation, 

Sent  from  each  loyal  corporation, 
Full-freight  with  truth  and  fenfe, 

Exhauftcd  all  their  eloquence. 
But  now,  alas!  'twas  night;  kings  muft  have  meat; 

The  Grand  Vizier  firft  goes  to  pot, 

Three  Baflas  next,  happy  their  lot ! 

Gain'dFaradifeby  being  eat. 

And  this,  faid  he,  and  this  is  mine, 
Aud  thjs,  by  right  divine  ; 


In  (hort,  'twas  all  for  public  weal. 
He  fwallow'd  half  a  nation  at  a  meal. 

Again  they  beg  Almighty  Jove, 

This  cruel  tyrant  to  remove. 

With  fierce  refentmcnt  in  his  eyes, 

The  frowning  thunderer  replies; 

Thofe  evils  which  yourfelves  create, 

Ra(h  fools  !  ye  now  repent  too  late; 

Made  wretched  by  the  public  voice, 

Not  through  neceflity,  but  choice  !  [curfc 

Be  g  ne  !— Nor  wreft  from  heaven  fome  heavk 

Better  bear  this,  this  ftork,  than  worfe. 

MORAL. 

OpprefsM  with  happinefs,  and  Cck  with  eafe, 
Not  heaven  itfelf  our  fickle  minds  can  plcafe. 
Fondly  we  wilh,  cloyM  with  celeftial  (tore, 
The  leeks  and  onions  which  we  loath'd  before  : 
Still  roving,  ftill  defiring,  never  pleas'd, 
With  plenty  ftarv'd,  and  ev'n  with  health  difeasM, 
With  partial  eyes  each  prefent  good-we  view, 
Nor  covet  what  is  beil,  but  what  is  new. 
Ye  powers  above,  who  make  mankind  your  care, 
To  blefs  die  fupplicant,  rejedl  his  prayer  ! 

FABLE    XI. 
Liberty  and  Love  ;   or,  tbe  tivo  Sparrowt. 

"  —  Dos  eft  uxoria,  litcs."          OVID, 

A  SPARROW  and  his  mate, 
(Believe  me,  gentle  Kate) 

Once  lov'd  like  I  and  you ; 
With  mutual  ardour  join'd, 
No  turtles  e'er  fo  kind, 

So  conftant,  and  fo  true. 
They  hopp'd  from  fpray  to  fpray, 
They  bill'd,  they  chirp'd  all  day, 

They  cuddled  dofe  all  night ; 
To  blifs  they  wak'd  each  morn, 
In  every  bufh  and  thorn, 

Gay  fcenes  of  new  delight. 
At  length  the  fowler  came, 
(The  knave  was  much  to  blame) 

And  this  dear  pair  trapann'd; 
Both  in  one  cage  confin'd, 
Why,  faith  and  troth,  'twas  kind; 

Nay,  hold— that  muft  be  fcann'd. 
Fair  liberty  thus  gone, 
And  one  coop'd  up  with  one, 

'Twas  awkward,  new,  and  ftrange ; 
For  better  and  for  worfe, 
O  difmal,  fatal  curfe ! 

No  more  abroad  to  range. 
No  carols  now  they  fing, 
Each  droops  his  little  wing, 

And  mourns  his  cruel  fate  : 
Clouds  on  each  brow  appear, 
My  honey,  and  my  dear, 

Is  now  quite  out  of  date. 
They  pine,  lament,  and  moan, 
'Twould  melt  an  heart  of  (lone, 

To  hear  their  fad  complaint : 
Nor  he  fnpply'd  her  wants, 
Nor  (he  refrain'd  fn-m  taunts, 

That  might  provoke  a  faint. 
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Hard  words  improve  fo  blows, 
For  now,  grown  mortal  foe?. 

They  peel?,  they  fcratch,  they  fcream ; 
The  cage  lies  on  the  floor, 
The  wires  are  flain'd  with  gore, 

It  fwells  into  a  ftream. 
Dear  Kitty,  would  you  know 
The  caufe  of  all  this  woe, 

It  is  not  hard  to  guefs; 
Whatever  does  conftrain, 
Turns  pleafure  into  pain, 

'Tis  choice  alone  can  blefs. 
-  When  both  no  more  are  free, 
'Infipid  I  mufl  be, 

And  you  lofe  all  yonr  charms ; 
My  fmother'd  paflion  dies, 
And  even  your  bright  eyes, 

Neceffity  difarms. 

Then  let  us  love,  my  fair, 
But  unconftrain'd  as  air, 

Each  join  a  willing  heart; 
Let  free-born  fouls  difdain 
To  wear  a  tyrant's  chain, 

And  aft  a  nobler  part. 

FABLE    XIF. 

The  tivo  Springs* 

"  —  Errat  longe  mea  quidem  fententia 
"  Qd  imperium  credat  gravius  efle  aut  ftabilius 
K  Vi  quod  fit,  quara  illud  quod  amicitia  adjungi- 
"  tut."  TER. 

Two  fifter  fprings,  from  the  fame  parent  hill, 
Born  on  the  fame  propitious  day, 
Through  the  cleft  rock  diftil : 
Adown  the  reverend  mountain's  fide, 

Through  groves  of  myrtle  glide, 

Or  through  the  violet  beds  obliquely  ft  ray. 

The  laurel,  each  proud  vigor's  crown, 

From  them  receives  her  high  renown, 

From  them  the  curling  vine 
Her  cluflers  big  with  racy  wine, 
To  them  her  oil  the  peaceful  olive  owes, 

And  her  vermilion  bluih  the  rofe. 
The  gracious  ftreams  in  fmooth  meanders  flow, 
To  every  thirfty  root  difpenfe 
Their  kindly  cooling  influence, 
And  paradife  adorns  the  mountain's  brow. 
But  oh  !  the  fad  effecl  of  pride  ! 
Thefe  happy  twins  at  laft  divide. 
"  Sifter  (exclaims  th'  ambitious  fpring) 
"  What  profit  do  thefe  labours  bring  ? 
"  Always  to  give,  and  never  to  enjoy, 
"  A  fruitlefs  and  a  mean  employ  1 
"  Stay  here  inglorious  if  you  pleafe, 
u  And  loiter  out  a  life  of  indolence  and  eafe  ; 
"  Go,  humble  drudge,  each  thiftle  rear, 
"  And  nurfe  each  fhrub,  your  daily  care, 
f  While,  pouring  down  from  this  my  lofty  fource, 


I  deluge  all  the  plain, 
"  No  dams  fhall  flop  my  courfe, 
f£  And  rocks  oppofe  in  vain. 


idry'd,? 
ride!)      >. 


"  See  where  my  foaming  billows  flow, 
"  Above  the  hills  my  waves  afpire, 
"  The  fhepherds  and  their  flocks  retire, 
"  And  talleft  cedars  as  they  pals  in  fign  of  homaec 

"  bow.. 

"  To  me  each  tributary  fpring 
"  Its  fupplemental  ftores  fhall  bring, 
"  With  me  the  rivers  fhall  unite, 
"  The  lakes  beneath  my  banners  fight, 
"  Till  the  proud  Danube  and  the  Rhine 
"  Shall  own  their  fame  eclips'd  by  mine ; 
"  Both  gods  and  men  fhall  dread  my  watery  fway, 
"  Nor  thefe  in  cities  fafe,  nor  in  their  temples 
"  they." 

Away  the  haughty  boafter  flew 
Scarce  bade  her  fifter  ftream  a  cool  adieu, 
Her  waves  grow  turbulent  and  bold, 
Net  gently  murmuring  as  of  old, 
But  roughly  dafh  againft  the  fhore, 
Andtofs  their  fpumy  heads,  and  proudly  roar. 
The  careful  farmer  with  furprife, 
Sees  the  tumultuous  torrent  rife ; 
With  bufy  looks  the  ruftic  band  appear,    [year. 
To  guard  their  growing  hopes,  the  promife  of  the 
All  hands  unite,  with  dams  they  bound 
The  rafli  rebellious  ftream  around  ; 
In  vain  fhe  foams,  in  vain  flie  raves, 
In  vain  fhe  curls  her  feeble  waves, 
Bcfieg'd  at  laft  on  every  fide, 
Her  fource  exhaufted  and  her  channel 
(Such  is  the  fate  of  impotence  and  pride 
A  fhallow  pond  fhe  (lands  confin'd, 
The  refuge  of  the  croaking  kind. 
Rufhes  and  fags,  an  inbred  foe, 
Choke  up  the  muddy  pool  below; 

The  tyrant  fan  on  high 
Exa&s  his  ufual  fubikly  ; 
And  the  poor  pittance  that  remains, 

Each  gaping  cranny  drains. 
Too  late  the  fool  repents  her  haughty  boafr, 
A  namelefs  nothing,  in  oblivion  loft. 

Her  fifter  fpring,  benevolent  and  kind, 

With  joy  fees  all  around  hec_bleft, 
The  good  fhe  does,  into  her  generous  mind 

Returns  again  with  iatereft. 

The  farmer  oft  invokes  her  aid 

When  Strius  nips  the  tender  blade; 

Her  ftreams  a  lure  elixir  bring, 
Gay  plenty  decks  the  fields,  and  a  perpetual  fpring,, 
Where'er  the  gardener  fmooths  her  eafy  way, 
Her  du6lile  ftreams  obey. 

Courteous  fhe  vifits  every  bed, 

Narciflus  rears  his  drooping  head, 

By  her  diffufive  bounty  fed. 

Reviv'd  from  her  indulgent  urn, 

Sad  Hyacinth  forgets  to  mourn, 

Rich  in  the  bleflings  fhe  bellows 

All  nature  fmiles  where'er  (he  flows. 

Enamour'd  with  a  nymph  fo  fair, 

See  where  the  river  gods  appear. 

A  nymph  fo  eminently  good, 

The  joy  of  all  the  neighbourhood  ; 

They  clafp  her  in  their  liquid  arms, 
And  riot  in  th'  abundance  of  her  charm*. 
K  k  iiij 
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Like  old  Alpheus  fond,  their  wanton  ftreams  they 

join'd, 

Like  Arethufa  (he,  as  lovely,  and  as  kind. 
Now  fwell'd  into  a  mighty  flood, 

Her  channel  deep  ard  wide, 
Still  (he  perfifts  in  doing  good, 
Her  bounty  flows  with  every  tide. 
A  thousand  rivulets  in  her  train 
With  fertile  waves  enrich  the  plain  : 
The  fcaly  herd,  a  numerous  throng, 
Beneath  her  filver  billows  glide  along, 
Whofe  1U11  increafing  fhoals  fupply 
The  poor  man's  wants,  the  great  one's  luxury  : 
Here  all  the  feather'd  troops  retreat, 
Securely  ply  their  oary  feet, 
Upon  her  floating  herbage  gaze, 
And  with  their  tuneful  notes  refound  her  praife. 

Here  flocks  and  herds  in  fafety  feed, 
And  fatten  in  each  flowery  mead  : 
•          No  beads  of  prey  appear 

The  watchful  fbepherd  to  beguile, 
No  monfters  of  the  deep  inhabit  here, 
Nor  the  voracious  fhark,  nor  wily  crocodile; 
But  Deliu  and  her  nymphs,  chafte  fylvan  queen,"^ 
By  mortals  prying  eyes  unfeen,  f 

Bathe-  in  her  flood,  and  fport  upon  her  borders  f 
green.  J 

Here  merchants,  careful  of  their  {lore, 

By  angry  billows  toft, 
Anchor  fecure  beneath  her  fhore, 

Anc}  hlefb  thq  friendly  coaft. 
Soon  mighty  fleets  in  all  their  pride 
Triumphant  on  her  furface  ride  : 
The  bufy  trader  on  her  banks  appear?, 
An  hundred  different  tongues  fhe  hears. 
At  laft,  with  wonder  and  furprife, 
She  fees  a  ftately  city  rife ; 
With  joy  the  happy  flood  admires 
The  lofty  domes,  the  pointed  fpires ; 
*1  he  porticos,  magnificently  great, 

Where  all  the  crowding  nations  meet; 
The  bridges  that  adoru  her  brow, 
From  bank  to  back  their  ample  arches  ftride, 
Through  which  her  curling  waves  in  triumph 

glide, 

And  in  melodious  murmurs  flow. 
Now  grown  a  port  of  high  renown, 
The  treafure  of  the  world  her  own, 
Both  Indies  with  their  precious  ftores, 
Pay  yearly  tribute  to  her  fhores. 
Honour'd  by  all,  a  rich,  well-peopled  ftream, 
Nor  father  Thames  himfelf  of  mote  efteem. 

MORAL. 

The  power  of  kings  (if  rightly  underftood) 
Is  but  a  grant  from  heaven  of  doing  good  ; 
Proud  tyrants,  who  malicioufly  deftroy, 
And  ride  o'er  ruins  with  malignant  joy  ; 
Humbled  in  duft,  foon  to  their  coft  fhali  know 
Heaven  our  avenger,  and  mankind  their  foe  ; 
Whilegracicusmonarchs  rcapthe  goodthey  fow: 
Bleffmg,areblefs'd ;  far  fpreadstheir  juft  renown,^ 
Confenting  nations  their  dominion  own,  * 

And  joyful  happy  crowds  fupport  their  throne.  ' 
In  vain  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell  combine,  ~i 
I'.ach  guardian  angel  fhall  protetSt  that  line,  < 
V.  ho  by  their  virtues  prove  thsir  right  divine  J 
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FABLE   XIII. 

The  Bald  Bachelor. 

Being  a  paraphrafe  upon  the  Second  Fable  in  the. 
Second  Book  of  Phatdrus. 

'  Frigidus  in  venerem  fenior,  fruftraque  laborem 
'  Ingratum  trahit :  et  fi  quando  at  praelia  veutum 

"eft, 

'  Ut  quondam  in  ftipulismagnus  fine  viribus  ignis, 
4  Incafium  furit.  Ergo  auimos  arvumquc  notabiv 
'  Prascipue." —  VJRG.  Georg.  lib.  iii. 

A  BACHELOR,  who,  paft  his  prime, 

Had  been  a  good  one  in  his  time, 

Had  fcour'd  the  ftreets,  had  whor'd,  got  drunk, 

Had  fought  his  man,  and  kept  his  punk  : 

Was  fometimes  rich,  but  oftener  poor, 

With  early  duns  about  his  door ; 

Being  a  little  off  his  mettle, 

Thought  it  convenient  now  to  fettle  : 

Grew  wondrous  wife  at  forty-five, 

Refolving  to  be  grave,  and  thrive. 

By  chance  he  caft  his  roguifh  eye 

Upon  a  dame  who  liv'd  hard  by ; 

A  widow  debonair  and  gay, 

October  in  the  drefs  of  May  ; 

Artful  to  lay  both  red  and  white, 

Skill'd  in  repairs,  and,  ev'n  in  fpite 

Of  time  and  wrinkles,  kept  all  tight. 

But  he,  whofe  heart  was  apt  to  rove, 

An  arrant  wanderer  in  love; 

Befides  this  widow,  had  Mifs  Kitty, 

Juicy  and  young,  exceeding  witty : 

On  her  he'thought,  ferious  or  gay, 

His  dream  by  night,  his  toaft  by  day ; 

He  thought,  but  not  on  her  alone, 

For  who  would  be  confin'd  to  one  ? 

Between  them  both  ftrangc  work  he  made ; 

Gave  this  a  ball,  or  mafqureade ; 

With  that,  at  ferious  ombre  play'd  : 

The  felf-fame  compliments  he  fpoke, 

The  fclf-fame  oaths  he  fwore,  he  broke ; 

Alternately  on  each  bcftows 

Frail  promifes  and  fhort-liv'd  vows. 

Variety  1  kind  fource  of  joy  ! 

Without  whofe  aid  all  pleasures  cloy; 

Without  thee,  who  would  ever  prove 

The  painful  drudgeries  of  love  ? 

Without  thce,  what  indulgent  wight 

Would  read  what  we  in  garrets  write  ! 

But,  not  to  make  my  tale  perpiex'd, 

And  keep  more  cloftly  to  my  text ; 

Tis  fit  the  courteous  reader  know 

This  middle-aged  man  had  been  a  beau. 

But,  above  all,  his  head  of  hair 

Had  been  his  great  peculiar  care  ; 

To  which  his  lerious  hours  he  lent, 

Nor  deem'd  the  precious  time  mifpent. 

Twas  lonjr,  and  curling,  and  jet  black, 

Hung  to  the  middle  of  his  hack  ; 

Black,  did  I  fay  ?     Ay,  once  'twas  fo,  -j 

But  cruel  time  had  fmok'd  the  beau, 

And  powdcr'd  p'e»  his  head  with  fr.ow. 
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As  an  old  horfe  that  had  been  hard  rid, 

Or  from  his  mafter's  coach  difcarded, 

Forc'd  in  a  tumbrel  to  go  filler, 

Or  load  for  fome  poor  rogue  a  miller  ; 

On  his  grave  noddle,  o'er  his  eyes, 

Black  hairs  and  white  prornifcuous  rife ; 

Which  chequer  o'er  his  reverend  pate, 

And  prove  the  keffel  more  ledate  : 

So  with  this  worthy  'fquire  it  far'd, 

Yet  he  nor  time  nor  labour  fpar'd, 

But,  with  excefiive  coft  and  pains, 

Still  made  the  beft  of  his  remains. 

Each  night  beneath  his  cap  he  furl'd  it, 

Each  morn  in  modifh  ringlets  curl'd  itj 

Now  made  his  comely  trefles  (hine, 

"With  orange-butter,  je^Tamine ; 

Then  with  fwect  powder  and  perfumes 

He  purify'd  his  upper  rooms. 

So  when  a  jockey  brings  a  mare, 

Or  horfe,  or  gtlding,  to  a  fair, 

Though  he  be  fpavin'd,  old,  and  blind, 

With  founder'd  feet,  and  broken  wind ; 

Yet,  if  he's  matter  of  his  trade, 

He'll  curry  well,  and  trim  the  jade, 

To  make  the  cheat  go  glibly  down, 

And  bubble  fome  unwary  clown. 

What  woman  made  of  flefli  and  blood, 

So  fweet  a  gallant  e'er  withftood  ? 

They  melt,  they  yield,  both,  both  are  fmitten, 

The  good  old  pufs,  and  the  young  kitten  ; 

And,  being  now  familiar  grown, 

Each  look'd  upon  him  as  her  own ; 

No  longer  talk'd  of  dear,  or  honey, 

But  of  plain  downright  matrimony. 

At  that  dread  word  his  worfhip  ftarted, 

And  was  (we  may  fuppofe)  faint-hearted; 

Yet,  being  refolv'd  to  change  his  ftate, 

Winks  both  his  eyes,  and  trufts  to  fate. 

But  now  new  doubts  and  fcruples  rife, 

To  plague  him  with  perplexities ; 

He  knew  not  which,  alas  1  to  choofe, 

This  he  muft  take,  and  that  refufe. 

As  when  fome  idle  country  lad 

Swings  on  a  gate,  his  wooden  pad ; 

To  right,  to  left,  he  fpurs  away, 

But  neither  here  nor  there  can  ftay; 

Till,  by  the  catch  furpris'd,  the  lout 

His  journey  ends,  where  he  fet  out : 

E.v'n  fo  this  dubious  lover  ft  ray 'd, 

Between  the  widow  and  the  maid ; 

And,  after  fwinging  to  and  fro, 

Was  juft  in  tequilibrio. 

Yet  ftill  a  lover's  warmth  he  fhows, 

And  makes  his  vifits  and  his  bows; 

Domeftic  grown,  both  here  and  there, 

Nor  Pug,  nor  Shock,  were  half  fo  dear  : 

With  bread  and  butter,  and  with  tea, 

And  madam's  toilet,  who  but  he  ? 

There  fix'd  a  patch,  or  broke  a  comb ; 

At  night,  the  widow's  drawing-room. 

O  fweet  viciflitude  of  love  ! 

Who  would  covet  heaven  above, 

Were  men  but  thus  allow'd  to  rove  ? 

But,  alas  l^fome  curs'd  event, 

Some  unexpected  accident, 


Humbles  our  pride,  and  {hows  the  odds 

Between  frail  mortals  and  the  gods  : 

This  by  the  fequel  will  appear 

A  truth  moft  evident  and  clear. 

As  on  the  widow's  panting  bread 

He  laid  his  peaceful  head  to  reft, 

Dreaming  of  pleafures  yet  in  ftore, 

And  joys  he  ne'er  had  felt  before ; 

His  grizly  locks  appear  difplay'd, 

In  all  their  pomp  of  light  and  {hade, 

Alas  !  my  future  fpoufe,  faid  flic, 

What  do  mine  eyes  aftonifh'd  fee  ? 

Marriage  demands  equality. 

What  will  malicious  neighbours  fay, 

Should  I,  a  widow  young  and  gay, 

Marry  a  man  both  old  and  gray  ? 

Thofe  hideous  hairs  ! — with  that  a  tear 

Did  in  each  cryftal  fluice  appear ; 

She  fetch'd  a  deep  figh  from  her  heart, 

As  who  {hould  fay,  Beft  friends  muft  part ! 

Then  mus'd  a  while ;  there  is  but  one, 

But  this  expedient  left  alone, 

To  fave  that  dear  head  from  difgrace  ; 
Here,  Jenny,  fetch  my  tweafer-cafe. 

To  work  then  went  the  treacherous  fair, 

And  grubb'd  up  here  and  there  a  hair  ; 

But,  as  {he  meant  not  to  renew 

His  charms,  but  fet  her  own  to  view; 

And  by  this  foil  more  bright  appear, 

In  youthful  bloom  when  he  was  near, 

The  cunning  gipfy  nipt  away 

The  black,  but  flily  left  the  gray. 

O  Delilah  I  perfidious  fair ! 

O  fex  ingenious  to  cnfnare  ! 

How  faithlefs  all  your  doings  are  ! 

Whom  nature  form'd  your  lord,  your  guide, 

'You  his  precarious  power  deride, 
Tool  of  your  vanity  and  pride. 
The  'fquire,  who,  thus  deceiv'd,  ne'er  dreamt 
What  the  deceitful  traitrefs  meant ; 
Thrice  kifs'd  her  hand,  and  then  retir'd, 
With  more  exalted  thoughts  infpir'd : 
To  his  fair  Filly  next  repairs, 
With  ftatelier  port,  and  youthful  airs. 
Lord !  fir — (faid  {he)  you're  mighty  gay, 
But  I  muft  tell  you  by  the  way, 
That  no  brood  goofe  was  e'er  fo  gray. 
Here,  let  this  hand  eradicate 
Thofe  foul  difhonours  of  your  pate, 
For  {he,  poor  thing  !  whofe  virgin  heart, 
Unfkill'd  in  every  female  art, 
In  pure  fimplicity  believ'd 
His  youth  might  this  way  be  retrieved; 
At  lead  his  age  difguis'd,  and  {he, 
From  fpightful  prudes,  and  cenfure  free; 
With  earned  diligence  and  care, 
Grubb'd  by  the  roots  each  grizzled  hair ; 
Some  few  black  hairs  Jhe  left  behind, 
But  not  one  of  the  filver  kind. 
But  when  {he  faw  what  work  {he'd 
His  bald  broad  front,  without  a  {hade, 
And  all  his  hatchet  face  difpiay'd, 
With  fcarce  fix  hairs  upon  a  fide, 
His  large  out-fpreading  lugs  to  hide  ; 
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She  laugh'd,  flie  fcreamM  ;  and  Nan  and  Befs, 

In  concert  laugh'd,  and  fcream'd  no  lefs. 

Home  fculk'd  the  'fquire,  and  hid  his  face, 

Sore  fmitten  with  the  foul  difgrace  : 

Softly  he  knock'd,  but  trufty  John, 

Who  knew  his  hour  was  twelve,  or  one, 

Rubb'd  both  his  eyes,  and  yawn'd,  and  fwore, 

And  quickly  blunder'd  to  the  door. 

But  ftarting  back  at  this  difafter, 

Vow'd  that  old  Nick  had  hagg'd  his  mafter : 

The  landlady,  in  f<  re  affright, 

Fell  into  fits,  and  fwoon'd  out-right ; 

The  neighbourhood  was  rais'd,  and  call'd, 

The  maids  mifcarry'd,  children  bawl'd, 

The  cur,  whom  oft  his  bounty  fed, 

With  many  a  fcrap  and  bit  of  bread; 

Now  own'd  him  not,  but  in  the  throng 

Growl'd  at  him  as  he  fneak'd  along. 

To  bed  he  went,  'tis  true,  but  not 

Or  clos'd  his  eyes,  or  flept  one  jot ; 

Not  Nifuswasin  fuch  defpair, 

Spoil'd  of  hi.1-:  kingdom  and  his  hair: 

Not  ev'n  Belinda  made  fuch  moan, 

When  her  dear  favourite  lock  was  gone. 

Hef  m'd,  he  rav'd,  he  curs'd  amain, 

And  all  his  paft  life  ran  o'er  again ; 

Damn'd  every  female  bite  to  Tyburn, 

From  mother  Eve,  to  mother  Wybnrn, 

Each  youthful  vanity  abjur'd, 

Whores,  box  and  dice,  and  claps  ill-cur'd  : 

And  having  loft  by  female  art 

This  darling  idol  of  his  heart, 

Thofe  precious  locks,  that  might  out-vie 

The  trim-cud' d  God  who  lights  the  iky; 

Refol,v'd  to  grow  devout  and  wife, 

Or  what's  almoft  the  fame — f  recife ; 

Canted,  and  w^in'd,  and  talk'd  moft  odly, 

Was  very  ilpvenly  and  godly 

(For  nothing  makes  devction  keen, 

I, ike  disappointment  and  chagrin)  : 

In  fine,  he  fet  hishoufe  in  order, 

And  pioufly  put  on  a  border. 

MORAL. 

To  you,  gay  fparks,  who  wafte  your  youthful 
Old  JEfop  fends  this  monitory  rhyme;         [prime, 
Leave,  leave,  for  fhame  your  trulls  at  Sh — er  hall, 
And  marry  in  good  time,  or  not  at  all. 
Of  all  the  mongers  Smithfield  e'er  could  fhow, 
There'*  nor.e  fo  hideous  as  a  batter'd  beau. 
Truft  not  the  noon  of  life,  but  take  the  morn  ; 
Will  Honevconib  is  every  ft  male's  fcorn. 
Let  him  be  rich,  high  burn,  book-learn'd,  and") 
wife,  / 

Believe  me,  friends,  in  every  woman's  eyes,       f 
*Tis  b^ck,and  brawn,  and  finew,  wins  the  prize.  J 

FABLE  XIV. 
Tim  Fortune  Huntsr. 
"  Fortura  frsvo  !a.ta  negotio,  et 
'*  Luduin  infc-lentem  ludere  pcrtinax 
"  Tranfmutat  incertos  hcnores.'* 

CANiO  I. 

Fa  ME  authors,  more  abftrufe  than  wife, 
'£ riendihip  confiae  to  ftrifter  ties, 


Require  exact  conformity, 
In  perfon,  age,  and  quality; 
Their  humour-,  principles,  and  wit, 
Muft,  like  exchequer  tallies,  hit. 
Others,  lefs  fcrupulous,  opine 
That  hands  and  hearts  in  love  may  join, 
Though  different  inclinations  fway, 
For  Nature's  more  in  fault  than  they. 
Whoe'er  would  fift  this  point  more  iuliy, 
May  read  St   Evremond  and  Tully; 
With  me  the  doctrine  fhall  prevail 
That's  a  prof  os  to  form  my  tale. 

Two  brethren  (whether  twins  or  no 
Imports  not  very  much  to  know) 
Together  bred  ;  as  fam'd  their  love 
As  Leda's  brats  begot  by  Jove  : 
As  various'too  their  tempers  were ; 
That  brifk,  and  frolic,  debonair  ; 
This  more  confiderate  and  fevere. 
While  Bob,  with  diligence  would  pore 
And  con  by  heart  his  battle  door, 
Frank  play'd  at  romps  with  John  the  groom, 
Or  fwitch'd  his  hobby  round  the  room. 
The  (tripling*  now  too  bulky  grown, 
To  make  dirt-pies,  and  lounge  at  home, 
With  aching  hearts  to  fchool  are  fent, 
Their  humours  ftill  of  various  bent  ; 
The  filent,  ferioui,  folid  boy, 
Came  on  apace,  was  daddy's  joy, 
Conftrued,  and  pars'd,  and  faid  his  put, 
And  got  ^ua-fenuj  all  by  heart. 
While  Franky,  that  unlucky  rogue, 
Fell  in  with  tvery  whim  in  vogue, 
Valued  not  Lilly  of  a  ftraw, 
A  rook  at  chuck,  a  dab  at  taw. 
His  bum  was  often  brufh'd,  you'll  fay, 
'Tis  true,  now  twice,  then  thrice  a  day  : 
So  leeches  at  the  breech  are  fed, 
To  cure  vertjgos  in  the  head. 
But,  by  your  leave,  good  doctor  Freind, 
Let  me  this  maxim  recommend  ; 
"  A  genius  can't  be  forc'd  ;"  nor  can 
You  make  an  ape  an  alderman  : 
The  patch-work  doublet  well  may  fuif. 
But  how  would  furs  become  the  brute  ? 
In  (hort,  the  cafe  is  very  plain, 
When  maggots  once  are  in  the  brain, 
Whole  loads  of  birch  are  (pent  in  vain. 

Now  to  pur-Aie  this  hopeful  pair 
To  Oxford,  and  the  Lord  knows  where, 
Would  take  more  ink  than  1  can  fpare. 
Nor  fhall  I  here  minutely  icore 
The  volumes  Bob  turn'd  o'er  and  o'er, 
The  laundrefies  turn'd  up  by  Frank, 
With  many  a  ftrange  diverting  prank; 
'  Fwould  jade  my  mufe,  though  better  fed, 
And  kept  in  body  clothes  and  bread, 

When  briflles  on  each  chin  began 
To  fprout,  the  promiie  of  a  man, 
The  gcod  *ld  gentleman  expir'd, 
And  decently  to  heaven  retir'd  : 
The  brethren,  at  their  country  feat, 
Enjoy'd  a  nlcafant,  fnug  retreat ; 
Their  cellars  and  their  barns  well  ftor'da 
Ar.d  plenty  faioking  on  thur  board  ; 
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Ale  and  tobacco  for  the  vicar, 

For  gentry  fomctimes  better  liquor. 

Judicious  Bob  had  read  all  o'er 

Each  weighty  ftay'd  philofopher, 

And  therefore  rightly  underftood 

The  real  from  th'  apparent  good  ; 

Subftantial  blifs,  intrinfic  joys, 

From  buftle,  vanity,  and  noife  ; 

Could  his  own  happinefs  create, 

And  bring  his  mind  to  his  eftate  : 

Liv'd  in  the  fame  calm,  eafy  round, 

His  judgment  clear,  his  body  found  ; 

Good  humour,  probity,  and  fenfe, 

Repaid  with  peace  and  indolence  : 

While  rakifh  Frank,  whofe  a&ive  foul 

No  bounds,  no  principle  control, 

Flies  o'er  the  world  where  pleafure  calls, 

To  races,  mafquerades,  and  balls  ; 

At  random  roves,  now  here,  now  there, 

Drinks  with  the  gay,  and  toafts  the  fair. 

As  when  the  full-fed  refty  fteed 

Breaks  from  his  groom,  he  flies  with  fpeed ; 

His  high-arch'd  neck  he  proudly  rears, 

Upon  his  back  his  tail  be  bears, 

His  main  upon  hisfhouldcrs  curls, 

O'er  every  precipice  he  whirls, 

He  plunges  in  the  cooling  tides, 

He  laves  his  fhining  pamper'd  fides,    . 

He  fnuffs  the  females  on  the  plain, 

And  to  his  joy  he  fprings  amain, 

To  this,  to  .that,  impetuous  flies, 

Nor  can  the  ftud  his  luft  fuffice ; 

Till  nature  flags,  his  vigour  fpent, 

With  drooping  tail,  and  nerves  unbent, 

The  humble  beaft  returns  content, 

Waits  tamely  at  the  ftable  door, 

As  tractable  as  e'er  before. 

This  was  exactly  Franky's  cafe; 

When  blood  ran  high  he  liv'd  apace ; 

But  pockets  drain'd,  and  every  vein, 

LiOok'd  filly,  and  came  home  again. 

At  length  extravagance  and  vice, 

Whoring  and  drinking,  box  and  dice, 

Sunk  his  exchequer  ;  cares  intrude, 

And  duns  grow  troublefome  and  rude. 

What  meafures  (hall  poor  Franky  take 

To  manage  wifely  the  laft  flake, 

With  fome  few  pieces  in  his  purfe, 

And  half  a  dozen  brats  at  nurfe  ? 

Penfive  he  walk'd,  lay  long  a  bed, 

Now  bit  his  nails,  then  fcratch'd  his  head, 

At  laft  refolv'd  :  Refolv'd  !  on  what  ? 

There's  not  a  penny  to  be  got ; 

The  queftion  now  remains  alone, 

Whether  'tisbeft  to  hang  or  drown. 

Thank  you  for  that, good  friendly  devil! 

You're  very  courteous,  very  civil ; 

Other  expedients  may  be  try'd, 

The  man  is  young,  the  world  is  wide, 

And,  as  judicious  authors  fay, 

"  Every  dog  {hall  have  his  day  ;" 

What  if  we  ramble  for  a  while  ? 

Seek  Fortune  out,  and  court  her  fmile, 

Act  every  part  in  life  to  win  her, 

Firil  try  the  faijjt,  and  then  the  finner ; 


Prefs.boldly  on ;  flighted,  purfue ; 

Repuls'd,  again  the  charge  renew  ; 

Give  her  no  reft,  attend,  entreat, 

And  ftick  at  nothing  to  be  great. 

Fir'd  withthefe  thoughts,  the  youth  grew  vaii>j 

Look'd  on  the  country  v/ith  difdain  ; 

Where  Virtue's  fools  her  laws  obey, 

And  dream  a  lazy  life  away  ; 

Thinks  poverty  the  greateft  fin, 

And  walks  on  thorns  till  he  begin  : 

But  firft  b'efore  his  brother  laid 

The  hopeful  fcheme,  and  begg'd  his  aid. 

Kind  Bob  was  much  abaftVd,  to  fee 

His  brother  in  extremity, 

Reduc'd  to  rags  for  want  of  thought, 

A  beggar,  and  not  worth  a  groat. 

He  griev'd  full  fore,  gave  good  advice, 

Quoted  his  authors  grave  and  wife, 

All  who  with  wholefome  morals  treat  us., 

Old  Seneca  and  Epictetus. 

What's  my  unhappy  brother  doing  ? 

Whither  rambling  ?  whom  purfuing 

An  idle,  tricking,  giddy  jade, 

A  phantom,  and  a  fleeting  {hade; 

Grafp'd  in  this  coxcomb's  arms  a  while, 

The  falfe  jilt  fawns,  then  a  fond  fmile  j 

On  that  flic  leers,  he  like  the  reft 

Is  foon  a  bubble  and  a  jeft  ; 

But  live  with  me,  juft  to  thyfelf, 

And  fcorn  the  bitch,  and  all  her  pelf; 

Fortune's  ador'd  by  fools  alone, 

The  wife  man  always  makes  ,his  own* 

But  'tis,  alas  1  in  vain  t'  apply 

Fine  fayings  and  philofophy, 

Where  a  poor  youth's  o'erheated  brain, 

Is  fold  to  intereft  and  gain, 

And  pride  and  fierce  ambition  reign. 

Bob  found  it  fo,  nor  did  he  ftrive 

To  work  the  nail  that  would  not  drive; 

Content  to  do  the  beft  he  could, 

And  as  became  his  brotherhood, 

Gave  him  what  money  he  could  fpare, 

And  kindly  paid  his  old  arrear, 

Bought  him  his  equipage  and  clothes, 

So  thusfupply'd  away  he  goes, 

For  London  town  he  mounts,  as  gay 

As  tailors  on  their  wedding-day. 

Not  many  miles  upon  the  road, 
A  widow's  ftately  manfion  flood  ; 
What  if  dame  Fortune  fliould  be  there  ? 
(Said  Frank)  'tis  ten  to  one,  I  fwear  : 
I'll  try  to  find  her  in  the  crowd, 
She  loves  the  wealthy  and  the  proud. 
Away  he  fpurs,  and  at  the  door 
Stood  gallant  gentry  many  a  fcore, 
Penelope  had  never  more. 
Here  tortur'd  cats-gut  fqueals  amain, 
Guittars  in  fofter  notes  complain, 
And  lutes  reveal  the  lover's  pain. 
Frank,  with  a  carelefs,  eafy  mien, 
Sung  her  a  fbng,  and  was  let  in. 
The  reft  with  envy  burft,  to  fee 
The  ftranger's  odd  felicity. 
Low  bow'd  the  footman  at  the  flairs, 
The  gentleman  at  tup  appears ; 
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And  is  your  lady,  fir,  at  home  ? 

Prav  walk  into  the  drawing-room. 

But  here  my  mufe  is  too  well  bred, 

To  prattle  what  was  done  or  faid; 

She  lik'd  the  youth,  his  drefs>,  his  face, 

His  calves,  his  back,  and  every  grace  : 

Supper  was  ferv'd,  and  down  they  fit, 

Much  meat,  good  wine,  fome  little  wit. 

The  grace-cup  drunk,  or  dance,  or  play  ; 

Frank  chofe  the  laft,  was  very  gay, 

Had  the  good  luck  the  board  to  ftrip, 

And  punted  to  her  ladyfhip. 

The  clock  ftnkes  one,  the  gentry  bow'd, 

Each  to  his  own  apartment  fhow'd; 

But  Franky  was  in  piteous  mood, 

Slept  nof.  a  wink  ;  he  raves,  he  dies, 

Smit  with  her  jointure  and  her  eyes. 

Rcftlcfs  as  in  a  lion's  den, 

He  fpravvl'd  and  kick'd  about  till  ten : 

But,  as  he  dreamt  of  future  joys, 

His  ear  was  ftartled  with  a  noife, 

Six  trumpets  and  a  ketle-drum; 

Up  in  a  hurry  flies  the  groom, 

Lord,  fir !  get  drefs'd,  the  colonel's  come  : 

Your  horfc  is  ready  at  the  door, 

You  may  reach  Uxbridge,  fir,  by  four. 

Poor  Franky  muft  in  hafte  remove, 

With  difappointment  vex'ol,  and  love; 

To  dirt  abandon'd,  and  dcfpair, 

For  lace  and  feather  won  the  fair. 

Now  for  the  town  he  jogs  apace, 
"With  leaky  boots  and  fun-burnt  face ; 
And,  leaving  Acton  in  his  rear, 
Began  to  breathe  fulphureous  air. 
Arriv'd  at  length,  the  table  fpread, 
Three  bottles  drunk,  he  reels  to  bed. 
Kext  morn  his  bufy  thoughts  begun, 
To  rile  and  travel  with  the  fun; 
Whims  heap'd  on  whims  his  head  turn'd  round. 
But  how  dame  Fortune  might  he  found, 
Was  the  momentuous  grand  affair, 
His  fecret  wifh,  his  only  care. 
Damme,  thought  Franky  to  himfelf, 
I'll  find  this  giddy  wandering  elf; 
J'll  hunt  her  out  in  every  quarter. 
Till  (lie  beftow  the  ftaff  or  garter  : 
I'll  vifit  good  Lord  Sundcrland, 
Who  keeps  the  jilt  at  his  command ; 
Or  clfe  fome  courteous  duchcl's  may 
Take  pity  on  a  runaway. 
Drefs'd  to  a  pink,  to  court  he  flies, 
At  this  levee,  and  that  he  plies  ; 
Bows  in  his  rank,  an  humble  flave, 
And  meanly  fawns  on  every  knave ; 
With  maids  of  honour  learns  to  chat, 
Fights  for  this  lord,  and  pimps  for  that. 
Fortune  he  fought  from  place  to  place, 
She  led  him  ftill  a  wild-goofe  chafe ; 
Always  prepar'd  with  fome  excufe, 
The  hopeful  younker  to  amufe ; 
Was  bufy,  indifpos'd,  was  gone 
To  Hampton-court,  or  Kenfington ; 
And,  after  all  her  wiles  and  dodgings, 
She  flipp'd  clear  off,  and  bilk'd  her  lodgings. 
Jaded,  and  almolt  in  difpair, 
A  gamefter  whifper'd  in  his  631  j 


Who  would  feek  Fortune,  fir,  at  court  ? 
At  H — 1's  is  her  chief  refort ; 
'Tis  there  her  midnight  hours  fhe  fpends, 
Is  very  gracious  to  her  friends ; 
Shows  honeft  men  the  means  of  thriving, 
The  beft,  good-natur'd  goddefs  living. 
Away  he  trudges  with  his  rook, 
Throws  many  a  main,  is  bit,  is  broke ; 
With  dirty  knuckles,  aching  head, 
Difconfolate  he  fneaks  to  bed. 

CANTO  II. 

How  humble,  and  how  complaifant, 

Is  a  proud  man  reduc'd  to  want ! 

With  what  a  filly,  hanging  face, 

He  bears  his  unforefcen  difgrace  ! 

His  fpirits  flag,  his  pulfe  beats  low, 

The  gods,  and  all  the  world  his  foe ; 

To  thriving  knaves  a  ridicule, 

A  butt  to  every  wealthy  fool. 

For  where  is  courage,  wit,  or  fcnfe, 

When  a  poor  rake  hat  loft,  his  pence  ? 

Let  all  the  learn'd  fay  what  they  can, 

'Tis  ready  money  makes  the  man  ; 

Commands  refpcdt  where'er  we  go, 

And  gives  a  grace  to  all  we  do. 

With  fuch  reflections  Frank  diftrefs'd, 

The  horrors  of  his  foul  exprefs'd  : 

Contempt,  the  bafket,  and  a  gaol, 

By  turns  his  reillefs  mind  afiail ; 

Aghaft  the  difmal  fcene  he  flies, 

And  death  grows  pleafing  in  his  eye»: 

For  Cnce  his  rhino  was  all  flown, 

To  the  laft  folitary  crown, 

Who  would  not,  like  a  Roman,  dare 

To  leave  that  world  he  could  not  fliare  ? 

The  piftol  on  his  table  lay, 

And  death  fled  hovering  o'er  his  prey ; 

There  wanted  nothing  now  to  do, 

But  touch  the  trigger,  and  adieu. 

As  he  was  faying  fome  fhort  prayers, 

He  heard  a  wheezing  on  the  ftairs, 

And  looking  out, his  aunt  appears; 

Who  from  Moorfields,  breathlefs  and  lame, 

To  fee  her  gracelefs  godfon  canie  : 

The  falutations  being  part, 

Coughing,  and  out  of  wind,  at  laft 

In  his  great  chair  fhe  took  her  place, 

How  does  your  brother  ?  is  my  neicc 

Well  marry 'd  ?  when  will  Robin  fettle  ? 

He  anfwer'd  all  things  to  a  tittle ; 

Gave  fuch  content  in  every  part, 

He  gain'd  the  good  old  beldam's  heart. 

"  Godfon,"  faid  fhe,  "  alas  !  I  know 

"  Matters  with  you  are  but  fo-fo  : 

"  You're  come  to  town,  I  underfland, 

"  To  make  your  fortune  out  of  hand ; 

**  Your  time  and  patrimony  loft, 

"  To  beg  a  place,  or  buy  a  poft. 

"  Believe  me,  godfon,  I'm  your  friend  ; 

"  Of  this  great  town,  this  wicked  end 

"  Is  ripe  for  judgment ;  Satan's  feat, 

"  The  fink  of  fin,  and  hell  complete. 

"  In  every  ftreet  of  trulls  a  troop, 

"  And  every  cook- wench  wears  a  hoop^ 
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*  Sodom  was  lefs  deform,' d  with  vice, 

«  Lewdnefs  of  all  kinds,  cards  and  dice." 

Frank  blufli'd  (which,  by  the  way,  was  more 

Than  ever  he  had  done  before) ; 

And  own'd  it  was  a  wretched  place, 

Unfit  for  any  child  of  grace. 

The  pood  old  aunt  o'erjoyed  to  fee 

Thefe  glimmerings  of  fan&ity  ; 

"  My  dear,"  faid  fhe,  "  this  purfe  is  yours, 

«  It  coft  me  many  painful  hours ; 

11  Take  it,  improve  it,  and  become 

u  By  art  and  induftry  a  plumb. 

*'  But  leave,  for  (name,  this  impious  ftreet, 

"  All  over  mark'd  with  cloven  feet ; 

"  In  our  more  holy  quarter  live, 

*'  Where  both  your  foul  and  ftock  may  thrive  ; 

**  Where  righteous  citizens  repair, 

'*  And  heaven  and  earth  the  godly  (hare, 

"  Gain  this  by  jobbing,  that  by  prayer. 

"  At  Jonathan's  go  fmoke  a  pipe, 

**  Look  very  ferious,  dine  on  tripe  ; 

"  Get  early  up,  late  clofe  your  eyes, 

"  And  leave  no  ftone  nnturn'd  to  rife  : 

*  Then  each  good  day  at  Salter's-Hall 
"  Pray  for  a  bkffing  upon  all." 

Lowly  the  ravifh'd  Franky  bows, 
While  joy  fat  fmiling  on  his  brows  ; 
And  without  fcruple,  in  a  trice, 
He  took  her  money  and  advice. 
Not  an  extravagant  young  heir, 
Befet  with  duns,  and  in  defpair, 
"When  joyful  tidings  reach  his  ear, 
And  dad  retires  by  heaven's  commands, 
To  leave  his  chink  to  better  hands ; 
Not  wandering  failors  almofl  loft, 
When  they  behold  the  wifh'd-for  coaft ; 
Not  culprit  when  the  knot  is  plac'd, 
And  kind  reprive  arrives  in  hafle ; 
E'er  felt  a  joy  in  fuch  excefs, 
As  Frank  reliev'd  from  this  diftrefs. 
A  thoufand  antic  tries  he  play'd, 
The  purfe  he  kifs'd,  fwpre,  curs'd  and  pray'd  5 
Counted  the  pieces  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  hugg'd  his  unexpected  (lore  ; 
Built  {lately  caftles  in  the  air, 
Supp'd  with  the  great,  enjoy'd  the  fair ; 
Pick'd  out  his  title  and  his  place, 
Was  fcarce  contented  with  your  Grace. 
Strange  vifions  working  in  his  head, 
Frantic,  half  mad,  he  ftrolls  to  bed ; 
Sleeps  little  ;  if  he  fleeps,  he  dreams 
Of  fceptres,  and  of  diadems. 
"  Fortune,"  faid  he,  "  ftiall  now' no  more 
"  Trick  and  deceive  me  as  of  yore  : 
*'  This  pafiport  (hall  admittance  gain, 
"  In  fpight  of  all  the  jilt's  difdain  : 
"  'Tis  this  the  tyrant's  pride  difarms, 
"  And  brings  her  bluftung  to  my  arms ; 
"  This  golden  bough  rny  wifh  fhall  fpeed, 
11  And  to  th'  Elyfian  fields  flia.ll  lead." 
The  morn  fcarce  peep'd,  but  up  he  rofe, 
Impatient  huddled  on  his  clothes ; 
Call'd  the  next  coach,  gave  double  pay, 
And  to  'Change- Alley  whirl'd  away. 
'Tis  here  dame  Fortune  every  day 
Opeps  her  tooth,  and  Ifcows  her  play ; 


Here  laughing  fits  behind  the  fcene, 

Dances  her  puppets  here  unfcen, 

And  turns  her  whimfical  machine. 

Powel,  with  all  his  wire  and  wit, 

To  her  great  genius  muft  fubmit : 

Exa6t  at  twelve  the  goddefs  ihows. 

And  fame  aloud  her  trumpet  blows; 

Harangues  the  mob  with  (hams  and  lie% 

And  bids  their  actions  fall,  or  rife. 

Old  Chaos  here  his  throne  regains; 

And  here  in  odd  confufion  reigns ; 

Ail  order,  all  diftinction  loft, 

Now  high,  now  low,  the  fools  are  toft. 

Here  lucky  coxcombs  vainly  rear 

Their  giddy  heads,  there  in  defpair 

Sits  humbled  pride,  with  downcaft  look, 

Bankrupts  reftor'd,  and  inifers  broke, 

Strange  figures  here  our  eyes  invade, 

And  the  whole  world  in  mafquerade  j 

A  carman  in  a  hat  and  feather, 

A  lord  in  frieze,  his  breeches  leather  : 

Tom  Whiplalh  in  his  coach  of  ftate, 

Drawn  by  the  tits  he  drove  of  late  i 

A  colonel  of  the  bold  train-bands. 

Selling  his  equipage  and  lands. 

Hard  by  a  cobler  bidding  fair, 

For  the  gold  chain,  and  next  lord  mayor: 

A  butcher  bluftering  in  the  crowd, 

Of  his  late  purchas'd  'fcutcheon  proud, 

Retains  his  cleaver  for  his  creft, 

His  motto  too  beneath  the  reft, 

"  Virtue  and  merit  is  a  jeft." 

Two  toafts  with  all  their  trinkets  gone, 

Padding  the  ftreets  for  half  a-crown : 

A  daggled  countefs  and  her  maid, 

Her  houfe-rent  and  her  flaves  unpaid, 

A  tailor's  wife  in  rich  brocade. 

All  i'c£st  all  parties,  high  and  low, 

At  fortune's  fhrine  devoutly  bow; 

Nought  can  their  ardent  zeal  reftrain, 

Where  each  man's  godlinefs  is  gain. 

From  taverns,  meeting-houfes,  flews, 

Atheifts  and  Quakers,  bawds  and  Jews, 

Statefmen  and  fidlers,  beaux  and  porters, 

Blue  aprons  here,  and  there  blue  garters. 

As  human  race  of  old  began 

From  ftones  and  clods,  transform'd  to  man. 

So  from  each  dunghill,  ftrange  furprife ! 

In  troops  the  recent  gentry  rife, 

Of  mufhroom  growth,  they  wildly  flare, 

And  ape  the  great  with  awkward  air : 

So  Pinkethman  upon  the  ftage, 

Mounting  his  afs  in  warlike  rage, 

With  fimpering  Dicky  for  his  page, 

In  Lee's  mad  rant,  with  monkey  face, 

Burlefques  the  prince  of  Ammon's  race. 

Induftrious  Frank,  among  the  reft, 

Bought,  fold,  and  cavil'd,  bawl'd  and  prefs'd; 

Lodg'd  in  a  garret  on  the  fpot, 

Follow'd  inftructions  to  a  jot, 

The  praying  part  alone  forgot. 

Leariit  every  dealing  term  of  art, 

And  all  th'  ingenious  cant  by  heart; 

Nor  doubted  but  he  foon  fhould  find 

Dame  Fortune  complaifant  and  kind, 
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After  her  oft  he  call'd  aloud, 

But  ftill  fhe  vanifti'd  in  the  crowd; 

Now  with  fmooth  looks  and  tempting  fmilcs 

The  faithlefs  hypocrite  beguiles ; 

Then  with  a  cool  and  fcornful  air, 

Bids  the  deluded  wretch  defpair ; 

Takes  pet  without  the  lead  pretence, 

And  wonders  at  his  infolence. 

Thus  with  her  fickle  humours  vex'd, 

And  between  hopes  and  fears  perplex'd  ; 

His  patience  quite  worn  out  at  laft 

Refolves  to  throw  one  defperate  caft. 

**  'Tisvain,"  faid  he,  "  to  whine  and  woo, 

**  *Tis  one  briik  ftroke  the  work  muft  do. 

**  Fortune  w  like  a  widow  won, 

"  And  truckles  to  the  bold  alone  ; 

**  I'll  pufh  at  once  and  venture  all, 

••  At  leaft  I  fhall  with  honour  fall." 

Bnt,  curfe  upon  the  treacherous  jade, 

Who  thus  his  Cervices  repaid ; 

When  now  he  thought  the  world  his  own, 

He  bought  a  bear,  and  was  undone. 

CANTO  III. 

As  here  is  fomething  in  a  face, 

An  air,  and  a  peculiar  grace, 

Which  boldeft  painters  cannot  trace ; 

That  more  than  features,  fhape,  or  hair, 

Diftinguifhes  the  happy  fair ; 

Strikes  every  eye,  and  makes  her  known 

A  ruling  toaft  through  all  the  town : 

So  in  each  action  'tisfuccefs 

That  gives  it  all  its  comelinefs; 

Guards  it  from  ccnfure  and  from  blame, 

Brightens  and  burnilhes  our  fame. 

For  what  is  virtue,  courage,  wit, 

In  all  men,  but  a  lucky  hit  ? 

But,  vice  vcrta,  where  this  fails, 

The  wifeft  conduct  nought  avails; 

The  man  of  merit  foon  (hall  find 

The  world  to  profperous  knaves  inclin'd, 

Himfelf  the  laft  of  all  mankind. 

Too  true  poor  Frank  this  thefis  found, 

Bankrupt,  defpoil'd,  and  run  aground, 

In  durance  vile  detain'd  and  loft, 

And  all  his  mighty  projects  croft  : 

With  grief  and  fhame  at  once  oppreft, 

Tears  fwell  his  eyes,  and  fighs  his  bread; 

A  poor,  forlorn,  abandon 'd  rake, 

Where  {hall  he  turn  ?  what  meafures  take  ? 

Betray'd,  deceiv'd,  and  ruin'd  quite, 

By  his  own  greedy  appetite ; 

Jie  mourns  his  fatal  luft  of  pelf, 

And  curfes  Fortune  and  himfelf : 

In  limbo  pent,  would  fain  get  free, 

Importunate  for  liberty. 

So  -when  the  watchful  hungry  moufe, 

At  midnight  prowling  round  the  houfe. 

Winds  in  a  corner  toafted  cheele, 

Clad  the  luxurious  prey  to  feize  ; 

With  whilkers  curl'd,  and  round  black  eyes, 

He  meditates  the  lufcious  prize, 

Till  caught,  trepann'd,  laments  too  late 

The  rigorous  decrees  of  fate  ; 


Reftlefs  his  freedom  to  regain, 

He  bites  the  wire,  and  climbs  in  vain. 

The  wretched  captive  thus  diftrefs'd, 

His  bufy  thoughts  allow  no  reft  : 

Fond  on  each  project  to  depend, 

Kind  hope  his  only  faithful  friend  ; 

Odd  whimfies  floating  in  his  brain, 

He  plots,  contrives,  but  all  in  vain, 

Approves,  rejects,  and  thinks  again. 

As  when  the  fhipwreck'd  wretch  is  toft 

From  wave  to  wave,  and  almofl  loft, 

Beat  by  the  billows  from  the  fhore, 

Returns  half  drown'd,  and  hugs  once  more 

The  friendly  plank  he  grafp'd  before  : 

So  Frank,  when  all  expedients  fail, 

To  fave  his  carcafe  from  a  gaol, 

Eat  up  with  vermin  and  with  care, 

And  almoft  finking  in  defpair, 

Refelves  once  more  to  make  his  court 

To  his  old  aunt,  his  laft  refort : 

Takes  pen  in  hand,  now  writes,  now  tears, 

Then  blots  his  paper  with  his  tears, 

Ranfacks  his  troubled  foul,  to  raife 

Each  tender  fentiment  and  phrafc  ; 

And  every  lame  excufe  fupplies 

With,  artful  colouring  and  difguife ; 

Kind  to  himfelf,  lays  all  the  blame 

On  Fortune,  that  capricious  dame  : 

In  fhort  informs  her  all  was  loft, 

And  fends  it  by  the  peimy-poft. 

Soon  as  the  ancient  nymph  had  read 

The  fatal  frroll,  fhe  took  her  bed, 

Cold  palfies  feize  her  trerrbling  head  ; 

She  groans,  fhe  fighs,  fhe  fobs,  fhefmears 

Her  fpeclacles  and  beard  with  tears ; 

HT  nofe  that  wont  to  fympathife 

With  all  th'  o'erflowings  of  her  eyes, 

Adown  in  pearly  drops  diftils, 

Th'  united  ftream  each  chafm  fills. 

Geneva  now,  nor  Nants  will  do, 

Hex  toothlefs  gums  their  hold  let  go ; 

And  on  the  ground,  O  fatal  ftroke  ! 

The  fliort  coaeval  pipe  is  broke : 

With  vapours  chok'd,  cntrancM  fhe  lies, 

Belches,  and  prays,  and  f — ts,  and  dies, 

But  fleep,  that  kind  reftorative, 

Recall'd  her  foul,  and  bid  her  live ; 

With  cooler  thoughts  the  cafe  fhe  weigh'd, 

And  brought  her  reafon  to  her  aid. 

Away  fhe  hobbles,  and  with  fpeed 

Refolves  to  fee  the  captive  freed ; 

Wipe  off  this  ftain  and  foul  difgrace, 

And  vindicate  her  ancient  race. 

With  her  a  fage  director  comes, 

More  weighty  than  a  brace  of  plumbs, 

A  good  man  in  the  city  cant, 

Where  cafh,  not  morals,  makes  the  faint. 

T'  improve  a  genius  fo  polite, 

The  clumfy  thing  was  dubb'd  a  knight : 

Fortune's  chief  confident  and  friend, 

Grown  fat  by  many  a  dividend; 

And  ftill  her  favour  he  retains, 

By  want  of  merit  and  of  brains  ; 

On  her  top  fpoke  fublime  he  fits, 

The  jeft  and  theme  of  fncering  wits : 


FABLES,  TALES,    &c. 


For  fools  in  fortune's  pillory  plac'd 

Are  mounted  to  be  more  difgrac'd. 

This  rich  old  Hunks,  as  Woodcock  wife, 

Was  call'd  the  younker  to  advife  : 

««  Young  man,"  faid  he,  "  refrain  from  tears, 

"  While  joyful  tidings  blefs  thine  ears; 

"  Up  and  be  doing,  boy,  and  try 

"  To  conquer  fate  by  induflry ; 

"  For  know  that  all  of  mortal  race, 

*'  Are  born  to  lofles  and  difgrace  : 

"  Ev'n  I  broke  twice,  I,  heretofore 

"  A  tailor  defpicably  poor, 

'*  In  every  hole  far  flicker  crept, 

*'  On  the  fame  bulk,  botch'd,  lous'd,  and  flept, 

'«  With  fcarce  one  penny  to  prepare 

"  A  friendly  halter  in  defpair  ; 

"  My  credit  like  my  garment  tern, 

"  Threadbare,  and  ragged,  over- worn  : 

"  Butfoon  I  patch'd  it  up  again, 

"  Thefe  bufy  hands,  this  working  brain, 

"  Ne'er  ceas'd  from  labour,  pain,  and  fweat, 

"  Till  fortune  fmil'd,  and  I  was  great. 

"  Now  at  each  pompous  city  feaft, 

"  Who  but  Sir  Triflram  ?  Every  gueft 

"  Refpectful  bows.     In  each  debate, 

"  My  nod  muft  give  the  fentence  weight : 

"  On  me  prime  miniflers  attend, 

"  And Aiflabie  's  my  friend  : 

,>"  In  embryo  each  bold  project  lies, 
"  Till  my  confenting  purfe  lupplics. 
-"  This  hand — nay  do  not  think  me  vain, 
**  Soften'd  the  Swede,  and  humbled  Spain. 
c<  To  rac  the  fair,  whom  all  adore, 
*'  Addrefs  their  prayers,  and  own  my  power ; 
"  When  the  poor  toaft  by  break  of  day 
"  Has  punted  all  her  gold  away, 
1  "  Undrefs'd,  and  in  her  native  charms, 

*'  She  flies  to  thefe  indulgent  arms; 
[  "  She  curls  each  dimple  in  her  face 
i  "  To  win  the  good  Sir  Triftram's  grace ; 
"  Offers  her  brilliants  with  a  fmile, 
"  That  might  an  achoret  beguile  ; 
"  And  when  my  potent  aid  is  lent, 
"  Away  the  dear-one  wheels  content. 
"  He  that  can  money  get,  my  boy, 
"  Shall  every  other  good  enjoy  ; 
"  Be  rich,  and  every  boon  receive, 
>v  "  That  man  can  wifli,  or  Heaven  can  give. 
*'  Now  to  the  means,  dear  youth,  attend, 
*'  By  which  thy  forrows  foon  fliall  end  : 
"  Thy  good  old  aunt  refolves  to  bail 
"  Her  hopeful  godfou  out  of  gaol ; 
"  But  what  is  freedom  to  the  poor  ? 
"  The  man  who  begs  from  door  to  door 
"  Is  free  ;  in  lazy  wretchednefs 
"  He  lives,  till  Heaven  his  fubftance  blefs ; 
"  But,  having  learnt  to  cog  and  choufe, 
"    To  cut  a  purfe,  or  break  a  houfe, 
44  Then  foon  he  mends  his  own  apparel, 
"  Eats  boiPd  and  roaft,  and  taps  his  barrel ; 
"  Drinks  double  bub,  with  all  his  might, 
"  And  hugs  his  doxy  every  night : 
"  Thy  fprightly  genius  ne'er  iball  lie 
"  Dcpreis'd  by  want  and  penury  ; 
"  Go,  with  a  profperous  merry  gale, 
**  To  the  South  Seas  adventurous  fail ; 


Fat  Plenty  dwells  on  thofe  rich  fliores, 
Abundance  opens  all  her  ftores ; 
Ingots  and  pearls  for  beads  are  fold, 
And  rivers  glide  on  fands  of  gold  ; 
Profit  and  Pleafure  hand  in  hand, 
Smile  on  the  fields,  and  blefs  the  land ; 
The  fwains  unlabour'd  harvefls  reap, 
Fountains  run  wine,  and  whores  are  cheap, 
'  Fortune  is  always  true  and  kind, 

*  Nor  veers,  as  here,  with  every  wind ; 
Not,  as  in  thefe  penurious  ifles, 

*  Retails  her  bleflings  and  her  fmiles ; 

'  But  deals  by  wholefale  with  her  friends, 

*  And  gluts  them  with  her  dividends. 
Then  hafte,  fet  fail,  the  fhip's  unmoor'd, 

*  And  waits  to  take  thee  now  on  board." 
The  youth  o'erjoy'd  this  project  hears, 
?rom  his  flock-bed  his  head  he  rears, 
And  waters  all  his  rags  with  tears. 

n  fhort,  he  took  his  friend's  advice, 
Pack'd  up  his  baggage  in  a  trice  ; 
Dancing  ifor  joy,  on  board  he  flew, 
With  all  Potofi  in  his  view. 

CANTO  IV. 


BEHOLD  the  youth  juft  now  fet  free 
On  land,  imtnur'd  again  at  fea ; 
Stow'd  with  his  cargo  in  the  hold, 
[n  queft  of  other  worlds  fof  gold. 
He  who  fo  late  regal'd  at  eafe, 
On  olios,  foups,  and  fricaflees ; 
Drank  with  the  witty  and  the  gay, 
parkling  Champaign,  and  rich  Tokay ; 
Now  breaks  his  faft  with  Suffolk  cheefe, 
And  burfts  at  noon  with  pork  and  peafe ; 
Inftead  of  wine,  content  to  fip, 
With  noify  tars,  their  naufeous  flip  : 
Their  breath  with  chew'd  mundungus  fweet, 
Their  jefts  more  fulfome  than  their  meat. 
While  thunder  rolls,  and  ftorms  arife, 
He  fnoring  in  his  hammock  lies ; 
In  golden  dreams  enjoys  the  night, 
And  counts  his  bags  with  vafl  delight* 
Mountains  of  gold  erect  his  throne, 
Each  precious  gem  is  now  his  own  ;  ._ 

Kind  Jove  defcends  in  golden  fleet, 
Pactolus  murmurs  at  his  feet ; 
The  fea  gives  up  its  hoarded  {lore, 
Pofiefling  all  he  covets  more. 
O  gold  !  attractive  gold !  in  vain 
Honour  and  confcience  would  reflraio 
Thy  boundlefs  univerfal  reign. 
To  thce  each  ftubborn  virtue  bends, 
The  man  oblig'd  betrays  his  friend^ ; 
The  patriot  quits  his  country's  caufe, 
And  fells  her  liberty  and  laws  ; 
The  pious  prude's  no  longer  nice, 
And  ev'n  lawn  fleeves  can  flatter  vice* 
At  thy  too  abfolute  command, 
Thy  zealots  raniack  fea  and  land : 
Where'er  thy  beams  thy  power  difplay, 
The  fwarming  infects  hafte  away, 
To  baflc  in  thy  refulgent  ray. 

Now  the  bold  crew  with  profperous  winda 
Leave  the  recreating  laud  behind ; 
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Fearlefs  they  quit  their  native  fliore, 
Albion's  cliffs  are  feen  no  more. 
Then  on  the  wide  Atlantic  borne, 
Their  rigging  and  their  tackle  torn  ; 
Danger  in  various  fhapes  appears, 
Sudden  alarms,  and  fhiveriiig  fears. 
Here,  might  fome  copious  bard  dilate 
And  fhow  fierce  Neptune  drawn  in  ilate ; 
"While  guards  of  Triton's  clear  his  way, 
And  Nereids  round  his  chariot  play  ; 
Then  bid  the  ftormy  Boreas  rife, 
And  forky  lightning  cleave  the  ikies ; 
The  fhip  nigh  foundering  in  the  deep, 
Or  bounding  o'er  the  ridgy  ftcep  : 
Defcribe  the  monfters  of  the  main, 
The  Phocffi,  and  their  finny  train, 
Tornados,  hurricanes,  and  rain. 
Spouts,  {hoals,  and  rocks  of  dreadful  Cze, 
And  pirates  lurking  for  their  prize  ; 
Amazing  miracles  rehearfe, 
And  turn  all  Dampier  into  verfe. 
My  negligent  and  humble  mufe 
L,efs  ambitious  aims  purfues ; 
Content  with  more  familiar  phrafe, 
Nor  deals  in  fuch  embroider'd  lays ; 
Pleas'd  if  my  rhyme  juft  meafure  keeps, 
And  ftretch'd  at  cafe  my  reader  fleeps. 
Hibernian  matrons  thus  of  old, 
Their  foporific  ftories  told ; 
To  fleep  in  vain  the  patient  drove, 
Perplex'd  with  bufinefs,  crofs'd  in  love  ; 
Till  foothing  tales  becalm'd  his  breaft, 
And  luli'd  his  troubled  foul  to  reft. 
Suffice  it  only  to  recite, 
They  drank  all  day,  they  fnor'd  all  night : 
And,  after  many  moons  v/erc  paft, 
They  made  the  wifh'd-for  mores  at  laft. 
Frank,  with  his  cargo  in  his  hand, 
I.eap'd  joyful  on  the  golden  ftrand; 
Open'd  his  toy-fliop  in  the  port,  * 
Trinkets  of  various  Cze  and  fort ; 
Bracelets  and  combs,  bodkins  and  tweezers, 
Bath-metal  rings,  and  knives,  and  fciflars; 
And  in  one  lucky  day  got  more 
Than  Bubble-boy  in  half  a  fcore  : 
For  Fortune  now,  no  longer  coy, 
Smil'd  on  her  darling  favourite  boy ; 
No  longer  from  his  arms  retir'd, 
But  gave  him  all  his  heart  defir'd, 
Ah  !  thoughtlefs  youth !  in  time  beware, 
And  fhun  the  treacherous  harlot's  fnare ; 
The  wifer  favages  behold, 
Who  truck  not  liberty  for  gold ; 
Proof  againft  all  her  fubtle  wiles, 
Regardlefs  of  her  frowns  or  finiles ; 
If  frugal  Nature  want  fupplies, 
The  lance  or  dart  unerring  flies : 
The  mountain  boar  their  prey  defcenda, 
Or  the  fat  kid  regales  their  friends  ; 
The  jocund  tribe,  from  fun  to  fun, 
Feaft  on  the  prize  their  valour  won. 
Ceafe,  babbling  mufe,  thy  vain  advice, 
*Tis  thrown  away  on  avarice  : 
Bid  hungry  lions  quit  their  prey, 
®r  ftrcams  that  down  the  mountains  ftray 


Divert  their  courfe,  return  again, 

And  climb  the  deep  from  whence  they  car 

Unbleft  with  his  ill-gotten  ftore, 
Th*  infatiate  youth  ftill  craves  for  more; 
To  tounfel  deaf,  t'  examples  blind, 
Scrapes  up  whatever  he  can  find. 
Now  mafter  of  a  veflel  grown, 
With  all  the  glittering  freight  his  own, 
To  Fortune  ftill  he  makes  his  court, 
And  coafts  along  from  port  to  port. 
Each  rolling  tide  brings  frcfh  fupplics, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  delight  his  eyes. 
Through  Panama's  delicious  bay, 
The  loaded  veffel  ploughs  her  way  ; 
With  the  rich  freight  opprefs'd  flic  fail«, 
And  fummons  all  the  friendly  gales, 
Frank  on  her  deck  triumphant  flood, 
And  view'd  the  calm  tranfparent  flood; 
Let  book -learn'dfots,  faid  he,  adore 
Th'  afpiring  hills  that  grace  thy  ihore; 
Thy  verdant  ifles,  the  groves  that  bow 
Their  nodding  heads,  and  (hade  thy  brow ; 
Thy  face  fercne,  thy  gentle  breaft. 
Where  fyrens  fing,  and  halcyons  reft ; 
Propitious  flood  !  on  me  beftow 
The  treafures  of  thy  depths  below  ; 
Which  leng  in  thy  dark  womb  have  flept, 
From  age  to  age  fecurely  kept. 
Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when,  ftrange  furprifc  ! 
Th'  indignant  waves  in  mountains  rife, 
And  hurricanes  invade  the  flcies; 
The  (hip  againft  the  {hoals  was  ftruck, 
And  in  a  thoufand  pieces  broke  ; 
But  one  poor  trufty  plank,  to  fave 
Its  owner  from  the  watery  grave ; 
On  this  he -mounts,  is  caft  on  fhore, 
Half  dead,  a  bankrupt  as  before  : 
Spiritlefs,  fainting,  and  alone, 
On  the  bare  beach  he  makes  his  moan. 
Then  dimbs  the  ragged  rock,  t'  explore 
If  aught  was  driving  to  the  fhore, 
1'he  poor  remains  of  all  his  ftore  : 
With  greedy  diligence  prepar'd 
To  fave  whate'er  the  waves  had  fpar'd. 
But,  oh  !  the  wretch  expects  in  vain 
Companion  from  the  furious  main ; 
Men,  goods,  are  funk.     Mad  with  defpalt 
He  beat  his  breaft,  he  tore  his  hair  : 
Then  leaning  o'er  the  craggy  fteep, 
Lotk'd  down  irto  the  boiling  deep; 
Almoft  refolv'd  to  caft  himfelf, 
And  perifh  with  his  dear,  dear  pelf. 

CANTO  V. 

IF  Heaven  the  thriving  trader  blefs, 
What  fa*wning  crowds  about  him  prefs ! 
But,  if  he  fail,  diftrefs'd  and  poor, 
His  mob  of  friends  are  feen  no  more ; 
For  all  men  hold  it  meet  to  fly 
Th'  infectious  breath  of  poverty. 
Poor  Frank,  defer  ted  and  forlorn, 
Curfes  the  day  that  he  was  born  : 
Each  treacherous  crony  hides  his  facff, 
Or  ftarts  whene'er  he  haunts  the  place* 


FABLES,  TALES, 


His  wealth  thus  loft,  with  that  his  friends, 

On  Fortune  ftill  the  youth  depends : 

One  fmile,  faid  he,  can  foonireftore 

A  bankrupt  wretch,  and  give  him  more; 

She  will  not,  fure,  refufe  her  aid  ? 

Fallacious  hope  !  for  the  falfe  jade 

That  very  day  took  wing,  was  flown, 

And  on  her  .wonted  journey  gone 

(Intent  her  coftly  goods  to  fell) 

From  Panama  to  Portobel : 

Five  hundred  mules  her  baggage  bear, 

And  groan  beneath  the  precious  ware, 

The  goddefs  rides  fublime  in  air  ; 

And  hence  conveys  a  frefli  fupply, 

For  pride,  debate,  and  luxury. 

Frank,  when  he  heard  th'  unwelcome  news, 

Like  a  {launch  hound  the  chafe  purfues, 

Takes  the  fame  rout,  doubles  his  fpeed, 

Nor  doubts  her  help  in  time  of  need. 

O'er  the  wide  wafte,  through  pathlefs  ways, 
The  folitary  pilgrim  flrays  ; 
Now  on  the  fwampy  defart  plain, 
Through  brakes  of  mangroves  works  with  pain  ; 
Then  climbs  the  hills  with  many  a  groan, 
And  melts  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 
With  berries  and  green  plantains  fed, 
On  the  parch'd  earth  he  leans  his  head  ; 
Fainting  with  thirft,  to  heaven  he  cries, 
But  finds  no  ftream  but  from  his  eyes. 
Ah,  wretch  !  thy  vain  laments  forbear, 
And  for  a  worfe  extreme  prepare ; 
Sudden  the  lowering  ftorms  arifc, 
The  burfting  thunder  rends  the  Ikies, 

Aflant  the  ruddy  lightning  flies; 

Darts  through  the  gloom  a  tranfient  ray, 

And  gives  a  (hort,  but  dreadful  day  : 

With  pealing  rain  the  woods  refound, 

Convulfions  fhake  the  folid  ground. 

Benumb'd  with  cold,  but  more  with  fear, 

Strange  phantoms  to  his  mind  appear, 

The  wolves  around  him  howl  for  food, 

The  ravenous  tigers  hunt  for  blood, 

And  canibals  more  fierce  chan  they 

(Monfters  who  make  mankind  their  prey) 

Riot  and  feaft  on  human  gore, 

And,  ftill  infatiate,  thirfts  for  more. 

Half  dead  at  every  noifc  he  hears, 

His  fancy  multiplies  his  fears ; 

Whate'er  he  read  or  heard  of  old, 

Whate'er  his  nurfe  or  Crufoe  told, 

Each  tragic  fcene  his  eyes  behold  : 

Things  paft  as  prefent  fear  applies. 

Their  pains  he  bears,  their  deaths  he  die*. 
At  length  the  fun  began  to  peep, 

And  gild  the  furface  of  the  deep, 

Then  on  the  reeking  moifture  fed, 

The  fcatter'd  clouds  before  him  fled, 

The  rivers  fhrunk  into  their  bed  : 

Nature  revives ;  the  feather'd  throng 

Salute  the  morning  with  a  fong. 

Frank  with  his  fellow-brutes  arofe, 

Yet  dreaming  ftill  he  faw  his  foes, 

Reels  to  and  fro,  laments  and  grieves, 

And  ftarting,  doubts  if  yet  he  lives. 

At  laft  his  fpirits  mend  their  pace, 

And  hope  fat  dawning  on  his  face ; 


Ev'n  fuch  is  human  life,  faid'hd, 

A  night  of  dread  and  tnifery, 

Till  heaven  relents,  relieves  out*  pain, 

And  fun-fliine  days  return  again. 

O  Fortune  !  who  doft  now  beftow, 

Frowning,  this  bitter  cup  of  woe, 

Do  not  thy  faithful  flave  deftroy, 

But  give  th'  alternative  of  joy. 

Then  many  a  painful  ftep  he  takes, 

O'er  hills  and  vales,  through  woods  and  brakes  3 

No  fturdy  defperate  buccaneer 

E'er  fuffer'd  hardfliips  more  feverc. 

Stubborn,  incorrigibly  blind, 

No  dangers  can  divert  his  mind ; 

His  tedious  journey  he  purfues, 

At  laft  his  eye  tranfported  views 

Fair  Portobel,  whofe  rifing  fpires 

Inflame  his  heart  with  new  defires. 

Secure  of  Fortune's  grace,  he  fmiles', 

And  flattering  hope  the  wretch  beguiles.' 

Though  nature  calls  for  fleep  and  food, 

Yet  ftronger  avarice  fubdued ; 

Ev'n  (hameful  nakednefs  and  pain, 

And  thirft  and  hunger,  plead  in  vain  : 

No  reft  he  gives  his  weary  feet, 

Fortune  he  feeks  from  ftreet  to  ftreet  ; 

Careful  in  every  corner  pries, 

Now  here,  now  there,  impatient  flies, 

Wherever  bufy  crowds  refort, 

The  change,  the  market,  and  the  port  5 

In  vain  he  turns  his  eye-balls  round, 

Fortune  was  no  where  to  be  found ; 

The  jilt,  not  many  hours  before, 

With  the  Plate-fleet  had  left  the  fhore 

Laughs  at  the  credulous  fool  behind, 

And  joyful  feuds  before  the  wind. 

Poor  Frank  forfaken  on  the  coaft, 

All  hisjFond  hopes  at  once  are  loft. 

Aghaft  the  fwelling  fails  he  views, 

And  with  his  eye  the  fleet  purfues, 

Till,  leffen'd  to  his  wearied  fight, 

It  leaves  him  to  defpair  and  night. 

So  when  the  faithlefs  Thefeus  fled 

The  Cretan  nymph's  deferted  bed, 

Awak'd,  at  diftance  on  the  main, 

She  view'd  the  profperous  perjur'd  fwain, 

And  call'd  th'  avenging  gods  in  vain. 

Proftrate  on  earth  till  break  of  day, 

Senfelefs  and  motionlefs  he  lay, 

Till  tears  at  laft  find  out  their  way  ; 

Gufti  like  a  torrent  from  his  eye«, 

In  bitternefs  of  foul  he  cries, 

'    O  Fortune  !  now  too  la  e  I  fee, 

*  Too  late,  alas!  thy  treachery. 

*  Wretch  that  I  am,  abandon'd,  loft, 
'    About  the  world  at  random  toft, 

1    Whither,  oh,  whither  fhall  I  run  ? 

tf  Sore  pinch'd  with  hunger,  and  undone. 

"  In  the  dark  mines  go  hide  thy  head 

"  Accurs'd,  exchange  thy  fweat  for  bread, 

"  Scuik  under  ground,  in  earth's  dark  womit 

"  Go,  flave,  and  dig  thyfelf  a  tomb  : 

"  There's  gold  enough ;  pernicious  gold ! 

"  To  which  long  fince  thy  peace  was  fold; 

"  Vain  helplefs  idol :   canft  thou  fave 

"  This  (hattcr'd  carcafe  from  the  grave  t 
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•«  Reftlefs  difturber  of  mankind, 

"  Canft  thou  give  health,  or  peace  of  mind  ? 

"  Ah,  no  !  deceiv'd  the  fool  mall  be 

"  Who  puts  his  confidence  in  thce. 

«c  Fatally  blind,  my  native  home 

w  I  left,  in  this  rude  world  to  roam ; 

14  O  brother !  fliall  I  view  no  more 

"  Thy  peaceful  bowers  ?  fair  Albion's  more  ? 

"  Yes  (if  kind  Heaven  my  life  fhall  fpare) 

«  Some  happy  moments  yet  I'll  fhare, 

"  In  thy  delightful  bleft  retreat, 

"  With  thee  contemn  the  rich  and  great ; 

•*  Reedeem  my  time  mifpent,  and  wait 

«  Till  death  relieve  th'  unfortunate." 

Adverfity,  fage  ufeful  gueft, 
Severe  inftructor,  but  the  beft ; 
It  is  from  thee  alone  we  know 
Juftly  to  value  things  below; 
Right  reafon's  ever  faithful  friend, 
To  thee  our  haughty  paflions  bend ; 
Tam'd  by  thy  rod,  poor  Frank  at  laft 
Repents  of  all  his  follies  paft  ; 
Refig/i'd,  and  patient  to  endure 
Thofe  ills,  which  Heaven  alone  can  cure. 
With  vain  purfuits  and  labours  worn, 
He  meditates  a  quick  return, 
Longs  to  revifit  yet  once  more, 
Poor  prodigal  1  his  native  (bore. 
In  the  next  (hip  for  Britain  bound, 
Glad  Frank  a  ready  paffage  found  ; 
Nor  veflel  now,  nor  freight  his  own, 
He  fears  no  longer  Fortune's  frown ; 
No  property  but  life  his  fhare, 
J,ife  a  frail  good  not  worth  his  care  ; 
Active  and  willing  to  obey, 
A  merry  mariner,  and  gay, 
He  hands  the  fails,  and  jokes  all  day. 
At  night  no  dreams  difturb  his  reft, 
No  paflions  riot  in  hisbreaft  ; 
For,  having  nathing  left  to  lofe, 
Sweet  and  unbroken  his  repofe  : 
And  now  fair  Albion's  cliff,  are  feen, 
And  hills  with  fruitful  herbage  green : 
His  heart  beats  quick,  the  joy  that  ties 
His  faltering  tongue  burfts  from  his  eyes. 
At  length,  thus  hail'd  the  well-known  land, 
And  kneeling  kifs'd  the  happy  ftrand, 
•'  And  do  I  then  draw  native  air, 
•'  After  an  age  of  toil  and  care  ? 
"  O  welcome  parent  ifle  !  no  more 
"  The  vagrant  {hall  defert  thy  fhore, 
"  But,  flying  to  thy  kind  embrace, 
11  Here  end  his  life's  laborious  race." 
So  when  the  flag,  intent  to  rove, 
Quits  the  fafe  park  and  fheltering  grove, 
Tops  the  high  pale,  ftrolls  unconfin'd, 
And  leaves  the  lazy  herd  behind, 
Bleft  in  his  happy  change  a  while, 
Corn  fields  and  flowery  meadows  anile, 
The  pamper'd  beaft  enjoys  the  fpoil ; 
Till  on  the  next  returning  morn, 
Alarm'd,  be  hears  the  fatal  horn  ; 
Before  the  ftaunch,  bluod-thirfty  hounds, 
Panting,  o'er  hills  unknown  he  bounds. 
With  clamour  every  wood  refoucds : 
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He  creeps  the  thorny  brakes  with  pain, 
He  feeks  the  diftant  ftream  in  vain, 
And  now,  by  fad  experience  wife, 
To  his  dear  home  the  rambler  flies; 
His  old  enclofure  gains  once  more, 
And  joins  the  herd  he  fcorn'd  before. 

Nor  are  his  labours  finifli'd  yet, 
Hunger  and  thirft,  and  pain  and  fweat, 
And  many  a  tedious  mile  remains, 
Before  his  brother's  houfe  he  gains. 
Without  one  doit  his  purfe  to  blefs, 
Nor  very  elegant  his  drefs ; 
With  a  tarr'd  jump,  a  crooked  bat, 
Scarce  one  whole  fhoe,  and  half  a  hat ; 
From  door  to  door  the  ftroller  fkipp'd, 
Sometimes  reli«v'd,  but  oftcner  whipp'd ; 
Sun-burnt  and  ragged,  on  he  fares, 
At  laft  the  manfion-houfc  appears, 
Timely  relief  for  all  his  cares. 
Around  he  gaz'd,  his  greedy  fight 
Devours  each  object  with  delight; 
Through  each  known  haunt  tranfported  roves, 
Gay  fmiling  fields,  and  fhady  grovei, 
Once  confcious  of  his  youthful  loves. 
About  the  hofpitable  gate 
Crowds  of  dejected  wretches  wait ; 
Each  day  kind  Bob's  diffufive  hand, 
Cheer'd  and  refrefh'd  the  tatter'd  band, 
Proud  the  moft  godlike  joy  to  (bare, 
He  fed  the  hungry,  cloth'd  the  bare. 
Frank  amongft  thefe  his  ftation  chofe, 
With  looks  revealing  inward  woes; 
When,  lo  :  with  wonder  and  furprife,  ~) 

He  faw  dame  Fortune  in  difguife ;  > 

He  faw,  but  fcarce  believ'd  his  eyes.  3 

Her  fawning  fmiles,  her  trickling  air, 
Th*  egregious  hypocrite  declare  ; 
A  gipfy's  mantle  round  her  fpread, 
Of  various  dye,  white,  yellow,  red  ; 
Strange  feats  (he  promis'd.clamour'd  loud, 
And  with  her  cant  amus'd  the  crowd : 
There  every  day  impatient  ply'd, 
Pulh'd  to  get  in,  but  ftill  dcny'd; 
For  Bob,  who  knew  the  fubtle  whore, 
Thruft  the  falfe  vagrant  from  his  door. 
But,  when  the  ftraager's  face  he  view'd, 
With  no  deceitful  tears  bedew'd, 
His  boding  heart  began  to  melt, 
And  more  than  ufual  pity  felt : 
He  trac'd  his  features  o'er  and  o'er, 
That  fpoke  him  better  born,  though  poor, 
Though  cloth'd  in  rags,  genteel  his  mien, 
That  face  he  fomewhere  muft  hava  feen  : 
Nature  at  laft  reveals  the  trutk, 
He  knows,  and  owns  the  haplefs  youth. 
Surpris'd,  and  fpcechlefs,  both  embrace, 
And  mingling  tears  o'erflow  each  face  ; 
Till  B  b  thus  eas'd  his  labouring  thought, 
And  this  inftructive  moral  taugbt. 

Welcome,  my  brother,  to  my  longing  arms, 
Here  on  my  bofom  reft  fecure  from  harms  , 
See  Fortune  there,  that  falfe  delufive  jade, 
To  whom  thy  prayers  and  ardent  vows  were  paidi 
She  (like  her  fex)  the  foi.d  purfuer  flies ; 
But  flight  the  jilt,  and  at  thy  feet  Ihe  dies 
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Now  fafe  in  port,  Indulge  thyfelf  on  fhore, 
Oh,  tempt  the  faithlefs  winds  and  feas  no 

more ; 

Let  unavailing  toils,  and  dangers  paft, 
Though  lace,  this  ufeful  leflbn  teach  at  laft, 
True  happinefs  is  only  ta  be  found 
In  a  contented  mind,  a  body  found, 
All  elfe  is  dream,  a  dance  on  fairy  ground  : 
While  reliefs  fools  each  idle  whim  purfue, 
I  And  ftill  one  wifti  obtained  creates  a  new, 
|  Like  froward  babes,  the  toys  they  have,  deteft, 
I  While  ftill  the  neweft  trifle  pleafes  beft  : 
Let  us,  my  brother,  rich  in  wifdoni's  ftore, 
What  Heaven  has  lent,  enjoy,  nor  covet  more; 
Subdue  our  paflions,  curb  their  faucy  rage, 
And  to  ourfelves  reftore  the  golden  age. 

THE  DEVIL  OUTWITTED, 

A  TALE. 
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A  VICAR  liv'd  on  this  fide  Trent, 
Religious,  learn'd,  benevolent, 
Pure  was  his  life,  in  deed,  word,  thought, 
A  comment  on  the  truths  he  taught : 
His  parifh  large,  his  income  fmall, 
j  Yet  kSdom  wanted  wherewithal ; 
For  againft  every  merry  tide 
Madam  would  carefully  provide. 
A  painful  paftor ;  but  his  fheep, 
Alas !  within  no  bounds  would  keep ; 
A  fcabby  flock,  that  every  day 
Run  riot,  and  would  go  aftray. 
He  thump'd  his  cufhion,  fretted,  vest, 
Thump'd  o'er  again  each  ufeful  text ; 
Rebuk'd,  exhorted,  all  in  vain, 
His  parifh  was  the  more  profane  : 
•he  fcrubs  would  have  their  wicked  will, 
Bid  cunning  Satan  triumph'd  ftill. 
At  lait,  when  each  expedient  fail'd. 
And  ferious  meafures  nought  avail'd, 
It  came  into  his  head,  to  try 
The  force  of  wit  and  raillery. 
|  The  good  man  was  by  nature  gay, 
'Could  gibe  and  joke  as  well  as  pray  ; 
Not  like  fome  hide-bound  folk,  who  chafe 
Each  merry  fmile  from  their  dull  face, 
And  think  pride  zeal,  ill-nature  grace. 
[At  chriftenings  and  each  jovial  feaft, 
He  fuigled  out  the  finful  beaft  : 
Let  all  his  pointed  arrows  fly, 
Told  this  and  that,  look'd  very  fly, 
And  left  my  matters  to  apply. 
iHis  tales  were  humorous,  often  true, 
|  And  now  and  then  fee  off  to  view 
I  With  lucky  fictions  and  flieer  wit, 
jThat  pierc'd  where  truth  could,  never  hit. 
The  laugh  was  always  on  his  fide, 
While  paffive  fools  by  turns  deride  ; 
And,  giggling  thus  at  one  another, 
Each  jeering  lout  refonu'cl  his  brother; 
Till  the  whole  parifli  was  with  eafe 
Shani'd  into  virtue  by  degrees  : 
Then  be  advis'd,  and  try  a  tale, 
When  Chryfoftom  and  Auftin  fail. 
VOL.  VIII. 


THE  OFFICIOUS  MESSENGER, 

A  TALE. 

MAN,  of  precarious  fcience  vain, 
Treats  other  creatures  with  difdain  ; 
Nor  Pug  nor  Shock  have  common  fenfe, 
Nor  even  Pol  the  leaft  pretence, 
Though  {he  prates  better  than  us  all, 
To  be  accounted  rational. 
The  brute  creation  here  below, 
It  feems,  is  nature's  puppet-lhow  ; 
But  clock-work  all,  and  mere  machine, 
What  can  thefe  idle  gimcracks  mean  ? 
Ye  world-makers  of  Grefliam-hall, 
Dog  Rover  {hall  confute  you  all; 
Shall  prove  that  every  reafoning  brute 
Like  Ben  of  Bangor  can  difpute  \ 
Can  apprehend,  judge,  fyllogize; 
Or  like  proud  Bently  criticife  : 
At  a  moot  point,  or  odd  difafter, 
Is  often  wifer  than  his  mafter. 
rle  may  miftake  fometimes,  'tis  true, 
Mone  are  infallible  but  you. 
The  dog  whom  nothing  can  miflead 
VTuft  be  a  dog£of  parts  indeed  : 
But  to  my  tale  ;  hear  me,  my  friend. 
And  with  due  gravity  attend. 
Rover,  as  heralds  are  agreed, 
Well-born,  and  of  the  fetting  breed, 
Rang'd  high,  was  ftout,  of  nofe  acute, 
A  very  learn'd  and  courteous  brute, 
n  parallel  lines  his  ground  he  beat, 
<Iot  fuch  as  in  one  centre  meet, 
n  thofe  let  blundering  doctors  deal, 
lis  were  exadtly  parallel. 
When  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 
•own  clofe  he  finks,  and  eyes  his  prey, 
'hough  different  paflions  tempt  hisibul, 
>uc  as  the  needle  to  the  pole, 
[e  keeps  his  point,  and  panting  lies, 
'he  floating  net  above  him  flies, 
'hen,  dropping,  fweeps  the  fluttering  prize, 
or  this  his  only  excellence  : 
When  furly  farmers  took  offence, 
nd  the  rank  corn  the  fport  deny'd, 
till  faithful  to  his  mafter's  fide, 
thoufand  pretty  pranks  he  play'd, 
nd  cheerful  each  command  qbey'd  : 
umble  his  mind,  though  great  his  wit, 
Would  lug  a  pig,  or  turn  the  fpit ; 
rould  fetch  and  carry,  leap  o'er  fticks, 
nd  forty  fuch  diverting  tricks, 
or  Partridge,  nor  wife  Gadbury, 
ould  find  loft  goods  fo  foon  as  he ; 
d  him  go  back  a  mile  or  more, 
nd  feek  the  glove  you  hid  before, 
ill  his  unerring  nofe  would  wind  it, 
'  above  ground,  was  fure  to  find  it ; 
Whimpering  for  joy  his  mafter  greet, 

nd  humbly  lay  it  at  his  feet. 
3ut  hold — it  cannot  be  deny'd, 
lat  ufeful  talents  mifapply'd, 
ay  make  wild  work.     It  hapt  cite  day, 
Lobb,  his  mafter,  took  his  way, 
L  1 
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New  fhav'd,  and  fmug,  and  very  tight, 
To  compliment  a  neighbouring  knight ; 
In  his  heft  trowftrs  he  appears 
(A  comely  perf  >n  for  his  years)  ; 
And  clean  white  drawers,  that  many  a  day 
In  lavender  and  rofe-cakes  lay. 
Acrofs  bis  brawny  (boulders  fining, 
On  his  left  fide  his  dagger  hung ; 
Dead-doing  blade  '.  a  dreadful  gueft, 
Or  in  the  field,  or  at  the  fcaft. 
No  Franklin  carving'of  a  chine 
At  Chriftide,  ever  look'd  fo  fine. 
With  him  obfequious  Rover  trudg'd, 
Nor  from  his  heels  one  moment  budg'd : 
A  while  they  travell'd,  when  within 
Poor  LoLb  perceiv'd  a  rumbling  din  : 
Then  warring  winds,  for  want  of  vent, 
Shook  all  his  earthly  tenement. 
So  in  the  body  politic 
(For  ftates  fometimes,  like  men,  are  Cck) 
Dark  faction  mutters  through  the  crowd, 
lire  bare-fac'u  treafon  roars  aloud  : 
Whether  crude  humours  undigefted 
His  labouring  entrails  had  infefted, 
Or  laft  night's  load  of  bottled  ale, 
Grown  mutinous,  was  breaking  gaol : 
The  caufe  of  tlu*  his  awkward  pain, 

Let  Johnfton  or  let  H th  explain; 

Whofe  learned  nofes  may  dilcover, 

Why  nature's  ft  ink  pot  thus  ran  over. 

Jvly  province  is  th'  effect  to  trace, 

And  give  each  point  its  proper  grace, 

Th'  effect,  O  lamentable  cafe  ! 

Long  had  he  ftruggled,  but  in  vain, 

The  factious  tdrhult  to  reflrain  : 

What  fhould  he  do  ?     Th'  unruly  rout 

Frefs'd  on,  and  it  was  time,  no  doubt, 

T'  unbutton,  and  to  let  all  out. 

The  trowfefs  foon  his  will  obey  ! 

Not  fo  his  flubborn  drawers,  for  they, 

Beneath  his  hanging  paunch  clofe  ty'dr 

His  utmoft  art  affd  pains  defy'd : 

He  drew  his  dagger  on  the  fpot, 

Refolv'd  to  cut  the  Gordian  knot. 

hi  the  fame  road  juft  then  pafs'dby 

(Such  was  thd  will  of  deftiny) 

The  courteous  curate  of  the  place, 

Good-nature  fhone  o'er  all  his  face  ; 

fcurpris'd  the  flaming  blade  to  view, 

And  deeming  flaughttrmuft  enfue, 

Off  from  his  hack  hirafelf  he  threw, 

Then  without  ceremony  feiz'd 

The  'fquire  impatient  to  be  eas'd.       ' 

"  Lord!  MafterLobb,  who  would  bare  thought") 


The  fiend  had  e'er  fo  ftrongly  wrought ; 
"  Is  fuicide  fo  flight  a  fault  ?  . 
«'  Rip  up  thy  guts,  man  !  What — go  quick 
"  To  hell?  Outrageous  lunatic  ! 
"  But,  by  the  blefling,  I'll  prevent 
"  With  this  fight  hand,  thy  foul  intent." 
Then  gripp'd  the  dagger  fafl :  the  'fqtiire, 
Like  Peleus'  fon,  look'd  pale  with  ire; 
While  the  good  man  like  Pallas  flood,    • 
And  check'd  his  eager  thirft  for  blood, 
At  laft,  when  both  a.  while  had  flrain'd, 
Strength,  join'd  with  zeal,  (he  conqueft  gain'd. 


The  curate  in  all  points  obey'd, 
Into  the  fhcath  returns  the  blade  : 
But  firft  th'  unhappy  'fquire  lie  fworc, 
T'  attempt  upon  his  life  no  more. 
With  fage  advice  his  fpeech  he  clos'd, 
And  left  him  (as  he  thought)  compos'd. 
But  was  it  fo,  friend  Lobb  ?  I  own, 
Misfortune  feldom  comes  alone  ; 
Satan  fupplies  the  fwelling  tide, 
And  ills  on  ills  are  multiply'd. 
Subdued  and  all  his  meafures  broke, 
His  purpofe  and  intent  miftook  ; 
Within  his  drawers,  alas!  he  found 
His  guts  let  out  without  a  wound  : 
For,  in  the  conflict  {training  hard, 
He  left  his  poftern  gate  unbarr'd  ; 
Moft  wofuliy  bedawb'd,  he  moans 
His  piteous  cafe,  he  fighs,  he  groans. 
To  lofe  his  dinner,  and  return, 
Was  very  hard,  not  to  be  borne  : 
Hunger,  they  fay,  parent  of  arts, 
Will  make  a  fool  a  man  of  parts. 
The  fliat p-fet  'fquire  refolves  at  laft, 
Whafe'er  befel  him,  not  to  faft  ; 
He  mus' d  a  while,  chaf'd,  ftrain'd  his  wits, 
At  laft  on  this  expedient  hits ; 
To  the  next  bror>k  with  fober  pace 
He  tends,  preparing  to  uncafe, 
Straddling  and  nanttering  all  the  way, 
Curs'd  inwardly  th'  unlucky  day. 
The  coaft  now  clear,  no  foul  in  view, 
Off  in  a  trice  his  trowfcrs  drew  ; 
More  leifurely  his  drawers,  for  care 
And  caution  was  convenient  there  : 
So  faft  the  plaifter'd  birdlime  ftucfc, 
The  fkin  came  off  with  every  pluck, 
Sorely  he  gaul'd  each  brawny  ham  ; 
Nor  other.parts  efcay'd,  \vhich  iliame 
Forbids  a  bafhful  mnfe  to  name. 
Not  without  pain  the  work  atchiev'd, 
He  (cruhb'd  and  waih'd  the  parts  aggriev'd ; 
1  Then,  with  nice  hand  and  look  fedate, 
Fold.-  up  his  drawers,  with  their  rich  freight, 
And  hides  them  in  a  bufh,  at  kifure 
Refolv'd  to  fetch  his  hidden  treafure : 
The  trufly  Rover  lay  hard  by, 
Obfcrving  all  with  curious  eye. 

Now  rigg'd  again,  once  more  a  beau, 
And  matters  fix'd  injtatu  quo, 
Brifk  as  a  fnake  in  merry  May, 
That  juft  has  caft  his  flough  away, 
Gladfome  he  caper'd  o'er  the  green, 
A*  he  prefum'd  both  fweet  and  clean  ; 
For,  oh  '.  amongft  us  mortal  elves, 
How  few  there  are  fmell  out  therrtfelves ! 
With  a  mole's  ear,  and  eagle's  eye, 
And  with  a  Hood-hound's  nofe,  we  fly 
On  others'  faults  implacably. 
But  whtre's  that  ear,/that  eye,  that  nofer 
Againft  its  mafter  will  depofe  ? 
Ruddy  Mifs  Prue,  with  golden  hair, 
Stinks  like  a  pole-cat  or  a  bear, 
Yet  romps  about  me  every  day, 
Sweeter,  fhe  thinks,  than  new-made  hay. 
Lord  Plaufible,  at  Tom's  and  Will's, 
Whofe  poifonous  breath  in  whifpers  kills. 


FABLES, 

Still  buzzes  in  my  ear,  nor  knows 
What  fatal  iecrets  he  beftows  : 
Let  him  deftroy  each  day  a  fcore, 
'Tismere  chance  medley,  and  no  more. 
In  fine,  felt-love  bribes  every  fenfe, 
Arid  all  at  home  is  excellence. 

The  'fquire  arriv'd  in  decent  plight 
With  reverence  duefalutes  the  knight ; 
Compliments  paft,  the  dinner-bell 
Rung  quick  and  loud,  harmonious  knell 
To  greedy  Lobb  !   Th'  Orphean  lyre 
Did  ne'er  fuch  rapturous  joy  infpire  ; 
Though  this  the  favage  throng  obey, 
That  hunger  tames  more  fierce  than  they. 
In  comely  order  now  appear  S 

The  footmen  loaded  with  good  cheer,  \. 

Her  hdyfhip  brings  up  the  rear.  _) 

Simpering  fhe  lifps,  "  Your  fervant,  fir— . 
KThe  ways  are  bad,  one  can't  well  ftir 
'**  Abroad — or 'twere  indeed  unkind 
|  To  leave  gt.od  Mrs.  Lobb  behind — 
«*  She's  well,  I  hope — Matter,  they  fay, 
*!  Comes  on  apace — How's  Mil's,  I  pray  ?" 
Lobb  bow'd,  and  cring'd  ;  and,  muttering  low, 
Made  for  his  chair,  would  fain  fall-to. 
Thefe  weighty  points  adjufted,  foon 
My  lady  brandifhes  her  fpoon. 
Unhappy  Lobb,  pleas'd  with  his  treat, 
And  minding  nothing  but  his  meat, 
'•jfoo  near  the  fire  had  chofe  his  feat : 
When,  oh  !  th'  effluvia  of  his  bum 
jBegin  amain  to  fcent  the  room, 
.Ambrofial  fweets,  and  rich  perfume. 
The  flickering  footman  ftopt  his  nofe  ; 
The  chaplain  too,  under  the  rofe, 
Made  awkward  mouths;  the  knight  took  fnufF; 
Rer  ladyfhip  began  to  huff; 
u  Indeed,  Sir  John — pray,  good  my  dear— • 
I'Tis  wrong  to  make  your  kennel  here— * 
r  Dogs  in  their  place  are  good,  I  own— 
,*  But  in  the  parlour—foh  ! — be  gone." 

Now  Rockwood  leaves  th'  unfimfh'd  bone, 
Banifh'd  for  failings  not  his  own  ; 
No  grace  ev'n  Fidler  could  obtain, 
And  favourite  Virgin  fawn'd  in  vain. 
The  fervants,  to  the  ftranger  kind, 
Leave  trufty  Rover  ftill  behind  ; 
fJut  Lobb,  who  would  not  feem  to  be 
Defective  in  civility, 
And,  for  removing  of  all  doubt, 
Knitting  his  brows,  bids  him  get  out : 
By  figns  expreffes  his  command, 
And  to  the  door  points  with  his  hand. 
The  dog,  or  through  miftake  or  fpight 
(Grave  authors  have  not  fet  us  right), 
Fled  back  the  very  way  he  came, 
And  in  the  bufh  foon  found  his  game  ; 
Brought  in  his  mouth  tke  favoury  load, 
And  at  his  mafter's  elbow  flood. 
O  Lobb  !  what  idioms  can  exprefs 
Thy  ftrange  confufion  and  diftrefs, 
When  on  the  floor  the  drawers  difplaj'd 
The  fulfome  fecrct  had  bew-ray'd  ? 
No  traitor,  when  his  hand  and'  feal 
Produc'd  his  dark  dcfigns  reveal, 
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E'er  look'd  with  fuch  a  hanging  face, 

As  Lobb  half  dead  at  this  dif grace. 

Wild-flaring,  thunder-ftruck,  and  dumb, 

While  -peals  of  laughter  fhake  the  room ; 

Each  iafh  thrown  up  to  let  in  air, 

The  knight  fell  backward  in  his  chair, 

Laugh'd  till  his  heart-firings  almoft  break, 

The  chaplain  giggled  for  a  week  ; 

Her  ladyfhip  began  to  call, 

For  hartfhorn,  and  her  Abigail ; 

The  fervants  chuckled  atTthe  door, 

And  all  was  clamour  and  uproar. 

Rover,  who  now  began  to  quake, 

As  confcious  of  his  foul  miftake, 

Trufts  to  his  heels  to  fave  his  life  ; 

The  'fquiie  fneaks  home,  and  beats  his  wifei 

THE  INQUISITIVE  BRIDEGROOM  j 

A    TALE. 

FRANK  PLUME,  a  fpark  about  the  town, 
Now  weary  of  intriguing  grown, 
Thought  it  advifable  to  wed, 
And  choofe  a  partner  of  his  bed, 
Virtuous  and  chafte — Aye,  right — but  where 
Is  there  a  nymph  that's  chafte  as  fair  2 
A  blcfih;g  to  be  priz'd,  but  rare. 
For  continence  penurious  heaven 
With  a  too  fparing  hand  has  given  ; 
A  plant  but  feldom  to  be  found, 
And  thrives  but  ill  on  Britifh  ground. 
Should  our  adventurer  hafte  on  board,     • 
And  fee  what  foreign  foils  afford  ? 
Where  watchful  dragons  guard  the  prizCj 
And  jealous  dons  have  Argus'  eyes, 
Where  the  rich  cafket,  clofe  immur'd, 
Is  under  Ibck  arid  key  fecur'd  ? 
No — Frank,  by  long  experience  wife, 
Hid  known  thefe  forts  took  by  furprifei 
Nature  in  fpite  of  art  prevaii'd, 
And  all  their  vigilance  had  fail'd. 
The  youth  was  puzzled — fhould  he  ga 
And  fcale  a  convent  ?  would  that  do  ? 
Is  nuns-flefh  always  good  and  fweet  ? 
Fly-blown  fometJmes,  Hot  fit  to  eat. 
Well — he  refolves  to  do  his  beft, 
And  prudently  contrives  this  teft  ; 
If  the  laft  favour  I  obtain, 
And  the  nymph  yield,  the  cafe  is  plain  : 
Marry'd,  fhe'll  play  the  fame  odd  prank 
With  others — ftie's  no  wife  for  Frank. 
But,  could  I  find  a  female  heart 
Impiegnable  to  force  or  art, 
That  all  my  batteries  could  withftand, 
The  fap,  and  even  fword  in  hand  ; 
Ye  gods !  how  happy  fhould  I  be, 
From  eacn  perplexing  thought  fet  free^ 
From  cuckoldom,  and  jealoufy  ! 
The  project  pieas'd.  He  now.appears^ 
And  mines  in  all  his  killing  airs, 
And  every  ufeful  toy  prepares, 
New  opera  tunes,  and  billet-doux, 
The  clouded  cane,  and  red-hecl'd  fhoes ; 
Nor  the  clock-ftocking  was  forgot, 
Th'  embroider' d  coat,  and  fhoulJer-kjaot  t 
JLlij  , 
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All  that  a  woman's  heart  might  move, 

The  potent  trumpery  of  love. 

Here  importunity  prevails, 

There  tears  in  floods,  or  fighsin  gales. 

Now,  in  the  lucky  moment  try'd,  * 

•Low  at  his  feet  the  fair  one  dy'd, 

For  Strephon  would  not  be  dcny'd. 

Then,  if  no  motives  could  perfuade, 

A  golden  fhower  debauch'd  the  maid, 

The  miftrefs  truckled,  and  obey'd. 

To  modcfty  a  (ham  pretence 

Gain'd  fome,  others  impertinence  ; 

But  moft,  plain  downright  impudence. 

Like  Caefar,  now  he  conquer'd  all, 

The  vafial  fex  before  him  fall ; 

Where'er  he  march'd,  daughter  enfued, 

He  came,  he  faw,  and  he  fubdued. 

At  length  a  ftubborn  nymph  he  found, 

For  bold  Camilla  flood  her  ground ; 

Parry'd  histhrufts  with  equal  art, 

And  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart: 

She  kept  the  hero  ftill  in  play, 

And  ftill  maintain'd  the  doubtful  day. 

Here  he  refolves  to  make  a  ftand, 

Take  her,  and  marry  out  of  hand. 

The  jolly  prieft  foon  ty'd  the  knot, 

The  lulcious  tale  was  not  forgot, 

Then  empty'd  both  his  pipe  and  pot. 

The  poflet  drunk,  the  (locking  thrown-, 

The  candles  out,  the  curtains  drawn, 

And  fir  and  madam  all  alone  ; 

•'  My  dear  (faid  he)  I  drove,  you  know, 

"  To  tafte  the  j.cy«  you  now  beftow, 

"  All  my  perfuafive  arts  I  try'd, 

"  But  ftill  relentlefs  you  deny'd  ; 

"  Tell  me,  inexorable  fair, 

'*  How  could  you,  thus  attacked,  forbear  ?" 

"  Swear  to  forgive  what's  paft  ((he  cry'd)j 

"  The  naked  truth  (han't  be  deny'd." 

He  did ;  the  baggage  thus  reply 'd  : 

Deceiv'd  fo  many  times  before 

By  your  falfe  fex,  I  rafiily  fwore, 

To  truft  deceitful  ruan  ho  more. 

BACCHUS  TRIUMPHANT ; 

A  TALE. 

•*  FOR  fhame,  fakl  Ebony,  for  (hame, 

"  Tom  Ruby,  troth,  you're  much  to  blame, 

•*  To  drink  at  this  confounded  rate, 

w  To  guzzle  thus,  early  and  late  1" 

Poor  Tom,  who  juft  had  took  his  whet, 
And  at  the  door  his  uncle  met, 
Surpris'd  and  thunder-ftruck,  would  fain 
]Vl»ke  his  efcape,  but,  oh  !  in  vain. 
Each  blulh,  that  glow'd  with  an  ill  grace, 
Lighted  the  flambeaux  in  his  face ; 
No  loop-hole  left,  no  flight  pretence, 
To  palliate  the  foul  offence. 
•*  I  own  (faid  he)  I'm  very  bad — 
"  A  fot — incorrigibly  mad— 
**  But,  fir — I  thank  you  for  your  love, 
**  And  by  your  lectures  would  improve  : 
"  Yet,  give  me  leave  to  fay,  the  flreet 
"  F»r  conference  is  not  fo  meet. 


"  Here  in  this  room — nay,  fir,  come  in— 

"  Expofe,  chaftife  me  for  m-y  fin  ; 

"  Exert  each  trope,  your  utmoft  art, 

'*  To  touch  this  fenfelefs,  flinty  heart. 

"  I'm  confcious  of  my  guilt,  'tis  true, 

"  But  yet  I  know  my  frailty  too; 

"  A  flight  rebuke  will  never  do. 

"  Urge  home  my  faults — come  in,  I  pray— 

"  Let  not  my  foul  be  caft  away." 

Wife  Ebony,  who  deem'd  it  good 
T'  encourage  by  all  mean*  he  could 
Thefe  firft  appearances  of  grace, 
Follow'cl  up  ilairs,  and  took  hw  place. 
The  bottle  and  the  cruft  appear'd, 
And  wily  Tom  demurely  fnecr'd. 
"  My  duty,  fir  1" — "  Thank  you,  kind  Tom  !"— . 
"  Again,    an't   pleafe   you  !"— "   Thank   you  1 

«  Come—" 

"  Sorrow  is  dry — I  muft  once  more — " 
"  Nay,  Tom,  I  told  you  at  the  door 
"  I  would  not  drink — what !  before  dinaer  ?— 
"  Not  one  glafs  more,  as  I'm  a  (inner— 
"  Come,  to  the  point  in  hand  ;  is't  fit 
"  A  man  of  your  good  fenk  and  wit 
"  Thofe  partswhich  heaven  beftow 'dftioulddrowa^ 
"  A  butt  to  all  the  fots  in  town  ? 
"  Why,  tell  me,  Tom — what  fort  can  ftand 
"  (Though  regular,  and  bravely  man'd) 
"  If  nij>ht  and  day  the  fierce  foe  plies 
"  With  nevcr-ceafing  batteries  ; 
"  Will  there  not  be  a  breach  at  laft  ?"— 
u  Uncle,  'tis  true — forgive  what's  paft.'* 
"  But  if  nor  intereft,  nor  fame, 
"  Nor  health,  can  your  dull  foul  reclaim, 
"  Haft  not  a  conference,  man  ?  no  though* 
"  Of  an  hereafter  ?  dear  are  bought 
"  Thefe  fcnfual  pleafures." — "  I  relent, 
"  Kind  fir — but  give  your  zeal  a  vent — '" 
Then,  pouting,  hung  his  head ;  yet  ftill 
Took  care  his  uncle's  glafs  to  fill, 
Which  as  his  hurry 'd  fpirits  funk, 
Unwittingly,  good  man  !  he  drunk. 
Each  pint,  alas !  drew  on  the  next, 
Old  Ebony  ftuck  to  his  text, 
Grown  warm,  like  any  angel  fpoke, 
Till  intervening  hickups  broke 
The  well-ftrung  argument.  Poor  Tom 
Was  now  too  forward  to  reel  home. 
That  preaching  ftill,  this  ftill  repenting.. 
Both  equally  to  drink  confenting, 
Till  both  brimful  could  iwill  no  more, 
And  fell  dead  drunk  upon  the  floor. 

Bacchus,  the  jolly  god,  who  fate 
Wide-ftrad<lling  o'er  his  tun  in  ftatc, 
Clofe  by  the  window  fide,  from  whence 
He  heard  this  weighty  conference ; 
Joy  kindling  in  his  ruddy  cheeks> 
Thus  the  indulgent  godhead  fpeaks  : 
"  Frail  mortals  know,  reafon  in  vain 
"  Rebels,  and  would  difturb  my  reign. 
"  See  there  the  fophifter  o'erthrown,  V 

"  With  ftronger  arguments  knock'd  down 
"  Than  e'er  in  wrangling  fchools  were  known  1 3 
"  The  wine  that  fparkles  in  this  glafs 
"  Smooth*  every  brow,  gilds  every  face: 
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«  As  vapours  when  the  fun  appear?, 

"  Far  hence  anxieties  and  fears  : 

"  Grave  ermine  fmiles,  lawn  fleeves  grow  gay, 
j  "  Each  haughty  monarch  owns  my  fway, 
I  **  And  cardinals  and  popes  obey  : 

"  Ev'n  Cato  drank  his  glafs,  'twas  I 

*'  Taught  the  brave  patriot  how  to  die 

"  For  injur'd  Rome  and  liberty  ; 

"  'Twas  I  who  with  immortal  lays 

**  Infpir'd  the  bard  that  fung  his  praife. 
j  *'  Let  dull  unfociable  fools 
I  **  Loll  in  their  cell?,  and  live  by  rules ; 

"  My  votaries,  in  gay  delight 
'  '*  And  mirth,  fhall  revel  all  the  night ; 

"  Acl  well  their  parts  on  life's  dull  ilage, 

41  And  make  each  moment  worth  an  age." 

THE  NIGHT-WALKER  RECLAIMED : 

A  TALE. 

IN  thofe  blefl  days  of  jubilee, 
When  pious  Charles  fet  England  free 
From  canting  and  hypocrify  ; 
Moft  graciouily  to  all  reftoring 
Their  ancient  privilege  of  whoring; 
There  liv'd,  but  'tis  no  matter  where, 
The  fon  of  an  old  cavalier; 
Of  ancient  lineage  was  the  'fquire, 
A  man  of  mettle  and  of  fire ; 
Clean-fhap'd,  well-limb'd,  black-ey'd,  and  tall, 
Made  a  good  figure  at  a  ball, 
And  only  wanted  wherewithal. 
|  His  penfion  was  ill-paid  and  ftrait, 
|  Full  many  a  loyal  hero's  fate  : 
Often  half  ftarv'd,  and  often  out 
At  elbows,  an  hard  cafe,  no  doubt. 
'Sometimes  perhaps  a  lucky  main 
Prudently  manag'd  in  Long-Lane 
Repair'd  the  thread-bare  beau  again  ; 
And  now  and  then  fome  fecret  favours, 
The  kind  returns  of  pious  labours, 
Enrich'd  the  ftrong  and  vigorous  lover, 
His  honour  liv'd  a  while  in  clover. 
For  (to  fay  truth)  it  is  but  juft, 
Where  all  things  are  decay'd  but  luft, 
That  ladies  of  maturer  ages 
Give  citron -water  and  good  wages. 

Thus  far  Tom  Wild  hadojiade  a  fhift, 
And  got  good  helps  at  a  dead  lift ; 
But  John,  his  humble  meagre  Have, 
One  foot  already  in  the  grave, 
Hide-bound  as  one  of  Pharoah's  kine, 
With  good  Duke  Numps  was  forc'd  to  dine: 
Yet  ftill  the  thoughtful  ferious  elf 
Would  not  be  wanting  to  himfelf ; 
Bore  up  againft  both  tide  and  wind, 
Turn'd  every  project  in  his  mind, 
And  each  expedient  weigh'd,  to  find 
A  remedy  in  this  diftrels. 
Some  god— (nay,  fir,  fuppofe  no  lefg, 
For  in  this  hard  and  knotty  cafe, 
T'  employ  a  god  is  no  difgrace ; 
Though  Mercury  be  fent  from  Jove, 
%  Iris  wing  it  from  above) 
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Some  god,  I  fay,  infpir'd 
His  mafter  and  himfelf  to  fave. 

As  both  went  fupperlefs  to  bed 
One  night  (firft  Scratching  of  his  head) 
"  Alas  1"  quoth  John,  *'  fir,  *tis  hard  fare 
"  To  fuck  one's  thumbs,  and  live  on  air  5 
"  To  reel  from  pillar  unto  poft, 
ic  An  empty  fhade,  a  walking  ghoft  5 
rt  To  hear  one's  guts  make  piteous  moan, 
"  Thofe  worft  of  duns,  and  yet  not  one, 
"  One  mouldy  fcrape  to  fatisfy 
"  Their  craving  importunity. 

"  Nay — good  your  honour  pleafe  to  hear  r" 
(And  then  the  varlet  dropt  a  tear) 

"  A  project  form'd  in  this  dull  brain, 

"  Shall  fet  us  all  adrift  again ; 

"  A  project,  fir,  nay,  let  me  tell  ye, 

**  Shall  fill  your  pockets,  and  my  belly. 

"  Know  then,  old  Gripe  is  dead  of  late, 

"  Who  purchas'd  at  any  eafy  rate, 

"  Your  manor-houfe  and  fine  eftate. 

"  Nay,  flare  not,  fir  :  by  G —  'tis  true 

"  The  devil  for  once  has  got  his  due  : 

"  The  rafcal  has  left  every  penny, 

"  To  his  old  maiden  fifter  Jenny : 

"  Go,  clafp  the  dowdy  in  your  arms, 

"  Nor  want  you  bread,  though  fhe  want  charms: 

"  Cajole  the  dirty  drab,  and  then 

"  The  man  {hall  have  his  mare  again  ; 

"  Clod-Hall  is  your's,  your  houfe,  your  rents, 

"  And  all  your  lands,  and  tenements." 

"  Faith,  John,"  faid  he,  (then  lick'd  bis  chops) 

c  This  project  gives  indeed  fome  hopes  : 

*  But  curfed  hard  the  terms,  to  marry, 

*  To  flick  to  one,  and  never  vary; 
And  that  one  old  and  ugly  too  : 

'  Frail  mortals  tell  me  what  to  do  ?" 
"  For  that,"  faid  John,  "  truft  me  ;  my  treat 
Shan't  be  one  ill-drefs'd  difli  of  meat; 
Let  but  your  honour  be  my  gueft, 

«  Variety  fhall  crown  the  feaft." 
"  'Tis  done,"  reply'd  Tom  Wild,  "  'tis  doae. 
The  flag  hangs  out,  the  fort  is  won ; 
Ne'er  doubt  my  vigorous  attacks, 

'  Come  to  my  arms,  my  *  Sycorax ; 
Bold  in  thy  right  we  mount  our  throne, 
And  all  the  ifland  is  our  own." 
Well — forth    they  rode,    both   Squire  and^ 

John  5  f 

lere  might  a  florid  bard  make  known,  C 

riis  horfe's  virtues,  and  his  own;  3 

A  thoafand  prodigies  advance, 

letailing  every  circumftance. 

Jut  I,  who  am  not  over-nice, 
And  always  love  to  be  concife, 

hall  let  the  courteous  reader  guefs 

'he  fquire's  accoutrements  and  drefs. 
Suppofe  we  then  the  gentle  youth 
Laid  at  her  feet,  all  love,  all  truth ; 

iaranguing  it  in  verfe  and  pLofe, 
A  mount  her  forehead  white  with  fnows, 
Her  cheeks  the  lily  and  the  rofe ; 

See   Drydcns    Tempejl,   altered  from   Sfi<*(~ 
L  1  U| 
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Her  ivory  te^th,  her  crral  lips, 
H.er  well-turn'd  ears,  whofe  ruby  tips 
Afford  a  thoufand  compliments, 
Which  he,  fond  youth,  profufely  vents : 
The  pretty  dimple  in  her  chin, 
The  den  of  love,  who  lurks  within. 
But,  oh  !  the  luftre  of  her  eyes, 
14or  ftars,  nor  moon,  nor  fun  fuffice, 
He  vows,  protefts,  raves,  finks,  and  dies. 
Much  of  her  breafts  he  fpoke,  and  hair, 
In  terms  moft  elegant  and  rare  ; 
Cail'd  her  the  goddefs  he  ador'd, 
And  in  heroic  fuftian  foar'd. 
For,  though  the  youth  could  well  explain 
His  mind  in  a  more  humble  ftrain ; 
Yet  Ovid  and  the  wits  agree, 
That  a  true  lover's  fpeech  fhoulJ  be 
In  rapture  and  in  fm-iile. 
Imagine  rjow,  all  points  put  right, 
The  fiddles  and  the  wedding-night; 
Jiach  noify  fteeple  rock'd  with  glee, 
And  every  bard  fung  merrily  : 
Gay  pleafure  wanton'd  unconfin'd, 
The  men  all  drunk,  the  women  kind  : 
Clod-Hall  did  ne'er  fo  fine  appear, 
floating  iii  poffet  and  ftrong  beer. 
/   Come,  mufe,  thou  flattern  houfe-wife,  Ml, 
Where's  our  friend  John  ?  I  hope  he's  well ; 
Well !  Ay,  as  any  man  can  be, 
With  Sufan  in  the  gallery. 
Sue  was  a  lafs  buxom  and  tight, 
TThe  chamber  maid  and  favourite ; 
Juicy  and  young,  juft  fit  for  man, 
Thus  the  fweet  dialogue  began. 

**  Lard,   fir,"    quoth  Sue,  "  how  briflc,  how 

*'  How  fpruce  our  mafter  look'd  tp-day ! 
"  I'm  fure  no  king  was  e'er  Jo  fine, 
^tl  No  fun  m,ore  glorioufly  can  fhine." 

"  Alas,  my  dear,  all  is  not  gold 
tl  That  glifterp,  as  I've  read  of  old, 
"  And  all  the  wife  and  learned  fay, 
"  The  beft,  is  not  without  allay." 

"  Well,  mafter  John,  name  if  you  can 
*'  A  more  accomplifh'd  gentleman. 
•{  Befide  (elfe  may  I  never  thrive) 
"  The  beft  good-natur'd  'fquire  alive." 
{John  ihrugg'd,  and  fhook  his  head.     "  Nay  f/ure 
"  You  by  your  looking  fo  demure 
"  Have  learnt  feme  fecret  fault ;  if  fo, 
V  Tell  me,  good  John,  nay  pr'ythee  do, 
•e  Tell  me,  I  fay,  I  long  to  know. 
"  Safe  as  thy  gold  in  thy  ftrong  box, 
"  This  breaft  the  dark  depofit  locks, 
!'  Theie  lips  no  fecrets  (hall  reveal." 

«  Well— let  me  firft  affi*  my  feal : 
Then  kifs'd  the  foft  obliging  fair. 
"  But  hold — :now  I  muft  hear  you  fwear, 
*'  By  all  your  virgin  charms  below, 
V  No  mortal  e'er  this  tale  fhall  know." 

She  fwore ;  then  thus  the  cunning  knave, 
"\Vith  look  moft  politic  and  grave, 
Proceeds:  *•  Why— faith  and  troth,  dear  Sue, 
".  This  jewel  has  a  flaw,  'tis  true; 
"  My  matter's  generous,  and  all  that, 
V  Not  faulty  but  ipfqr^unate." 


<e  Why  will  you  keep  one  in  fufpenfc  ? 

«'  Why  teaze  one  thus  ?" — "  Have  patience, 

"  The  youth  has  failings,  there's  no  doubt, 

"  And  who,  my  Suky,  is  without  ? 

"  But  fhould  you  tell — nay  that  I  dread" — 

"  By  heaven,  and  by  my  maidenhead — 

"   Now  ipcuk,  fpcak  quick." — "  He  who  de 

'*  Thofc  pouting  lips,  thofe  roguifh  eyes, 

"  Muft  lure  be  more  than  man — then  know, 

"   My  deareft,  fince  you'll  have  it  fo ; 

"   My  mafcer  Wild  not  only  talks 

"  Much  in  his  fletp,  but  alfo  walks ; 

"  Walks  many  a  winter  night  alone, 

"  This  way  and  that,  up  flairs  and  down  ; 

<c  Now,  if  difturb'd,  if  by  furprife 

"   He's.rous'd,  and  {lumbers  quit  his  eyes; 

"  Lord,  how  I  tremble!  how  I  dread 

To  fpeak  it !  Thrice  beneath  the  bed, 
"  Alas  !  to  fave  my  life  I  fled  : 
<l  And  twice  behind  the  door  I  crept, 
"  And  once  out  of  the  window  leapt. 
No  raging  bedlam  juft  got  loofe 
Is  half  fo  mad  ;  about  the  houfe 
"  Frantic  he  runs  ;  each  eye-ball  glares, 
"  lie  raves,  he  foam?,  he  wildly  flares; 
"  The  family  before  him  flies, 

Whoe'er  is  overtaken  dies. 
"  Opiates,  and  breathing  of  a  vein, 
"  Scarce  fettle  his  diftcmper'd  brain, 
"   And  bring  him  to  himfelf  again. 
"  But,  if  not  crofs'd,  if  let  alone 
<c  To  take  his  frolic,  and  be  gone; 
"  Soon  he  returns  from  whence  he  came, 
"  No  lamb  more  innocent  and  tame." 

Thus  having  gain'd  her  point,  to  bed 
In  hafte  the  flickering  gipfy  fled  ; 
The  pungent  fecret  in  her  breaft 
Gave  fuch  fharp  pangs,  fhe  could  not  reft  : 
Prim'd,  charg'd,  and  cotk'd,  her  next  defirc 
Was  to  prefent,  and  to  give  fire. 
Sleeplefs-the  tortur'd  Sufan  lay, 
Toffing  and  tumbling  every  way, 
Impatient  for  the  dawn  of  day. 
So  labours  in  the  facred  fhade, 
Full  of  the  god,  the  Delphic  maid  : 
So  wind,  in  hypocondrics  pent, 
Struggles  and  heaves  to  find  a  vent ; 
In  labyrinths  intricate  it  roars, 
Now  downward  finks,  then  upward  foars ; 
Th*  uneafy  patient  groans  in  vain, 
No  cordials  can  relieve  his  pain  ; 
Till  at  the  poftern  gate,  enlarg'd, 
The  burfting  thunder  is  difcharg'd. 
At  lafl:  the  happy  hour  was  come, 
When  call'd  into  her  lady's  room ; 
Scarce  three  pins  {luck  into  her  gown, 
But  out  it  bolts,  and  all  is  known. 
Nor  idle  long  the  fecret  lies, 
From  mouth  to  mouth  improv'd  it  flies, 
And  grows  amain  in  ftrength  and  fize  : 
For  fame,  at  firft  of  pigmy  birth, 
Walks  cautioufly  on  mother  earth; 
But  foon  (as  ancient  bards  have  faid) 
In  clouds  the  giant  hides  her  head. 
To  council  now  the  goffips  went, 
"Madam  herfclf  was 
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Th'  affair  is  banded  pro  and  con, 

Much  breath  is  fpent,  few  conquefts  won. 

At  length  dame  Hobb,  to  end  the  ftrife, 

And  madam  -Bloufe  the  parftm's  wife, 
I  In  this  with  one  confent  agree, 
I  That,  fince  th'  effedt  was  lunacy 

If  wak'd,  it  were  by  much  the  bed, 

Not  to  difturb  him  in  the  leaft  : 

Ev'n  let  him  ramble  if  he  pleafe  • 

Troth,  'tis  a  comical  difeafe  ; 

The  worft  is  to  himfelf :  when  cold 

And  ftiivering  he  returns,  then  fold 

The  vagrant  in  your  arms  ;  he'll  reft 

With  pleafure  on  your  glowing  bread. 

Madam  approv'd  of  this  advice, 

Iffued  her  orders  in  a  trice ; 

•**  That  none  henceforth  prefume  to  flir, 

•**  Or  thwart  th'  unhappy  wanderer." 
John,  when  his  mailer's  knock  he  heard, 

Soon  in  the  drefiing-room  appear'd, 

Archly  he  ilook'd,  and  ilily  leer'd. 

*'  What  game  ?"  fays  Wild.    "  Oh  !  never  more, 

•"  Phcafants  and  patridge  in  great  ftore .; 

*'  I  wifli  your  ammunition  lad!" 

And  then  reveal'd  how  all  had  pad. 

Next  thought  it  proper  to  explain 

His  plot,  and  how  he  laid  his  train  : 

*'  The  coaft  is  clear,  fir,  go  in  peace, 

*'  No  dragon  guards  the  golden  fleece." 
Here,  mufe,  let  fable  night  advance, 

Defcribe  her  flare  with  elegance  ; 

Around  her  dark  pavilion  fpread 

The  clouds ;  with  poppies  crown  her  head ; 

Note  well  her  owls,  and  bats  obl'cene  ; 

<CalI  her  an  ./Ethiopian  .queen  ; 

Or,  if  you  think  'twill  mend  my  tale, 

'Call  her  a  widow  with  a  veil ; 

Of  fpec"lers  and  hobgoblins  tell, 

|Or  fay  'twas  midnight,  'tis  as  well. 

•Well  then — 'twas  midnight,  as  was  faid, 

When  Wild  darts  upright  in  his  bed, 

Leaps  out,  and,  without  more  ado, 

Takes  in  his  room  a  turn  or  two ; 

Opening  the  door,  foon  out  he  flalks, 

And  to  the  next  apartment  walks ; 

Where  on  her  back  there  lay  poor  Sue, 

Alas  !  friend  John,  (he  dreamt  of  you. 

Wak'd  with  the  noife,  her  mafter  known, 

By  moon-light  and  his  brocade  gown, 

Frighted  fhe  dares  not  fcream,  in  bed 

She  finks,  and  down  ihe  pops  her  head ; 

The  curtains  gently  drawn,  he  iprings 

Between  the  fheets,  then  clofely  clings. 

Now,  mufe,  relate  what  there  he  did  : 

Hold,  impudence  1 — it  muft  be  hid  ! — 

He  did — as  any  man  would  do 

In  fuch  a  cafe — did  he  not,  Sue  ? 

Then  up  into  the  garret  flies, 

Where  Joan,  and  Dol,  and  Betty  lies ; 

A  leafh  of  laffes  all  together, 

And  in  the  dog-days — in  hot  weather; 

Why,  faith,  'twas  hard — he  did  his  bell, 

And  left  to  Providence  the  reft. 

Content. the  paflive  creafufes  lie, 

For  who  in  duty  could  deny  ? 
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Was  non-refiftance  ever  thought 

By  modern  cafuifts  a  fault  ? 

Were  not  her  orders  ftridl  and  plain  ? 

All  ftruggling  dangerous  and  vain  ? 

Well,  down  our  younker  trips  again  ; 

Much  wifhing,  as  he  reel'd  along, 

For  fame  rich  cordial  warm  and  ftrong. 

In  bed  he  quickly  tumbled  then, 

Nor  wak'd  next  morn  till  after  ten. 

Thus  night  by  night  he  led  his  life., 

Blefling  all  females  but  his  wife; 

Much  work  upon  his  hands  there  lay, 

More  bills  were  drawn  than  he  couJd  pay ; 

No  lawyer  drudg'd  fo  hard  as  he, 

In  Eafter  Term  or  Hillary  ; 

But  lawyers  labour  for  their  f  ee : 

Here  no  felf-intered  or  gain, 

The  pleafure  balances  the  pain. 

So  the  great  fultan  walks  among 

His  troop  of  laffes  fair  and  young  : 

So  the  town-bull  in  Opentide, 

His  lowing  lovers  by  his  fide, 

Revels  at  large  in  nature's  right, 

•Curb'd  by  no  law,  but  appetite ; 

Frifldng  his  taij,  he  roves  at  pleafure, 

And  knows  no  dint,  and  keeps  no  meafure. 

But  now  the  ninth  revolving  moon 
(Alas !  it  came  an  age  too  foon ; 
Curfe  on  each  hady  .fleeting  night ! ) 
Some  odd  difcoveries  brought  to  light, 
Strange  tympanies  die  women  leize, 
An  epidemical  difeafe; 
Madam  herfelf  with  thefe  might  pafs 
For  a  clqan-ftiap'd  and  taper  lafs. 
'  Twas  vain  to  hide  th'  apparent  load, 
For  hoops  were  not  then  a  la-moJe ; 
Sue,  being  quedion'd,  and  hard  prefs'd, 
Blubbering  the  naked  truth  ccnfcfs'd  : 
"  Were  not  your  orders  onoft  fevere, 
"  That  none  fhould  ftop  his  night-career  ? 
"  And  who  durft  wake  him?  troth  not  I~ 
**  I  was  not  theji  prepar'd  to  die." 

"  Well  Sue,  faid  (he,  thou  fhalt  have  grace., 
"  But  then  this  night  I  take  thy  place, 
"  Thou  mine,  my  night-clothes  on  thy  head, 
"  Soon  fhall  he  leave  thee  fafe  in  bed  : 
"  Lie  ftill,  and  dir  not  on  thy  life, 
"   But  do  the  penance  of  a  wife  ; 
"  Much  pleafure  haft  thou  had;  .at  lad 
'*  '  i'is  proper  for  thy  fins  to  faft." 

This  point  agreed,  to  bed  fhe  went, 
And  Sue  crept  in,  but -ill-content : 
Soon  as  th'  accuftom'd  hour  was  come, 
The  younker  fally"d  from  his  room, 
To  Sue's  apartment  whipt  away, 
And  like  a  lion  feiz'd  his  prey ; 
She  clafp'd  him  in  her  longing  arms, 
Sharp-fet,  fhe  fealled  on  his  charms. 
He  did  whate'er  he  could  ;  but  more 
Was  yet  to  d.otiencore,  encore  ! 
Fain  would  he  now  elope  ,*fh.e  clafpt 
Him  ftill,  no  bur  e'er  ftuck  fo  faft. 
At  length  the  morn  with  envious  light 
Difcover'd  all  :  iu  what.fad  plight 

L  liiij 
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Poor  man,  he  lay  !  abafh'd,  for  fhame 
He  could  not  fpeak,  not  ev'n  one  lame 
Excufe  was  left.     She,  with  a  grace 
That  gave  new  beauries  to  her  face  ; 
And  with  a  kind  obliging  air 
(Always  fuccefsful  in  the  fair), 
Thus  1'eon  icliev'd  him  from  defpair. 
"  Ah  !  generous  youth,  pardon  a  fault, 
"  No  foolilb  jealoufy  has  taught ; 
"  'Tis  your  own  crime,  open  as  day, 
'  "  To  your  conviction,  paves  the  way. 
"  Oh !  might  this  ilratagem  regain 
11  Your  love !  let  me  not  plead  in  vain  ; 
"  Something  to  gratitude  is  due, 
g<  Have  I  not  given  all  to  you  ?" 

Tom  ftar'd,  look'd  pale,  then  in  great  hafle 
Slipp'd  on  his  gown;  yet  thus  at  laft 
Spoke  faintly,  as  amaz'd  he  ftood, 
"  I  will,  my  dear,  be  very  good." 

THE  HAPPY  DISAPPOINTMENT: 


IN  days  of  yore,  when  belles  and  beaux 

Left  mafquerades  and  puppet-fhows, 

Deferted  ombre  and  batter, 

At  Jonathan's  to  fqueeze  and  fweat ; 

When  fprightly  rakes  forfook  champaign, 

The  play-houfe,  and  the  merry  main, 

Good  mother  Wyburn  and  the  ftews, 

To  fmokc  with  brokers,  ftink  with  Jews : 

In  fine,  when  all  the  world  run  mad 

(A  fiery  not  lefs  true  than  fad); 

Ned  Smart,  a  virtuous  youth,  well  known 

To  all  this  chafte  and  fober  town, 

Got  every  penny  he  could  rally, 

To  try  his  fortune  in  'Change- Alley  : 

In  hade  to  loll  in  coach  and  fix, 

Bought  bulls  and  bears,  play'd  twentj  tricks, 

Amongft  his  brother  lunatics. 

Transported  at  his  firft  fuccef?, 

A  thoufand  whims  his  fancy  blefs, 

"With  Iccnes  of  future  happinefs. 

How  frail  are  all  our  joys  below  ! 

Mere  dazzling  meteors,  flafh  and  fliow  ! 

Oh,  fortune  '.  falfe  decltful  whore  ! 

Caught  in  thy  trap  with  thoufands  more, 

He  found  his  rhino  funk  and  gone, 

Himfelf  a  bankrupt,  and  undone. 

Ned  could  not  well  digeft  this  change, 

Forc'd  in  the  world  at  large  to  range; 

With  Babel's  monarch  turn'd  to  grafs, 

Would  it  not  break  an  heart  of  braf»  f 

*  Tis  vain  to  fob  and  hang  the  lip  ; 

One  penny  left,  he  buys  a  flip, 

At  once  his  life  and  cares  to  lofe, 

Under  his  ear  he  fits  the  noofe. 

An  hook  in  an  old  wall  he  fpies, 

To  that  the  fatal  rope  he  ties : 

Like  Curtius  now,  at  one  bold  leap 

He  plung'd  into  the  gaping  deep  ;  ' 

Nor  did  he  doubt  in  hell  to  find 

Dealings  more  jull,  and  friends  more  kind. 

As  he  began  to  twift  and  fprawl, 

The  loofen  d  ftones  break  from  the  wall ; 


Down  drops  the  rake  upon  the  fpot, 

And  after  him  an  earthen  pot : 

Reeling  he  roff,  and  gaz'd  around, 

And  faw  the  crock  lie  on  the  ground;  • 

Surpris'd,  amaz'd.  at  this  odd  fight, 

Trembling,  he  broke  it  in  a  fright ;" 

When,  lo  !  at  once  came  pouring  forth 

Ingots,  and  pearls,  and  gems  of  worth. 

O'erjoy'd  with  fortune's  kind  bequeft, 

He  took  the  birds,  but  left  the  nef;: ; 

And  then,  to  fpy  what  might  enfue, 

Into  a  neighbouring  wood  withdrew ; 

Nor  waited  long.     For  foon  he  fees 

A  tall  black  man  fculk  through  the  trees  ; 

He  knew  him  by*his  fhuffling  pace, 

His  thread-bare  coat  and  hatchet  face  : 

And  who  the  devil  fhould  it  be, 

But  fanctify'd  Sir  Timothy  I 

His  uncle  by  his  mother's  fide, 

His  guardian,  and  his  faithful  guide. 

This  driveling  knight,  with  pockets  full, 

And  j.roud  as  any  Great  Mogul, 

For  his  wife  conduct  had  been  made 

Director  of  the  jobbing  trade  : 

And  had  moft  pioufly  drawn  in 

Poor  Ned  and  all  his  neareft  kin. 

The  greedy  fools  laid  out  their  gold, 

And  bought  the  very  (lock  he  Ibid ; 

Thus  the  kind  knave  convey'd  their  pelf, 

By  Locus  focus,  to  himfelf ; 

And,  to  fecure  the  fpoils  he  got, 

Frrm'd  this  contrivance  of  the  pot. 

Here  every  night,  and  every  morn, 

Devout  as  any  monk  new  fhorn, 

The  proftrate  hypocrite  implores 

Jufl  heaven  to  blefs  his  hidden  ftore?; 

But,  v.  hen  he  faw  dear  mammon  flown, 

The  plundtr'd  hive,  the  honey  gone, 

No  jilted  bully,  no  bilk'd  hack, 

No  thief  when  beadles  flay  his  back, 

No  lofing  rook,  no  carted  whore, 

No  failcr  when  the  billows  roar, 

With  fuch  a  grace  e'er  curs'd  and  fwore. 

Then,  as  he  por'd  upon  the  ground, 

And  turn'd  his  haggard  eyes  around,    . 

The  halter  at  his  feet  he  fpy'd, 

"  And  is  this  all  that's  left  ?"  he  cry'd  : 

**  Am  1  thus  paid  for  all  my  cares, 

"  My  lectures,  repetitions,  prayers? 

"  *Tis  well — there's  fomething  fav'd  at  leafta 

"  Welcome,  thou  faithful,  friendly  gueft ; 

"  If  I  muft  hang,  now  all  is  loft, 

"  '  lis  cheaper  at  another's  coft  ; 

"  To  do  it  at  my  own  cxpence, 

"  Would  be  downright  extravagance." 

Thus  comforted,  without  a  tear, 

He  fix'd  the  noofe  beneath  his  ear, 

To  tbe  next  bough  the  rope  he  ty'da 

And  moft  heroically  dy'd. 

Ned,  who  behind  a  fpreading  tree, 

Beheld  this  tragi-comedy, 

With  hearty  curfes  rung  his  knell, 

And  bid  him  thus  his  laft  fareweL 

"   Was  it  not,  uncle,  very  kit.'!, 

"  \n.  me,  to  leave  the  rope  bcliiiri  ^ 
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<c  A  legacy  fo  well  beflowM, 

"  For  all  the  gratitude  I  ow'd. 

"  Adieu,  Sir  Tim  ;  by  heaven's  decre'e, 

"  Soon  may  thy  brethren  follow  thee, 

"  In  the  fame  glorious  manner  fwing, 

*'  Without  one  friend  to  cut  the  firing; 

"  That  hence  rapacious  knaves  may  know, 

**  Judice  is  always  fure,  though  flow." 

A  PADLOCK  FOR  THE  MOUTH 

A    TALE. 

JACK  DIMPLE  was  a  merry  blade, 

Young,  amorous,  witty,  and  well  made; 

Difcreet  ? — Hold,  fir — nay,  as  I  live, 

My  friend,  you're  too  inquifitive : 

Difcretion,  all  men  mud  agree, 

Is  a  mod  fhining  quality, 

Which  like  leaf-gold  makes  a  great  (how, 

And  thinly  fpread  /ets  off  a  beau;. 

But,  fir,  to  put  you  out  of  pain, 

Our  younker  had  not  half  a  grain, 

A  leaky  blab,  rafh,  faithlefs,  vain. 

The  victories  his  eyes  had  won, 

As  foon  as  e'er  obtain'd,  were  known  ; 

For  trophies  rear'd,  the  deed  proclaim, 

Spoils  hung  on  high  expofe  the  dame, 

And  love  is  facrific'd  to  fame. 

Such  infolence  the  fex  alarms, 

The  female  world  is  up  in  arms ; 

Th'  outrageous  Bacchanals  combine, 

And  brandifh'd  tongues  in  concert  join, 

Unhappy  youth  !  where  wilt  thou  go 

T'  efcape  fo  terrible  a  foe  ? 

S?ek  fheiter  on  the  Libyan  fhore, 

Where  tigers  and  where  lions  roar  ? 

Sleep  on  the  borders  of  the  Nile, 

And  trud  the  wily  crocodile  ? 

'Tisvain  to  fhun  a  woman's  hate, 

Heavy  the  blow,  and  fure  as  fate. 

Phyllis  appear'd  among  the  crowd, 

But  not  fo  talkative  and  loud, 

With  filence  and  with  care  fuppreft 

The  glowing  vengeance  in  her  bread; 

Refolv'd,  by  dratagem  and  art, 

To  make  the  faucy  villain  fmart. 

The  cunning  baggage  had  prepar'd, 

Pomatum,  of  the  fined  lard, 

With  drong  aftringents  mix'd  the  mefs, 

Alo'm,  and  vitriol,  ^.  5. 

Arfenic,  and  bole.     But  I  want  time 

To  turn  all  Quincy  into  rhyme, 

'Twould  make  my  diction  too  fublime. 

Her  grandame  this  receipt  had  taught, 

Which  Bendo  from  Grand  Cairo  brought, 

An  able  dyptic  (as  'tis  faid) 

To  fodder  a  crack'd  maidenhead. 

This  ointment  being  duly  made, 

The  jilt  upori  her  toilet  laid  : 

The  lauctering  cully  foon  appears, 

As  ufual,  vows,  proteds,  and  fwears; 

Carelcfs  an  opera  tune  he  hums, 

Plunders  her  patch-box,  breaks  her  comb?. 

As  up  and  down  the  monkey  play'd, 

His  hand  upon  the  box  he  laid, 

The  fatal  box.     Pleas'd  with  her  wiles, 

The  treacherous  Pandora  fnailc^ 
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"  What's  this  I"  cries  Jack.  "  That  box !"  faid  fhe : 
"   Pomatum  ;  what  elfe  ftio-uld  it  be  ?" 
But  here  'tis  fit  my  reader  knows 
Twas  March,  when  bludering  Boreas  blows, 
Stern  enemy  to  belles  and  beaux. 
His  lips  were  fore  ;  rough,  pointed,  torn, 
The  coral  bridled  like  a  thorn. 
Pleas'd  with  a  cure  fo  a-propost 
Nor  jealous  of  fo  fair  a  foe, 
The  healing  ointment  thick  he  fpread, 
And  every  gaping  cranny  fed. 
His  chops  begin  to  glow  and  fhoot, 
He  drove  to  fpeak,  but,  oh  !  was  mute, 
Mute  as  a  fifti,  all  he  could  drain, 
Were  fome  horfe  gutturals  forc'd  with  pain* 
He  damps,  he  raves,  he  fobs,  he  fighs, 
The  tears  ran  trickling  from  his  eyes; 
He  thought  but  could  not  fpeak  a  curie, 
His  lips  were  drawn  into  a  purfe. 
Madam  no  longer  could  contain, 
Triumphant  joy  burds  out  amain  ; 
She  laughs,  fhe  fcreams,  the  houfe  is  rais'd, 
Through  all  the  dreet  th'  affair  is  blaz'd  : 
In  fhoals  now  all  the  neighbours  conic, 
Laugh  out,  and  prefs  into  the  room. 
Sir  Harry  Taudry  and  his  bride, 
Mifs  Tulip  deck'd  in  all  her  pride ; 
Wife  Madam  Froth,  and  widow  Babble, 
Coquettes  and  prudes,  a  mighty  rabble. 
So  great  a  concourfe  ne'er  was  known 
At  Smithfield,  when  a  mender's  fhown ; 
When  bears  dance  jiggs  with  comely  mien, 
When  witty  Punch  adorns  the  fcene, 
Or  frolic  Pug  plays  Harlequin. 
In  vain  he  drives  to  hide  his  head, 
In  vain  he  creeps  behind  the  bed, 
Ferreted  thence,  expos'd  to  view, 
The  crowd  their  clamorous  (bouts  renew : 
A  thoufand  taunts,  a  thoufand  jeers, 
Stark  dumb,  the  paffive  creature  hears. 
No  perjur'd  villain  nail'd  on  high, 
And  pelted  in  the  pillory, 
His  face  befmear'd,  his  eyes,  his  chops, 
With  rotten  eggs  and  turnip-tops, 
Was  e'er  fo  maul'd.     Phyllis,  at  laft, 
To  pay  him  for  offences  pad, 
With  fneering  malice  in  her  face, 
Thus  fpoke,  and  gav^  the  coup- de-grace  : 
"  Lard  !  how  demure,  and  how  precife 
"  He  looks !  filence  becomes  the  wife. 
"  Vile  tongue  !  its  mader  to  betray, 
"  But  now  the  prifoner  mud  obey, 
"  I've  lock'd  the  door,  and  keep  the  key. 
'*  Learn  hence,  what  angry  woman  can, 
"  When  wrong'd  by  that  falfe  traitor  man; 
<'  Who  boads  our  favours,  foon  or  late, 
*'  The  treacherous  blab  lhall  feel  our  hate." 

THE  WISE  BUILDER: 

A  TALE. 

WISE  Socrates  had  built  a  farm, 
Little,  convenient,  fnug,  and  warm, 

Secur'd  from  rain  aad  wind : 
A  gallant  whifper'd  in  his  ear, 
«  Shall  the  great  Socrates  live  here, 

y>  To  tiki*  wean  cell  cqsSa'd  2'* 
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"  The  furniture's  my  chiefeil  care," 
Reply'd  th<?fage  ;  "  here's  room  to  f^ 

"  Swtet  iir,  for  1  and  you  ; 
"  When  this  with  faithful  friends  is  fill'd, 
**  An  ampler  palace  I  lhail  build  ; 

"  Till  then,  this  cot  mull  do." 

THE  TRUE  USE  OF  THE  LOOKING-GLASS. 


TOM  CAREFUL  had  a  fon  and  heir, 

Exad  hit.  fhape,  genteel  his  air, 

Adonis  was  not  half  fo  fair. 

But  then,  alas !  his  daughter  Jane 

Was  but  fo-fo,  a  lit'le  plain. 

In  mam's  apartment,  as  one  day 

The  little  romp  and  hoyden  play, 

Their  faces  in  the  glafs  they  view'd, 

Which  then  upon  her  toilet  flood  ; 

Where,  as  Narciffus  vain,  the  boy 

Beheld  each  rifing  charm  with  joy; 

With  partial  eyes  furvey'd  himiclf, 

Sut  for  his  filler,  poor  brown  elf, 

On  her  the  felf-ejiamour'd  chit 

Was  very  lavifli  of  his  wit. 

£he  bore,  alas!  whatc'er  (he  could, 

liut  'twas  too  nuuh  for  flefh  and  blood  ; 

What  female  ever  lud  the  grace 

To  pardon Icandal  on  her  face? 

SDifconfolate  away  fhe  flies, 

And  at  her  daddy's  feet  fhe  lies; 

Sighs,  fobs,  and  greans,  calls  to  her  aid, 

Aud  tears,  that  readily  obeyM  ; 

Then  aggravates  the  vile  offence, 

^Exerting  all  her  eloquence  : 

The  caufe  th'  indulgent  father  heard, 

And  culprit  fummon'd  loon  appear'dj 

Some  tokens  of  rtmorfe  he  fhow'd, 

And  praiuis-'d  largely  to  be  good. 

As  both  the  tender  father  pref^'d 

With  equal  ardour  to  hisbreaft, 

And  imiling  kifs'd,  "  Let  there  be  peace," 

Said  he  ;  "  let  broils  and  difcord  ceafe  : 

«'  Each  day,  my  children,  thus  employ 

•"  The  faithful  mirror  ;  you,  my  boy, 

**  Remember  that  no  vice  difgrace 

**  The  gift  of  heaven,  that  beauteous  face: 

«'  And  you,  my  girl,  take  fpecial  care 

ft  Your  want  of  beauty  to  repair 

*«  By  virtue,  which  alone  is  fair." 

MAHO'MET  ALI  BEG: 

OR,  TKE  FAITHFUL  MINISTER  OF  STATE. 

A  LONG-defcent.  and  noble  blood, 
Is  but  a  vain  fantaftic  good, 
Unlefs  with  inbred  virtues  join'd, 
An  honeft,  brave,  and  generous  mind. 
All  thaf  our  ar,ceftors  have  done, 
Rations  reliev'd,  and  battles  won ; 
The  trophies  of  each  bloody  field, 
Can  only  then  true  honour  yield, 
When,  like  Argyll,  we-fcorn  to  owe, 
And  pay  that  luilre  they  beflow  j 
But,  if,  a  mean  degenerate  race, 
Slothful  we  faint,  and  flack  our  pace, 
JLag  in  the  glorious  courfe  of  fame, 
Their  grsat  atchievements  we  diiclaim. 


Some  bold  plebeian  foon  fhaH  rife, 
Stretch  to  the  goal,  and  win  the  prize. 
For,  fince  the  forming  hand  of  old, 
Cad  all  mankind  in  the  fame  mold  ; 
Since  no  difunguifhM  clan  is  bleft 
With  finer  .porcelain  than  the  reft; 
And  fincc  in  all  the  ruling  mind 
Is  of  the  fame  celeflial  kind ; 
'  fis  education  fhows  the  way 
Each  latent  beauty  to  difplay; 
Each  happy  genius  brings  to  light, 
Conceal'd  before  in  fhades  of  night : 
So  diamonds  from  the  gloomy  mine, 
Taught  by  the  workman's  hand  to  fhinc, 
On  Cloe's  ivory  bofom  blaze, 

Or  grace  the  crown  with  brilliant  rays. 

Merit  obfcure  fliall  raife  its  head, 

Though  dark  obftru&ing  clouds  o*erfpread ; 

Heroes,  as  yet  unfung,  fhall  fight 

For  flavcs  opprefs'd,  and  injur'd  right; 

And  able  ftatefmen  prop  the  throne, 

To  Battle- Abbey-Roll  *  unknown. 
Sha  Abbas,  with  fupreme  command, 

In  Perfia  reign'd,  and  blefs'd  the  land; 

A  mighty  prince,  valiant  and  wife, 

Expert,  with  fharp  difcerning  eyes, 

To  find  true  virtue  in  difguife. 

Hunting  (it  feems)  was  his  delight, 

His  joy  by  day,  his  dream  by  night : 

The  fport  of  all  the  brave  and  bold, 

From  Nimn»d,  who,  in  days  of  old, 

Made  men  a*  well  as  beads  his  prey, 

To  mightier  George,  whofe  milder  fway 

Glad  happy  crowds  with  pride  obey. 

In  qucft  of  his  .fierce  favage  foes, 

Before  the  fun  the  monarch  role. 

The  grizly  lion  to  engage, 

By  baying  dogs  provok'd  to  rage  ; 

In  the  clofe  thicket  to  explore, 

And  pufh  from  thence  the  bridled  boar : 

Or  to  purfue  the  flying  deer, 

While  deep-mouth'd  hounds  the  vallies  cheer ; 

And  echo  from  repeating  hills 

His  heart  with  joy  redoubled  fills. 
Under  a  rock's  projecting  fhadc, 

A  fhepherd  boy  his  feat  had  made, 

Happy  as  Crcefus  on  his  throne, 

The  riches  of  the  world  his  own. 

Content  on  mortals  here  below, 

Is  all  that  heaven  can  beftow. 

His  crook  and  fcrip  were  by  him  laid, 

Upon  his  oaten  pipe  he  play'd ; 

His  flocks  fecurely  couch'd  around, 

And  feejtn'd  to  lilten  to  the  found. 

Returning  from  the  chafe  one  day, 

The  king  by  chance  had  loft  his  way  : 

Nor  guards,  nor  nobles,  now  attend ; 

But  one  young  lord,  his  bofom  friend. 

Now  tir'd  with  labour,  fpent  with  heat, 

They  fought  this  pleafant  cool  retreat ; 

The  boy  leap'd  a&ive  from  his  feat, 

And,  with  a  kind  obliging  grace, 

Offer'd  the  king  unknown  his  place. 


*  A  record  which  contained  the  names 
that  tame  over  ivitb  the  Conyuersr, 
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The  Pcrfian  monarch,  who  fo  late, 

Lord  of  the  world,  rul'd  all  in  (late; 

On  cloth  of  gold  and  tifTue  trod, 

Whole  nations  trembling  at  his  nod  ; 

With  diamonds  and  with  rubies  crown'd, 

And  girt  with  fawning  flaves  around  ; 

Behold  him  now  :  his  canopy 

Th'  impending  rock,  each  fhrub,  each  tree, 

That  gre\v  upon  its  fhaggy  brow, 

To  their  great  prince  obfervant  bow  ; 

Yield,  as  in  duty  bound,  their  aid, 

And  blefs  him  with  a  friendly  fhade, 

On  the  bare  flint,  he  fits  alone, 

And,  oh !  would  kings  this  truth  but  own, 

The  fafer  and  the  nobler  throne  ! 

But  where  do  I  digrefs  ?  'tis  time 

To  check  this  arrogance  of  rhyme. 

As  the  judicious  monarch  view'd 

The  ftripling's  air,  nor  bold  nor  rude, 

With  native  modefty  fubdued  ; 

The  blufh  that  glow'd  in  all  its  pride 

Then  trembled  on  his  cheeks  and  dy'd. 

He  grew  inquifitive  to  trace 

What  foul  dwelt  in  that  lovely  cafe  : 

To  every  queflion,  ferious,  gay, 

The  youth  reply'd  without  delay  ; 

His  anfwers  for  the  moft  part  right, 

And  taking,  if  not  appofite  : 

ynftudy'd,  unaffected  fenfe, 

JVIix'd  with  his  native  diffidence. 

The  king  was  charm'd  with  fuch  a  prize, 

And  flood  with  wonder  in  his  eyes ; 

Commits  his  treafure  to  the  care 

Of  the  young  lord ;  bids  him  not  fpare 

For  coft,  or  pains,  t*  enrich  his  brealt 

With  all  the  learning  of  the  eaft. 

He  bow'd,  obey'd,  well  cloth'd,  well  fed, 

And  with  his  patron's  children  bred; 

Still  every  day  the  youth  improv'd, 

By  all  admir'd,  by  all  belov'd. 

Now  the  firft  curling  down  began 
To  give  the  promife  of  a  man ; 
To  court  he's  call'd,  employ'd,  and  train'd, 
In  lower  polls,  yet  ftill  he  gain'd 
By  candour,  courtefy,  and  fkill, 
The  fubje&s  love,  the  king's  good  will. 
Employ'd  in  greater  matters  now, 
No  flatteries,  no  bribes,  could  bow 
His  ftubborn  foul ;  true  to  his  truft, 
Firm,  and  inexorably  juft, 
In  judgment  ripe,  Ire  feen  tccame 
A  Walpole,  or  a  Walfingham  ; 
And,  wakeful  for  the  public  peace, 
No  dragon  guards  the  golden  fleece 
With  half  that  vigilance  and  care. 
His  bufy  eyes  kenn'd  every  where ; 
In  each  dark  fcheme  knew  how  to  dive, 
Though  cunning  Dervifes  contrive 
Their  plots,  difguis'd  with  {hams  and  lies, v 
And  cloak'd  with  real  perjuries. 
Now  high  in  rank  the  peer  is  plac'd, 
And  Ali  Beg  with  titles  grac'd ; 
No  bounds  his  mafter's  bounties  know, 
His  fwelling  coffers  overflow, 
$.pd.  he  is  puzzled  to  beftow  ] 


Perplex' d  and  ftudious  to  contrive 
To  whom,  and  how,  not  what  to  give  ; 
rlis  pious  frauds  conceal  the  name, 
And  fkreen  the  modeft  man  from  fliamc. 
Whoe'er,  would  heavenly  treafures  raifc, 
Muft  grant  the  boon,  efcape  the  praiie. 
But  his  immenfe  and  endlcfs  gain 
No  private  charities  could  drain  : 
On  public  works  he  fix'd  his  mind, 
The  zealous  friend  of  human  kind. 
Convenient  inns  on  each  great  road 
At  his  own  proper  cofts  endow'd, 
To  weary  caravans  afford 
Refrefhment,  both  at  bed  and  board. 
From  Thames,  the  Tiber,  and  tha  Rhine, 
Nations  remote  with  Ali  dine  ; 
In  various  tongues  tys  bounty's  bleft, 
While  with  furprife  the  (hanger  gueft 
Does  here  on  unbought  dainties  feaft  : 
See  ftately  palaces  arife, 
And  gilded  domes  invade  the  Ikies. 
Say,  mufe,  what  lords  inhabit  here  ? 
Nor  favourite  eunuch,  prince,  nor  peer  ? 
The  poor,  the  lame,  the  blind,  the  fick, 
The  ideot,  and  the  lunatic. 

He  curb'd  each  river's  fwelling  pride, 

O'er  the  relu&ant  murmuring  tide 

From  bank  to  bank  his  bridges  ftride. 

A  thoufaud  gracious  deeds  were  done, 

Bury'd  in  filence  and  unknown. 

At  length,  worn  out  with  years  and  care, 

Sha  Abbas  dy'd;  left  his  young  heir 

Sha  Sefi,  unexperienc'd,  raw, 

By  his  ftern  father  kept  in  awe ; 

To  the  feraglio's  walls  confin'd, 

Barr'd  from  the  converfe  of  mankind. 

Strange  jealoufy  !  a  certain  rule, 

To  breed  a  tyrant  and  a  fool. 

Still  Ali  was  prime  minifter, 

But  had  not  much  his  mafter's  ear ; 

Walk'd  on  unfaithful,  flippery  ground, 

Till  an  occafion  could  be  found 

To  pick  a  quarrel ;  then,  no  doubt, 

As  is  the  mode  at  caurt — turn  out. 

Sha  Sefi,  among  eunuchs  bred, 

With  them  convers'd,  by  them  was  led  ; 

Beardlefs,  half-men  !  in  whofe  falfe  breads, 

Nor  joy,  nor  love,  nor  friendftiip,  rells. 

There  fpight  and  pining  envy  dwell, 

And  rage  as  in  their  native  hell ; 

For,  confcious  of  their  own  difgrace 

Each  excellence  they  would  debafe, 

Aud  vent  their  fpleen  on  human  race. 

This  Ali  found.     Strange  fenfelefs  lies 

And  inconfiftent  calumnies 

They  buz  into  the  monarch's  ears, 

And  he  believes  all  that  he  hears. 

"  Great  prince,"  faid  they,  "  AH,  your  flave— 
Whom  we  acknowledge  wife  and  brave — 
Yet  pardon  us — we  can't  but  fee 
His  boundlefs  pride  and  vanity  : 
His  bridges  triumph  o'er  each  tide, 
In  their  own  channels  taught  to  glide. 
Each  beggar,  and  each  lazy  drone, 
His  fubjeft,  more  than  yours,  is  grown : 
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"  And  for  a  palace  leaves  his  cell, 
•*  Where  Xerxes  might  be  proud  to  dwell. 
"  His  inns  for  travellers  provide, 
"  Strangers  are  lifted  on  hi*  fide  : 
"  In  his  own  houfe  how  ^rand  the  fcene ! 
•*  Tiffues  and  velvets  are  too  mean, 
"  Gold,  jewels,  pearls,  unheard  expence  ! 
««  Sufpe&cdi  bold,  magnificence! 
«  Whence  can  this  flood  of  riches  flow  ? 
"  Examine  his  accounts,  you'll  know  : 
"  Your  eye  on  your  exchequer  caft, 
«'  The  fecret  will  come  out  at  laft." 
Ali  next  morn  (for  'twas  his  way 
To  rife  before  the  dawn  of  day) 
Went  early  to  the  council-board, 
Froftrate  on  earth,  his  king  ador'd. 
The  king,  with  countenance  fevere, 
Look'd  fternly  on  his  minifter  : 
•«  Ali,"  faid  toe,  "  I  have  been  told, 
"  Great  treafures,  both  in  gems  and  gold, 
Were  left,  and  trufted  to  your  care; 
'Mong  thefe,  one  gem  exceeding  rare, 
I  long  to  view  ;  which  was  (they  faid) 
A  piefent  from  the  fultan  made, 
The  fined  that  the  world  e'er  faw, 
White,  large,  and  fair,  without  a  flaw." 
Th/  unblemifh'd  Ali  thus  reply'd, 
Great  fir!  it  cannot  be  deny'd, 
'Tis  brilliant,  beautiful,  and  clear, 
The  Great  Mogul  has  not  its  peer. 
Pleafe  it  your  majefty,  to  go 
Into  the  treafury  below, 
"  You'll  wonder  at  its  piercing  ray, 
*  The  fun  gives  not  a  nobler  day." 
Together  now  they  all  defcend ; 
Poor  Ali  had  no  other  friend, 
£uc  a  foul  faithful  to  its  truft, 
The  fure  afylum  of  the  juft. 
In  proper  claffes  now  are  feen 
The  diamonds  bright,  and  emeralds  green  } 
Pearls,  rubies,  fapphires,  next  appear, 
Difpos'd  in  rows  with  niceft  care. 
The  king  views  all  with  curious  eyes, 
Applauds  with  wonder  and  furprife, 
Their  order  and  peculiar  grace, 
Each  thing  adapted  to  its  place ; 
The  reft  with  envious  leer  behold, 
And  (tumble  upon  bars  of  gold. 
Next,  in  an  amber  box,  is  fhown 
The  nobleft  jewel  of  the  crown  : 
•«  This,  fir,"  faid  he,  "  believe  your  flave, 
"  Is  the  fine  gem  the  fultan  gave  ; 
**  Around  it  dart  its  beajns  of  light, 
*'  No  comet  e'er  was  half  fo  bright." 
The  king  with  joy  the  gem  admires, 
Well-pleas'd,  and  half-convinc'd,  retire*. 
«'  Ali,"  faid  he,  «  with  you  I  dine; 
"  Your  furniture,  I'm  told,  is  fine." 
Wife  Ali,  for  this  favour  fhow'd, 
Humbly  with  loweft  reverence  bow'd. 

At  Ali's  houfe  now  every  hand 
Jsbufy  at  their  lord's  command; 
Where  at  th'  appointed  hour  refort 
The  king  and  all  his  fplendid  court. 
Ali  came  forth  his  prince  to  meet, 
lowly  bowing,  ktfs'd  his  feet. 


On  all  his  compliments 
Civil  alike  to  friends  and  foes. 
The  kinjr,  impatient  to  behold 
His  furniture  of  gems  and  gold, 
From  room  to  room  the  chafe  purfued, 
With  curious  eyes  each  corner  view'd, 
Ranfack'd  th'  apartments  o'er  and  o'er, 
Each  clofet  fearch'd,  unlock'd  each  door; 
But  all  he  found  was  plain  and  coarfe, 
The  meaneft  Perfian  fcarce  had  worfc; 
Thefe  Ali  for  convenience  bought, 

Nor  for  expenfive  trifles  fought. 

One  door  a  prying  eunuch  fpy'd, 

With  bars  and  locks  well  fortify'd, 

And  now,  fecure  to  find  the  prize, 

Show'd  it  the  king  with  joyful  eyes'. 

"  Ali,"  faid  he,  "  that  citadel 

"  1$  ftrong,  and  baricadoed  well  ? 
What  have  you  there  .?"  Ali  reply'd, 

"  Oh,  fir,  there's  lodg'd  my  greateft  pride ; 
There  are  the  gems  I  value  moft, 
And  all  the  treafures  1  can  boafl-" 
All  now  convinc'd  of  his  difgracc, 

Triumph  appear'd  in  every  face. 

The  monarch  doubted  now  no  more  ; 

The  keys  are  brought,  unlock'd  the  door, 

When,  lo  !  upon  the  wall  appear 

His  fhephcrd's  weeds  hung  up  with  care, 

Nfor  crook  nor  fcrip  was  wanting  there  ; 

Nor  pipe  that  tun'd  his  humble  lays, 

Sweet  folace  of  his  better  days ! 

Then,  bowing  low,  he  touch'd  his  brealr, 

And  thus  the  wondering  king  addreft : 
Great  Prince  !  your  Ali  is  your  flave, 
To  you  belong  whate'er  I  have ; 
Goods,  houfe,  are  yours,  nay  yours  this  head, 
For  fpeak  the  word,  and  I  am  dead  : 

'  Thefe  moveables,  and  thefe  alone, 
I  may  with  juftice  call  my  own. 
Your  royal  fire,  Abbas  the  Great, 
Whom  nations  proftrate  at  his  feet 
On  earth  ador'd;  whofe  foul  at  reft, 
In  paradife  a  welcome  gueft, 
*  Enjoys  its  full,  and  fragrant  bowers, 
Or  wantons  upon  beds  of  flowers, 
While  the  pure  ftream,  in  living  rills, 
From  rocks  of  adamant  diftils, 
And  black-ey'd  nymphs  attend  his  nodi 
Fair  daughters  of  that  bleft  abode  : 
By  his  command,  I  left  the  plain, 
An  humble,  but  contented  fwain. 
Nor  fought  I  wealth,  nor  power,  nor  place  J 
All  thefe  were  owing  to  his  grace  ; 
'Twas  his  mere  bounty  made  me  great, 
And  fix'd  me  here,  in  this  high  feat, 
The  mark  of  envy.     Much  he  gave, 
But  yet  of  nought  depriv'd  his  flave  : 
He  touch'd  not  thefe.     Alas !  whofe  fpite, 
Whofe  avarice,  would  thcfc  excite  ? 
My  old,  hereditary  right ! 
Grant  me  but  thefe,  Great  Prince,  once  more, 
Grant  me  the  pleafure  to  be  poor, 
This  fcrip,  thele  homely  weeds,  I'll 
The  bleating  flocks  fhall  be  my  care; 

*  Sitcb  is  the  farat/ifs  tl:e  Turks  sxfcd 
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*  Th'  employ  that  did  my  youth  engage, 
**  Shall  be  the  comfort  of  my  age." 
The  king,  amaz'd  at  fuch  a  fcorn 
Of  riches,  jn  a  fhepherd  born  ; 
"  How  foars  that  foul,"  faid  he,  "  above 
"  The  courtier's  hate,  or  monarch's  love  ! 
'*.  No  power  fuch  virtue  can  efface, 
•'  No  jealeus  malice  (hall  difgrace. 
"  Wealth,  grandeur,  pomp,  are  a  mere  cheat, 
"  But  this  is  to  be  truly  great." 
While  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  face, 

[  He  clafp'd  him  in  a  clofe  embrace ; 
Then  caus'd  himfelf  to  be  undreft, 
And  cloth'd  him  in  his  royal  veft  ; 

[  The  greatefl  honour  he  could  give, 
Or  Perfian  fubjecls  can  receive. 

THE  SWEET-SCENTED  MISER. 

TELL  me,  my  noble  generous  friend, 

With  what  defign,  and  to  what  end, 

Do  greedy  fools  heap  up  wilh  eare 

That  pelf,  which  they  want  heart  to  fhare  ? 

What  other  pleafure  can  they  know, 

But  to  enjoy,  or  to  beftow  ? 

A<5ls  of  benevolence  and  love 

Give  us  a  tafte  of  heaven  above ; 

We  imitate  th'  immortal  powers, 

Whofe  fun-fhjne,  and  whofe  kindly  fliowers, 

Refrefh  the  poor  and  barren  ground, 

And  plant  a  paradife  around  : 

But  this  mean,  fneaking  avarice, 

Is  a  collection  of  all  vice. 

Where  this  foul  weed  but  taints  the  place, 

Nor  virtue  grows,  nor  worth,  nor  grace; 

The  foul  a  defert  wafte  remains, 

And  ghaftly  defolation  reigns. 

But  where  will  thefe  grave  morals  tend  ? 

Pardon  my  zeal,  dear  courteous  friend ; 

The  province  of  my  humbler  vein, 

Is- not  to  preach,  but  entertain. 

Gripe,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 
Was  good  for  nothing,  but  to  fave ; 
Mammon  his  God,  to  him  alone 
He  bowM,  and  his  fhort  creed  was  known  : 
On  his  thumb-nail  it  might  be  wrote, 
"  A  penny  fav'd's  a  penny  got." 
This  rich  poor  man  was  jogging  down,, 
Once  on  a  time,  from  London  town  ; 
With  him  his  fon,  a  handy  lad  : 
To  drefs  his  daddy— or  his  pad  : 
Among  his  dealers  he  had  been, 
And  all  their  ready  cafli  fwept  clean. 
Gripe,  to  fave  charges  on  the  road, 
At  each  good  houfe  cramm'd  in  a  load  : 
With  boil'd  and  roaft  his  belly  fill'd, 
And  greedily  each  tankard  fwill'd  : 
How  favoury,  how  fweet  the  meat ! 
How  good  the  drink  when  others  treat  I 

Now  on  the  road  Gripe  trots  behind, 
For  weighty  reafons  (as  you'll  find)  : 
The  boy  foon  long'd  to  take  a  whet, 
His  horfe  at  each  fign  made  a  fet, 
And  he  fpurr'd  on  with  great  regret. 
This  the  old  man  obferv'd  with  pain, 
"  Ah  :  fon,"  faid  he,  '*  the  way  to  gain 
*|  Wealth  (our  chief  good)  is  to  abftain ; 


Check  each  expenflve  appetite, 
j  "  And  make  the  moft  of  every  mite  ! 
"  Confider  well,  my  child,  O  think 
"  What  numbers  are  undone  by  drink  ? 
"  Hopeful  young  men  !  who  might  be  great, 
"  Die  well,  and  leave  a  large  efbste ; 
"  But,  by  lewd  comrades  led  aftray, 
"  Guzzling,  throw  all  their  means  away. 
"  Tom  Dafh,  of  parts  acute  and  rare. 
u  Can  fplit  a  fraction  to  a  hair ; 
"  Knows  Wingate  better  than  his  creed*     ' 
"  Can  draw  ftrong  ale,  or  a  weak  deed  ; 
"  By  precedents  a  bond  can  write, 
"  Or  an  indenture  tripartite  ; 
"  Can  meafure  land,  pafture,  or  wood, 
"  Yet  never  purchas'd  half  a  rood. 
"   Whom  all  thefe  liberal  arts  adorn, 
"  Is  he  not  rich  !  as  iheep  new  fhorn ! 
"  The  reafon  need  not  far  be  fought, 
"  For  three-pence  gain'd,  he  fpends  a  groat. 
"  There's  Billy  Blowfe,  that  merry  fellow, 
<*  So  wondrous  witty  when  he's  mellow  ; 
"  Ale  and  mundungus,  in  defpite 
<c  Of  nature,  make  the  clown  polite. 
"  When  thofe  rich  fleams  chafe  his  dull  head, 
"  What  flowers  (hoot  up  in  that  hot-bed ! 
"  His  jefts,  when  fogs  his  temples  fliroud,          ~t 
"  Like  the  fun  burfting  through  a  cloud,  % 

"  Blaze  out,  and  dazzle  all  the  crowd  :  3 

"  They  laugh,  each  wag's  exceeding  gay, 
"   While  he,  poor  ninny  !  jokes  away 
"  By  night,  whate'er  he  gets  by  day; 
"  To  thefe  examples  1  might  add 
"  A  *fquirc  or  two,  troth  full  as  bad ; 
"  Who,  doom'd  by  heaven  for  their  fins, 
"  Mind  nothing  but  their  nipperkins : 
"  But  thefe,  at  this  time,  fhall  fuffice ; 
"  By  faving,  boy,  that  is,  be  wife." 

Now,  mufe,  come  hold  thy  nofe,and  tell 
What  doleful  accident  befel; 
His  horfe  fet  hard,  an  ancient  hack, 
That  twice  ten  years  carry'd  a  pack, 
But  fuch  a  cargo  ne'er  before ; 
He  had  him  cheap,  and  kept  him  poor ; 
His  bowels  ftuft  with  tbo  much  meat, 
He  fat  uneafy  in  his  feat, 
And  riggled  often  to  and  fro, 
With  painful  gripings  gnaw'd  below, 
His  diftance  yet  in  hope  to  gain, 
For  the  next  inn  he  fpurs  amain ; 
In  hafte  alights,  and  feuds  a^vay, 
But  time  and  tide  for  no-  man  ftay. 
No  means  can  fave  whom  heaven  has  curfts 
For  out  th'  impetuous  torrent  burft. 
Struck  dumb,  aghaft  at  firft  he  flood, 
And  fcratch'd  his  head  in  penfive  mood  : 
But,  wifely  judging  'twas  in  vain 
To  make  an  outcry,  and  complain, 
Of  a  bad  bargain  made  the  beft, 
And  lull'd  his  troubled  foul  to  reft. 
Back  he  return'd  with  rueful  face, 
And  fhufiled  through  the  houfe  apace; 
My  landlady  icreams  out  in  hafte, 
"  Old  gentleman,  ho  ! — where  fo  faft  ? 
"  Before  you  go,  pray  pay  your  (hot, 
"  This  young  man  here  has  drunk  a  pot.'* 
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"  A  pot '."  faid  Gripe ;  "  oh,  the  young  rogue  ! 
"  Ah,  ruinous,  expenlive  dog  !" 
And,  muttering  curfes  in  his  ear, 
Look'd  like  a  witch  with  hellifh  leer; 
But,  finding  'twas  in  vain  to  fret, 
Pull'd  out  his  catlkin,  paid  the  debt. 

This  point  adjufted,  on  they  fare, 
Ambrofial  fweets  perfume  the  air  : 
The  younker,  by  the  fragrant  fcent, 
Perceiving  now  how  matters  went, 
Laugh'd  inwardly,  could  fcarce  contain, 
And  kept  his  countenance  with  pain. 
At  laft  he  cries,  "  Now,  fir,  an't  pleafe, 
"  I  hope  you're  better,  and  at  eafe." 
"  Better,  you  booby  !^-'tis  all  out" — 
"  What's  out  ?"  faid  he.  "  You  drunken  lout ! 
"  All  in  my  trowfers — well — no  matter — 
"  Not  great — thi  expence  of  foap  and  water ; 
"  This  charge — if  times  are  not  too  hard, 
"  By  management  may  be  repair'd  : 
"  But,  oh  !  that  damn'd  confounded  pot ! 
"  Extravagant,  audacious  fot ; 
"  This,  this  indeed,  my  foul  does  grieve, 
"  There's  two-pence  loft  without  retrieve !" 

THE  INCURIOUS  BENCHER. 
AT  Jenny  Mann's,  where  herpes  meet, 
And  lay  their  laurels  at  her  feet ; 
The  modern  Pallas,  at  whofe  fhrine 
They  bow,  and  by  whofe  aid  they  dine : 
Colonel  Brocade  among  the  reft 
Was  every  day  a  welcome  gueft. 
One  night  as  carelefcly  he  flood, 

Cheering  his  reins  before  the  fire, 
(So  every  true-born  Briton  fhould) 

Like  that,  he  chaf 'd,  and  fum'd,  with  ire. 
"  Jenny,"  faid  he,  "   tis  very  hard, 
<c  That  no  man's  honour  can  be  fpar'd  ; 
"  If  I  but  fup  with  Lady  Duchcfs, 
"Or  play  a  game  at  ombre,  fuch  is 
"  The  malice  of  the  world,  'tis  faid, 
"  Although  his  Grace  lay  drunk  in  bed, 
"   Twas  I  that  caus'd  his  aching  head. 
"  If  Madam  Doodle  would  be  witty, 
"  And  1  am  fummon'd  to  the  city, 
"  To  play  at  blind-man's-buff,  or  fo, 
"  What  won't  fuch  hellifh  malice  do  ? 
"  If  I  but  catch  her  in  a  corner, 
"  Humph — 'tis,  Your  fervant,  Colonel  Homer  : 
"  But  rot  the  fneering  fops,  if  e'er 
"  I  prove  it,  it  fhall  coft  them  dear; 
"  I  fwear  by  this  dead-doing  blade, 
"  Dreadful  examples  fhall  be  made  : 
"  What — can't  they  drink  bohea  and  cream, 
"  But  (d — n  them)  I  muft  be  their  theme  ? 
"  Other  men's  bufinefs  let  alone, 
"  Why  fhould  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own  ?" 

As  thus  he  rav'd  with  all  his  might 
(How  infecure  from  Fortune's  fpight,  j 

Alas  1  is  every  mortal  wight !)  j 

To  fhow  his  ancient  fpleen  to  Mars, 
Fierce  Vulcan  caught  him  by  the  a — 
Stuck  to  his  fkirts,  infatiate  varlet ! 
And  fed  with  pleai'ure  on  the  fcarlet. 
Hard  by,  and  in  the  corner,  fate 
,  A  Bcnch«r  grave,  with  look  fedate, 


moking  his  pipe,  warm  as  a  toaft, 
reading  over  laft  week's  poft ; 
ie  faw  the  foe  the  fort  invade, 
nd  foon  fmelt  out  the  breach  he  made  I 
Jut  not  a  word — a  little  fly 
He  look'd,  'tis  true,  and  from  each  eye 
A  fide-long  glance  fometimes  he  fent, 

)  bring  him  news,  and  watch  th'  event. 
At  length,  upon  that  tender  part 

Where  honour  lodges  (as  of  old 

Authentic  Hudibras  has  told) 
The  bluftering  colonel  felt  a  fmart. 
Sore  griev'd  for  his  affronted  bum, 
Frilk'd,  fkip'd,and  bounc'd  about  the  room  ; 
Then  turning  fhort,  "  Zounds,  fir !"  he  cries—* 
'  Pox  on  him,  had  the  fool  no  eyes  ? 
'  What '.  let  a  man  be  burnt  alive  1" 

"  I  am  not,  fir,  inquifitive" 
Reply 'd  Sir  Gravity)  "  to  know 
'  Whate'er  your  honour's  pleas'd  to  do; 

If  you  will  burn  your  tail  to  tinder, 

Pray  what  have  I  to  do  to  hinder  ? 

Other  mens  bufinefs  let  alone, 
'  Why  mould  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own  ?" 

Then,  knocking  out  his  pipe  with  care, 
Laid  down  his  penny  at  the  bar ; 
And,  wrapping  round  his  frieze  furtout, 
Took  up  his  crab-tree,  and  walk'd  out. 
THE  BUSY  INDOLENT: 

A  TALE. 

JACK  CARELESS  was  a  man  of  parts, 

Well  fkill'd  in  the  politer  arts, 

With  judgment  read,  with  humour  writ : 

Among  his  friends  paft  for  a  wit : 

But  lov'd  his  eafe  more  than  his  meat, 

And  wnnder'd  knaves  could  toil  and  cheat, 

T*  expofe  themfelves  by  being  great. 

At  no  levees  the  fuppliant  bow'd ; 

Nor  courted  for  their  votes  the  crowd  : 

Nor  riches  nor  preferment  fought,   . 

Did  what  he  pleas'd,  fpoke  what  he  thought. 

Content  within  due  bounds  to  live, 

And  what  he  could  not  fpend,  to  give  : 

Would  whiff  his  pipe  o'er  nappy  ale, 

And  joke,  and  pun,  and  tell  his  tale  ; 

Reform  the  ftate,  lay  down  the  law, 

And  talk  of  lords  he  never  faw ;  , 

Fight  Marlborough's  battles  o'er  again, 

And  pufh  the  French  on  Blenheim's  plain  ; 

Difcourfe  of  Paris,  Naples,  Rome, 

Though  he  had  never  ftirr'd  from  home  : 

'  Fis  true  he  travcl'd  with  great  care, 

The  tour  of  Europe — in  his  chair. 

Was  loth  to  part  without  his  load, 

Or  move  till  morning  peep'd  abroad. 

One  day  this  honeft,idle  rake, 
Nor  quite  afleep,  nor  well  awake, 
Was  lolling  in  his  elbow  chair, 
And  building  caftles  in  the  air  ; 
His  nipperkin  (the  port  was  good) 
Half  empty  at  his  elbow  ftood, 
When  a  ftrange  noife  offends  his  ear, 
The  din  increas'd  as  it  came  near, 
And  in  his  yard  at  lafl  he  view'd 
Of  farmers  a  great  multitude  •, 


FABLES, 

"Who  that  day,  -walking  of  their  rounds, 
Had  difagreed  about  their  bounds ; 
And  lure  the  difference  muft  be  wide,. 
Where  each  does  for  himfelf  decide. 
Vollies  of  oaths  in  vain  they  fwear, 
Which  bur  it  like  guiltlefs  bombs  in  air  ;        [oaf  !M 
And,  "  Thou'rt  a  knave  !"  and,   "  Thou'rt   an 
Is  banded  round  with  truth  cnougk. 
At  length  they  mutually  agree,  "p 

His  worfhip  fhould  be  referee,  C 

Which  courteous  (Jack  confents  to  be  r  j 

Though- for  himfelt  he  would  not  bud»e) 
"Yet  for  his  friends  an  arrant  drudge; 
A  confcience  of  this  point  he  made,  •> 

With  pleaiure  readily  obey'd,  C 

And  (hot  like  lightning  to  their  aid.  _} 

The  farmers,  fummon'd  to  his  room, 
Bowing  with  awkward  reverence  come. 
In  his  great  chair  his  worfhip  fate, 
A  grave  and  able  magiftrate  : 
Silence  proclaimed,  each  clack  was  laid, 
And  flippant  tongues  with  pain  obey'd. 
In  a  fhort  fpeech,  he  firft  commutes 
The- vaft  expenee  of  law  difputes, 
And  everlafting  chancery  fuits. 
With  zeal  and  warmth  he  railed  then 
Pack'd  juries,  fhcriffs,  talefmen  ! 
And  recommended  in  the  clofe, 
Good  neighbourhood,  peace,  and  repofe. 
Next  weigh 'd  with  care  each  man's  pretence, 
•  PerusM  records*  heard  evidence, 
Obferv'd,  reply'd,  his  every  blot, 
Unravel'd  every  Gordian  knot; 
With  great  a&ivity  and  parts, 
Inform'd  their  judgments,  won  their  hearts ; 
And,  without  fees,  or  time  mifpent, 
By  ftrength  of  ale  and  argument, 
Difpatch'd  them  home,  friends  and  content* 

Trufly.who  at  his  elbow  fate, 
And  wi'h  furprife  heard  the  debate, 
Aftonifh'd,  could  not  but  admire 
His  ftrange  dexterity  and  fire  ; 
His  wife  difcernment  and  good  fenfe, 
His  quicknefs,  eafe,  and  eloquence. 
"  Lord !  fir,"  faid  he,  «  1  can't  but  chide: 
0   What  ufcful  talents  do  you  hide  1 
"  In  half  an  hour  you  have  done  more 
"  Than  Puzale  can  in  half  a  feore, 
"  With  aii  the  practice  of  the  courts, 
"  His  cafes-,  precedents,  reports." 

Jack  with  a  fmile  reply'd,  "  'Tia  true, 
"  This  may  feem  odd,  my  friend,  to  you, 
"  But  give  me  not  more  than  my  due. 
"  No  hungry  judge  nods  o'er  the  laws, 
"But  haften.?.  to  decide  the  caufe  : 
"  Who  hands  the  oar,  and  drags  the  chain, 
"  Will  ffcruggle  to  be  free  again. 
"  So  lazy  men  and  indolent, 
"  With  cares  opprefs'd,  and  bufinefs  fpent, 
"  Exert  their  utmoft  powers  and  {kill, 
"  Work  hard  ;  for  what  I  Why,  to  fit  (till. 
"  They  toil,  they  fweat,  they  want  no  fee, 
"  For  ev'n  floth  prompts  to  induftry. 
"  Therefore,  my  friend,  I  freely  own 
"  All  this  addrefs  I  now  have  fkown, 


TALES,    &c. 

Is  mere  impatience,  and  no  mere, 
To  lounge  and  loiter  as  before  : 

Life  is  a  fpan,  the  world  an  inn ~ 

Here,  firrah,  t'  other  nipperkin." 

THE  YEOMAN  OF  KENT  ; 


A  YEOMAN  bold  (fuppofc  of  Kent) 

Liv'd  on  his  own,  and  paid  no  reut  j 

Manur'd  his  awn  paternal  land, 

Had  always  money  at  command, 

To  purchafe  bargains,  or  to  lend, 

T'  improve  his  itock,  or  help  a  friend  : 

At  CrL-ffy  and  Poi&iers,  of  old, 

His  anceftors  were  bowmen  bold; 

Whofe  good  yew  bows,  and  finews  flrong^ 

Drew  arrows  of  a  cloth-yard  long ; 

For  England's  glory,  flrew'd  the  plain, 

With  barons,  counts,  and  princes  flaio. 

Belov'd  by  all  the  neighbourhood, 

For  hi*  delight  was  doing  gocd  : 

At  every  mart  his  word  a  law, 

Kept  all  the  {huiHing  knaves  in  awe. 

How  juft  is  heaven,  and  how  true,. 

To  give  to  fuch  defer  t  its  due  1 

'Tis  in  authentic  legions  faid, 

Two  twins  at  once  had  blefs'd  his  bed"; 

Frank  was  the  eldeft,  but  the  other 

Was  honefl.  Numps,  his  younger  brother; 

That,  with  a  face  effeminate, 

And  fhape  too  fine  and  delicats, 

Took  after  his  fond  mother  Kate,, 

A  Franklin's  daughter.  Numps  was  rough, 

No  heart  of  oak  was  half  fo  tough, 

And  true  as  fteel,  to  cuff,,  or  kick, 

Or  play  a  bout  at  double  flick, 

Who  but  frier.d  Numps  >  While  Frank's  dellgafc 

Was  more  (they  lay)  to  dance>than  fight; 

At  Whitfon-ales  king  of  the  May, 

Among  the  maids,  brifk,  frolic,  gay, 

He  tript  it  on  each  holiday. 

Their  genius  different,  Frank  would  roam 

To  town  ;  but  Numps,  he  ftaid  at  home. 

The  youth  was  forward,  apt  to  learn, 

Could  foon  an  honeft  living  earn  ;. 

Good  company  would  always  keep, 

WasknoVn  to  Falftaffin  Eaft-cheap; 

Threw  many  a  merry  main,  could  bully, 

And  put  the  doctor  on  his  cully  ; 

Ply'd  hard  his  work,  and  learnt  the  way, 

To  watch  all  night,  and  fleep  all  day. 

Flufti'd  wkh  fuccefs,  new  rigg'd,  and 

Polite  his  air,  genteel  his  mien  : 

Accompliih'd  thus  in  every  part, 

He  won  a  buxom  widow's  heart. . 

Her  fortune  narrow ;  and  too  wide, 

Alaa  1  lay  her  concerns,  her  pride  : 

Great  as  a  duchefs,  fhe  would  fcorn 

Mean  fare,  a  gentlewoman  born  ; 

Poor  and  expenfive  1  on  my  life 

'Twas  but  the  devil  of  a  wife. 

Yet  Frank,  with  what  he  won  by  night, 

A  while  liv'd  tolerably  tight  j 
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And  fpoufc,  who  fometimes  fate  till  morn 

At  cribbidge,  made  a  good  return. 

While  thus  they  liv'd  from  hai.d  to  mouth, 

She  laid  a  bantling  to  the  youth ; 

But  whether  'twas  his  own  or  no, 

My  authors  don't  pretend  to  know. 

His  charge  enhanc'd,  'tis  alfo  true 

A  lying-in  's  expenfive  too, 

In  cradles,  whittles,  fpice-bowls,  fack, 

Whate'er  the  wanton  goffips  lack  ; 

While  fcandal  thick  as  hail-fhot  flies, 

Till  peaceful  bumpers  feal  their  eyes. 

Frank  deem'd  it  prudent  to  retire, 

And  vifit  the  good  man  his  fire ; 

In  the  ftage-coach  he  feats  himfelf, 

Loaded  with  madam  and  her  elf ; 

In  her  right  hand  the  coral  plac'd, 

Her  lap  a  China  orange  grac'd : 

Pap  for  the  babe  was  not  forgot ; 

And  lullaby's  melodious  note, 

7'hat  warbled  in  his  cars  all  day. 

Shorten'd  the  rugged,  tedioas  way. 

Frank,  to  the  manfion-houfe  no\v  come, 
Hejoic'd  to  find  himfelf  at  home  ; 
Neighbours  around,  and  confins  went 
By  fcores,  to  pay  their  compliment. 
The  good  old  man  was  kind,  'tis  true, 
But  yet  a  little  fhock'd,  to  view 
A  'fquire  fo  fine,  a  fight  fo  new. 
But  above  all,  the  lady  fair 
Was  pink'd,  and  deck'd  beyond  compare; 
Scarce  a  fhrieve's  wife  at  an  aflize 
"Was  drefs'd  fo  fine,  fo  roll'd  her  eyes  : 
And  matter  too  in  all  his  pride, 
His  filver  rattle  by  his  fide, 
Would  Ihake  it  oft,  then  flirilly  fcream, 
More  noify  than  the  yeoman's  team ; 
With  talTals  and  with  plumes  made  proud, 
While  jingling  bells  ring  oat  aloud. 
The  good  old  dame,  raviuYd  outright, 
Ev'n  doated  on  fo  gay  a  fight ; 
Her  Frank,  as  glorious  as  the  morn ; 
Poor  Numps  was  look'd  upon  with  fcorn. 

With  other  eyes  the  yeoman  fage 
Beheld  each  youth ;  nought  could  engage 
His  wary  and  difcerning  heart, 
But  fterling  \*orth  and  true  defert. 
At  laft,  he  could  no  longer  bear 
Such  ftrange  fophifticated  ware  ; 
He  cries  (enrag'd  at  this  odd  fcene) 
11  What  can  this  foolifh  coxcomb  mean, 
"  Who,  like  a  pedlar  with  his  pack, 
"  Carries  his  riches  on  his  back  ? 
"  Soor?  ftiall  this  blockhead  fink  my  rents, 
"  And  alienate  my  tenements, 
ct  Which  long  have  ftood  in  good  repair, 
"  Nor  funk,  nor  rofe,  from  heir  to  heir; 
"  Still  the  fame  rent  without  advance, 
"  Since  the  Black  Prince  firft  conquer'd  France  : 
"  But  now,  alas !  all  muft  be  loll, 
"*  And  all  my  prudent  projects  croft. 
"  Brave  honeft  race  !  Is  it  thus  then 
!<  We  dwindle  into  gentlemen  ? 
"  But  I'll  prevent  this  foul  difgrace. 
•«  This  butterfly  from  hence  I'll  chafe." 


H_-  faddlcs  Ball  without 
To  London  towi.  dire&s  his  way  ; 
There  at  the  Herald's  office  he 
Took  out  his  coat,  and  paid  his  fee, 
And  had  it  cheap,  as  wits  agree. 
A  lion  rampant,  fteut  and  able, 
Argent  the  field,  the  border  fable  j 
The  gay  efcutcheon  look'd  as  fine, 
As  any  new-daub'd  country  lign. 
Thus  having  done  what  he  decreed, 
Home  he  returns  with  all  his  fpeed  : 
"  Here,  fon,"  faid  he,  "  fince  you  will  be 
"  A  gentleman  in  fpight  of  me  ; 
"  Here,  fir,  this  gorgeous  bauble  take, 
"  How  well  it  will  become  a  rake  ! 
"  Be  what  you  feem  :  this  is  your  flnrc  { 
"  But  honeft  Numps  fhall  be  my  heir  ; 
"  To  him  I'll  leave  my  whole  e^ate, 
"  Left  my  brave  race  degenerate* 

THE  HAPPY  LUNATIC. 


I 


TO  DOCTOR  M 


A  TALC. 


WHEN  faints  were  cheap  in  good  Nol's  reign, 
As  finners  now  in  Drury-Lane  ; 
Wrapt  up  in  myfteries  profound, 
A  faint  perceiv'd  his  head  turn  round  : 
Whether  the  fweet  and  favoury  wind, 
That  mould  have  been  difcharg'd  behind, 
For  want  of  vent  had  upward  fled, 
And  feiz'd  the  fortrefs  of  his  head; 
Ye  fage  philofophers,  debate  : 
I  folve  no  problems  intricate. 
That  he  was  mad,  to  me  is  clear, 
Elfc  why  fhould  he,  whofe  nicer  ear 
DouJd  never  bear  church-mufic  here, 
Dream  that  he  heard  the  bleft  above, 
Chanting  in  hymns  of  joy  and  love? 
Organs  themfelvcs,  which  were  of  ycre 
The  mufic  of  the  fcarlet  whore, 
Are  now  with  tranfport  heard.     In  fine, 
lavilh'd  with  harmony  divine, 
All  earthly  blcffings  he  defies, 
The  gueft  and  favourite  of  the  Ikies. 
At  laft,  his  too  officious  friends 
The  doctor  call,  and  he  attends  ; 
The  patient  cur'd,  demands  his  fee. 

Curfe  on  thy  farting  pills  and  thce," 
Reply'd  the  faint :  "  ah  !  to  my  coft 

I'm  cur'd  ;  but  where's  the  heaven  I  loft  ? 

Go,  vile  deceiver,  get  thee  hence, 

Who'd  barter  paradife  for  fcnfe  ?" 

Ev'n  fo  bemus'J  (that  is,  poffcft), 
Vith  raptures  fir'd,  and  more  than  bleft  ? 
n  pompous  epic,  towering  odes, 
ftrut  with  heroes,  fcaft  with  gods ; 
injoy  by  turns  the  tuneful  quire, 
?or  me  they  touch  each  golden  lyre, 
iappy  delufion  !  kind  dt- ceit ! 
'ill  you,  my  friend,  reveal  the  cheat; 
rour  eye  fevere,  traces  each  fault, 
ach  fwelling  word,  each  tinfel  thought. 
Cur'd  of  my  frenzy,  I  defpife 

uch  trifles,  ftript  of  their  difguife, 
Convinc'd,  and  miferably  wife. 
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O*  thfi  perfonal  hiftory  of  William  Pattifon,  a  youth  of  a  very  extraordinary  genius,  few  particu- 
lars have  been  tranfrnitted  by  his  contemporaries ;  and  for  thefe  we  are  chigfly  indebted  to  the 
anonymous  editor  of  his  poems,  who  was  enabled  to  perform  "  this  a<St  of  juftice  to  his  memory," 
by  a  cafual  acquaintance,  the  infpection  of  his  literary  correfpondence,  and  the  communications  of 
his  friends  "  in  the  north,  and  at  Cambridge." 

As  the  refearches  which  have  been  made  in  the  two  feminaries  of  Appleby,  and  Sidney  College, 
to  which  this  unfortunate  fcholar  belonged,  have  furniflied  no  new  memorials  of  his  perfon  or  his 
genius,  the  prefent  writer  muft  content  himfelf  with  repeating  the  few  melancholy  incidents, 
which  have  hitherto  formed  the  flender  hiftory  of  his  life. 

He  was  born  at  Peafmarfh,  near  Rye,  in  the  county  of  Suffex,  in  1706,  of  a  family  in  no  refpect 
illuftrious ;  his  father  being  a  farmer  at  that  place,  who  rented  a  confiderable  eftate  belonging  to 
the  Earl  of  Thanet. 

In  his  early  childhood,  having  difcovered  the  moft  promifing  marks  of  lively  parts,  and  a  great 
propenfity  to  learning,  and  his  father  being  unable  to  give  him  a  fuitable  education,  he  obtained 
the  patronage  of  the  Earl  of  Thanet,  who  placed  him  at  the  free-fchool  of  Appleby,  in  Weflmorc- 
landj  under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Banks,  a  teacher  of  eminent  learning  and  abilities. 

After  the  death  of  Mr.  Banks,  he  continued  about  two  years  under  the  care  of  his  fucceffor,  Mr. 
Thomas  Nevinfon  of  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  during  which  time  he  chiefly  applied  himfelf  to  the 
ftudy  of  claflkal  literature  and  poetry. 

About  this  time,  he  became  acquainted  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Noble,  fchoolmafter  at  Kirkby  Ste- 
phen, a  man  of  letters,  and  an  excellent  critic  in  poetry,  who  ufed  frequently  to  read  the  daffies 
with  him,  taught  him  how  to  difcern  the  beauties  and  the  faults  of  authors,  defcribed  to  him  the 
difference  between  falfe  wit  and  judicious  writing,  and  gave  him  fuch  inftruclions  towards  the  ad- 
vancement of  his  knowledge,  and  the  refinement  of  his  tafte,  as  proved  very  advantageous  to  him 
in  the  profecution  of  hisftudies.  * 

Mr.  Nevinfon  being  prefented  to  a  living  in  Northumberland,  refigned  the  fchool,  and  was  fuc- 
ceeded  by  Mr.  Richard  Yates  of  Q^et?n's  College  (the  prefentation  to  the  fchool  being  in  that 
College),  under  whofe  care  he  continued  about  a  year. 

While  he  was  at  fchool,  he  happened  to  contrail  a  debt,  of  about  ten  pounds,  for  boohs,  to  three 
bookfellars  in  Penrith,  who  rudely  demanded  payment.  Haying  no  money,  ncr  any  friend  who 
could  advance  him  that  fum,  he  wrote  an  Ode  upon  Chriflmas  Day,  and  prefented  it  to  Sir  Chrifto- 
pher  Mufgrave,  Bart,  at  Edenhall,  who  was  fo  much  pleafed  with  it,  that  he  ordered  his  chaplain  to 
pay  immediately  what  money  he  owed  for  books. 

Some  time  after,  he  addreffed  an  Ode  to  John  Tufton,  Efq.,  nephew  to  the  Earl  of  Thanet,  in  which 
his  acknowledgments  to  the  Tufton  family  are  finely  expreffed,  and  for  which  he  was  very  hand- 
fomely  rewarded. 

Shortly  after,  he  ridiculed  the  pretenfions  of  three  poetical  coxcombs,  who,  at  that  time,  pef- 
tered  the  fchool  with  their  nonfenfical  rhymes,  by  the  following  tranfpofition  of  Dryden'e  fins  cpi-r 
gram  on  Milton,  M  m  ij 
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Three  poetaftefs  in  one  age  were  born, 
And  all  at  once  did  Appieby  adorn  ; 
Thcyfr/7  in  penury  of  tbougbt  furpaft, 
In  rumbling  cant  the  next,  in  both  the  laji  ; 
Thefirce  uidulncfs  could  no  i'arther  go, 
To  make  a  third,  flis  joined  the  former  tivo. 

Though  he  avowed,  upon  every  occafion*  the  obligations  he  was  under  to  the  Thanet  family,  yet 
he  had  the  misfortune,  by  fome  mifunderftanding,  to  experience  the  negled  of  his  noble  patron 
before  he  left  Appieby ;  in  confequence  of  which,  his  election  to  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  puifuant 
to  the  foundation,  was  prevented,  and  he  returned  home  to  his  parents.  He  left  Appieby  fchool 
in  1723  ;  and  the  year  following,  he  was  fent  to  Sidney  College,  Cambridge,  "  wholly  through 
means  of  his  mother's  indulgence,  whom  he  ever  declared  to  be  the  mofi  tender,  as  his  father  wa* 
one  of  the  moft  rigid  parents." 

As  foon  as  he  was  fettled  in  the  Univerfity,  he  wrote  an  Epiftlc  to  a  Friend  in  the  north,  which 
contains  an  elegant  and  interefting  description  of  a  college  life. 

At  Cambridge,  as  at  Appieby,  poetry  was  his  favourite  purfuit,  and  angling  the  chief  alleviation 
of  his  ftudies ;  for  he  was  always  averfe  to  the  public  difputationt,  and  on  a  particular  occafion,  (hewed 
hjs  rcfent  meet  at  being  carried  to  thcfcbookby  the  -wranglers. 

As  the  brute  world  to  father  Adam  came, 

Requeuing,  with  inquiring  looks,  a  name, 

To  every  beaft  a  title  he  affign'd, 

And  nominated  all  the  fylvaii-kind. 

So  favage  multitudes  about  me  throng; 

Did  Adam's  talent  but  to  me  belong  ! 

Yet  though  they  cheat  the  world  by  their  difguifc, 

They  are  but  ajfei  to  poetic  eyes. 

He  was  confulercd  as  a  youth  of  much  hope  ;  and  the  proofs  which  he  exhibited  of  intellectual 
energy,  and  literary  powers,  procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  the  moft  diftinguifhed  fcholars  in  the 
Univerfity. 

While  his  poetical  competitions  obtained  him  a  high  reputation  among  men  of  wit  and  learning, 
his  companionable  talents,  and  the  feftivity  of  his  converfation,  procured  him  a  ready  admiflion  to 
the  circles  of  elegance  and  faihion. 

Few  men  came  into  company  better  qualified  to  pleafe,  or  to  inftrufl ;  but  it  was  his  misfortune 
to  fplit  on  the  rock  of  mifapplication  ;  for  he  made  that  which  fhould  have  been  only  an  amufement, 
his  principal  purfuit,  and  fuffered  himfelf  to  be  deluded  from  the  rugged  paths  of  ftudy,  by  the 
fafcination  of  elegant  fociety,  and  the  dreams  of  a  warm  and  voluptuous  imagination.  This  latter 
difpofition  led  him  into  fume  juvenile  imprudences,  which  cxpofed  him  to  the  cenfure  of  his  tutor, 
v  hofe  temper,  it  is  faid,  was  ill  qualified  to  reconcile  him  to  ihe  difcipline  of  the  College. 

The  grounds  of  the  quarrel  between  him  and  his  tutor  cannot  at  this  time  be  known  ;  but  it  ap- 
pears, from  his  epiftolary  ccrreffondence,  that  "  the  rigour  with  which  hi*  tutor  treated  him  was 
not  eafy  to  brook,  and  he  could  very  ill  bear  reftraint ;"  and  he  tells  of  himfelf,/'  that  it  was  the 
threats  of  expulfion,  and  the  dread  of  fuch  a  fcandal,  which  made  him  cut  his  name  out  of  the  Col- 
lege book." 

He  left  the  Univerficy,  whatever  was  the  caufe,  in  thoughtlefs  gaiety,  by  deputing  his  gown 
to  make  his  apology  in  the  following  verfe?,  which  he  pinned  upon  it,  at  his  departure  : 

Whoever  gives  himfelf  the  pains  to  ftoop, 
And  take  my  venerable  tatters  up, 
To  his  prefuming  inquifiticn  I, 
In  loco  Pattfoni  thus  reply  : 
Tir'd  with  the  fenfelefs  jargon  of  the  gown, 
My  matter  left  the  college  for  the  town  ; 
Where,  from  pedantic  drudgery  ftcur'U, 
He  laughs  at  follies,  which  he  once  endur'd; 
And  fcorns  his  precious  minutes  to  regale, 
\vrctched  college  wit,  and  college  alej 
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Far  nobler  pleafures  open  tb  his  view, 
Pieafures  for  ever  fwcet,  for  ever  new ! 
Bright  wit,  foft  beauty,  and  ambition's  fire 
Inflame  his  bofom,  and  his  mufc  infpire  ; 
While  to  his  few,  but  much  endearing  friends, 
His  love  and  bumble  Jervice  he  commends » 

His  mod  fincere  friends  exprefTed  their  concern  at  his  departure,  and  ftrongly  urged  him  either 
to  return,  or  at  leaft  to  make  an  apology  for  his  behaviour  to  the  mafter  and  fellows  of  the  college^ 
The  former  he  could  not  he  perfuaded  to,  but  the  latter  he  readily  complied  with,  in  a  ftate  of 
his  cafe,  which  he  tranfmitted  in  a  letter  to  one  of  his  friends. 

"  The  world  is  ever  inclined,"  fays  he, "  to  fufpecl  us  of  partiality,  when  we  fpeak  of  ourfelves ; 
and  it  is  unnatural  for  a  perfon  to  condemn  himfelf,  when  he  has  an  ad-verfary  fo  ready  as  mine  to 
deal  with,  I  was  going  to  fay,  fo  powerful,  without  confidering  the  validity  of  his  accufations,  which 
mufl  be  proved.  If  they  are  found  to  be  true,  T  fhall,  with  a  great  deal  of  refignation,y^/»/V  to  the 
cenfures  of  mankind ;  and  when  he  has  honeftly  acquitted  himfelf  from  the  fame  charge  to  his  corfdence, 
I  invite  him  to  throw  the  firjl  fane.  Here  is  a  field  of  fatire  opened  for  me ;  but  I  fcorn  to  draw  up- 
on a  naked  man,  and  fhall  content  myfelf.  But  I  hope,  the  abfolute  neccflity  of  fuel  a  proceeding 
will,  in  fome  meafure,  excufs  me  to  that  ufual  indulgence,  which  the  mafter  and  the  fellows  have  ever 
favoured  me  with,  efpecially  fince  it  is  the  laft  offence  I  am  likely  to  be  guilty  of." 

In  fupport  of  the  charge  agaiiif;  his  tutor,  the  following  authorities  are  produced  from  his  epifto- 
lary  correfpondence. 

"  I  advife  you,"  fays  Mr.  Wafe,  of  Sidney  College, "  to  fend  a  decent  epiftle  to  the  mafter,  with 

an  impartial  account  of  the  ill  treatment  which  you  have  met  with  under  B — ;  difplay  therein 

hisfevere  ufjge  in  moving  terms,  and  urge,  that  he  was  the  chief  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departing  hence. 

B is  not  as  yet  returned ;  the  fellows  begin  in  an  open  manner  to  complain  of  his  mifbehaviour 

to  them,  and  dijlonejly  to  his  creditors;  they  have  met  together  twice,  to  confult  fome  means'of  re* 
dreffwg  the  grievance  of  college  fer-vants  and  others*" 

«  B  threatens,"  fays  Mr.    Wafe  in  another  letter,  "  to  give  you  trouble;  but  on  what 

fcore  is  unknown  to  me."1*  He  feems  exceedingly  incenfed  at  your  leaving  college,  counter  to  his  per- 
miffion ;  and,  for  the  defence  of  his  own  reputation  with  regard  to  you,  expofes  his  accounts,  and 
letters  from  your  friends,  to  every  curious  eye,  and  takes  no  fmall  pains  to  enumerate,  in  emphatical 
words,  what  mighty  fervices  he  has  done,  and  what  vaft  kindneffes  he  always  fhowed  you,  whiifl 
in  college.  He  opened  his  books,  to  my  view,  yefterday  morning,  wherein  I  perceive  you  fland  in- 
debted to  him,  all  matters  jufily  calculated,  but  for  a  mere  trifle ;  for  he  has  your  caution-money  in 
his  cuftody,  being  ten  pounds,  and  exhibition  money,  £c.  to  receive  on  your  account;  all  which 
will  near  amount  to  a  complete  difburfement  of  himfelf,  &c." 

"  I  know  of  no  feverities  from  his  tutor,"  fays  Mr.  Webber,  of  Peafmarfh,  "but  what  were 
neceffary  to  make  him  fenfible  of  his  doings,  and  to  know  to  whom  he  was  indebted  for  his  fa- 
vours, which  1  am  fure  he  was  to  Mr.  B ." 

The  laft  account,  if  not  wholly  true,  is  rendered  extremely  probable,  by  the  circumftances  that 
may  reafonably  be  fuppofed  to  have  mifguided  a  young,  enthufiaftic,  ambitious  mind,  like  that  of 
Pattifon.  But  whatever  offices  of  friendfhip  his  tutor  might  fhew  him  while  under  his  care,  it 
was  ungenerous  to  expofe  his  private  affairs  after  his  departure ;  all  obligations  being  cancelled| 
when  a  public  declaration  is  made  of  them. 

The  apology  which  he  made,  to  avert  the  reproach  of  expulfion,  met  with  a  reception  fo  very 
favourable,  as  renders  it  fufficiently  probable,  that  he  had  not  been  guilty  of  any  of  thofe  grofs  im- 
moralities, which  require  the  infliction  of  the  fevereft  ftatutable  animadverfion.  So  unwilling  was 
the  fociety  to  lofe  him,  that  his  exhibition  was  kept  in  fufpenfe  for  fome  time,  in  expectation  of  his 
.return  to  college.  His  friends  took  occafion,  from  this  circumftance,  to  renew  their  felicitations, 
and  with  Lnie  hopes  of  fuccefs.  "  I  will  be  at  Cambridge,"  fays  he,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Wafe,  "  by 
next  Dl-vi^Li.1 ;  for  I  anr  afraid  I  cannot  difpatch  affairs  before." 

But  he  only  talked  of  returning  :  hU  determination,  wkich  feems  never  to  have  been  very  fteady, 
foon  yielded  to  the  fafcinaurg  pictures  of  irrefc&bk  London.  "  I  meet  every  day,"  he  adds, 
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"  with  very  great  encouragement  among  perfons  of  diflinction,  and,  in  fhort,  live  fo  happily, 
1  begin  to  be  in  love  with  the  town." 

This  happinefs  was  but  of  fliort  duration  ;  and  his  life  became  the  forfeit  of  his  imprudence,  in 
not  returning  to  college,  after  his  friends  had  prepared  the  way  for  his  kind  reception. 

Upon  his  leaving  the  Univerfity,  in  17*6,  he  had  recommendations  to  many  perfons  of  diftin- 
guiihed  rank  and  abilities  in  London,  by  whom  he  was  encouraged  to  publilh  a  collection  of  his 
poems  by  fubfcription.  He  fccms  to  have  been  introduced  to  Pope,  to  whom  he  addreffcd  an  epi/llct 
and  who  promoted  the  fubfcription  to  his  Mifcellany;  and  he  lived  in  habits  of  familiar  intimacy 
and  correfpondence  with  Eufden  and  Harte. 

When  the  perfons  of  diftinction,  by  whom  he  was  careffcd  and  applauded,  became  quite  tired 
out,  by  repeated  acts  of  friendfhip,  he  fubfifled,  for  fome  time,  on  the  cafual  profits  of  the  fubfcrip- 
tion, till,  at  length,  that  refource  failed,  and  he  appears,  by  the  following  letter,  to  have  been  re- 
duced to  fuch  extreme  indigence,  as  to  be  no  longer  able  to  procure  the  neceflaries  of  life. 

*'  If  you  was  ever  touched,"  fays  he,"  with  a  fenfe  of  humanity,  confider  my  condition  ;  what  I 
am,  my  propofals  will  inform  you ;  what  7  have  hen,  Sidney  College,  in  Cambridge,  can  witnefs; 
what  I  flail  be  fome  few  hours  hence,  I  tremble  to  think. — Spare  my  blufhcs  '. — I  have  not  enjoyed 
the  common  neceffaries  of  life  for  thefe  two  days." 

What  effect  this  application  met  with  is  unknown  ;  a  fufpicion  is  infinuated,  that  it  was  difre- 
garded,  as  well  as  a  fimilar  application  to  Southcrne  ;  but  it  would  be  a  difhonour  to  human  nature 
to  fuppofe,  that  fo  fmall  a  requeft  as  only  a  fubfcription  to  his  mifcellany,  met  with  a  denial. 

In  this  diflrefs,  which  was  aggravated  by  a  drooping  indifpofhion,  he  found  a  friend  in  Mr.  H. 
Curll,  bookfeller  in  the  Strand,  who  received  him  into  his  houfe,  in  the  beginning  of  June  1717, 
where  he  remained  about  a  month,  chiefly  employed  in  tranfcribing  his  poems  for  the  prefs,in  order 
to  fulfil  his  engagements  to  his  fubfcribers. 

Shortly  after,  when  a  confiderable  part  of  the  collection  was  printed,  he  was  feized  with  the  fmall 
pox,  and  attended  by  Dr.  Pellet  (by  the  recommendation  of  his  friend  Eufden),  who  had  him  con- 
veyed to  the  houfe  of  a  nurfe,  eminent  for  her  fkill  and  care  in  that  difeafe,  in  St.  Clement's  parifh. 
No  care  was  wanting  on  the  part  of  Dr.  Pellet  to  have  faved  him,  and  the  greateft  hopes  appeared 
of  his  recovery  ;  but  he  had  laid  bit  ajflifiions  to  heart,  and  all  medicinal  prefcriptions  were  ineffectual. 
A  fudden  and  unexpected  turn  of  the  difeafe  put  an  end  to  his  life,  and  to  the  hopes  he  had  raifed 
in  all  that  knew  him,  of  becoming  one  of  the  mod  eminent  poets  of  our  nation,  July  11.  1727,  in 
the  aift  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  the  upper  church  yard,  belonging  to  St.  Clement  Danes 
in  the  Strand. 

On  his  death  bed,  he  expreffed  a  ftrong  dtfire  to  be  reconciled  to  his  father,  who  had  withdrawn 
the  allowance  he  made  him  at  Cambridge  ;  but  he  not  only,  while  he  was  alive,  denied  him  this  fa- 
tisfaction,  but  even  refufed,  after  his  death,  to  perform  the  lad  offices  to  his  remains. 

The  editor  of  .his  poems  obferves,  "  that  though  the  fmall-pox  contributed  to  deprive  us  offo 
great  a  genius,  yet  it  was  his  dying  declaration  :  Hit  Leart  "was  broke,  through  the  misfortunes  be 
fallen  undtr ;  which,"  he  adds, "  I  wifn  I  could  not  fay,  were  wholly  owing  to  himfelf.  It  muft  be  de- 
clared, that  his  fufferings  were  inexpreffible ;  and  to  fum  up  all  in  the  words  of  his  friend  Mr. 
Harte  :  He  ioat  miferably  unfortunate,  to  my  knowledge" 

The  Mifcellany,  for  which  he  took  fubfcriptions,  was  printed  for  H.  Curll,  in  the  Strand, 
17a8,  under  the  title  of,   'The  Poetical -works  of  Mr.  William  Patiifon,  late  of  Sidtify  College,  Cambria 
which  included  ferfes  to  Mr.  Join  Sounders,  The  Eour-Glafs,   The  Nightingale  and  Shepherd,  The 
ofFtftvs,   Orpheus  and  Eurydict,  and  Ferfis  to  Mr.  Mitchell,  publifhed  in  his  lifetime. 

It  appears,  by  his  letters,  that  he  intended  to  print  a  iecond  volume  of  Mifcellaniet -,  whkh 
tranfcribed  for  the  prefs  by  himfelf,  conlifting  of  feven   epiftles  of  an  intended  verfion  of  O\ 
Saplo  to  PLaon,  Paris  to  Helen,  Penelope  to  UlyJJes,   Ariadne  to   Thcfeus,  Oenone  to  Parit,  Dido  to  JEn 
itttodamid  to  Protrfitaut,v/it\i  fome  other  clajjical  tranjlaiicns  and  eccajicnal  poems.     He  intended  alfo, 
write  a  poem  on  Angling,  in  five  cantos. 

The  compiler  of  this  collection  thinks  he  hasfeen  fomewhere  the  Peeti-al  Worls  of  Pattifon  men- 
ticned  in  two  volumes  j  but  the  f«coi;d  volume,  if  it  was  indeed  printed,  has  eluded  his  inquiric 
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The  poems  which  were  puhlifhed,  and  thofe  which  were  printed,  but  not  publifhed,  in  his  lifetime, 
with  the  omifiion  of  a  few  little  pieces  offenfive  to  decency,  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received 
into  a  collection  of  clafllcal  Engl^fh  poetry. 

Of  his  familiar  manners  and  habits  of  ftudy,  the  following  account  is  given  by  one  of  the  friends 
of  his  youth,  and  the  companions  of  his  {Indies : 

"  Mr.  Pattifon  was  a  man  of  great  fpcculation,  and  confequently  a  lover  of  folitude.  Of  all  the 
books  he  ever  read,  Spenfer's  "  Faery  Queen"  delighted  him  moft.  He  had  read  that  book  through 
feveral  times  ;  and  I  do  not  queftion,  but  his  mind  received  a  richnefs  from  thefe  romantic  reprefen- 
tations  and  paradifaical  defcriptions.  He  was  no  lefs  pleafed  to  fee  any  of  thefe  reprefentations 
realized.  There  is  a  place  near  Appleby,  which,,  by  reafon  of  the  near  refcmblance  it  has  to  fome 
defcriptions  in  Cowley,  he  called  Coidey's  Walk.  On  one  fide  of  the  walk  is  a  huge  rock,  grown  over 
with  mofs,  and  ivy  climbing  to  the  fides  of  it,  and,  in  fome  parts,  little  trees  fpring  out  of  the  crevices 
of4the  rock.  At  the  bottom  thereof  grows  a  wild  row  of  trees,  but  very  irregular  ;  and  indeed  every 
part  of  it  looks  aged  and  venerable.  In  this  rock  there  is  a  cave  naturally  arched  over  the  top,  in  form 
of  a  canopy,  and  the  borders  of  the  arch  are  edged  round  with  ivy,  which  hangs  down  and  over- 
fhades  the  place,  and  from  hence  he  called  it  Hederinda.  At  the  foot  of  this  cave,  there  runs  a 
ftream  of  water  quite  through  the  walk,  and  the  walk  is  a  level  plain,  which  has  on  one  hand  the 
water,  and  the  trees  and  a  precipice  on  the  other.  In  winter  time  it  looks  very  full  of  horror, 
when  nothing  remains  but  rugged  rocks  and  empty  waftes ;  whereas  in  the  fpring  time,  the  finging 
of  the  birds,  the  fragrancy  of  the  flowers,  and  the  murmuring  of  the  ftream,  greatly  contribute 
to  the  embellifhment  of  the  place,  and  render  it  exceedingly  delightful.  Ma'ny  an  agreeable  after- 
noon has  he  amufed  away  in  this  place  with  a  friend  or  two,  and  many  a  moonlight  night  has  he 
retired  thither  to  indulge  himfelf  in  that  fadly  pleafmg  ihehncholy  which  the  awful  folemnity  of  the 
place  neceffarily  produces. 

"  He  was  a  great  admirer  of  angling.  A  great  inducement  to  his  becoming  a  fifher,  might 
probably  proceed  from  that  pleafant  gloom  of  thought,  which  the  murmuring  of  the  ftream  na- 
turally infpired  him  with,  and  which  is  the  fame  caft  of  mind,  that  inclined  him  to  admire  Cotvley't 
Walk.  He  was  fo  much  a  lover  of  this  diverfion,  that  he  ufed  frequently  to  {it  up  late,  and  fomc- 
times  whole  fummer  nights,  upon  the  banks  of  his  Ituna,  with  his  angle  in  his  hand.  Here  he  ufed 
very  often  to  write  verfes;  and  I  have  heard  him  fay,  that  many  of  his  lines  owed  their  fmoothnefi 
and  harmony  to  thefe  ftrcams.  Here  it  Was  he  wrote  that  agreeable  philofophical  poem,  The  Morn- 
ing Contemplation. 

"  He  was  naturally  of  a  facetious  fancy,  and  fhowed  a  greater  mattery  in  no  kind  of  writing 
more  than  in  the  burlefque  manner.  Add  to  this,  that  his  panegyric  was  always  genteel,  but  never 
fulfome,  and  his  fatire  poignant,  but  never  fcurrileus." 

Next  to  the  "  Faery  Queen,"  he  was  an  enthufmftic  admirer  of  Browne's"  Britannia's  Paftorals,'* 
"  an  imperfect  copy  of  which  he  had  purchafed  for  a  flailing,  and  which,  through  his  misfor- 
tunes, was  the  whole  library  he  left  behind  him." 

The  friend,  to  whom  he  addrcffed  the  Epjf.le  from  Cambridge,  fays,  in  a  letter,  "  that  even  at 
fchool  an  early  fondnefs  after  Qiilfs  Ep'flles  began  to  dawn  in  his  breaft ;"  and,  "  that  as  to  a  new 
tranflation,  he  knew  none  more  equal  to  the  undertaking."  He  farther  confirms  his  opinion,  by 
the  fpccimen  Pattifon  fent  him,  in  this  definitive  fehtence  of  his  verification, «  your's  is  that  in 
£aglifit  which  Ovid's  is  in  Latin.'1  His  friend,  Harte,  font  him  a  letter,  only  two  days  before  his 
death,  containing  fome  judicious  remarks  on  his  verfion  of  Ovid,  which  is  preferred  in  the  Memoirs 
ifbis  Life,  and  is  the  mcfl  valuable  article  in  his  epiftola<-y  correfpondence. 

To  his  amiable  qualities,  and  agreeable  manners,  his  fchool-fellows  and  fellow-collegians  bear 
ample  teftimony.  Ke  loved  and  efteemed,  and  was  efteemed  and  beloved  by  Mr.  Taylor,  Mr. 
Roche,  Mr.  Dickinfon,  Mr.  Hulfe,  Mr.  Ward,  Me.  Wafe,  and  Mr.  Bunce  of  Cambridge  ;  and  held 
an  amicable  correfponcknce  with  Pope,  Eufden,  and  Harte,  and  retained  the  affedionate  regard  of 
Mr.  Yates,  of  Appleby  fihool,  Mr.  Noble,  of  Kirkby  Stephen  fchool,  and  of  his  dear  friend  andfcbool- 
feltoiv,  defined  under  the  poetical  name  of  Florio.  Benevolence  of  difpofition,  and  fenfibility  of 
ttmper,  in  aa  eiceffive  degree,  fcern  "to  have  been  b>  peculiar  characteristics.  If,  ia  feme  i&> 
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fiances,  he  courted  too   afliduoufly,  the  company  of  particular  circles,  it  ought  to  be  obfei 
that  one  fo  able  to  communicate  as  well  as  to  receive  pleafure,  was  always  welcome.     He  was, 
conftitutional  temper,  as  well  as  by  benevolent  dilpofitions,  and  by  fprightly  talents,  a  moft  agreeabl 
companion.  It  will  always  be  reflected  upon  with  regret,  that  his  companionable  talents,  and  ende: 
ing  qualities,  procured  him  no  ufeful  connexion,  nor  any  folid  and  lading  advantage.  He  brougl 
cares  on  himfelf,  as  many  other  young  men  of  genius  have  done,  to  drive  away  care  from  other 
„  who,  placed  by  fortune  above  injury,  firft  feduced  him  from  the  great  work  of  life,  and  tht 
fuffered  him,  after  much  anxiety  and  much  trouble,  to  die  of  a  broken  heart. 

As  a  poet,  the  pretenfions  of  Pattifon  fecm  not  to  have  been  hitherto  fufficiently  confidered 
allowed.  His  compofitions,  though  little  known,  are  characlerifed  by  a  degree  of  tendernefs,  terl 
nefs,  refinement,  and  harmony,  which  entitles  them  to  the  attention  of  the  readers  of  poetry.  Th< 
poflefs  a  confiderable  portion  of  the  ftrorg  imagination  of  Spenfer  and  Milton,  and  the  rich  m< 
lody  of  Dryden  and  Pope.  The  piece  of  moft  confpicuous  merit  in  his  works,  is  the  Epiflle  of  A- 
lelard  to  E/oifa,  in  anfwer  to  Pope's  inimitable  Epiftle  of  "  Eloifa  to  Abelard  "  It  is  evidently  the  pro- 
'du<5tion  of  a  man  of  fenfibility  and  genius ;  and  for  flowing  defcription,  paflionate  language,  pic- 
turefque  imagery,  and  pathetic  exclamation,  is  only  inferior  to  the  production  of  Pope,  of  which  it 
is  an  imitation,  even  to  the  cadence  of  the  verfc.  It  is  impoflible  to  read  it  without  experiencing  the 
alternate  impulfe  of  defire,  pity,  or  rage ;  and  laftly,  the  freezing  languor  of  irrecoverable  defpair.  It 
has  not  been  exceeded  by  the  compofitions  of  Cawthorne  and  Warwick  on  the  fame  fubje&.  The  E- 
fiftles  ofRofamondto  Henry ,  and  Henry  to  Rofamond>  abound  in  natural  and  tender  fentiments,  and  appofitc 
imagery.  The  fragment  of  an  Epi/llefrom  Tarico  to  Inkle  is  truly  OviJlan ;  it  is  much  to  be  regretted,  that 
it  is  unfiniftied.  The  Morning  Contemplation  abounds  in  excellent  morality,  enlivened  by  a  variety  of  ap- 
propriate imagery,  and  many  of  the  ornaments  of  true  poetry.  The  verfes  on  the  $ib  of  November 
are  vigorously  written.  They  abound  in  fublime  defcription,  vivid  imagery,  and  finking  meta- 
phors. 

The  College  Life  contains  fome  animated,  expreffive,  and  harmonious  lines.  The  livelinefs  of  the 
defcription  evinces  a  moft  vigorous  imagination.  The  Hour  Glafs  deferves  every  praife.  The 
morality  and  the  poetry  are  equally  confpicuous.  His  tranflations  from  Strada,  Claudian,  and  yirgilt 
are,  in  general,  claffical  and  fpirited,  and  remarkable  for  the  harmony  and  elegance  of  the  verfc. 
His  FeJIum  Lvftrale  fbews  what  a  matter  he  was  of  the  Latin  language.  The  defcription  is  lively, 
humorous,  and  juft.  Of  his  amatory,  humourous  and  occajional  pieces,  the  poetical  merit  is  much  beyond 
his  years  ;  but  they  are  fcarccly  to  be  infpc&ed  with  all  the  feverity  of  criticifm.  Confiderable  al- 
lowances are  to  be  made  for  the  exercifes  of  a  fchool-boy,  for  the  incorrect  effufions  of  momentary 
paflion ;  for  a  few  lines  tfcrown  together  to  pleafe  a  female,  or  to  amufe  a  fchool-fcllow ;  and  perhaps 
rot  lefs  for  the  hafty  and  involuntary  productions  of  indigence  and  neccffity,  calculated  for  the  fole 
purpofe  of  procuring  a  fubfiftence. 

"  He  had  an  uncommon  genius,"  fay»  Mr.  Webber,  "  for  Englifh  poetry,  and  he  was  fo  taken 
"with  it,  as  to  be  negligent  of  other  arts  of  learning,  even  of  fuch  as  muft  be  ncceflary  for  the  com- 
pofition  of  a  good  poet. 

"  It  is  too  late  now  to  fay,  that  I  wifh  he  had  behaved  fo,  as  to  tarry  longer  where  he  was,  giving 
the  world  now  and  then  a  fpecimen  of  what  they  might  hope  from  him  in  time,  and  then  have 
"launched  forth,  as  his  judgment,  when  more  mature,  fhould  diredt  him." 

The  life  of  Pattifon,  whofe  talents  raifed  him  high  in  the  opinion  of  his  intimate  acquaintance 
and  friends,  but  failed  to  procure  him  the  comforts  or  even  the  neceffaries  of  life,  cannot  conclude 
more  properly  than  in  the  emphatic  words  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  which  the  writer  of  this  narrative 
wiihes  were  written  in  letters  of  adamant,  on  the  heart  of  every  man  of  genius  in  the  world. 

"  Thofe  who,  in  confidence  of  fuperior  capacities  or  attainments,  difregard  the  common  maxims 
of  life,  fhould  remember,  that  nothing  can  atone  for  the  want  of  prudence  ;  that  negligence  and  ir- 
regularity long  continued,  will  make  knowledge  ufelefs,  wit  ridiculous,  and  genius  contemptible." 
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TO  THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROW. 


MY  LORD, 

As  the  Laurel  and  the  Myrtle,  are  the  undoubted  trophies  of  your  worth,  the  Bays  is  always  fare 
of  finding  your  protection. 

And  when  your  Lordfhip  is  affured,  that,  the  author  of  thefe  poems  defired  they  might  be  placed 
next  to  thofe  of  his  dear  friend  Mr.  Harte,  it  is  but  fulfilling  his  requelt  to  afk  this  favour,  which, 
it  is  hoped,  will  not  be  denied  by  your  Lordfhip. 

If  pofterity  can  be  told  he  had  the  honour  to  pleafe  a  Mordaunt,  the  remainder  of  his  papers 
fhall  fpeedily  be  offered  up  at  the  fhrine  pf  merit ;  if  Otherwife,  warned  by  the  fate  of  their  prede- 
seffors,  it  is  refolved  that,  with  their  author,  they  fhall  reft  in  peace.  v 

I  am, 

Your  Lordfliip's 
Moll  obedient 

Humble  fervant, 

LUCASIA, 
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ODE. 

f»  Jtkn  Tufton,  Efq.  Nephew  to  tie  Earl  of  Planet. 

NOR  heaps  of  gold  nor  monuments  as  high 

As  the  ambition  of  the  great, 
Can  buy  one  moment  tow'rds  eternity, 
Or  change  the  fix'd  decrees  of  fate; 
'Tis  verfe  alone  can  give  a  name, 
And  crown  our  actions  with  eternal  fame  : 

Thus  mighty  Qxfar's  triumphs  live, 
Not  in  his  monuments,  but  thofe  his  poets  give. 

In  fields  of  death,  the  bleeding  warriors  toil, 
And  brave  the  loudeft  ftorms  of  fate  ; 

They  die  to  make  eternal  fame  their  fpoil, 
And  pawn  their  life  for  being  great : 
To  virtue,  verfe  this  fame  can  give, 

Virtue  by  verfe,  by  virtue  poets  live ; 

For  her  they  tune  their  numbers  high; 
For  virtue  is  the  burning  glafs  of  poetry. 

But,  ah  !    where  does  this  heavenly   goddefs 

dwell  ? 

Where  does  her  bleffed  feat  remain  ? 
We  fearch  the  palace, 'and  the  hermit's  cell,  * 
We  fearch,  but  fearch,  alas,  in  vain  ! 
Gold  is  the  load-ftone  of  the  great, 
And  vulgar  fouls  mufl  catch  the  glitt'ring  bait; 

The  fcale  of  jufticc  finks  with  gold, 
And  impious  bribes  to  win  the  caufe,  muft  damn 
the  foul. 

In  Tufton,  mufe  behold  the  deity, 

With  him  begin  to  grace  your  fong; 
All  that  is  great,  and  good  in  him,  you  fee, 

To  him  your  voice,  and  lyre,  belong ; 

He  rais'd  you  from  a  low  degree, 
Then  let  your  numbers  raife  him  to  the  flcy ; 

Offer  what  gifts  the  mufe  can  give, 
He  gave  you  fame,  then  make  his  fame  to  live. 

But,  ah,  my  mufe,  your  colours  are  too  faint, 
Your  ftrcngth  too  weak,  your  theme  too  great, 

Alas  !  in  vain,  your  pencil  ftrives  to  paint, 
What  mortal  cannot  imitate  : 
But  if  he  fmile,  then  ftretch  your  wing, 

And  tune  hispraifes  on  a  bolder  ilring; 

Then  ev'ry  tongue  fhall  fpeak  his  fame, 
And  critics  fpare  my  verfe,  protected  with  his 
name. 

Thus  gold,  at  firft,  is  but  a  fluggifli  mafs, 
Whilft  it  liei  cover'd  in  the  eanh  \ 


But  when  'tis  cnin'd,  the  awful  monarch's  face 
Makes  it  a  god,  and  gives  it  birth  ; 
The  world  the  fudiien  god  adore, 

And  humbly  own  his  univcrfal  power; 

Sceptres  and  kings  are  in  his  hand, 
And  nature  reverences  his  fuprcme  command. 

To  my   School-Fellow,  Mr.    William   Pattifon,  vf»n 
bit  Departure  from  Aj>pleby  School. 

LEND  me  thy  mufe,  thy  merits  to  proclaim, 
And  give  thy  worth  its  juft  intrinfic  fame  ; 
My  mufe  too  humble,  and  my  lays  too  flow, 
My  wings  too  flender,  and  my  verfe  too  low. 
To  me  a  while,  my  friend,  thy  mufe  impart, 
Grief  chills  my  vigour,  and  difarms  my  heart ; 
Thy  verfe  alone  can  tell  thy  boundlefs  praife, 
Thy  lays  alone  are  worthy  of  thy  lays. 

Say,  never-dying,  ever  tuneful  nine, 
How  oft  the  bard  attended  at  your  fhrine, 
How  oft  he  rais'd  the  voice,  and  tun'd  the  firing, 
How  oft  he  fung  your  fame, — how  oft  fhall  fiug, 

Ye  verdant  trees,  that  in  green  order  rear 
Your  waving  trefles  in  the  fluid  air ; 
In  a  more  formidable  profpe<5t  fland, 
With  nodding  foilage  on  poetic  land. 
Ye  purling  ftrtams,  that  run  by  Cowley's  fide, 
Have  learn'd,  by  him,  in  fmoothcr  feet  to  glide  ; 
His  verfe  difcover'd  Hederinda's  (hade, 
With  age  and  ivy,  memorable  made  : 
The  rock  affords  her  never-dying  bays, 
To  crown  her  poet  with  immortal  praife. 

Your  lovely  Laura's  name  (hail  never  die, 
But  live  coeval  with  eterniry. 
Venus,  and  all  the  goddefles  around, 
Dreft  in  your  vtrfe,  with  furer  light'nings  woun4 
The  little  loves,  and  fmilts  in  numbers  roll, 
And  Cupid's  arrows  fteal  upon  the  foul. 

But  now  no  more  the  Naiads  prattling  play, 
But  in  foft  filcnce  (lumber  out  the  day  ; 
Cupid's  full  quiver,  and  the  court  of  love. 
The  chequer'd  fcene  of  Hederinda's  grove, 
No  more,  alas  '.  its  wonted  joy  difpl;«y«, 
He's  gone,  that  drefs'd  them  in  viviiic  lays: 
He's  gone — in  Homer  no  delights  abound, 
No  fweet  variety  in  Virgil's  found, 
Nor  mufic  which  can  heal  a  lover's  wound  f 
Sorrow,  like  the  prifniatic  glafs  does  Ihow 
One  undiftinguifti'sl  fncdlacle  of  woe  j 
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His  prefence  ev'ry  fweeteft  joy  improv'd 

Still  lov'd,  and  honour'd,  by  the  mule  he  krv'd. 


December 


YARTCO  TO  INKLE 


AN  EPISTLE. 


t)£AR,  faithlefs  man !  if  e'er  that  cruel  breaft 

Love's  pleafing  toys,  and  foft  delights,  confeft ; 

Diftrefs  like  mine,  may  fure  thy  pity  move, 

For  tender  pity  is  the  child  of  love  ! 

But  can  compaffion  from  thy  bofom  flow  ? 

Source  of  my  wrongs,  and  fountain  of  my  woe  ! 

Wilt  thou  repentant,  foften  at  my  grief, 

Melt  at  my  tears,  and  lend  a  late  relief ! 

What  have  I  done  ?  ah  !  how  deferv'd  thy  hate  ? 

Or  was  this  vengeance  treafur'd  up  by  fate  ? 
Then  will  I  mourn  my  fate's  fevere  decree, 
•Nor  charge  a  guilt  fo  black,  fo  bafe  on  thee ; 

For  O  !  I  know,  ah  no !   I  knew,  thy  mind 

Soft  as  the  dove,  and  as  the  turtle  kind ; 

How  have  I  feen  thy  gentle  fcofom  move, 

And  heave,  contagious,  to  fome  tale  nf  love  ! 

How  have  I  heard  thee  paint  the  faithfuU'ft  pair, 

Defcribe  their  blifs,  and  e'en  their  raptures  fliare  ! 

Then  have  thy  lips,  with  fweet  tranfition  fwore 

Thy  love  more  lafting,  and  thy  paflion  more  1 

4  And  what,  is  truth,  if  figns  like  thefe  deceive 

Signs  !  that  might  win  the  warieft  to  believe.          I   Purfu'd  by  wafting  caps  the  fury  flies 
~     *     ~     -     -     *.     jit     *     «.  I  «.r     •    height,  and  leflens  in  the  fkies. 
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Hark  !  the  foft,  balmy,  breathing  breeze*  b!< 
Hark  !  Hederindii's  warbling  murmurs  flow- 
Here  oft  I  left  the  bufy  wo'rld  behind, 
And  found  the  better  part,  in  you  refin'd. 

But  would  you  know  how  1  divide  my  time, 
Betwixt  my  ftudies,  bufinefs,  and  my  rhyme  ? 

Wak'd,  by  the  promife  of  a  day,  we  rife, 
And  with  eur  fouls  falute  the  dawning  (kics; 
All  fummon'd,  to  devotion's  fane  repair, 
And  pioufly  begin  the  day  with  prayer ; 
Thence,  led  by  reafon's  glimmering  light,  defcry 
The  dark  receffes  of  philoibphy ; 
Through  claffic  groves  the  wily  wanton  trace, 
And  logically  urge  the  puzzling  chafe. 

But  when  the  founds  of  the  prefaging  bell 
Noon's  pleafurable  invitation  tell ; 
Moods,  methods,  figures,  fwim  before  my  fight, 
And  fyllogifms  wing  their  airy  flight. 
Confus'd  the  fairy  vifion  flits  away — 
And  no  ideas,  but  of  dinner,  ftay. 

Thus,  fabled  hags,  at  midnight's  folemn  noon, 
With  magic  fpells  enchant  the  labouring  moon ; 
But  when  the  cock  proclaims  the  fpringing  light, 
Each  horrid  phantom  difappears  in  night. 

Now,  thofe,  whom  recreating  toils  invite, 
Pour'd  on  the  plain,  indulge  their  lov'd  delight ; 
Now  flies  aloft  in  air  the  whirling  ball, 
Anxious,  the  learned  rabble  wait  its  fall ; 


TO  A  FRIENP. 
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SIR, 


FROM  facred  fhades,  and  academic  groves, 
Where,  loft  in  thought,  a  mufing  fancy  roves; 
What  kind  endearing  numbers  fhall  I  fend, 
To  meet  the  critic  in  the  fondling  friend  ? 

Here  learned  folitudes  falute  our  eyes, 
And  the  gay  fcenes  in  real  raptures  rife  ; 
Through  claffic  fhades  majeftic  domes  afpire, 
And  dimly  from  the  piercing  eye  retire. 
Deep  through  the  groves  old  Cam  ferenely  flows, 
Free  from  the  prattling  Naiads  babbling  noife 
His  nymphs  in  gentle  filence  move  along, 
And  hear  their  murmurs  in  fome  foft'ning  fong  ; 
Till  by  the  forcing  torrent  borne  away, 
They  mourn  becaufe  they  can  no  longer  flay  : 
Poetic  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound, 
And  wall  the  learned  paradife  around. 

But  ye* — though  all  things  with  my  foul  agree 
Pall'd  are  my  juys,  and  taltelefs  without  thee  ; 
Thefe  vifionary  pleafures  but  renew 
The  real  happinefs  I  found  in  you  ; 
Where  venerable  Cowley's  facred  fhade 
The  fweeteft  fcene  of  folitude  is  made  ; 
When  ftretch'd  at  eafe,  amufmgly  we  lay, 
How  tunefully  the  minutes  danc'd  away. 

Oh  !  foothe  me,  fancy,  with  fnme  pleafing  dream, 
And  gently  waft  me  to  I  tuna'*  (bream — >• 


Thus  healthfully  refrefh'd,  we  leave  the  plaia, 

For  pleafure  oft  repeated,  is  but  pain. 

Next  we  furvey  the  vaft  capacious  ball, 

And  take  long  journies  o'er  the  learned  wall : 

Or  from  her  tender  birth  Britannia  trace,     [race. 

And  all  her  glories  center'd  in  great  Brunfwick's 

The  dark  original  of  time  renew, 

And  bring  three  thoufand  wond'ring  years  to  viewlP^ 

Now  to  the  mufesfoft  retirements  fly, 
Or  foar  with  Milton,  or  with  Waller  figh ; 
Each  fav'rite  bard  o'erpays  my  curious  view, 
For  who  can  fail  to  pleafe  who  charms  like  you. 

To  find  us  thus,  Apollo  takes  his  way, 
To  footh  the  fukry  labours  of  the  day; 
The  tuneful  mufes  charm  his  lift'ning  ears, 
And  in  foft  founds  he  bears  away  his  cares. 

Thus,  deareft  Florio,  thus  my  faithful  friend, 
In  learned  luxury  my  time  I  fpend ; 
Till  length'ning  fhades  the  fetting  fun  difplay, 
And  failing  dews  lament  the  failing  day  : 
Then,  loft  in  thought,  where  aged  Cam  divides 
Thofe  verdant  groves  that  paint  his  azure  tides, 
With  mufing  pleafure  I  refiedt  around, 
And  ftand  inchanted  on  poetic  ground. 
Straight  to  myglancingthought  thofe  bards  appear/ 
That  fill'd  the  world  with  fame,  and  charm'd  u« 
Here  Spenfer,  Covvley,  and  that  awful  name  [here: 
Of  mighty  Milton,  flourifh'd  into  fame; 
From  thefe  amufing  groves,  his  copious  mind, 
The  blooming  fhades  of  paradife  defign'd. 
In  thefe  retirements,  Dryden  fann'd  his  fire, 
And  gentle  Waller  tun'd  his  tender  lyre  ; 
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Hail  !  happy  bards,  whilft  thus  I  think  I  hear 
Your  tuneful  melody  improve  my  ear, 
With  rev'rence  I  approach  each  facred  (hade, 
Perhaps  by  your  creating  numbers  made. 
Delufion  helps  my  fancy  as  I  walk, 
Hears  waters  murmur,  and  foft  echoes  talk; 
Through  the  dim  fhade  its  facred  poet  fees, 
Or  hears  his  mufic  in  the  wafted  breeze. 

Here  Locke  and  Newton  through  the  world  weri 

known, 

And  made  unravell'd  nature's  works  their  own  ; 
Too  foon  we  loft  thofe  fav'rites  of  the  iky, 
Yet,  Florio  may  the  double  lofs  fupply. 
Haftc,  then,  my  friend,  nor  let  me  mourn  your  ftay 
La !  the  world  fuffers  by  your  long  delay — 
JLet  jirofp'rous  fortune  on  your  will  attend, 
.And  in  your  happy  wifb.es  blefs  your  friend. 

THE  JEALOUS  SHEPHERD : 

A   PASTORAL. 

IT  happen'd  once  upon  a  fummer's  day, 
When  lads  and  lafTe?  go  to  making  hay; 
The  weary  mowers  laid  themfelves  adown, 
To  take  a  Dottle  and  a  nap  at  noon  ; 
When  Bootyflub  (for  fo  was  call'd  the  fwain 
That  languifh'd  under  Dorothy's  difdain) 
While  others  ilept,  by  love  was  kept  awake, 
To  mourn  his  fate,  and  mend  his  Dolly's  rake. 

Dolt  as  I  am,  (complains  the  love-lick  lout) 
Not  to  confider  what  I  am  about  i 
Here  I  employ  my  little  ftock  of  art, 
But  who,  alas !  fhall  mend  my  broken  heart  ? 
None  can  that  work  perform  but  Dorothy, 
And  that  will  ne'er  be  done  by  cruelty  ; 
For  ftill  (be  perfccutes  me  with  difdain, 
Laughs  at  my  woes,  and  banters  all  my  pain. 

Ah,  Dolly  :  Dolly  !  can  you  be  fo  dull, 
To  leave  your  lover  for  a  topifh.  fool  ? 
A  butterfly  the  cabbages  dcftroys, 
On  you  a  butterfly  his  breath  employs — 
I  fay  no  more — my  meaning  you  may  guefs — 
Perhaps  you  had  been  pleus'd,  had  1  laid  lefs. 

But  yet  there  was  a  time,  or  elfe  I  uream'd, 
When  Boot)  flub  in  your  good  graces  feem'd ; 
Then,  if  you  knew  1  kifs'd  a  hfa  at  town, 
How  have  I  feen  you  pout,  and  fret,'  and  frown  ? 
Nay,  once  you  told  me,  that  I  need  not  roam, 
For  charity  fliould  ftill  begin  at  home. 
Thefe  jealous  hints,  or  1  miftake  them,  prove 
The  greatell  and  the  fureft  figns  of  love ; 
Yet,  if  you  lov'd,  methinks  you  cou'd  not  be 
So  kind  to  Floripert,  fo  crois  to  me. 

Remember,  how,  to  jealotify  betray'd, 
You  fcolded  at  the  parfon's  pretty  maid  ; 
When  with  inquiring  looks  you  pafs'd  ihe  houfe, 
And  catch'd  me  keeping  up  the  damfel's  cows; 
Your  fcornful  eyes  with  jealous  fury  burn'd, 
On   her   they   glanc'd,    and    then    on    me   they 

turn'd ; 

I  took  the  hint,  and  fear'd  what  might  enfue,    *} 
So  {looping,  feem'd  to  buckle  up  my  (hoe, 
Then  left  the  lais,  and  fncak'd  away  to  you.        j 


Alas  !   alas  !  that  I  your  love  bclicv'd  ? 

I  lov'd,  and  in  my  turn  am  thus  deceiv'd, 

Nor  dare  I  of  my  cruel  fate  complain, 

Or,  if  I  do,  alas!    'tis  all  in  vain. 

For  ever  curft  be  that  detefted  day. 

When  from  the  laft  May-fair  we  took  our  way, 

Remember  how  you  forg'd  a  falfe  excufe 

Your  eafy  natur'd  lover  to  abtile. 

No  fondling  father  cail'd  you  back  again, 

A  better  reafon  !  'twas  your  fondling  fwain  ; 

And  if  I  meet  him  e'er  alone,  I  vow, 

I'll  furely  beat  the  puppy  black  and  blue. 

I  mark'd  the  watchful  coxcomb  all  the  day, 

And  kept  him  from  his  meditated  prey ; 

Invited  him  to  exercife  the  ball, 

And  bravely  give,  or  bravely  ward  a  fall  : 

So  fhould  we  both  our  pleading  merits  fhow, 

And  you,  though  blind,  the  difference  might  know* 

But  all  I  urg'd,  I  urg'd  alas !  in  vain, 

Nor  would  he  glory  give,  nor  could  he  gain. 

Ah,  Dolly !  Dolly  !  where  were  all  your  vows, 
When  cheefe-cakes  lur'd  you  to  the  tavern-houfe; 
Your  vows  were  as  your  cheefc-cakcs  fvveet,  yet 

weak! 

And  can  you  both  alike  together  break  ? 
But  if  you  do  fo — you,  with  equal  eafe,       [pleafe. 
Can  make  new  vows,  and  cheefc-cakes  when  you 

And  could  you  then  your  Bootyflub  forget, 
And  in  another's  lap  fo  kindly  fit  ? 
Around  his  neck  your  fondling  arms  you  flung, 
And  learn'd  the  filly  catches  which  he  fung. 
Whilft  unconcern'd  at  home  you  hear  me  fing, 
Or  tunefully  torment  the  rofia'd  firing ; 
Your  favour  every  way  I  try  to  gain, 
But  dance,  or  fiddle  ;  fing,  or  pipe  ;  in  vain. 

Oh  learn  at  laft  a  flatterer  to  hate. 
And  think  on  Sufan  Silly's  cruel  fate  : 
E-Icr  pride  poor  honeft  Hobbinol  dtfpis'd, 
\nd  vainly  Tommy  Taudry's  folly  priz'd. 
But  now,  too  late,  fhe  fees  herfelf  undone, 
rier  portion  fquander'd,  and  her  honour  gone-*- 
What  better  canft  thou  hope  from  fuch  a  flame, 
3ut  love  refufcs  what  my  rage  would  name. 

How  chang'd  is  Dolly  now,  from  what  fhe  was 
When  firft — Ah,  had  I  never  fpy'd  the  lafs  ! 
The  very  time  I  perfectly  can  tell, 
For  love  remembers  every  thing  too  well ! 

Sure,  I  can  ne'er  forget  the  Sunday  morn, 
Though  from  her  mem'ry  fo  foon  'tis  wurn : 
A  goodly  bible  in  my  hand  I  took, 
And  very  gravely  thought  to  read  my  book  ;,, 
When  through  the  window,  by  a  lucklefs  chance, 
leedlcfs,  1  caft  a  cuftomary  gUnce  ; 
"  Twas  there  I  faw  the  pretty  Dolly  walk, 
rair,  and  upright  as  rofes  on  their  ftalk : 
So  trimly  was  the  tidy  damfel  drefs'd, 
"hat,  fpite  of  all  the  flowers,  /he  feem'd  the  befr. 
ometimes  to  fmeli  a  pretty  rofe  fhe  ftopp'd, 
-Meas'd  with  the  fmell,  the  pretty  rofe  fhe  cropp'd; 
Then  in  her  fnowy  brcaft  the  fav'ritc  plac'd, 
-Icr  fweeter  breaft  the  blufhing  fav'rite  grac'd ; 
Jut  then  !  how  did  1  wifh  myfelf  between 
Icr  fwclling  bofom,  and  the  flower,  unfcen  ? 
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But  as  T  wifh'd,  I  found  a  pleafing  fmart, 
1  know  not  how,  begin  to  nult  my  heart : 
Jjay,  all  my  limbs  with  fuch  a  fhiv'ring  fhook, 
That  I  the  chillnels  for  an  ague  took. 
Ah,  had  it  been  one,  I  had  felt  lefs  harm, 
For  I  can  cure  an  ague  with  a  charm  ! 
tyow,  all  my  fpells.  and  charms  but  trifles  prove, 
Far  ftronger  are  the  magic  charms  of  love. 

But  when  I  found  {he  fmil'd  to  fee  me  look, 
I  pleas'd  as  well,  foon  laid  afide  my  book, 
And,  boldly  blithfome,  to  the  garden  went, 
Where  (lie,  as  well  as  I,  knew  what  I  meant, 
Yet  feemingly  my  learching  fight  to  fhun, 
Behind  an  apple-tree  the  gipfy  run  ; 
But  foon  I  found  the  amorous  deceit, 
And  forc'd  a  kifs,  to  reconcile  the  cheat. 
But  f  rc'd  it  fo,  that  when  fhe  feem'd  to.ftrive 
To  keep  it  moft,  the  more  fhe  feem'd  to  give. 
Remember  then,  my  lovely  faithlefsmaid, 
What  oaths,  what  vows,  what  promifes,you  made  ; 
Think  for  your  own,  if  not  your  lover's  fake, 
How  bad  it  is  a  binding  oath -to  break. 

But  while  I  thus  thefe  filly  tales  repeat, 
I  find  myfelf  already  in  a  fweat : 
What  (hall  I  do,  too  well  fhe  knows  my  love, 
And  her  coy  coldnels  does  the  fcorner  prove. 

Well  then — when  fhadows  length'ning  o'er  the 

vale, 

Call  forth  tke  milk-maid,  with  her  cleanly  pail, 
TO  my  old  fweat-heart  Cicily  will  I  go, 
And  more  than  all  my  former  kindnefs  fhow  ; 
Conduct  the  girl  along  the  crowded  mead, 
And  to  teaze  Dolly,  through  the  pafture  lead; 
Perhaps  I'll  whifper  out  fome  fecret  place, 
And  kifs  her  too  before  her  jealous  face  ; 
Then  let  her  rival  cry,  and  frown,  and  fret, 
And  in  my  cruelty  her  own  forget. 
Then  let  her  be  as  much,  or  more  afraid 
Of  Cicily,  than  fhe  was  the  parfon's  maid. 
So  fhall  my  fcorn,  and  counterfeit  difdain 
Revive  her  love,  if  any  love  remain. 

Sid.  Col.  April  $•  1 725' 

TO  MR.  JOHN  SAUNDERS, 

Qccafioned  by  a  fight  of  fome  of  hi)   Paintings  at  Cam- 
bridge. 

WHEN  nature,  from  her  unexhaufled  mine, 
Refolves  to  make  fome  mighty  fcience  fliine  ; 
Her  embryo  feeds  inform  the  future  birth 
Improve  the  foul,  and  animate  the  earth ; 
From  thence,  an  Homer,  or  Apelles,  rife, 
A  Shakfpeare,  or  a  Saunders,  ftrikc  our  eyes; 
And,  lo  \  the  promis'd  wonder  charms  my  view, 
The  old  Apelles  rivall'd  in  the  new  ! 
See  '.  like  the  fan,  his  beams  their  pow'r  difclofe, 
Like  him,  he  paints  his  progrefs,  as  he  goes ; 
Renews  the  opening  fpring's  enlivening  dye, 
Or  bids  rich  autumn  ripen  to  the  eye. 

Let  fome,  elaborately  vain,  impart 
j   The  cold  effects  of  induflry,  and  art, 
The  warmer  draughts  deferve  a  nobler  name, 
Nature's  thy  art,  as  nature  is  thy  theme, 


Taught  by  thy  touch,  the  lily  fairer  Blows, 
A  fofter  damaflc  blufhes  in  the  rofe, 
And  a  more  gay  creation  from  thy  pencil  flows. 
Nor  flowers,  nor  fruits  alone,  improv'd  we  fee, 
But  beauty  owes  her  empire  half  to  thee  : 
How  bloom  Belinda's  never-fiding  charms! 
How,  in  thy  paint,  the  fair  perfection  warms! 
What  pure  vermillion  tinctures  every  grace  1 
How  all  the  goddefs  brightens  in  her  face  ! 
The  mimic  rolling  eye,  now  feems  to  move, 
Dawns  into  life,  and  kindles  into  love ; 
Struck,  at  each  look,  a  captive  of  thy  art, 
I  figh  !  and  fancy  arrows  in  my  heart : 
Confounded  at  thy  nice  creative  hand,          [{land. 
Think  the  draught  lives,  and,  like  fome  picture, 

Would  thus  each  nymph,  with  providential  care, 
Enfure  her  charms,  and  fhine  for  ever  fair, 
How  might  fhe  brave  the  dire,  detefted  rage, 
Of  fpleen,  fmall-pox,  or  all-devouring  age  ! 
Then,  when  old  time  fhouldbid  the  rofes  die, 
Pale  the  red  pouting  lip  and  dim  the  fparkling  eye4 
Then  might  the  fair  a  bright  reverfion  fave, 
Bloom  in  her  death,  and  triumph  in  her  grave : 
Then  Caslia,  fpight  of  that  be  witching  frown, 
Would  fee  thy  paint  more  lafting  than  her  own. 

But  lo  !  more  glorious  aims  thy  hand  purfucs, 
More  glorious  fcenes  attract  the  ravilh'd  mufe: 
Silent  I  (land,  and,  loft  in  wonder  fee, 
A  godhead  fhrouded  in  mortality  ! 
What  majefty  eclips'd  the  fhades  difplay ! 
How  the  light  kindles  with  eternal  day  ! 
What  beams  of  love  !  what  pitying  tears  are  feen  ! 
Meltingly  fad,  yet  folemnly  fcrene ! 

O  happy  artift !  live  for  ever  bleft !   [thy  breaft? 
Whence  dawn'd    this    heaven-fprung    image    ia 
Su/e  fome  kind  angel,  ftudious  in  thy  art, 
Ting'd  the  bright  dyes,  and  quicken'd  every  part  3 
Hence,  like  their  great  original  they  (nine, 
Appear  as  human,  bur.  are  all  divine  ! 
What  may  not  now  thy  lively  touch  command  ? 
What  may  not  owe  new  glories  to  thy  hand  ? 
Thy  wond'rous  hand  not  only  nature  drew, 
But  copied  ev'n  the  Lord  of  Nature  too. 

Sid.  Cul.  Feb.  9.  J 725-6. 

TO  MR.  SAUNDERS, 

Occaftoned  by  the  breaking  of  tie  Glafs  of  Mr.  Eufdens 
P'ifture. 

OFT  have  I  thought  thy  wonder-working  art, 
Could  more  than  nature's  outward  form  impart, 
But  now  my  eyes  convinc'd  the  truth  believe, 
For  lo  !  the  picture  more  than  feems  to  live, 
Pleas'd  to  decide  miltrufting  reafon's  ftrife, 
Breaks  through  the  glafs,  and  ftartles  into  life* 

BURLESQUE. 
DEAR  HULSE, 

WHEN  Ovid  in  his  exile  wrote, 
Low  was  his  verfe,  and  barren  was  his  thought ; 
My  cafe  is  juft  the  fame,  and  for  to  mock  it, 
The  mule  keeps  equal  tenor  with  my  pocket ; 
And  for  th'  affurance  of  a  moderate  poet, 
I  think  thefe  lines  are  proof  enough  to  fhow  it. 
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Reft  that,  howe'er,  as  'twill — can  I  be-fong  ye, 
Se  as  to  get  a  little  cafh  among  ye ; 
This  week,  by  carrier  Hafwel,  you  may  fend  it, 
And,  may  the  gods  that  guard  the  roads  defend  it! 
With  that  infpir'd,  a  gorgeous  fword  I'll  buy  me, 
And,  plum'd  with  hopes,   to   good   Sir   Robert 

hie  me. 

Prefent  myfelf  with  this  new-modell'd  trifle, 
Which,  fhouM  he  chance  to  like,  I'll  lay  my  life, 

he'll 

Make  every  wifh;  a  bard  can  frame,  fucceed, 
And  then  my  mufe,  and  I,  are  made  indeed.1  [me, 
But  ftay — One  word  forgot — with  love  commend 
To  all  fuch  honeft  fellows  as  befriend  me 
With  their  fuhfcriptions — But  I  cannot  on 
For  rhyme — And  fo  excufe  your  Pattifon. 

P.  S.  Septtmb.  the  twenty-fifth,  or  twenty-Cxth 
As  to  my  lodging,  for  a  date,  t'en't  fix'd. 

N.  B.  For  memorandum,  you  may  put  once 
More,  your  dire&ion  to  your  friend,  at  Button's. 

A  SESSION  OF  THE  CAMBRIDGE  POETS. 

BY  a  vacant  preferment  Apollo  thought  fit 

To  fettle  the  bays,  and  eftablifh  a  wit, 

For  his  trufty  friend  Roche,  by  much  merit  and 

grace, 

Had  obtain'd  in  Elyfium  the  laureat's  place; 
Accordingly,  to  the  fuin'd  borders  of  Cam, 
Defcended  the  god,  with  a  goddefs  hight  fame, 
The  figure  fhe  wore,  as  Dan  Virgil  declares, 
Was  iilumin'd  with  eyes,  and  beclufter'd  with  ears, 
(And  faith,  as  you'll  find,  (lie  had  of  them  all, 
TO  pick  one  good  poet,  and  hear  ev'ry  call,) 
A  trumpet  (he  blew,  for  a  trumpet  fhe  bore, 
As  the  laudable  cuftom  informs  us  of  yore. 
Thick  as  bees,  when  they  fwarm  to  the  tinkling 

brafs, 

The  bards  flock  around  her,  and  darken  the  place; 
Each  pretender,  for  fuch  was  Apollo's  command, 
Brought  his  works,  and  cor.ducled  his  mufc  in  his 

hand  : 
But,  good  Lord  !   how  his  godfhip  at  firft  wa§ 

amaz'd, 
To  find  the  chafle  nine  to  fuch  numbers  were 

rai&'d  ? 

However,  to  banifh  immodeft  fufpicions, 
He  order'd  a  filencc,  and  heard  the  petitions. 

B 11  *  firft,  as  the  candidates  joftled  along, 

With  a  gate   moft  affeAed,  emerg'd   from  the 

throng. 

Apollo  obferv'd  fomewhat  odd  in  his  look, 
And,  giving  a  beck,  thus  the  goddefs  befpokc  : 
JVthee,  what's  that  fame  fellow  ?  Some  half-wit- 

ed  beau  ? 

J  don't  know  as  ever  I've  feen  him  till  now 

£jor  can  I  ren-c  nber,  1  think,  replies  Fame, 

To  have  heard  bt'hisworth,  or  fo  much  as  his  name : 

But  odds,  I  will  lay,  by  thofe  papers  there  brought, 

*  Jl  junior  bachelor  cf  7rMty~Collevet  tuba,  in  a 
tranjlation  of  a  poem  printed  in  the  Univcrf:t\^  at  his 
f>tun  co/i,  impertinently  begged  pardon  far  the  tustd  emer- 
ged in  t»s  £f»fcr  feiifi. 


'  f  is  the  fame,  who  the  place  in  the  Memoir 

bought— —  * 

Say  you  fo,  cries  Apollo,  and  is  he  fo  vain  ? 
Yet  pfhaw ;  'tis  the  only  place  that  he  can 
The  bard  now  elate  with  ambition  appear'd, 
Propo&'d  his  pretence,  and  defir'd  to  be  heard : 
When  Apollo  ftraight  bid  him  his  labours  prc 
And,  for  his  authority,  bring  him  his  mufe. 
More  hafty,  than  wiiely,  the  labours  were  fh< 
But,  alas !  for  the  mufe,  the  fly  gipfy  wasflov 
For  her  birth  it  was  mortal,  nor  could  her  feij 

power 

Stand  the  teft  of  the  godhead  fhe  mimick'd 
O'eraw'd  by  the  deity  no  longer  could  ftay, 
But,  like  Spenfer's  falfe  Florimel,  faded  away 

De  V-  1  in  the  tumult  ran  bawling  alouc 
And  fwore  that  he  ought  to  be  heard  by  the  god, 
And  heard  too  he  was,  for  the  god  cut  him  fhort, 
And  aflc'd  what  pretenfions  could  draw  him 

court  ! 

What  pretenfion!  cries  he ;  but  the  godhead  i 
Before  you  are  witty,  pray  learn  to  be  wife, 
And  if,  as  they  fay,  you  arc  lunatic  grown, 
For  I  hear  you  converfe  with  my  fitter  the 
In  fecret  confinement,  a  purge  or  two  try. 
And  let  your  own  effay  bum-fodder  fupply. 

Next  Ch y  mll'd  onward,  a  bard  of  renc 

For  bulk  and  bombaft  fupcr-eminent  grown, 
Of   lampoons   and    Pindarics    huge    bundles  he 

brought, 

But  the  burden  was  light.becaufe  barren  of  thought, 
From  railing  at  friends,  falfely  fmiling  he  came, 
Detraction  his  pleafure,  ambition  his  aim. 
But  Apollo  foon  knew  him,notwithftandingall  art. 
For  your  gods,  at  firft  fight,  can  difcover  the  heartJ 
And  told  him,  that  pride,  and  inhuman  backbiting*. 
Were  the  worft  of  all  evils, — except  his  own  writ- 
Ay,  I  fee,  cries  the  god,  I  fee  your  excufe —  [ings} 
But  hang  it,  that's  nothing  in  fhape  of  a  mufe  !— 
I  fuppofe  that  it's  term'd,  by  you  mortals  here,  fa- 
tire,  [ture. 
But  we  gods  have  thought  fit  to  bename  it  ill-na- 
Befides  fuch  a  bulk,  for  high   flights  was  ne'er 

made  well 

4nd  I  mortally  hate  the  remembrance  of  Shadwell. 

Little  R th  took  the  hint,  and  right  archly 

declar'd, 

That  if  body  diminutive  diftinguifh'd  the  bard, 
Then  his  caufe  it  was  juft, — but  to  humour  the  joke, 
With  an  affable  air,  thus  the  deity  (poke  : 
And  told  him,  he  could  not  heroics  right  fuit, 
For  his  body,  at  full  leng.h,  was  fcarce  more  thaq 

one  foot. 

Ho,  Ward  1  cries  the  god,  as  he  faw  him  ftand  by, 
Come  forward  a  little,  and  don't  be  f->  fhy — 
I  know  you  are  modeft;  but  harkee  between  us, 
Here,  look  ye  this  token,  'twas  fent  you  by  Venus-^ 
For  her  ladyfhip  told  me,  fome  few  days  ago, 
She  came  down  in  the  form  of  a  uymph  f  that  you 

know, 

*  //  it  credibly  reported,  that  be  gave  a  certain  fut* 
for  tbe  mention  of  bis  performances  In  the  mtmyirs  ojf 
l;terat«r:»  f  Mrs.  F—cr. 
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|  And,  pleas'd  with  a  copy  or  two  of  your  verfes,-v 
i  Prefents   you  this  myrtle  —  'twas  wreath'd  by  I 

the  graces  —  s 

j  Here,    take't,  —  'tis    as  good   as   my   iaureat's  I 

place  is.  _) 

Hulfe  next  he  beheld  with  poetical  rage, 
I  And  told  him,  'twas  pity  he  was  not  at  age  ; 
I  Nor  mind,  cries  the  god,  thofe  dull  fools,  that  de- 

fire  to 

I  Eclipfe  that  bright  merit  —  they  ne'er  can  afpire  to  ; 
I  Juft  fo,  in  a  morning,  I  fee,  as  I  rife 
I  Black  fogs,  and  dull  vapours  ufurping  my  Ikies— 
But  two  dramatifts  here,  the  mere  fcum  of  the 


Broke  the  fimile  fhort,  and  began  to  harangue  ; 
Four  acts  of  a  play,  cries  the  one  I  have  writ, 
And  had  I  a  plot,  then  the  work  were  complete  ; 
My  characters — go,  cries  the  god,  fcribbling  elf, 
And  learn  firft  to  get  thee  a  good  one  thyfelf. 

As  Pattifon  ftood  unconcern'd  in  the  crowd, 
Apollo  beheld  him,  and  call'd  him  aloud; 
Declaring  his  manners,  though  perhaps  not  his  wit, 
His  identical  felf  to  a  nicety  hit ; 
Alike  their  employments,  alike  their  delight, 
Both  rambled  all  day,  and  both  tippled  all  night ; 
Both  us'd  the  fame  haunts,  both  purfu'd  the  like 

game, 

And  Laura  and  Thetis  but  differ'd  in  name. 
Now  the  bard,  without  doubt,  the  reafon  acqiiir'd, 
But  Woman  and  Fate,  both  againft  him  co.n(pir'd, 
For,  unhappily  !  juft  as  he  drew  up  more  nigh, 
A  pretty  tight  darnfel  came  tripping  it  by  ; 
No  longer  the  laurel  attracted  his  eyes, 
They  were  fix'd  on  a  far  more  defirable  prize — 
His  highnefs  he  thank'd  ;  but  refigning  his  lays, 
Peclar'd,  that  a  nymph  was  far  better  than  bays. 
Apollo  now,  tir'd  with  debates  and  confufion, 
Was  glad  to  draw  his  affairs  to  conclufion, 
And,  fick  at  the  numbers  ftill  fwarming  around, 
Thrice  Tayr  he  call'd,  but  no  Tayr  was  found  : 
Not  here  ?  (cries  the  god)  oh  !  I  guefs  at  his  ftay — 
He  ftole  a  few  poems  of  mine  t'other  day — 
jJut,  however,  I  forgive  him  the  cunning  device, 
And,  fince  his  are  my  labours,  be  his  too  my  prize. 


ROSAMOND  TO  HENRY  : 

AN  EP1STL?. 

Qualis  populea  mserens  Philomeia  fub  Umbra 
Flet  Nodem  ramoque  fedens,  miferabilc  Carmen 
lutegrat,  et  maeftis  late  Loca  Queftibus  implet. 
VIRQ.  Georg. 

FROM  thefe  lone  fhades,  and  ever-gloomy  bowers, 

Once  the  dear  fhade  of  Henry's  fofter  hours  1 

What  tender  {trains  of  paffion  can  impart    r 

The  pangs  of  abfencc  to  an  amorous  heart  ! 

Far,  far  too  faint  the  powers  of  language  prove, 

Language  that  flow  interpreter  of  )ove  ! 

Souls  pair'd  like  ours,  like  ours  to  union  wrought, 

Converfe  by  ftlcnt  fympathy  of  thought  ; 

O  then,  by  that  myfterious  art,  divine 

7'he  wild  impatience  of  my  bread,  by  thin?  } 


And  to  conceive  what  I  would  fay  to  thae, 
Conceive,  my  love,  what  thou  would'ft  fay  to  me  ! 

As  in  the  tendernefs  of  foul  I  figh, 
Methinks  I  hear  thy  tender  foul  reply ; 
And  as  in  thought,  o'er  heaps  of  heroes  flain,        ^ 
[  trace  thy  progrefs  on  the  fatal  plain, 
Perhaps   thy   thought  explores  me  through  the 

grove, 

And,  foft'ning,  ftealsan  interval  of  love. 
In  the  deep  covert  of  a  bow'ring  fhade 
Defcribes  my  pofture,  languifhingly  laid  ! 
Now,  fadly  folac'd  with  the  murm'ring  fprings, 
Now,  melting  into  tears,  the  fofteft  things  ! 
And  how  the  feign'd  ideas  all  agree  1 
So  bowers  the  fhade,  fo  melt  my  tears  for  thee  I 
Here,  as  in  Exlen,  once  we  blifsful  lay : 
How  oft  night  ftole,  unheeded,  on  the  day  ! 
Our  foft-breath'd  raptures  charm'd  the  liftening 

grove, 
And  all  was  harmony,  for  all  was  love  ! 

But  hark '  the  trumpet  founds  1  fee  difcordam 

rife! 

Tis  honour  calls ;  from  me  my  Henry  flies  !      L 
Honour,  to  him,  more  bright  than  Rofamonda's  I 
eyes.  !  J 

Not  thus  my  honour  with  his  paffion  flrove, 
His  fighs  I  pity,  and  indulg'd  his  love  : 
He  then  cry'd,  honour  was  an  empty  name, 
And  love  a  fwecter  recompence  than  fame. 

Oh  1  had  I  liv'd  in  fome  obfcure  retreat, 
Securely  fair,  and  innocently  fweet; 
How  had  I  blefs'd  fome  humble  fhepherd's  arms ! 
How  kept  my  fame  as  fpotlefs  as  my  charms ! 
Then,  hadft  thou  ne'er  beheld  thefe  eyes  of  mine, 
Nor  they,  bewail'd  the  fatal  power  of  thine  1 
Dear  fatal  power  1  to  me  for  ever  dear — 
Fix'd  in  my  tender  bread,  and  rooted  there ! 
For  ever  in  my  tender  breaft  remain — 
And  be  for  ever  a  delightful  pain ! 

With  wfcat  furprife  thofe  glories  firft  I  view'd, 
That  in  one  moment  my  whole  heart  fubdu'd ! 
With  fuch  refiftlcfs  beams,  fo  fierce  they  fhone, 
Not  fuch  the  dazzling  radiance  of  thy  crown  L 
Sent  from  thy  crown  I  never  felt  a  dart ; 
The  lover,  not  the  monarch,  won  my  heart : 
Nor  e'er  the  monarch  with  fuch  charms  appears, 
As  when  the  lovers  foften'd  drefs  he  wears  : 
As  when  he,  filent,  deigns  my  breaft  to  feek, 
And  looks  fuch  language,  as  no  tongue  can  fpeak. 

Whene'er  my  crimes  (if  love  a  crime  can  be, 
If  'tis  a  crime  to  live,  and  die  for  thee !) 
In  hideous  forms  arife,  and  cloud  my  foul, 
One  thought  on  Henry  can  that  gloom  controul ! 
No  more  my  breaft  alternate  pafiions  move, 
The  frofts  of  honour  melt  before  the  fires  of  love. 

Again,  I  muft  repeat  that  fatal  hour,     [bower  ; 
Which  fnatch'd  my  Henry  from  his  Woodflock 
When  mad  Bcllona,  with  tumult'ous  eric's, 
The  hero  rous'd,  and  drown'd  the  lover's  fighs. 
Stretch'd  on  my  downy  couch,  at  eafe  I  lay, 
And  fought  by  reading  to  beguile  the  day ; 
With  am'rous  ftrains  I  footh'd  a  grateful  fire. 
And  all  the  woman  glow'd  with  foft  defire0  v 


THE  WORKS  OF  PATTISON. 


J 


Till,  as  I  wifliM,  I  heard  the  vocal  breeze, 
I'roclaim  my  Henry  ruftlinjr  through  the  trees; 
O'erjoy'd,  I  r:.-n  to  meet  thy  longing  arms, 
And  tafte  a  dear  remembrance  of  thy  charms; 
But  foon  I  faw  fome  fad  conceal'd  furprife, 
Fade  on  thy  chef ks,  and  languifh  on  thy  eyes; 
Through  each  difiembled  fmile,  a  forrow  ftole, 
And  whifper'd  out  the  fecret  of  thy  foul. 
What  this  could  mean,  uncertain  to  divine. 
No  fault  I  knew,  yet  fear'd  fome  fault  was  mine. 
But  foon  thy  love  difpell'd  thofc  airy  fears, 
Difpell'd  alas! — but  brought  too  folid  cares. 
For  as  with  hands,  entwin'd  in  hands,  we  walk'd, 
Of  love,  and  haplcis  lovers,  ftill  thou  talk'd  : 
Thy  tears  of  pity  anfwer'd  each  fad  moan, 
And  in  their  feeming  mis'ries,  wept  thy  c%n. 
"  I  cannot  leave  her!"~-I  o'erheard  thee  fay, — 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul,  I  funk,  and  dy'd  away. 
What  art  reftor'd  me,  thou  alone  can'ft  tell, 
For  thy  kind  arms  embrac'd  me,  as  I  fell. 
My  opening  eyes,  fix'd  on  thy  beauties,  hung, 
And  my  ears  drunk  the  cordial  of  thy  tongue. 
Again  my  thought?  return  with  killing  pain, 
Within  thy  arms  I  fink,  and  fwoon  again  : 
Again  thou  doft  my  fweet  phyfician  prove, 
From  death  to  life  alternately  I  move, 
Now  dead  by  anguifh,  now  reviv'd  by  love. 
But  when,  without  difguife,  truth  I  found, 
My  agonizing  forrows  knew  no  bound  : 
My  locks  I  tore,  then,  all  entranc'd,  1  lay, 
Till  by  degrees  my  grief  to  words  gave  way, 
Andfoft  I  cry'd, — Oh  !  ftay,  my  Henry,  ftay, 
One  moment  more  !  add  yet,  and  yet,  a  kifs ! — 
Oh  !  give  me  thine,  and  take  my  foul  in  this ! 
Farewell ! — perhaps,  farewell  for  ever! — oh! 
Who  can  fullain  fo  dire  a  weight  of  woe  ? 

Ah,  wretched  maid  !  alas,  a  maid  no  more  ! 
No  herbs  that  fpotlefs  title  can  reftore  ! 
Ah,  who  (hall  now  protect  thy  injur'd  fame  ? 
Who  fhield  thy   weaknefs  from   th'   affuults   of 

fhame  ? 

Who  lull  thy  anxious  foul  to  balmy  reft, 
If  Henry,  dcareft  Henry,  flies  thy  breaft  ? 

Yet,  though  he  flies,  your  wings,  ye  angels, 

fpread, 

And  hover,  guardians,  o'er  my  Henry's  head, 
"Who  knows  but  this  kind  pray'r  is  pour'd  too  late, 
And  he  already  ftrugg'es  with  his  fate  ? 
Already,  wounded,  pants,  and  gafps  in  death, 
And  Rofamonda  is  his  lateft  breath  ? 

Propitious  Heaven  :  vouchfafe  a  gracious  ear! 
Grant,  thefe  be  only  phantoms  of  my  fear  : 
Hcav'n  ftill  is  gracious,  if  true  fuppliants  pray  ; 
And  lo  '. — the  foul  chiruaeras  fleet  away  ! 
Tranfporting  profpeds  to  my  wifh.es  rife, 
Beam  on  my  foul,  and  brighten  in  my  eyes! 
He  livr s  !  he  lives  !   I  fee  his  banner  fpread, 
And  laurels,  wreath'd  round  the  gay  vidtor's  head  ! 
Ye  winds  :  convey  the  news  to  Albion's  floods ! 
Yc  floods  !  refouud  it  to  the  joyous  woods ! 
Ye  joyous  woods  !  your  tuneful  choirs  prepare 
To  hail  my  hero  from  the  toils  of  war  1 

Delufive  fcenes !  too  beautiful  to  ftay  ! 
They  fade  in  vifionary  ftreaks  away. 


Alas  !  no  lovely  Henry  now  is  nigh  ! 
His  genius  took  his  form  to  foothe  my  eye. 
No  more  I  feem  his  melting  voice  to  hear  1 
Peace  .   babling  fountains  !  nor  abufe  my  ear. 
Ye  flowers  '.  ycftreams!  ye  gales,  no  longer 
For  ah  !  how  ftrong  is  fancy,  join'd  with  love  ! 

O  !  frail  inconftancy  of  mortal  flate  ! 
One  hour  deje&ed,  and  the  next  elate  ! 
Kais'd  by  falfe  hopes,  or  by  falfe  fears  deprefr, 
How  different  paffionsfway  the  human  bread! 
Now  fmiling  plealures,  with  fair  charms,  invite, 
Now  frowning  horrors,  with  black  trains,  affrij 
Future  diftrufts  the  prefent  joys  controul, 
And  fancy  triumphs  o'er  the  reas'ning  foul. 

As  mid  the  trees  I  folitary  rove, 
The  trees  awake  fome  image  of  my  love : 
Where'er  their  arms  in  am'rous  foldings  join, 
My  longing  arms  I  fpread  to  fold  in  thine. 
The  beauteous  flow'rs  thy  face  reflected  bear, 
(If  flow'rs  in  beauty  may  with  thee  compare), 
Their  wafted  fragrancies  thy  breath  infpirc, 
And  my  foul  kindles  with  ideal  fire  ! 
The  thick-weav'd  fhades,  and  grove  encirclinjj 

grove, 

Are  emblembs  of  th'  eternity  of  love, 
My  blufhing  guilt  the  crimfon  rofes  paint, 
And  I,  like  rofes,  unfupported  faint : 
Like  their's  my  youthful  charms  (if  charms)  con, 

fume, 
For  love,  a  clofer  canker,  eats  my  bloom. 

How  bleft  might  other  nymphs  furvey  thefe 

fcenes, 

Fountains  and  fhades,  and  hills,  and  flow'ry  greens? 
Profpecls  on  profpedts,  might  detain  the  fight, 
And  ftill  variety  give  new  delight. 
But,  I  with  thee,  fhould  find  in  deferts  eafe ; 
Without  thee,  not  even  Paradife  could  pleafe. 
Wilds,  by  thy  prefence,  gardens  would  appear, 
Gardens  are  wilds  fince  Henry  is  not  here. 
Let  grottos  fink,  or  porticos  arife  ? 
Heedlefs  I  view  them  with  unpleafur'd  eyes  : 
Their  mantling  umbrage  cool*  the  noon-day  fire, 
But  what  can  cool  a  lover's  fierce  defire  ? 

In  the  deep  bofom  of  a  darkfome  fhade, 
By  baleful  yew  and  mournful  cyprefs  made; 
A  widow  turtle  weeps  her  ravifli'd  love, 
And  forrowfully  folaces  the  grove, 
Sometimes  my  paflicm  I  aloud  difclofe  ; 
The  widow'd  turtle,  anfwering,  cooes  her  woes. 

Bred  by  my  hand,  my  forrow's  fad  relief, 
A  little  linnet  learns  to  figh  my  grief; 
Taught  by  my  voice,  and  by  obedience  tame, 
The  pretty  lifper  whiftles  Henry's  name  : 
Ferch'd  on  my  head,  the  fylvan  fyren  fings, 
And  tunes  the  harfher  notes  of  gurgling  fprings. 

Embofom'd  in  a  vale,  thou  know'ft  the  fhade, 
Faft  by  the  murmurs  of  a  foft  cafcade  ; 
There,  while  one  night  full  beams  of  Cynthia  play, 
(Warm  was  the  night)  with  wand'rings tir'd,  I  lay, 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  falling  waters  closM 
My  eye-lids,  and  my  weary'd  limbs  repos'd. 
Sudden  the  fairy  monarch  I  behold, 
Near  he  approach'd,  and  thus  raj  fate  foretold^: 
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*i"w&s  tne  fame  Oberon*,  that  once  we  faw 
j  Circle  the  green,  and  give  his  dancers  law.) 

Unhappy  nymph  !  thy  beauty  is  thy  crime, 
I  And  muft  fuch  beauty  perifh  in  its  prime  ! 

No  more  great  Henry  mail  enjoy  thefe  charms 

Nor  thou  ill  fated  fair  adorn  his  vrms  ! 

Cropt  like  an  opening  rofe  thy  fall  I  fear  ! 

But  rife  and  fuppiicate  the  vengeance  near. 

Then  (as  methought)    I  wak'd  with  threaten'd 
woes 

Emerging  from  thick  (hades,  a  phantom  rofe. 

One  hand  fuftain'd — a  fhorr,  but  naked  fword,— 
,    And  one  a  golden  bo\vl,  with  poifon  ttor'd. 

The  jealous  queen,  the  frowning  form  exprefs'd, 
J  it  fpoke,  and  aim'd  the  dagger  at  my  breaft. 

Arife  !  nor  alk  thy  crime — but  choofe  thy  fate, 
!j   Know  prayers  are  train — repentance  is  too  late  ! 
I    Xrcngeance  is  mine — Here  1   drink  this  poifon'd 
1  Or  this  keen  dagger  drinks  thy  guilty  foul?  [bowl, 
I  It  ceas'd  :  convulfions  in  my  bofom  ftrove, 
(    My  curdling  blood  fcarce  in  ftiff  tides  could  move. 
[    Thrice  I  cry'd  Henry,  with  a  feeble  found, 
i    And  thrice  I  ftarted  at  the  fad  rebound  ! 
i.    fcv'n  echo  now  grew  frightful :  with  furprife 

Trembling  1  lay^  nor  dar'd  t'  unveil  my  eyes, 
I   Till  warbling  birds  proclaim'd  the  morning  light, 
I    And  told  me  'twas  a  vifion  of  the  night; 

Yet  not  the  morn  could  chafe  my  gloomy  care, 
li   But  winds  and  trees,  alarm'd  my  foul  with  fear  ; 
H  \Vhile  waving    boughs,    that    in   the  fun-beams 

play'd, 
|   Scem'd  to  mow  daggers  in  each  pointed  made. 

Why  was  I  form'd  with  fuch  a  coward  mind  ? 
1  The  fport  of  fhadows,  or  a  ruftlirig  wind  ! 
i    Nerves,  better  fhung,  did  manly  fpirits  warm, 
i     Glad  would  I  part  with  every  female  charm, 

Then,  cas'd  in  fteel,  the  front  of  battle  dare, 
H   And,  with  great  Henry,  roufe  the  foul  of  war  ! 

This  arm  fhall  guard  the  hero  from  the  foe, 

Repel  the  ftorm»  or  intercept  the  blow ; 
I   And  fhould  my  weaknefsin  the  warrior  fail, 
i  The  folt-befeeching  woman  mould  prevail; 
^    Fur  thee,  I'll  fuothe  each  proud  infulting  fde, 

Ar:d  melt  him  with  petitionary  wo  ; 
i    With  thee,  in  erery  hardy  hazard  join, 
j   la  dangers  fave  thy  life,  to  make  it  mine. 

By  night,  compoi'e  thy  harafs'd  foul  to  reft, 

And  hufh  it  on  the  pillow  of  my  breaft  ; 
j   With  patient  eyes  eternal  vigils  keep, 

And  court  good  angels  to  protect  thy  fleep. 

Alas !  in  vain  I  urge  my  fruftrate  will, 
j    I  find  myfelf  a  feeble  Woman  ftill ; 
j    The  feeble  woman  to  my  breaft  returns, 

For  Henry's  gone,  and  Rofamonda  mourns  ! 
(    O  '.  fee  my  eyes  their  ftreaming  anguiih  pour, 
I    O  !   hear  my  fighs  increafe  the  fwelling  fhower  ; 
j    "What  can  t  more  than  fned  my  tears  and  fighs  ? 
i    Poor  woman's  ftrength  alone  in  weaknefs  lies  ? 

But  whether  is  ungovern'd  fancy  flown  ? 
|    Thoughts  of  impoflibilities  be  gone  ! 

Guilt  claims  no  miracles,  nor  heav'n  confpires 

To  aid  my  crimes,  and  fan  my  iawlefe  fires. 

*  King  of  the  fairies. 
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Life  irkfome  grows  ;  detcfled  is  the  l> 
And  my  foul  dreads  the  vifions  of  the  night. 
Swift  let  me  to  fome  hallow'd  convent  go  — 
Can  I  for  ever  Henry  leave  ? — ah  !  no  : — 
But  O  loft  innocence  ! — I  loft  a  name  :  — 
O  honour! — broken  i*  the  bubble,  fame. 
Are  my  fins  monftrous  ?  Do  invented  crimes, 
Alike  unknown  to  paft,  or  prefent  times, 
Demand  red  vengeance  ?  Some  peculiar  curfe  ?— 
Crowds  (land  recorded  for  the  fame, — or  worfc. 
Have  I,  unpitying,  heard  the  poor  complain, 
Or  feen  the  wretched  weep,  and  weep  in  vain  ? 
Have  1  my  flame  feign'd  for  a  fordid  end  ? 
E'er  wrong'd  a  foe,  or  e'er  betray'd  a  friend  ? 
Not  to  my  charge  fuch  crimes  has  malice  brought, 
Love,  only  love,  is  my  unbounded  fault : 
A  fault,  that  fure  may  heav'n  to  pity  move, 
Since  half  of  heav'n  ('tis  faid)  confifts  in  love. 

Ah !  foolifli  nymph ! — Here,  view  the  queen  ! 

the  laws ! — 

But  there,  view  Henry,  as  th'  enchanting  caufe  ! 
By  fuch  a  caufe  the  prieftefs  would  retire, 
And  quit  the  veftal  for  a  nobler  fire. 

I  will  again  th'  immortal  powers  implore  j 
Brave  Henry  for  Britannia's  fake  reftore  ! 
In  him  (he  lives,  to  him  her  joys  are  due, 
And  only  fends  her  earlieft  thanks  to  you. 
But  oh  '.  my  lord,  my  darling  lord,  beware  \ 
Tempt  not  too  bold  the  dangers  of  the  war ! 
Think,  when  thou  feed  the  fate  impelling  dart, 
O  !  think  it  aim'd  at  Rofamonda's  heart ! 
Were  but  each  breaft  as  foft  as  mine  !  no  more 
Should  tumulrs  rife,  or  martial  thunders  roar  ; 
Heroes  fhould  fcorn  the  glories  of  the  field. 
And  the  fani'd  laurel  to  the  myrtle  yield  : 
For  fweeter  paflions,  fweeter  ftrifes  infpire, 
And  love  alone  fhould  fet  the  foul  on  fire. 

May  then  thefe  eyes  in  tears  no  longer  mourn, 
But  cheerful  hail  their  Henry's  wifh'd return! 
O  !  fwift,  victorious,  hufh  the  war's  alarms !  -^ 
Swift,  if  thy  Rofamonda  boafts  fome  charms,  / 
Fly  on  the  wings  of  love,  and  conqucft  to  hcrT 
arms !  J 

Qttober  20.  1725. 

HENRY  TO  ROSAMOND: 

AN   EP1STJ.E. 

SHALL  then  his  beauteous  Rofamonda  mourn, 
Nor  Henry's  foul  the  foft  cpmplaint  return  I 
O  ceafe,  my  fair  1  I  deeply  feel  thy  fmart, 
And  all  thy  forrows  double  in  my  heart : 
Far  from  my  breaft,  ye  fcenes  of  war  I  remove, 
Far  from  my  breaft,  bs  every  fcene  but  love ; 
Soft  rifing    thoughts  as  when,   in   Woodftock- 

bowers, 
Joyful,  we  lov'd  away  the  laughing  hours. 

Now  midnight-reft  relieves  the  foldier's  care, 
Hufh'd  are  the  drums,  and  every  voice  of  war; 
Faint  gleam  the  tires  along  the  dewy  field? 
And  faint  the  noiie,  that  fleeping  courfers  yield  ; 
Yet  love,  the  lordly  tyrant  of  my  breaft, 
Alarms  my  foul,  and  interrupts  my  reft  ; 
In  vain  a  nation's  car««  the  monarch  move, 
For  ah  \  far  greater  i»  the  monarch  Love  I 
Na 
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Warm  from  my  lips,  thy  tender  letter  lies, 
And  every  word  is  magic  to  my  eyes  ; 
Weeping,  I  read,  and  hear  thy  foft-brcath'd  woes, 
And  all  the  warrior  in  the  lover  lofe  : 
Then  I  by  fancy  vanifh'd  joys  reftore, 
Feaft  on  falfe  love,  and  aclfpaft  pleafures  o'er. 
Faucy  can  foothe  my  foul  with  pleafing  dreams 
While  tented  Galia,  bowery  Woodftockfeems; 
Led  by  delufive  fteps,  in  thought,  I  rove, 
Through  well  known  greens,  and  every  winding 

grove. 

There,  haply  on  fome  flowery  bank  reclin'd 
My  fweet-repofing  Rofamonda  find  ; 
When  then  (for  then  thy  fecret  thoughts  I  fee) 
Jn  pious  {lumbers  breath'ft  thy  foul  to  me ; 
Diffolv'd  with  joy,  and  feafting  on  thy  charms, 
1  clafp  thee  m  imaginary  arms ; 
And  then— ah  then  '. — I  feem  fincerely  Heft — 
Then  only  Rofamonda,  knows  the  reft — 

O  glories!  empires!  crowns!  how  weak  ye  prove, 
If  thus  out-rivalled  by  a  dream  of  love  : 
O  love  !  what  toys  thy  real  fweets  beftow, 
When  ev'n  their  fhadows  can  tranfport  me  fat 
O  bl$fs  ecftatic  '  bleft  f elief  from  cares ! 
Thus  let  me  Tofe  my  foul  in  fofter  wars ! 
By  love's  tranfporting  (ighs  my  fwcet  alarms, 
Nor  worlds,  but  Rofamonda  crown  my  arms  ! 
In  her  alone,  my  full  defires  agree, 
Her  charms'  are  empires,  glories,  all  to  me  i 

THE  HOUR  GLASS. 

As  Jn  my  Clent  ftudy  late  I  fate, 
Intent  on  poet's  poor  precarious  ftate, 
Around  n.y  fight  a  fudden  dimnefs  p'ay'd, 
And  ting'd  the  taper  with  a  blewy  (hade ; 
When  to  my  eyes  appear'd  that  watchful  pow'r 
Which  meafures  out  the  fandy-ftreaming  hour, 
An  human  form  the  mcagure  phantom  wore, 
And  on  its  brow  a  faded  laurel  bor«, 
On  me  were  fix'd  its  looks,  whilft  thus  it  (poke, 
And  founds  like  thefe  the  fjlcmn  filence  broke. 

"  At  length  the  time  is  come  to  tell  a  truth 
14  To  thee,  to  thee  alone,  O  fated  youth  ! 
«  Then  mark  my  ftory  well— in  happier  days, 
•*  Like  thine  my  bofom  panted  after  praife; 
•k  Foe  to  the  grave  fatigues  of  life  I  ftrovs, 
«'  To  grow  immortal  in  a  myrtle  grove  : 
"  Loft  there,  I  lavifh'd  out  my  little  ftore, 
««  DeOin'd  to  live  poetically  poor; 
*'  What  flender  gains  my  labours  brought  1  fpent, 
**  And  through  the  glafs  my  lufcious  profit  went ; 
"  From  thence,  with  fiAious  infpiration  warm'd, 
*'  A  vain  eternity's  reverfion  charm'd; 
*c  My  fate  I  blefs'd— for  future  fame  referv'd  ! 
**-For  that  I  glory'd!--and  for  that  I — ftarv'd  ! 
*•  Thence  by  fome  powerful  tranfmigration  turn'd, 
"  In  thefe  repentant  (beams  my  folly  mourn'd  : 
*'  Here,  as  you  fee,  my  fleeting  minutes  pafs, 
"  Still,  as  of  old,  devoted  to  the  glafs. 
M  As  o'nce  too  humble  for  proud  rooms  of  ftate, 
"  In  homely  cottages  I  feek  my  fate, 
*c  And  find  my  vaft  poetic  promis'd  land 
"  All  dwindled  to  this  little  barren  fand; 
•*  With  which  advife,  ye  youthful  fons  of  rhyme, 
•[  In  abler  ftudiei  to  employ,  youi  time j 


"  Warn'd  by  my  fate,  to  learn,  for  learn*  yxm 
"  That  all  your  fame,  like  mine,  but  turns  to 

THE  CAMBRIDGE  BEAUTIES. 
By  an  Admirer  of  tie  Fair  Sex. 

YE  gentle  nymphs,  to  whom  my  lays  belong  ; 
Approve  my  numbers-,  and  afllft  my  fong; 
Soft  fmiling  may  your  bright'ning  eyes  infpire 
At  once  the  poet's,  and  the  lover's  fire  : 
So  (hall  the  mufe  each  magic  charm  rehearfe, 
So  fhall  each  charm  he  lading  as  her  verfe. 

Blefb'd  in  my  choice  !  what  blooming  beat 

rife! 

How  court  my  numbers  with  infpiring  eyei ! 
O  could  my  lays  like  gentle  Waller  move, 
Like  gentle  Waller,  tune  the  foul  to  love  ; 
Bright  as  my  theme,  each  eafy  note  (hould  (hit 
And  SacharifTas  fmile  in  ev'ry  line. 
To  Aurenelia,  fam'd  Carlifle  (honld  yield, 
And  Waller  own  his  fav'rite  fair  excell'd  : 
Had  charms  like  h'er's  infpir'd  his  lofty  layi, 
How  had  he  grown  immortal  in  her  praife ! 
How  might  the  nrufe  her  wonted  gift  receive. 
And  poetry  from  beauty  learn  to  live  ! 

When  Sylvia  fmiles.methinks  (he  fmiles  to  pro; 
Her  charms  fuperior  to  the  power  of  love. 
Gay  fportive  Cupids  flutter  round  the  fair, 
Pant  on  her  bread,  and  wanton  in  her  hair  j 
With  ev'ry  lock,  a  new  adorer  gain, 
And  ev'ry  ringlet  is  a  lover's  chain  ; 
The  orbit  ringlets,  foft  diflolving  down, 
Flow  on  her  breaft,  and  half  her  bofom  drown 
Through  the  bright  (hades,  her  panting 

heave, 
Like  fwans  emerging  from  a  filver  wave. 

On  Delia's  cheeks,  eternal  rofes  bloom, 
Her  ruby  lips  exhale  a  fwect  perfume  ; 
Her  ruby  lips  indulge  a  mutual  kifs, 
And  blulh  luxuriant  in  their  envy'd  blifs. 

When  bright  Belinda  leads  the  fprightly 
With  ev'ry  ftep  our  captive  hearts  advance; 
Her  magic  charms  the  foft  enchantrefs  prove, 
And  on  her  breaft  delcends  the  god  of  love 
Smiling,  (he  feem*  to  imitate  thofe  airs, 
That  form  their  regularity  by  hcr's; 
Moves,  as  rhe  foul-diflblving  numbers  move  ; 
And  mufically  fwims  the  maze  of  love  : 
On  the  foft  founds,  her  gentle  motions  flow, 
And  fail  along  mageftically  flow  : 
Her  waving  arms  in  fnowy  circles  play, 
And  all  the  eafy  conqueror  difplay ; 
Melodious  mufic  warbles  love's  alarms, 
Sounds  the  foft  charge,  and  fings  her  conqu'r 
charms. 

When  Flora  fings,  ye  gods !  'tis  heaven  to 
We  liften  to  the  mufic  of  the  fphere ; 
Our  ravifli'd  fight  confirms  the  fweet  furprife, 
And  owns  the  angel,  by  her  heav'nly  eyes. 

But,  oh  !  my  mufe,  your  tunefull'ft  charms 

pare, 
Harmonious,,  as  your  Aurenelia's  fairi 


OKS,  her  eyes  like  lightnings  wound, 
When  e'er  fhe  fpeaks,  there's  mufic  in  the  found  ; 
From  her  dear  lips  fuch  melting  foftnefs  flows, 
Soft  as  when  Zephyrs  kifs  the  filken  rofe  : 
But  when  the  wondrous  Charmer  talks  of  love, 
Good  gods !  what  raptures  in  our  bofom  move  ! 
HoW  each  difcourfe  our  foul  tranfpofted  warms, 
And,  if  'tis  poffible,  improves  her  charms^ 

O  ever  beauteous,  ever  lovely  fair, 
Pride  of  my  verfe,  and  object  of  my  cafe. 
O  take  me,  clafp  me,  melting  in  thy  arms, 
Unfold  thy  fweets,  and  open  all  thy  charms. 
On  thofe  dear  breafts  for  ever  let  me  rove, 
Thofe  breafts  to  me  the  true  poetic  grove  f 
On  thofe  foft  hills  for  ever  let  me  fing, 
And  fip  thy  facretf  Heliconian  fpring. 

Were  Paris  here  to  judge  fair  beauty's  prtee, 
How  might  thefe  brighter  goddefles  furprife  ; 
How  could  his  choice  the  doubtful  favour  place, 
When  a  new  Venus  fhines  in  ev'ry  face  ? 
But  fince  that  tafk,  that  pleafing  tafk  I  claim, 

0  Venus  guide  me  to  a  brighter  flame  : 
To  Aurenelia's  charms  my  wifhes  move, 
Warm  her  cold  heart,  and  tune  her  breaft  to  love; 
There,  let  my  foul  a  nobler  prize  impart, 

And  for  anv  apple,  give  my  bleeding  heart. 

ABELARD  TO  ELOISA. 

IN  my  dark  cell,  low  proftrate  on  the  ground, 
Mourning  my  crimes,  thy  letter  entrance  found; 
Tao  foon  my  foul  the  well  known  name  confeft, 
My  beating  heart  fprung  fiercely  in  my  breaft  ; 
Through    my    whole    frame  a  guilty    tranfport 

glow'd 
And  ftreaming  torrents  from  my  eyes  faft  flow'd. 

O  Eloifa  I  art  thou  ftill  the  fame  ?  : 

Doft  thou  ftill  nourifh  this  deftrudlive  flame  ? 
Have  not  the  gentle  .rules  of  peace,  and  heav'n 
From  thy  foft  foul  this  fatal  paffion  driven  ? 
Alas  !  I  thought  you  difengag'd,  and  free, 
Arid  can  you  ftill,  ftill  figh,  and  weep  for  me  ? 

%  What  powerful  deity,  what  hallow'd  fhrine, 
Can  fave  me  from  a  Jove,  a  faith  like  thine  ? 
Where  fhall  I  fly,  when  not  this  awful  cave, 
Whofe  rugged  feet  the  furging  billows  lave  ; 
When  not  thefe  gloomy  cloifttr's  folemn  walls, 
O'er  whofe  rough  fides  the  languid  ivy  crawls; 
When  my  dread  vows,  'in  vain,  their  force  oppofe, 
Oppofing  love,  alas  !  how  vain  are  vows! 
In  fruitlefs  penance' here  I  wear  away 

lach  tedious  night,  each  fad  revolving  day : 

1  faft,  I  pray;  and  with  deceitful  art 

Veil  thy  dear  image  from  my  torrur'd  heart. 

My  tortur'd  heart  conflicting  paflions  move, 

I  ,hope,  defpair,  repent,  but  ttill  I  love. 

A  thoufand  jarring  thoughts  my  bofom  tear, 

For  thou,  not  God,  my  Eloife  art  there. 

To  the  falfe  world's  deluding  plcafures  dead, 

No  longer  by  its  wand'ring  fires  mifled ; 

In  learn'd  difputes,  harfh  precepts  I  infufe,     - 

And  give  that  counfcl,  I  want  power  to  ufe. 

The  rigid  maxims  of  the  grave,  and  wife, 

Have  tjuench'd  each  milder  fparkle  in  my  eye*  j 
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Each  lovely  feature  of  this  well-known  face, 
By  grief  revers'd,  affumes  a  fterner  grace  : 

0  Elo»Ta  !  would  the  fates  once  more 
(Indulgent  to  thy  wifh)  this  form  reftore, 

How  wouldft  thou  from  thefe  arms  with  horror 

ftaft, 

To  mifs  thofe  charms,  familiar  to  thy  heart ! 
Nor  could  thy  quick,  thy  piercing  judgment  fee, 
To  fpeak  thy  Abelard,  but  love  of  thee  : 
Lean  abftinence,  pale  grief,  and  haggard  care, 
The  dire  attendants  of  forlorn  defpair  ; 
Have  Abelard  the  gay,  the  yotmg  remov'd, 
And  in  the  hermit,  funk  the  man  you  lov'd. 

Wrapt  in  the  gloom  thefe  holy  manfions  flied, 
The  thorny  paths  of  penitence  I  tread ; 
Loft  to  the  world,  from  all  its  intereft  free, 
And  torn  from  all  my  foul  held  dear  in  thee; 
Ambition,  with  its  train  of  frailties,  gone, 
All  loves,  all  forms  forgot,  but  thine  alone. 

Amidft  the  blaze  of  day,  and  dufk  of  night, 
My  Eloifa  fifes  to  my  fight ; 
Veil'd,  as  in  Paraclete's  fea-bath'd  tow'rs, 
The  wretched  mourner  counts  the  lagging  hours; 

1  hear  the  figh,  fee  the  fwift-falling  c.jars, 
Weep  all  her  griefs,  and  pine  with  all  her  cares. 
O  vows !  O  converts    your  ftern  force  impart, 
And  frown  the  melting  phantom  from  my  heart  ; 
Let  other  fighs  a  worthier  (brrow  fhow, 

Let  other  tears,  for  fin,  repentant  flow  ; 
Low  to  the  earth,  my  guilty  eyes  I  roll, 
And  humble  to  the  daft  my  contrite  foul. 
Forgiving  pow'r !  your  gracious  call  I  meet, 
Who  firft  empower'd  this  rebel. heart  to  beat! 
Who  through  this  trembling,  this  offending  frame9 
For  nobler  ends  diffus'd  life's  active  flame  : 
O  change  the  temper  of  this  throbbing  breaft, 
And  form  anew  each  beating  pulfe  to  reft  ! 
Let  fpringing'  grace,  fair  faith  and  hope  remove, 
The  fatal  traces  of  voluptuous  love ; 
Voluptuous  love  from  his  foft  manfibn  tear, 
And  leave  no  tracks  of  Eloifa  there. 

Are  thefe  the1  wifhes  of  thy  inmoft  foul  ? 
Would  I  its  fofteft  tend'reft  peace  controul  ? 
Would  I,  thus  touch'd,  this  gloomy  heart  refign 
To  the  cold  fubftancc  of  the  marble  fhrine  ?   . 
Transfofm'd  like  thefe  pale  faints  that  round  mi 
move, 

0  blefs'd  infenfibies !  that  knew  not  love  !  ' 
Ah  !  rather  let  me  keep  this  haplefs  flame, 
Adieu,  falfe  honour,  unavailing  fame  ! 

Not  your  harfh  rules,  but  tender  love,  fupplies    . 
The  ftreams  that  gum  from  my  defpairing  eyes  :   ; 

1  feel  the  traitor  melt  around  my  heart,        [dart! 
And  through  my  veins  with  treach'rous  influence 

Infpire  me  heav'n !  afiift  me,  grace  divine  1 
Aid  me  ye  faints '.  unknown  to  crimes  like  mine  ! 
You,  while  on  earth,  all  pangs  fevere  could 
All  but  the  torturing  pangs  of  hopelefs  love. 
An  holier  rage  in  your  pure  bofoms  dwelt, 
Nor  c Sh  you  pity  what  you  neve'r  felt; 
A  fympathizing  grief  alone  can  cure, 
The  hand  that  heals,  muft  feel,  what  I  endure* 
Thou  Eloife  !  alone,  canft  give  me  eafe, 
•Ami  bid  my  ftruggling  foul  fubfide  in  peac»V 
Kn  i) 
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Reftore  me  to  my  long  loft  hcav'n  of  reft, 
And  take  thyfelf  from  my  reluctant  bread: 
If  crimes,  like  mine,  could  an  allay  receive, 
That   blefs'd  allay,  thy  wond'rous  charms  muft 

give. 

Thy  form,  which  firft  my  heart  to  love  inclin'd, 
Still  wanders  in  my  loft,  my  guilty  mind  : 
I  faw  thee  as  the  new-blown  blofibm*  fair, 
Sprightly  as  light,  and  foft  as  fummer  air  ; 
Wit,  youth,  and  beauty,  in  each  feature  fhone, 
Blefs'd  by  my  fate,  I  gaz'd,  and  was  undone  1 
There  dy'd  the  gen'rous  fire,  whole  vig'rous  flame, 
Enlarg'd  my  foul,  and  led  me  on  to  fame  ; 
Nor  fame,  nor  wealth,  my  foften'd  heart  could 

move, 

My  heart,  infenfible  to  all  but  love  ! 
Snatch'd  from  myfelf,  my  learning  taftelefs  grew, 
And  vain  philofophy  oppos'd  to  you. 

A  train  of  woes  we  mourn ;  nor  fliouldwe  mourn, 
The  hours  that  cannot,  ought  not  to  return  ; 
As  once  to  love,  I  fway'd  thy  yielding  mind, 
Too  fond,  alas !  too  fatally  inclin'd  ! 
To  virtue  now  let  me  thy  breaft  infpire, 
And  fan,  with  zeal  divine,  the  holy  fire; 
Teach  you  to  injur'd  heav'n,  all  chang'd,  to  turn, 
And  bid  thy  foul  with  facred  raptures  burn. 

0  that  my  own  example  could  impart 

This  noble  warmth  to  thy  foft  trembling  heart ! 
That  mine,  with  pious  undiffembled  care, 
Might  aid  the  btcnt  virtue  ftruggling  there  ! 
Alas,  I  rave  !  nor  grace,  nor  zeal  divine, 
Burns  in  a  breaft  o'erwhelm'd  with  crimes,  like 

mice : 

Too  fare  I  find  (whilft  I  the  fortune  prove 
Of  feeble  piety,  conflicting  love) 
On  black  defpair,  my  forc'd  devotion  built, 
Abfencc,  to  me,  has  greater  pangs  than  guilt. 

Ah  '. .  yet  my  Eloife,  thy  charms  I  view, 
Yet  my  fighs  break,  and  my  tears  flow  for  you; 
Each  weak  refiftance  ftronger  knits  my  chain, 

1  figh,  weep,  love,  defpair,  repent  in  vain ! 
Hafte  Eliofa,  hafte,  thy  lover  free, 
Amidft  thy  warmer  pray'rs,  O  think  of  me  ! 
Wing  with  thy  riling  zeal  my  grov'ling  mind  : 
And  let  me  mine,  from  thy  repentance  find  : 
Ah  !  labour,  ftrive,  thy  love,  thyfelf  controul, 
The  change  will  fure  affect  my  kindred  foul : 
In  bleft  concert  our  purer  fighs  fhall  grieve, 
And,  Heav'n  aflifting,  fhall  our  crimes  forgive. 
But  if  unhappy,  wretched,  loft  in  vain, 
Faintly  th'  unequal  combat  you  fuftain  : 

If  not  to  heaven  you  feel  your  bofom  rife, 
Nor  tears,  refin'd,  fall  contrite  from  your  eyes  : 
If  ftill  thy  heart  thy  wonted  paflions  move, 
And  thy  tongue  prompts  thy  tender  foul  to  love; 
Deaf  to  the  weak  effiys  of  lining  breath, 
Attend  the  ftronger  eloquence  of  death. 

When  that  kind  pow'er  this  captive  foul  fliall 

free, 

(Which,  only  then,  can  ceafe  to  doat  on  thee) 
When  gently  funk  to  my  eternal  fleep, 
The  Paraclete  my  peaceful  urn  fliall  keep; 
Then  Eloifa,  then,  thy  lover  view, 
Ses,  theic  quench' d  eye*,  no  longer  fix'd  on  you, 


From  their  dead  orbs  that  tender  utt'rance  flow* 
Which  firft  on   yours  my  heart's  foft  tales  made 

known. 

This  breath  no  more,  at  length,  to  eafe  confign'd, 
Pant,  like  light  afpinee  quiv'ring  with  the  wind  ; 
See,  all  my  wild  tumultuous  paflions  o'er, 
And  thou,  amazing  fccne  1  belov'd  no  more  : 
Behold  the  deftin'd  end  of  human  love, 
But  let  the  fight  thy  zeal  alone  improve ; 
Let  not  thy  confcious  foul,  with  forrow  mov'd, 
Recal  how  much,  how  tenderly  you  lov'd  ! 
With  pious  care  thy  fruitlcfs  grief  reftrain, 
Nor  let  a  tear  thy  facred  veil  profane  ; 
Nor  e'en  a  figh  on  my  cold  urn  beftove, 
But  let  thy  breath  with  facred  rapture  glow ; 
Let  love  divine,  frail  mortal  love,  dethrone, 
And  to  thy  mind  immortal  joys  make  known; 
Let  Heav'n,  relenting,  ftrike  thy  ravifti'd  view, 
And  ftill  the  bright,  the  bleft  purfuit,  renew  : 
So,  with  thy  crimes,  fhall  thy  misfortunes  ceafe, 
And  thy  wreck'd  foul  be  calmly  hufiVd  to  peace* 

TO  THE 

LAST  (KING  GEORGE'S)  GUINEA. 

Infcribed  to  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  Robert  Wntyolt* 

WUAT  call,  bright   monarch  !    can   engage  thy 

breaft, 

To  leave  thy  loyal  fubject  thus  dlftreft  ?       [pone, 
Who  knows,    my   guardian-aid,  when  thou  art 
What  foreign  tyrant  will  ufurp  thy  throne  ? 
When  want,  rebellious,  arrogates  thy  reign, 
What  equal  power  lliall  faction's  rage  reftrain  ? 
Too  well,  alas  '.  my  future  ftate  I  fee, 
I  can  but  figh,  and  only  think  of  thee  ! 
So,  when  thy  bright  original  repairs 
To  foreign  realms,  with  equal  grief*  and  cares  : 
Britannia  mourns ;  and  anxious  for  her  fate, 
Implores  fome  favourite  to  protect  the  ftate  ; 
Wifely,  as  ftill,  the  monarch  makes  his  choice, 
And  for  his  Walpole  joins  the  general  voice. 

O  couldft  thou  there  advance  an  equal  claim, 
Repos'd  in  him,  our  fafety  were  the  fame ! 
Aufpicious  thought !  and  with  what  eafe  may  he, 
Who  has  fecur'd  three  nations,  fuccour  me. 

TO  A  NEEDLE  THAT  PRICK'D  HIS  MIS- 
TRESS'S FINGER. 

from  Banefoniut  *. 
MIRACLE  of  cruelty  ! 
Muft  my  Laura  bleed  by  thee  ? 
Her  finger  too,  endure  the  fmart  ? 
That  tender,  inoffenfive  part! 
What  could  the  fweet  offender  do, 
Soft,  and  fair,  as  falling  fnow  ; 
To  fuffer  innocently  too  ! 
Was  it  not  envy  caus'd  this  hate, 
Becaufe  thyfelf  were  found  lefs  ftrait  ? 
Did  not  this  thy  fury  move 
To  wound  the  brighter  queen  of  love  ? 

*  All  tie  love  poems  of  tlis  celebrated  author,  are 
tranflated  by  ft-veral  bands.  Pi'./itcdftr  H.  Curll,  ut 
the  Strand. 
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Bat,  ah!  then  dreadM  foe,  forbear 
To  execute  thy  fury  here ; 
Yet,  if  you  ftill  to  rage  incline, 
Revenge  at  once,  your  caufe,  and  mine : 
Let  her  obdurate  bofom  feel 
The  artgry  fury  of  thy  fteel. 
Her  bofom,  foft  as  turtle's  down, 
Yet  harder  than  the  hardeft  ftone  ! 
Her  bofom  !   colder  than  the  fnow, 
Burning  at  once,  and  freezing  too, 
Will  brave  thy  fierceft,  deadheft  blow. 
Here  infix  thy  piercing  dfert, 
Deep  as  love  has  pierc'd  my  heart : 
Then,  if  thou  gain 'ft  the  vidlory, 
How  wond'rous  will  the  conqueftbe? 
To  win  a  fortrefs  that  withftood 
The  utmoft  fury  of  a  god ; 
At  once  thy  fmall,  yet  glorious  dart 
Shall  conquer  love's,  and  Laura's  heart. 


ON  LAURINDA. 

WHEN  nature  fram'd  Laurinda,  heavenly  fair, 
With  each  attractive  charm,  and  winning  air, 
Minerva's  eloquence  refin'd  her  tongue, 
Charm'd  in  her  fpeech,  and  warbled  in  her  fong  ; 
Imperial  majefty  from  Juno  came, 
Sooth'd  with  the  foftnefs  of  the  Cyprian  dame. 
O  !  would  fome  other  powers  employ  their  care, 
To  make  her  kind,  as  thefe  have  made  her  fair  ; 
That  fingle  acl;  fhould  all  the  reft  outfhine, 
And  make  the  fair  perfection  *11  divine. 

THE  BEE  AND  CUPID. 

FROM   THEOCRITUS. 

As  Cupid  in  a  flow'ry  valley  ftray'd, 
Where  bees  around  their  hives  in  clutters  play'd, 
The  honey's  fragrant  fcent  allur'd  his  nofe, 
And  to  the  hive  the  groping  archer  goes. 
Boldly  he  thrufts  his  roguifh  fingers  in — 
Nor  in  that  heaven  of  fweets  could  fear  a  fting — 
But  foon  he  merited,  and  met  his  fate, 
Repenting  of  his  roguery,  too  late ; 
And  now,  in  vain,  he  frets,  he  {lamps,  he  tears 
The  flowing  honours  of  his  waving  hairs; 
Deep  is  the  wound,  alas !  what  can  he  do  ! 
Revenge  he  vows,  but  then  he  fears  the  foe  ? 
Now  fwift  as  thought,  to  Ida's  grove  he  flies, 
And  thus  complaining,  to  his  mother  cries, 
Alas  I  mamma,  what  pain  my  hand  endure* ! 
O  take  it,  kifs  it,  cool  it,  rub  't  with  yours. 
Searching  for  honey  I  this  torment  found, 
Small  was  the  author,  but,  O  !  deep  the  wound-!-- 
To  whom  the  mother  gcddefs  thus  reply'd, 
Unkindly  laughing,  while  poor  Cupid  cry'd. 

Fie,  fie,  is  this  your  courage,  mighty  Love  ! 
And  is  a  bee  a  ftronger  foe  than  Jove  ? 
Hence  child,  coinpaffionate  each  lover's  heart, 
Since  you  are  conquer'd  by  fo  fmall  a  dart. 

TO  AN 
OLD  LADY  THAT  USED  TO  PAINT. 

KKELLER  with  animated  art,  could  trace, 
Thf  magic  woftders  of  a  lovely  fa.ee ; 
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His  nice  creating  fancy  could  impart, 
Fire  to  each  charm,  and  flames  to  ev'ry  heart  • 
Yet  all  this  {kill  could  but  at  beft  command 
A  fancy'd  goddefs  at  the  fecond  hand. 

You  brighter  nymph,  can  greater  wonders  {how* 
And  all  this  fuperficial  art  out-do  ; 
What  if  his  hand  a  feeming  life  could  give, 
Your  greater  wonder  mure  than  feems  to  live  '. 
His  nymph,  at  beft,  could  only  raife  our  fire, 
But  you  create,  and  fati&fy  defire. 

TO  ONE  WHO  BLAMED  ME 
for  -writing  in  praife  of  a  wry  undefsrving  La<ty. 

I  OWN,  my  friend,  Olivia  is  not  fair, 

An  awkward  creature,  with  a  flattern  air ; 

She's  nature's  error,  I  confefs  indeed, 

What  then  ?  the  fick  alone  the  doctor  need  : 

Thus  cunning  tradefmen  praife  their  paltry  warc^ 

And  cry,  the  very  beft  in  all  the  fair ; 

But  let  the  diamonds  fparkle  into  fame, 

And  each  fpedator  with  their  worth  inflame. 

When  fancy's  in  her  infancy,  the  mufe 
Some  trivial  theme,  in  trifling  lays,  purfues, 
Till,  by  degrees,  flie  takes  a  loftier  aim 
And  crowns  her  actions  with  immortal  fame. 
Thus  the  keen  fword  that's  bath'd  in  heroes  blooda 
Firft  to  be  temper'd,  drinks  the  filthly  flood. 

PRESENTING  WALLER'S  POEMS 

TO  A  LADY. 

MADAM, 

ACCEPT  the  fofteft  fweeteft  (trains, 
That  ever  breath'd  a  dying  lover's  pains ; 
That  ever  yet  could  unfuccefsful  prove, 
When  arm'd  with  all  the  eloquence  of  love  ; 
And  if  you  find  fome  tender  moving  part, 
Soften  your  foul,  and  fteal  upon  your  heart ; 
(For  fure  the  moft  obdurate  maid  muft  blame, 
The  rigid  coyncfs  of  the  cruel  dame)  : 
Then  lovely  Laura,  think,  you  faintly  feel 
The  fymptomsof  a  flame  I  dare  not  tell; 
Think,  then,  you  hear  your  fuppliant  lover  figh, 
But  generoufly,  more  than  fee  him  die; 
And  if  you  kindly  liften  to  his  pain, 
Succefsful  Waller  has  not  fung  in  vain. 

TO  A  LADY 

AT  KING'S-COLLEGE  CHAPEL,  CAMBRIPGE, 

UNSKILL'D  in  love,  unpractis'd  in  thofe  arts 
Of  gaining  miftreffes,  and  giving  hearts, 
Mix'd  with  the  gazing  crowd  I  hither  come, 
Nor  dreamt  deftrudlion  near  this  facred  dome  j 
Where  holy  hymns,  and  folemn  fongs  of  praift, 
A  venerable  adoration  raife ; 
But  with  furprife,  at  once  I  hear  and  fee 
A  fpeaking,  and  a  filent  harmony  : 
Tranfporting  founds  !  my  fainting  fenfes  rife, 
Wing'd  with  the  fweeter  mufic  of  your  eyes  ; 
Your  eyes  that  fpeak  a  form  fo  bright,  fo  fair^ 
You  feem  the  object  of  each  fervent  prayer. 
Our  fouls  the  fweet  divinity  adore— 
Afplring  vanity  can  hope  ho  more--* 


THE    WORKS    OF    PATTISQN. 


But  ah !  forbear,  thou  holy  fair,  unknown, 
Our  happinefs  to  hazard  by  your  own ; 
Can  Heaven,  impartial,  to  your  hopes  comply, 
And  give  you  that,  which  you  to  all  deny 
Miftaken  maid  !  you  think  you  bleffmgs  gain, 
When  'tis  your  very  prayers  create  our  pain 
And  fave  us,  but  to  kill  us,  with  difdain. 
Alas  !  I  feel  the  fatal  poifon  run, 
I  gaze,  I  figh,  I  love,  and  am  undone — 
Harmonious  charms,  in  vain,  my  mind  reprove, 
7'hey  fympathize,  and  melt,  with  me,  to  love  : 
Whilft  in  loft  {bunds,  my  foul,  tranfported,  flew, 
Miftook  her  heav'n,  but  found  a  heav'n  in  you. 

THE  FOP. 

SIR  PLUME,  the  banker,  of  each  trading  lafs, 

(That  neweft  French  edition  of  an  afs  '. 

Charm'd  by  dear  felf,  with  love  may  fafely  fport, 

As  things  inanimate  receive  no  hurt) 

Oh  His  own  beauteous  perfon,  deeply  read, 

No  love  e'er  reach'd  his  heart,  no  thought  his  head; 

Fanglefs,  he  woos  fome  panglefs  dame  of  fafhion, 

And  in  bad  French,  ferenely  lifps  his  paffion ; 

Then,  as  the  fuit  he  makes  is  right  or  wrong, 

Triumphsln  rigadoon,  or  dies  in  fong. 

THE  REFUSAL  OF  HER  HAND. 

THAT  with  an  eagle's  piercing  eye, 

Ned  iook'd,  what  man  with  eyes  can  doubt, 

When  from  the  feather 'd  family, 
He  tingled  this  fait  chicken  out. 

A  lion's  heart,  the  gen'rous  boy 

Proudly  in  ev*ry  a&  maintain?, 
JJravely  attacks  the  nymph  when  coy, 

When  yielding  bravely  he  difdains. 

To  play  the  ikilful  furgeon's  part, 

Two  neceflary  points  are  gain'd ; 
But  to  be  mafter  of  his  art, 

Poor  Ned  ftill  wants  the  lady's  hand. 

THE  MORNING  CONTEMPLATION. 

As  1  range  thefe  fpacious  fields, 
Irzil  on  all  that  nature  yields  ; 
Ev'ry  thing  confpires  delight, 
Charms  my  fmcll,  my  tafte,  my  fight; 
Ev'ry  rural  found  I  hear 
Soothes  my  foul,  and  tunes  my  ear. 

Yonder  azure  hills  arifing, 
Peeping  through  the  wide  horizon ; 
Strive  for  the  priority, 
Which  (hall  firft  falute  my  eye  : 
Gentle  winds,  each  fweet  adorning, 
Breathe  the  wholefome  breath  of  morning; 
Birds  on  bloflom'd  hawthorns,  fing 
Jocund  carols  to  the  fpring ; 
Hopping  o'er  the  fragrant  lawn, 
Merrily  falute  the  dawn, 
And  with  their  mufic  feem  to  chide 
Man's  ingratitude  and  pride. 

O  venerable  Solitude! 
$eft  of  blcfllngs,  chiefeft  good  I 


Chiefeft  good !  for  in  you  is 

Every  part  of  happinefs  : 

No  racking  paflions  here  dim  controul, 

The  peaceful  fur  face  of  my  foul ; 

Nothing  can  my  blifs  deftrpy, 

Whilft  I  thus  myfelf  enjoy. 

Ere  the  heavens  or  earth  were  made, 

Or  their  vaft  foundations  laid  ; 

Ere  angels  yet  were  taught  to  fing, 

To  tune  the  lyre,  or  touch  the  ftring  ; 

In  godlike  pomp  the  great  Three  One 

Reign'd  in  their  folitude  alone. 

Tell  me,  all  ye  mighty  wife, 
Ye  governors  of  colleges  ; 
What  deeper  wifdom  can  you  know, 
Than  eafy  nature's  works  here  {how  ? 
All  the  loncfome  night  ye  pore, 
Philofophic  fages  o'er  : 
To  what  pro'digious  vaft  account 
Can  all  your  mighty  works  amount  ? 
The  wife  man  was  as  wife  as  you, 
And  yet  his  wifdom  wa&— he  nothing  kncatf* 

Come,  ye  covetous  !  ye  proud  ! 
Come,  ye  wife  fantaltic  crowd  ! 
And  as  your  follies  ye  difcern, 
Nature's  plain  inftru&ions  learn. 

See,  this  river,  as  it  goes, 
With  what  eloquence  it  flows  ? 
How  clear  the  water,  and  how  fine ! 
How  deep,  how  rapidly  ferene  1 
But  fhould  it  fearful  of  decay, 
Stagnate,  and  ftop  Up  its  way  ; 
No  longer  would  its  ftreams  appear, 
Wholefome,  delicate,  or  clear  : 
But  bury'd  in  a  quagmire  fink, 
Or  in  a  choking  deluge  ftink, 

Believe  me,  life's  the  very  fame, 
The  very  image  of  this  ftream  : 
If  of  future  fortune  fcarlefs, 
If  of  prefent  changes,  carelefs, 
It  uninterrupted  goes, 
How  fweet :  and  how  ferene  it  flows  ! 
But  if  ftopt  with  thefe  reftraints, 
Prefent  ills,  and  future  wants; 
If  anxious  doubts,  and  clogging  care, 
Betray  our  rcafon  to  defpair ; 
Life's  dull  enjoyment  only  cloys, 
And  painfully  itfelf  dcftroys. 

View  this  revential  fhade  ! 
Sacred  to  retirement  made  ! 
What  furprifing  fweets  furround  me  J 
What  varieties  confound  me  1 
Blefs'd  in  this  obfcure  abode, 
I  think  myfelf  ilmoft  a  god  ! 
I  think  myfelf  fo  too  the  more, 
Becaufe  I'm  out  of  envy's  power  1 
And  if  angels  envious  be, 
They  alone  dare  envy  me  ; 
And  doing  fo,  they  let  rne  know 
I  am  happier  here  below. 

Where  is  felf-enamour'd  pridje  ! 
Tinfel  vanity  bcfide : 


fn  what  gilded  rooms  of  ftate 

Shaking  with  the  ftorms  of  fate 

Do  they  now  luxurious  lie, 

Bound  in  purple  flavery  1 

Can  their  artificial  flowers 

Rival  thefe  delightful  bowers  ? 

Compar'd  with  nature's  charms,  how  faint 

Is  their  mimic-colour'd  paint  ? 

J,  the  living  foreft  have, 

They  the  empty  fliadows  crave ; 

Yet,  in  fpite  -jf  all  their  theft, 

1  too  have  better  fhadows  left. 

Behold  this  little  fcrubby  thorn, 

Of  verdure  deftttute,  forlorn, 

As  if  it  were  e'en  nature's  fcorn. 

Yet  this,  is  of  much  more  pofiefs'd, 

Than  any  tyrant  of  the  eaft  ; 

Is  richer ;  nay,  is  happier  far 

Than  oriental  monarchs  are  : 

Can,  with  equal  grandeur,  {how, 

Its  brilliant  head  with  diamonds  glow  : 

And  contented,  knows,  next  day 

Doubly  will  the  lofs  repay, 

It"  fortune  (hatches  it  away. 

Princely  honours  thus  remain, 

And  thus  they  flee — but  ne'er  return  again—- 
But this  flow'ry  meadow  walking, 
To  this  prattling  echo  talking  j 
As  along  the  ftream  I  pafs, 
Gazing  on  my  floating  face  ; 
Lo  !  the  ruffling  winds  arife, 
To  fnatch  the  profpe&  from  my  eyes : 
The  mimic  form  that  fury  braves, 
And  proudly  triumphs  o'er  the  waves; 
Yet  though  with  ev'ry  wave  'tis  toft, 
The  reflection  fs  not  loft. 

Virtue  wages  fuch  a  ftrife, 
In  this  turbulent  ftream  of  life ; 
Rack'd  wich  paflions,  toft  with  fear?, 
Vtx'<i  with  jealoufies,  and  cares  : 
But  a  good  uofpotted  foul, 
Though  fubjed,  yet  knows  no  contropl, 
Whilft  it  turns  on  virtue's  pole. 

But,  lo  !  the  clouds  obfcure  the  fun, 
Swift  {hadows  o'er  the  waters  run  1 
Trembling  too,  my  fhadow  flies  ? 
And  by  its  very  likenefs  dies. 

Hence  learn,  reflecting  Pattifon, 
How  filent  fate  ft  ill  hurries  on, 
How  fuddenly  you  muft  be  gone  ! 
And  as  you  now  can  tell  no  more, 
The  likenefs  that  your  vifage  wore, 
On  the  furface  of  the  flood, 
Where  bat  now  you  gazing  flood  : 
So,  as  foon  as  you  fhall  die, 
And  refign  mortality ; 
The  delufive  breath  of  fame, 
Shall  forget  your  very  name. 

VERSES  ON  THE  FIFTH  OF  NOVEMBER. 

MOURN,  Rome  1  thy  baffled  arts,  thy  conquer'd 

arms, 

For  know !  'tjjis  heav'n  thy  impious  zeal  difarms ; 
6 


MISCELLANEOUS    POJjMS.  tfj 

Learn  by  thy  fate,  and,  oft  experieric'd  coft, 
Our  temples  :iill  the  true  Palladium  boaft  : 
With  (hame  review  that  dire  vindictive  day, 
When  hoftile  nations  plow'd  the  liquid  way ; 
With  rebel  rage  infpir'd,  but  ah  ;  how  vain 
They  brav'd  the  Cynthia  of  our  Britifli  main  ! 
Wing'd  withfalfe  hopes,  their  floating  cities  flew, 
Like  Sodom,  doom'd  to  flaming  vengeance  too  : 
Immortal  Drake,  the  Britifli  thunder  drove, 
Swift,  as  the  bolt,  hot-hiding  from  above  ; 
Wide  o'er  the  main,  the  bright  infection  flew, 
And  flying,  with  tempeftuous  fury  grew ; 
Reflecting  billows  fliot  a  gleam y  glare, 
And  boii'd,  and  flam'd,  with  elemental  war ; 
From  the  deep  cavern  of  his  oozy  bed, 
Old  Ocean's  fire  emerg'd  his  azure  head  ; 
Like  fcorching  Xanthus,  felt  his  floods  retire, 
And  roar'd  in  anguifh  at  the  god  of  fire  : 
But  when  he  faw  Britannia's  peace  alarm'd, 
And  Heav'n,  and  Drake,  with  facred  vengeance 

arm'd ; 

With  billowing  ftorms  he  urg'd  the  work  of  fate, 
And  heav'd  huge  mountains  at  the  burning  fleet ; 
The  burning  fleet  deplore  their  impious  aim, 
And  dread  the  thund'rcr,  now  they  feel  his  flame  ; 
With  (hame,  with  anguifh,  and  with  guilt,  expire, 
Or  fink  in  wat'ry  floods,  or  floods  of  fire. 

Calm  o'er  the  waves  great  Drake  triumphant 

rode, 

Safe  in  the  facred  fan&ion  of  a  god ; 
His  ark,  like  Noah's,  faw  the  whelming  tide, 
Abforp  an  impious  world,  and  gorge  its  pride, 
Conqueft  fat  fmiling  at  the  fcene  Heav'n  wrought, 
And,  like  the  dove,  the  peaceful  olive  brought : 
Like  Ifrael,  England,  on  her  fea-bcat  fhore, 
Beheld  the  proud  Egyptians,  proud  no  more. 

But,  as  when  once,  the  rebel  Titans  ftrove, 
And  fell  fad  victims  to  a  vengeful  Jove ; 
Sprung  from  the  poifon  of  their  Hydra  gore, 
A  race  arofe,  as  impious  as  before ; 
A  race,  that  durft  ufurp  the  blefs'd  abodes, 
Defy  the  thund'rer,  and  dethrone  the  gods  : 
So,  from  this  bafe  defeat,  with  impious  raget^ 
New  Titans  dar'd  our  Britifh  gods  engage; 
Salmoneus  like,  with  mimic  power  they  ftrove, 
And  madly  arm'd  the  thunder  'gainft  its  Jove. 

In  the  deep  bofom  of  the  cavern'd  earth, 
Clofe  platting  treafon  laid  the  nitrous  birth  ; 
Old  midwife-night  with  dufky  pinions  fate, 
To  hatch  the  feeds,  and  brood  them  into  fate  : 
When  Britain's  genius  from  his  ruling  ftar, 
Beheld  the  latent  ruin  from  afar; 
(Such,  once  in  heav'n,  he  faw  black  treafons  rage 
When  rebel  angels  durft  their  God  engage) 
With  failing  wings  the  facred  pow'r  defcends, 
And  hov'ringo'er  his  ifle  incumbent  bends; 
With  tutelary  care,  the  guardian  fate, 
And  anxious,  watch'd  the  birth  of  future  fate. 
And  now  the  gloomy  wings  of  fable  night, 
Embrown'd  the  filvcr  empire  of  the  night; 
Nor  yet  the  choral  cock  proclaimed  the  day, 
But  all  in  filence,  all  in  horror  lay ; 
No  breathing  breeze  the  dreary  foreft  fhakes, 
And  Heaven  alone  with  watchful  treafon  wfckes  ** 
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Repns'd,  the  meditated  martyr  lay, 
Nor  flumb'ring  dream'd  himfelf  a  future  prey  : 
Well  rnight  he  reft  fecure  from  mortal  fear; 
Whofe  happinefs  was  He aven'g  peculiar  care  ! 

JLo  !  through  the  gloom,  a  darting  luftre  ftreams, 
And,  like  a  comet,  (beds  its  baleful  beams  ; 
Lihe  that,  each  baleful  beam  malignant  fprings, 
Denouncing  fate  to  empires,  and  to  kings  : 
Por  lo!  black  treafon  lifts  her  Hydra  head, 
Struck  at  her  monfter  form  fhe  ftarts  afraid. 
Shrinks  in  the   deeped  gloom,  and  feek& 

darkeft  (hade ! 

But,  ah!  fhe  turn« —  "  O  Britain  fee  thy  doom — 
"  Awake  I  arile !  'tis  hell  confpires !  'tis  Rome!" 
Thanks,  Heaven  !  thy  beams  difpel  the  hideous 

fprite, 

She  flies,  fhe  fints,  fhe  feeks  th'  abyfs  of  night. 
Sink  fury  1  to  the  decpelt  hell  of  pains, 
There,  curfe  thy  rage,  in  adamantine  chains! 
But,  hark  !  Britannia's  roufing  lion  roars, 
And  thunders  treafon  through  her  concave  fhnres ; 
But  Heaven  prote6U — ye  echoes !  waft  it  round, 
Ye  repercuflive  rocks  !  repeat  the  found. 

Hence  learn,  O   treach'roua  Rome :    repula'd 

retire, 

.And  only  with  Britannia's  peace,  confpire ; 
Oft  as  thy  plots,  and  ilratagerm  engage, 
As  often  fhalt  thou  mourn  thy  hafHcd  rage  ; 
For  know,  we  dare  thy  poor  intending  hate, 
Whilft  Walpole  ftands  the  bulwark  of  our  {late  : 
Whilft  his  judicious  hands  our  vefTei  guide, 
Boldly  we'llftem  old  time's  tempcftunus  tide  ; 
Led  by  that  ftar,  the  ftorms  of  fate  defy, 
And- launch  into  immenie  eternity. 

Though  rocks,  and  feas  begird  Britannia's  ifle, 
Her  happy  fliades  with  fweets  eternal  fmile, 
Though  the  winds  rage,  and  the  rough  billows 

roar, 

Soft  Hajcyon  eafe  adorns  her  peaceful  fhorc  ; 
Compos'd,  fhe  fees  the  factious  floods  engage, 
And  fmiles  fuperior  to  their  empty  rage  ; 
The  breaking  waves  her  rocks  with  fury  beat, 
And  mourn,  like  thee,  O  Rome  '.  in  tears  their 

bate  defeat. 
J715. 

ON  CRASSUS. 

PON  CRASSUS  plum'd  with  Bacularian  pride, 

A  cap,  a'  gown,  and  eke  a  robe  bcfidc, 

Pedantically  faunters  up  and  down  } 

To  fatisfy  the  mifbelieving  town, 

Proud  of  himfelf— but  prouder  of  his  gown.       j 

And  well  he  may  fo  ;  for  the  dapper  fellow 

Js  but  pb'or  Fuftian,  though  his  gown'i  Prunello  ! 

CHLOE  REPROVED. 
As  Ch]oe,  confcious  of  her  pretty  face, 
Kifs'd  the  refleded  goddefs  in  the  glafs; 
And  fhall  theie  charms,  fhe  cries,  thefc  matchlefs 

charms,     ' 

To  night  be  hurled  in  an  hufband's  arms  ? 
No  : — fince  the  gods  indulgent  give  me  power, 
Ml  reign,  at  leaft,  die  tyrant  of  an  hour  1 
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She  faid,  and  to  the  glitt'ring  toilet  flew, 
Heighten'd  each  charm,  and  ev'n  diviner  gr« 
A  thoufand  arts,  a  thoufand  airs  flic  tries, 
And  thus  computes  the  conqutfts  ot  i 

Wi'.h  fcorn,  Hortorio's  pafilon  I  refi^n, 
Brillantis,  dear  Briilantis!   (hall  be  mine; 
Conqmr'd  .Siren.)  fliill  thefe  charms  adore, 
Syivandcr,  and  an  endlefs  thdufaud  more. 

Thus  fpoke  the  proud  premeditated  bride, 
And  the  Cofmetic  oracle  reply 'd. 

Beware,  fair  maid,  beware,  nor  drive  to  provc? 
The  dangerous  varieties  of  love  ; 
But  think  how  brittle  are  thofe  charms  you  boafl:, 
And  think  how  i'oon  that  beauty  may  be  loft, 
for  this  (take  notice  what  I  lay) 

Depend  on,  to  your  forrow, 
That  if  you  change  your  mind  to-day, 
I'll  change  your  face  to-morrow. 

THE  NIGHTINGALE  AND  SHEPHERD, 

IMITATED  FROM    STRADA. 

'TWAS  when  the  fun  diffus'd  a  milder  ray, 

And  length'ning  fliades  confciVd  the  (hort'niryjj 

day: 

To  Tiber's  banks  repair'd  an  am'rous  fwain, 
1  he  love,  and  envy,  of  the  neighb'i'ng  plain  ; 
To  cool  his  heat,  he  fought  the  breezy  grove, 
To  cool  his  heat,  but  more,  the  heat  of  love  i 
To  foothe  his  cares,  on  a  foft  lute  he  play'd, 
B'it  the  f -ft  lute  reviv'd  the  lovely  maid  ; 
C"Tifyiring  elms  their  umbrage  fhed  around, 
Wav'd  with  applaafc,  and  liilcn'd  to  the  found" 
When  Philomela,  gentle  bird  of  love, 
Pocr,  pretty,  harmlg/s  Syren  of  the  grove  ! 
Enchanted,  heard  the  fhepherd  as  he  play'd, 
And  fr/>le  attentive  to  the  tuneful  lhadc, 
Perch'd  o'er  his  head,  the  charmer  ft-em'd  to  grow. 
And  to  the  lyre,  in  fhadows  danc'd  below ; 
With  fcornful  eye  elate,  icclin'd  to  hear, 
And  lent  her  foul  to  littcn  in  her  ear ; 
As  his  fwift  fingers  tremble  o'er  the  lute, 
Softly  fhe  fings  refponfive  to  the  note; 
Each  air,  each  flowing  accent  of  the  fong. 
She  foothes,  and  fweetens,  with  her  fofter  tongucj 
Gently  refines  each  imitated  ftrain 
And  with  his  rnuiic  charms  the  ravifh'd  fwain  ; 
The  ravilh'd  fwain  admir'd  the  juft  replies, 
At  firft  miftaken  for  the  echoing  breeze ; 
But  when  he  found  his  little  rival  near, 
Imbibing  mufic  both  at  eye  and  ear; 
Sublimer  notes  improv'd  each  lab'ring  air, 
The  daring  prelude  to  the  tuneful  war  : 
O'erjoy'd,  the  charmer  heard  the  "bold  defy, 
And  warbling,'a,nfwcr'd,  with  a  brilk  reply. 

Now  tend'reft  thoughts  the  gentle  fwain  ia- 

fpine, 

And  with  a  dying  foftnefs  tune  the  lyre, 
Echo  the  mufic  of  the  vernal  woods, 
VVrarble  tfie  murmurs  of  the  falling  floods. 
Thus  fweet  he  plays, but  fwect  he  plays  in  vaioa 
I7or  Philomela  Cog's  a  fwcetcr  ftraia  j 
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With  eafier  art  (he  modulates  each  note, 
]yiore  nat'ral  mufic  melting  in  her  throat. 

Much  he  admir'd  the  magic  of  her  tongue. 
Bnt  nv  re  to  !ee  his  lute,  and  art  outdone  ; 
And  n«*w,  to  loftier  air*,  he  tunes  the  firings, 
And  now,  to  loftier  air  ,  his  echo  lings; 
Though   loud    as   thunder,    though  ^as  fwift   as 

thought, 

She  reach'd  the  fwelling,  caught  the  flying  note  ; 
in  trembling  treble  now  in  deeper  bafe, 
She  fhow'd  how  nature  could  his  art  iurpafs. 

Amar.V.,  at  length,  with   rage   the   fliepherd 

bsrn'd, 

His  admiration  into  anger  turn'd  ; 
Enfiam'd  wi'th  emulating  pride,  he  flood, 
And  thus  defy'd  the  charmer  of  the  wood. 

And  wilt  thou  flill  my  mufic  imitate  ? 
Then  fee  thy  folly,  and  thy  tafk  is  great — 
For  know  more  pow'rful  lays  remain  unfung, 
Lays !  far  fup^rior  to  that  mimic  tongue — 
If  not,  this  lute,  this  vanquifh'd  lute,  I  fvvear, 
fchall  nevermore  delight  the  ravifh'd  ear; 
But,  br»  ko  in  fcat'cr'd  fragments  ftrew  tjie  plain, 
And  mourn  the  glory  which  it  could  nc?,  gain — 

Ke  faid,and  as  he  laid,  his  foul  on  fire, 
With  a  difc'ainful  air,  he  fwept  the  lyre  ; 
.Quick  to  the  touch,  the  tides  of  mufic  floyv, 
Swell  into  ftrength,  or  nielt  away  in  woa; 
Now,  raife  the  fhrilling  trumpet's  clanging  jar, 
Mow,  roufe  the  raging  thunders  of  the  war ; 
Now,  foft'ning  founds,  and  fadly-pleafing  flrains;, 
-Breathe  out  the  lover's  joys,  and  lover's  pains. 

He  fung,  and  ceas'd  his  rivals'  notes  to  hear, 
As  his  dy'd  lifr.'ning  in  the  ambient  air. 

But  now.  too  late  '.  her  noble  folly  found, 
Sad  Philomela  ftnod  jrubdu'd  by  found.          [fillM, 
Though  vanquifh'd,  yet,   with    generous   ardour 
Ignobly  frill  ihe  fccvn'd  to  quit  the  field  ; 
Each  emulated  air,  each  laboured  note, 
Tziils  on  her  tongue,  and  trembles  through  her 

throat, 

But  flowly  faint  her  penfive  accents  flow, 
Weaken'd  with  grief,  and  overcharg'd  with  woe: 
Again,  ihe  tunes  her  voice,  again  fhe  fings, 
Strains  every  nerve,  a?:d  quivers  on  her  wings; 
In  vain  !  her  finking  fpirits  .fade  away, 
And  in  a  tuneful  agony  decay  ; 
Dying,  flic  fell,  and  as  the  il rains  expire, 
Breath'd  out  her  foul  in  anguiih  on  the  lyre ; 
Diffolv'd  in  tranfport,  there,  refign'd  her  breath, 
And  gain'd  a  living  conquefi  by  her  death. 

THE  COURT  OF  VENUS, 

TROM  CLAUD7AN. 

WHERE  fhe  fair  Paphian  goddefs  kept  her  court, 

Where  the  loves  wanton,  and  die  graces  fport; 

A  tow'ring  mountain  lifts  its  lofty  brow, 

And  bends  with  pleafure  o'er  the  plains  below; 

O'er  diftant,  blue-retiring  hills  furveya 

Its  fhadows  floating  in  Ionian  feas; 

The  top  impervious,  all  accefs  denies, 

f  free  the  faiut  foot,  and,  dij»£  the  dizzy  eyes ; 


No  fierce,  inclement  winter  fhivers  here, 
No  blaiting  feafons  nip  the  blooming  year; 
No  fmoking  mifts,  nor  foggy  damps  ariie, 
Hang  o'er  the  hills,  or  fail  along  the  fkics; 
But  an  untainted  ./Ether  ihines  ferene, 
Aud  fheds  its  influence  on  the  fmiling  fcene ; 
Eternal  fweets  the  wafting  breezes  bring, 
And  whifper  out  an  everlafting  fpring. 

This  pleafurable  mountain  by  degrees, 
Sinks  in  a  level,  to  falute  your  eyes ; 
Where  joy,  fucceeding  joy,  for  ever  new, 
For  ever  rifing  to  the  ravifh'd  view, 
The  wand'ring  fight  with  fweet  amufement  lead* 
Through  golden  groves,  and  ever-living  meads. 

Thefe  were  the  gifts,  his  gratitude  to  prove, 
Vulcan  beftow'd  upon  the  queen  of  Jove ; 
For  thefe,  the  queen  of  love,  refign'd  her  charing 
And  over-fold  the  Heaven  in  her  arms. 

Here,  a  foft  grove  its  coolly  fhade  affords, 
Faun'd  by  the  mufic  of  the  warbling  birds; 
To  this,  the  fylvan  choriflers  refort, 
Hop  on  the  boughs,  and  to  the  breezes  fport : 
The  queen  of  love,  amid  the  tuneful  throng, 
With  gracious  fmiles  rewards  the  fav'rite  fong  ; 
Ele»5ls  the  worthy  tenant  of  the  grove, 
And  dedicates  him  to  the  god  ot  love. 

Embow'ring  trees  the  mingled  fhade  compofcf 
That  imitates  the  fair,  for  whom  it  grows ; 
With  complicating  poplars,  poplars  twine, 
With  fpreading  alders,  fpreading  alders  join  : 
Majeftic  elms  with  bending  foliage  flow, 
Float  in  green  waves,  and  fan  the  fhades  below; 
The  fhades  below,  the  cooling  gale  receive, 
And  rifing,  with  the  cooling  gale,  revive  : 
Two  diff' rent  rivers  murmur  through  the  grove, 
Two  fatal  contrarieties  in  love  ! 
This,  fweet  as  mutual  joy  in  youthful  veins, 
That,  bitter,  as  a  dying  lover's  pains  ; 
Confcious,  the  flreams.  each  other  feem  to  fhun( 
But,  in  meanders  loft,  too  foon  are  one  ! 
Dipt  in  thefe  fabled  waves,  love's  fatal  dart, 
Stings  the  diffracted  foul,  to  foothe  the  hearty 
To  thefe,  their  double  pow'r  his  arrows  owe, 
Sofc-pleafing  joys,  and  fad  confuming  woe. 

Rang'd  on  the  banks,  the  little  loves  refort, 
Plight  iancy'd  oaths,  and  bend  their  bows  in  fport; 
Thefe,  tender  nymphs  produc'd,  a  blooming  race ! 
And  left  their  virgin  image  on  their  fact. 
Their  ruddy  checks  their  parents  charms  proclaim, 
Alike  their  habit,  and  their  look  the  fame  : 
O'er  all  thefe  troops,  prefides  the  god  of  Jove, 
A  god.,  whom  all  the  gods  revere  above  ; 
Sprung  from  the  mother,  and  the  queen  of  charms. 
He  fhines  diftinguiftVd  in  fuperior  arms  ; 
His  cogent  power  e'en  deities  ccntrouls, 
And  awes  the  thunderer  that  awes  the  poles; 
On  earth  he  triumphs  o'er  a  monarch's  cares, 
And  blafts  the  laurel  which  the  thunder  (pares : 
In  woods,  and  groves,  th'  inferior  archers  reign. 
Contented  with  the  conquefts  of  the  plain. 

CJofe  by  the  flreams,  in  fatal  pomp  array'd, 
•>vr.'j  vvild  romantk  equipage  is  laid » 
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Ht re  lawlefs  liberty  for  ever  roves, 
For  ever  riots  in  excefs  of  loves ; 
Inflam'd  with  wine,  diftracted  rage  appear?, 
But  foon  diffolves  in  fell-accufing  tears. 
Here  warming  whifpers  propagate  replies, 
Sweet-melting  murmurs,  foft-confenting  fighs; 
With  all  the  eloquence  that  hearts  confefs, 
With  all  the  harmony  ilhat  eyes  exprefs : 
There  young  defire  their  tafted  joys  purfue, 
Pleas'd  with  the  paft,  and  panting  for  the  new; 
When  ftrange  chimeras  on  a  fudden  rife, 
Shift  the  Falfe  fcene,  and  intercept  their  eyes; 
Tormenting  jealoufies,  uneafy  cares, 
Diflembling  hopes,  imaginary  fears; 
Accufing  crimes  of  ill-requittcd  love, 
And  breaking  vows  re-echo  through  the  grove. 
Full  in  the  midft,  with  nice  becoming  grace, 
Stood  youth,  too  confcious  of  his  comely  face  ; 
Proud  of  his  nervous  ftrength,  and  vig'rous  veins, 
With  pain  his  blood  thelufcieus  tide  contains; 
With  naughty  frailes  he  mocks  declining  age, 
His  ftarv'd  enjoyments,  and  diffembled  rage ; 
The  wither'd  crone  avoids  him  with  remorfe, 
And  fickens  at  the  thought  of,  Once  he  was — 

Proud  o'er  the  groves  a  glitt'ring  dome  aicends, 
Rich  with  the  labour  of  Vulcanian  hands ; 
Through  the  green  ranks,  the  darting  luft  re  dreams, 
And  the  {hades  kindle  with  refle&ed  flames ; 
This  maftcrpiece  of  (kill,  the  Lemnian  god, 
On  his  fair  fpoufe  a  worthy  gift  beftow'd. 
Immortal  monuments  of  art  fupport 
The  vaft  foundations  of  each  ample  court, 
On  diamond  pillars,  diamond  pillars  rife  ; 
At  once  invade,  and  emulate  the  ikies ; 
Pelucid  cryftal  clarifies  each  ftone, 
And  by  excluding,  makes  a,  double  fun ; 
!•  oval  ftepsthe  wavy  topaz  roll'd, 
Gleams  by  reflexion  on  the  valving  gold  ; 
Each  ftone  confpires  it  emulating  rays, 
Glitters  the  beryls,  and  the  rubies  blaze  ; 
Carv'd  faphires  melt  in  undulating  flame, 
And  drink  the  lucid  amber's  fainter  ftream. 

Here  fpacious  greens,  reviving  areas  rife, 
And  with  a  milder  fcene  refrefh  the  eyes  ; 
Through  Caffia  groves  ambrofial  breezes  breathe, 
And  {leal  the  aromatic  fweets  beneath  ; 
There,  foft,  inferior  (hades  of  myrtle  grow, 
And  lilies,  blufhing  as  the  rofes  glow ; 
Diflblv'd  with  joy,  the  trickling  balm  runs  o'er, 
And  the  fweet  tears  diftil  at  every  pore. 

But  now,  his  journey  paft,  the  god  of  love, 
With  joyful  fteps  approach'd  his  native  grove ; 
And  now  he  re-affumes  a  folemn  pace, 
He  moves  with  majefty,and  looks  with  grace. 

It  happen'd  then,  with  future  joys  $late, 
His  goddefs-mother  at  her  toilet  fate ; 
On  either  fide,  th'  Idalian  fifters  (land, 
Proud  of  the  fmiiing  goddcffes  command  ; 
Thefe  fcatters  odours  o'er  the  fragrant  fair, 
Thofe  thread  the  mazy  tendrils  of  her  hair ; 
Part  excrcile  the  nice  correcting  comb, 
Smooth  the  foft  curls,  and  call  the  ftraglershome, 
The  comely  fav'rites,  by  a  nice  defign, 
They  leave  to  fport,  qnd  wanton  with  the  wind. 


The  comely  fav'rites,  with  adorning 

Wave  on  the  breeze,  and  flow  upon  her  face, 

With  cooling  airs  create  an  eafy  pride, 

And,  but  increafc  the  charms,  they  ftrive  to  hide  : 

No  glafles  here,  deluding  lights  fupply, 

The  brilliant  diamond,  guides  the  judging  eye ; 

For  as  the  goddefs  moves  new  mirrors  rife, 

And  catch  augmenting  fplendors  from  her  eyes; 

As  te  the  multiplying  ftones  flie  turns, 

In  all  (he  dantes,  and  in  all  (he  burns. 

But,  lo !  a  fudden  fcene  of  glory  fires 
Her  rifing  foul,  and  breathes  more  gay  defires ; 
Her  fon's  reflected  image  (he  furveys, 
With  trembling  joys,  (he  turns  to  prove  the  rays, 
But  turning,  confcious  of  her  only  fon, 
Into  the  bloomy  boy's  embraces  run, 
Receives  him  panting  at  unfolding  charnis, 
And  hugs  the  little  darling  in  her  arms. 

ORPHEUS  AND  EURYDICE. 
FROM  VIRGIL'S  FOURTH  GEORGIC. 

fNpENs'd,  the  raging  prophet*  thus  replies, 

Gna(het>  his  teeth,  and  rolls  his  azure  eyes. 

No  common  vengeance  does  your  crimes  purfue, 

Your  crimes,  which  well  deferve  their  fatal  due  ; 

But  humbly  fupplicate  immortal  hate, 

And  wifely  fhun  the  threat'ning  rage  of  fate ; 

0  '.  thjnh  on  Orpheus,  and  his  injur'd  fpoufe, 
And  mark  the  wicked  author  of  their  woes; 
When  lawlefs  luft.  enflam'd  thy  boiling  blood, 
To  chafe  the  flying  fair  along  the  flood  : 
Think,  how  the  fnake,  in  verdant  ambu(h  laid, 
Un>varily  furpris'd  the  panting  maid  ; 
Shrieking,  (he  fell,  refign*d  her  fainter  breath, 
And  fought  the  kinder  arms  of  icy  death  : 

The  nymphs, the  fwains,  the  Hying  virgin  mourn'4, 
The  nver  deities,  the  grief  return *d  ; 
The  winds,  with  fympathifing  forrow,  figh'd, 
And  the  fad  ftreams  their  trickling  tears  fupply'J. 

The  wretched  hufband,  hopelefs  of  relief, 
In  tuneful  anguifli  fought  to  foothe  his  grief; 
But  rifing  forrows  all  his  thoughts  controul, 
Flow  in  his  eyes,  and  melt  his  foft'ning  foul ; 

1  w  plaintive  ftrains  he  mourns  hib  confort  gone, 
Sighs  to  the  rifing,  and  the  fetting  fun  ; 

Till  wildly  loft  in  folitude  and  woe, 
Raving,  he  fought,  the  dreary  (hades  below, 
Advent'rous  by  defpair,  and  dar'd  to  tread 
The  melancholy  manfions  of  the  dead  ; 
With  (ongs  to  fupplicate  th'  infernal  power, 
And  foothe  the  god,  who  ne'er  was  footh'd  before, 

Lur'd  by  the  magic  of  the  facred  found, 
Swift-gliding  crowds  of  fpeclres  hover  round  ; 
Thick,  as  when  fowls  obfcure  the  ev'ning  air, 
And  to  their  grovts  in  feather'd  clouds  repair; 
Men,  matrons,  maids,  a  vifionary  throng, 
Surround  the  poet,  and  imbibe  his  long; 
With  allthufe  multitudes  of  empty  ghofts, 
Where  Stygian  ftreams  furround  thefquallid  coafi§; 
Heedlefs  their  own  unhappy  fates  to  mourn, 
Weeping,  they  make  his  mifery  their  OWE. 
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B'en  hell  itfetf,  with  all  its  fiends,  was  charm'd, 
Jts  terrors  foften'd,and  its  rage  difarm'd; 
(The  grinning  guardian  loll'd  his  triple  tongue, 
•  And  fawning,  lick'd  the  poet,  as  he  fung; 
(The  very  Jfuries  heav'd  away  their  chains, 
And  found  their  own  too  weak  formafic's  drains, 
Ixion  his  eternal  toil  forewent, 
And  lid'ning,  on  his  rolling  labour,  leant. 

But  now  the  tuneful  bard,  his  bride  redor'd, 
i  Back  to  the  realms  of  day,  the  path  explor'd; 
j  SJ/owly  fhe  follow'd,  as  he  led  the  way, 
i  Obedient  10  Proferpina's  decree  : 
I  For  if,  before  the  gloomy  fhades  were  pad, 
He  tarn'd  to  look,  the  look  mud  be  his  lad, 
A  fault  which  hell  might  pafs  in  filence  by, 
Could  hell  behold  it  with  a  lover's  eye : 
And  now  near  travers'd  o'er  the  realms  of  night, 
They  rofe  emergent  on  the  beams  of  light ; 
When  the  poor  youth  unfortunately  kind, 
Cad  a  too  fond-conduftive  glance  behind : 
But,  as  he  turn'd,  three  peals  of  thunder  fpoke, 
The  dire  conditionary  promife  broke ; 
While  thus  the  fadly  fweet,  reproving  maid, 
Befpoke  the  ypufh  by  too  much  love  betray'd. 

Unhappy  Orpheus !  ah,  unhappy  boy  1 
What  mov'd  thee  thus  to  blad  our  bloomy  joy  ? 
Alas !  for  ever  lod,  I  leave  thee  now  ! 

This  parting  kifs,  to  foothe  eternal  woe 

Farewell — dim  fhades  of  horror  round  me  rife, 
And  fudden  night  o'erwhelms  my  fwimming  eyes. 

She  faid ;  and  as  (he  faid,  in  fhades  withdrew, 
From  his  deluded  arms,  the  vifion  flew ; 
Wifh  drift  embrace,  in  vain  he  flops  her  day, 
Diflblv'd  to  air,  unfelt,fhe  glides  away; 
In  vain  he  fecks  her  with  inceffant  eyes, 
in  vain  invokes  her  with  imploring  cries; 
What  could  he  do  ?  All  efforts  are  too  late, 
Again  her  foul  is  fummon'd  down  by  fate ; 
Th'  infernal  ferry-man  relents  no  more, 
And  e'en  his  mufic  now  forgets  its  power  ! 

Seven  months,  by  fame's  report,  the  lonefome 

fwain, 

Devoted  to  his  melancholy  pain  : 
Where  Scythian  hills  are  bleak  with  drifted  fnow, 
And  (hiver  in  the  frigid  floods  below, 
Diftra&ed,  with  indulgency  of  grief, 
In  foui-redoring  drains  he  fought  relief; 
In  drains  that  e'en  the  barren  mountains  charm'd, 
And  their  eternal  frods  with  pity  warm'd  : 
The  lid'ning  favages  his  power  confefs'd, 
Their  rage  he  footh'd,  but  could  not  foothe  his 
bread. 

As  the  lamenting  nightingale  complains, 
Of  cruel  fpoilers,  and  dedru&ive  fwains, 
When  fad  1  fhe  fees  her  younglings  borne  away, 
Her  downy  darlings,  an  inhuman  prey  ! 
Sunk  in  fome  gloom,  fhe  darkling  pin«s  alone, 
I    Sighs  out  her  grief,  and  murmurs  out  her  moan. 
Thus  Orpheus  fought  to  calm  his  peacelefs  bread, 
A  dranger  to  the  quietude  of  red  ; 
Now  wildly  tortur'd  by  defpair,  he  goes, 
P'er  freezing  mountains  °i  eternal  fnowsj 


Delighted  to  the  barren  rocks  to  tell, 

The  rigorous  benevolence  of  hell  ; 

Averfe  to  Venus,  and  the  nuptial  joys, 

In  unavailing  grief  his  life  dedroys  ; 

Till  frantic  Bacchanals  that  madly  drove 

To  warm  his  bofrm  to  a  fecond  love, 

With  rage,  revenge,  and  brutal  fury  arm'd, 

More  favage,  than  thofe  favages  he  charm'd, 

Confpir'd  againd  his  life,  the  bard  they  flew, 

And  on  cold  Hebe's  dreams  his  head  they  threw; 

Yet,  e'en  in  death,  his  voice  bewails  his  woe, 

And  with  the  dreams  his  drains  in  anguifh  flow; 

Eurydice  !  his  dying  tongue  deplores, 

Eurydice  1  refounds  along  the  lengthening  fhorcw 

UPON  A  NEEDLE. 
Occasioned  by  feeing  a  Lady  Embroidering* 

THIS  little  indrument  of  art, 

Methinks,  refembles  Cupid's  dart  ; 

As  the  filken  wound  it  gives,  } 

With  enliv'ning  beauty  lives; 

So  the  pointed  {hafts  of  love, 

On  my  heart,  their  power  prove  j 

And,  as  the  vital  threads  they  pierce, 

Animate  a  fpring  of  verfe, 

Whild  the  flowers  of  poetry 

Arife,  thefe  brighter  flowers  to  fee. 

Yet,  though  thus  like,  both  darts  appear, 
In  the  main  point,  they  differ  far; 
For,  but  conlider,  their  employs  — 
This  creates,  but  that  dedroys  i 

TO  MR.  TAYLOR,  A.  B.  OF  ST.  JOHN'S,  &c, 

Upon  reading  fome  of  bis  excellent  Poems. 

As  fuppliants  e'er  they  feek  the  facred  fhrinc, 
Prefer  their  off  'rings  to  the  power  within  ; 
Thus  let  me  fix  this  token  of  my  zeal,          [deal; 
Here,   through   thefe  gates  of  fame,  a  pafs-port 
Purfue  the  paths  of  glory  where  you  run, 
And,  like  the  lark,  falute  the  rifing  fun. 

But  hark  !  what  fweet  enchanting  notes  I  hear  5 
Does  *  Horace,  or  does  Taylor  charm  mine  ear£ 
Dclufive  thought  !  the  Roman,  now  no  more, 
To  Latium  loll,  delights  th'  Elyfium  fhore  ; 
There,  hap'Iy  could  he  hear  thy  loftier  drain, 
Thy  lyre  would  charm  him  into  life  again. 

f  Securely  may'd  thou  dare  the  darts  of  dcatij 
Defy  the  tyrant  with  thy  lated  breath  j 
For  this  life  lod,  eternal  life  receive, 
And  in  thy  own  Pindaric  ever  live. 

\  What  may  not  all  thy  lofty  numbers  raife, 
When  light  receives  new  ludre  from  thy  lays  ? 
Amaz'd,!  view'd  thy  beams,  like  ancient  night, 
Silver  my  gloom,  and  cheer  my  foul  with  light  : 
Like  the  fair  orb  you  fing  with  equal  force, 
By  your  own  brightnefs  you  direct  your  courfes 
To  us  below,  thy  genial  rays  difpcnfe, 
The  glorious  beams  of  everlading  fenfe  ; 


*   Alluding  to  his  odes. 

f  Alluding  to  a  poem  again/I  the  fear 

\  /Wilding  to  an  «dt  en  light, 
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Ripen  each  thought,  rccal  each  fancy  forth, 
And  warm  poetic  harvefts  into  birth. 
In  thce,  as  in  Apollo,  both  unite, 
Celeftial  luftre,  and  ccleftial  wit. 

*  Had  holy  David  heard  thee  weep  hrs  woe, 
The  Pfolmiit  had  refign'd  his  harp  to  you  ; 
Mufic,  like  yours,  would  all  his  griefs  comroul, 
And  foothe  him,  as  he  footh'd  diftemper'd  Saul. 

But  whilft  I  th^  thy  pleafing  paths  purfue, 
What  fields  of  glory  open  to  my  view  f. 
"What  rifing  raptures,  all  my  breaft.  infpire, 
How  my  foul  kindles  with  reflected  fire  1 
Still,  as  I  read,  with  rage  divine  I  glow, 
Dwell  on  each  thought,  and  ftrive  to  think  like 

you  : 

"With  wonder  view  judicious  ardour  fhine, 
Bloom  in  each  thought,  and  ripen  ev'ry  line  : 
Each  manly  verfe,  with  female  fweetnefs  flows, 
With  fruits,  and  bloffoms,  like  the  orange  glows. 

But,  oh  !  forgive  a  weak  officious  friend, 
And  let  thefe  lines  my  honeft  love  commend  : 
Whilft  to  fublimer  flights  your  wings  afpire, 
Thus  let  me  gaze  at  diftance,  thus  admire  ; 
Receive  a  fingk  portion  of  your  power, 
Nor,  like  Eliflia,  could  I  wifti  for  mere. 

But,  when  time  fees  thy  future  laurels  grow 
For  fume  great  Iliad,  to  adorn  thy  brow, 
In  the  foft  made,  thus  let  me  chant  my  love, 
And  live  the  linnet  of  thy  laurel  grove. 

TO  LAURA. 

""WHEN  Paris  faw  the  bright  celeftial  Three, 
And  view'd  thofe  beauties,  now  reviv'd  in  thee, 
Hadft  thou,  my  Laura,  feen  the  grand  difpute, 
Hadft  thou  contended  for  the  glitt'ring  fruit  ; 
Heaven's  queen  had  found  her  princely  prelents 

vain, 

Nor  profier'd  empires  you  alone  could  gain  ; 
Pallas  abafli'd,  had  own'd  with  fwcet  furpriie, 
The  filent  eloquence  of  magic  eyes; 
Such  eyes  had  fmil'd  thee  faireft  of  the  fair, 
And  Venus  own'd  a  brighter  Venus  there. 
Though  Venus'fhone  with  each  alluring  grace, 
Her  charms  had  only  gain'd  a  fecond  place  : 
Thine  :  thine  had  won  the  (hepherd's  noble  part, 
Though  hers  the  apple,  thine  had  been  his  heart. 

TO  THE  SAME.—  WEEPING. 

IF  Laura  weep  for  thofe  her  eyes  have  {lain, 
Then  fcnile,  my  fair,  and  we'll  revive  again. 

TO   THE    SAME. 

ON  HER  PATCHES. 

J,AURA,  you  fay,  thefe  fable  fpots  impart, 
The  fecmly  tokens  of  each  love-burnt  heart  ; 
As  conquer  'd  trophies  grace  ibme  facred  fiirine, 
£>o  they  adorn  a  power,  as  much  divine  : 
Bur  if,  among  thofe  conquefts  of  your  eyes, 
My  humble  heart  can  prove  a  worthy  prize; 


Alluding  to  a  foe  a  on 


luncnfatian  over 


O  let  your  lip  the  faithful  token  wear, 
And  let  me  live  on  endlels  kiffes  there ! 

TO  HER  RING.     . 

BLEST  ornament!  how  happy  is  thy  fnare, 

To  bind  the  fnowy  finger  of  my  fair  ! 

O  could  I  learn  thy  nice  coerfive  art, 

And  as  thou  bind' ft  her  finger,  bind  her  heart '. 

Not  eaftern  diadems,  like  thee,  can  ftiinr, 
Fed  from  her  brighter  eyes  with  beams  divine  ; 
Nor  can  their  tnightieft  monarch's  pow'r  com- 
mand 
So  large  an  empire,  as  thy  charmer's  hand. 

O  could  thy  form  thy  fond  admirer  wear, 
Thy  very  likenefs  fhould  in  all  appear  ; 
My  endlefs  love,  thy  endlefs  round  ihould  (how, 
And  my  heart  flaming,  for  thy  diamond  glow. 

ON  A  LADY'S  NECKLACE. 

YE  cryftal  orbs  that  on  her  bofom  lie, 
The  glitt'ring  planets  of  a  brighter  Iky, 
Like  ilars  illumin'd  by  the  lamp  of  day, 
From  my  Sclinda's  eye  you  catch  your  ray ; 
Well  may  thofe  eyes  of  light  like  yours  infpire, 
When  their  leafl  beam  can  fet  my  heart  on  tire. 

O  happy  chain  !  thy  artlefs  foldings  prove 
Superior  to  the  magic  charms  of  love  ! 
O  !  were  you,  by  a  juft  poiTeflion,mine, 
And  had  I  power  to  make  you  more  divine ; 
Could  art  increafe  each  globe,  as  large  as  this, 
Like  Anthony,  I'd  give  it  for  a  kifs : 
My  worlds.though  iwell'd  to  thoufands,l'd  beftowj 
To  circle  my  Selinda's  neck,  like  you. 

TO  A  LADY, 

Who  Is  mojl  beautiful  ivlen  Angry. 

C^ELIA,  methinks,  thatfweet  contracted  brow, 
Refcmbles  angry  Cupid's  bended  bow  ; 
Like,  that,  it  aims  a  ftroke  at  every  heart, 
Whilil  either  eye  fupplies  a  keener  dart. 

ON  WOMEN. 

BRIGHT,  as  thofe  glittering  worlds  that  roll  above, 
Are  women,  when  in  virtue's  orb  they  move ; 
But  then,  like  liars,  once  fall'n,  their  light  they 

lofe, 
Unheeded  fade,  and  turn  to  flime,  like  thofe. 

TO  MRS.  WIGMORE, 
Upon  feeing  ler  at  tbs  Mountebank' sjlage. 

COULD  Smith's  medicinary  power  but  heal, 
With  half  that  cafe,  your  fatal  glances  kill : 
How  might  we  blefs  the  love-relieving  art ! 
How  might  it  Ibothe  this  fad  afflicted  heart ! 
But  yet,  for  O  !  fo  pleafing  is  the  flame, 
So  like  the  charming  fair,  from  whom  it  came  ! 
Firft,  let  each  pang  diftract  my  peaceful  reft, 
But  never,  never  !  leave  my  love-fick  breaft  j 
Still,  Hill,  let  hope  indulge  the  dear  de£re3 
And  with  the  lamp  of  life  alone  expire  j 
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So  {hall  my  death,  my  faithful  paflion  prove, 
W\ad  my  heart  die  a  martyr  to  my  love. 

TO  MR.  EUSDEN, 
Dejlring  bis  Corrections  on  a  Poem** 
DEAR  SIR, 

IF  what  a  grateful  heart  can  give, 
May  meet  a  kind  reception,  this  receive  ; 
JTo  thefe  low,  humble  lines,  a  while  unbend, 
i  And  let  the  critic  foften  to  the  friend; 
(Let  human  candor  aid  thy  judging  art, 
And  thy  head  ever  duSlate  from  thy  heart  I 

Fond  to  be  thought  a  candidate  for  fame, 
My  mufe,  ambitious,  takes  a  lofty  aim  ; 
But,  ah  !  too  bold  her  wifh,  too  large  her  view, 
Unlefs  approv'd,  unlefs  infpir'd  by  you ; 
Unlefs  you  tune  her  notes,  in  vain  fhe  fings, 

i  Unlefs  you  aid,  in  vain  (he  fpreads  her  wings ; 

I  Aw'd  by  your  word,  (he'll,  bluihing  own  her  fault, 
Declaiming  each  extravagance  of  thought ; 
Nature,  and  art,  at  once,  like  you,  difpenfe, 
And  ripen  fancy  into  ftrength  of  fenfe. 

Thus,  tender  trees,  with  flowers  luxuriant  fmile, 
Wafte  their  vain  fap,  ungrateful  to  their  foil ; 
Till  fome  wife  hand,  with  kind  corrective  care, 
Prune  their  gay  pride,  and  bid  their  branches  bear : 
Then  fruits,  and  flowers,  promifcuoufly  abound, 
Teem  from  the  ftroke,  and  bloffom from  the  wound. 
Sidney -College,  Jan.  ^^.  1725-6. 

W.  PATTISON. 


AN  APOLOGY  TO  MR.  BELL. 

Clarior  in  tenebrit  jt  latuijjett  erat. 

SIR, 

If  [  my  tributary  lay*  refufe, 
O  blame  not  me,  but  blame  the  confcinus  mufe  '. 
For  when  commanding  duty  bids  me  fing, 
She  (lops  my  voice,  and  breaks  the  jarring  ftring ; 
And  when  I  would  the  pleafing  talk  renew, 
The  awful  Roman  rifcs  to  my  view, 
Let  thofe,  fays  he,  who  aim  in  ail  they  write, 
At  once  to  mingle  profit,  and  delight ; 
Their  theme  exactly  to  their  meafures  fit, 
Nor  vainly  hope  to  rife  above  their  wit : 
Who  looks  aloft,  will  furely  tread  awry, 
And  may  miftake  a  marl-pit  for  the  (ky. 

Yet,  like  the  reft,  I  can  my  tribute  bring, 
Like  fome  perhaps  in  fpite  of  nature  fing  : 
Ranfack  each  common  author,  and  from  thence 
Profane  good  ancient  phrafe  with  modern  fenfe. 
In  rapine  rich,  laborioufly  dull, 
Witty,  but  juft  enough  to  fliow  a  fool; 

I    How  could  I  languish  in  a  rural  fong, 

j    And  tag  the  tadpole-paftoral  along  ? 

j    How  fweetly  ihould  the  tuneful  murmurs  creep, 

i    And  lull  the  ravifiVd  reader  fall  afleep  ? 
The  biafted  oaks  mould  then  more  juftly  fear, 
My  rhyming  fury,  than  the  thunder's  fear. 

How  could  I,  wing'd  with  fplay-foot  lyrics  fly, 
Like  hag,  on  broomftick,  through  the  troubled 
fey: 


I 


Henry. 


Rhyming,  I'd  mount,  like  Dennis,  heretofore, 
Blufter  as  loudly,  and  as  proudly  foar. 

Well  may  fuch  poets  rife  a  tow'ring  height, 
Who  have  no  thought  to  intercept  their  flight  3- 
Nor  need  they  fear  to  tumble  from  the  ikies, 
For  thofe  can  never  fall,  who  never  rife. 

But  fliall  I  with  collected  th.eft  profane 
The  great,  the  blefs'd,  the  venerable  name ! 
Shall  I  with  murd'rers  to  the  altar  fly, 
Not  through  religious  zeal,  but  infamy, 
As  Blackmore  fought  in  Job  afanctuary  ! 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n — I  choofe  an  humbler  fate, 
Nor  would  be  wicked,  to  be  vainly  great. 
Let  me  in  lowlier  fcenes  a  while  delight, 
With  cooling  judgment  rrteditate  the  flight ; 
Then,  worthy  Sir,  if  time  confirm  my  thought. 
The  tribute,  if  'tis  worthy,  {hall  be  brought  ; 
With  double  ardour  I'll  the  talk  purfue, 
To  fing  of  Heaven,  and  fing  to  you. 

TO  MR.  HEDGES, 
On  Heading  bis  Latin  Ode  to  Dr.  Brox&olme. 

UNSKILL'D  in  Greek  and  Roman  tongue, 
Which  words  are  Ihort,  and  which  are  longj 
To  thee  thefe  home-fpun  lines  I  fend, 
Not  as  a  fcholar,  but  a  friend.  , 

Here  I  might  fhow  from  wife  example, 
In  work  elaborate  and  ample, 
That  Homer,  though  he  writ  in  Greek, 
Writ  what  his  mother  taughthim  fpeak  4 
Horace  and  Virgil's  learned  Latin, 
Was  what,  when  boys,  they  us'd  to  prate  i*u 
That  all  fam'd  bards,  except  the  Dutch, 
(If  there  were  ever  any  fuch) 
Have  writ  the  poems,  they  excel  in, 
In  the  fame  tongue  they  learn'd  to  fpeil  i*, 

To  thee  alone,  with  greateft  eafe, 
'Tis  granted,  in  all  ways,  to  pleafe ; 
And,  by  a  gift  from  heaven  miraculous, 
All  lingua's  are  to  thee  vernacula's : 
That  Horace  felf  had  fcarcely  known, 
Thy  thoughts,  or  language  from  his  ow*.- 

Many  a  lad  returns  from  fchool, 
A  Latin,  Greek,  and  Hebrew  fool ; 
In  arts  and  knowledge  ftih  a  block* 
Though  deeply  fkill'd  in  hie,  b<tcy  hoc. 
Heavy  they  tread  the  up-hill  way, 
O'er  craggy  rocks,  and  foundling  clay, 
Till  weary  with  their  road,  they  ftop 
Juft  at  the  mountain's  lofty  top  ; 
Still  poring  on  the  barren  ground, 
View  not  the  beauteous  profpect  round  j 
Which,  hid  beneath  the  fummit,  lies 
Conceal'd  from  low  and  vulgar  eyes, 
And  which  alone  can  amply  pay 
The  toil  and  drudgery  of  the  way  : 
From  hence  they  might  with  tranfport  viewr 
All  that  the  ancient  fages  knew ; 
What  they  perform'd,  and  what  they  thoughta 
How  Tully  fpoke,  and  Caefar  fought ; 
While  manners  of  a  world  unknown 
Should  guide  their  youth,  and  form  their  own  i 
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While  bright  examples  I«ad  to  fame, 
And  vicious  teach  to  fly  their  fhame. 

Yet  we  might  fpare  the  mighty  pains 
Iri  fearching  ancient  dark  remains ; 
Since  greater  worthies  rife  at  home, 
And  Britain  fcorns  to  yield  to  Rome. 
Auguftus*  reign,  renown'd  for  peace, 
>*or  learning,  wit,  and  wealth's  increafe ; 
3No  more  we  envy,  while  our  land 
Is  doubly  blefs'd  from  George's  hand. 
Ammon's  fuccefs,  and  Cxfar's  mind, 
To  form  victorious  Marlbro*  join'd ; 
Demoilhenes',  and  Tully's  fame, 
aWuft  yield  to  Walpole's  greater  name ; 
faction,  and  flrife,  to  hear  his  voice, 
Are  dumb,  and  ceafe  their  jarring  noife  : 
"Whole  fenates  bow  their  yielding  mind*, 
lake  woods.before  the  fouthern  winds ; 
free  from  deceit,  and  fervile  art, 
We  fpeaks  the  dictates  of  his  heart ; 
His  tongue  enchants,  hiscounfel  leads; 
3Peace  enters  firft,  then  wealth  fucceeds : 
His  virtues  through  the  land  confefs'd, 
"While  thus  he  foothes  us  to  5e  bleft. 
If  to  new  fccnes  we  turn  our  view, 
And  learning,  arts,  and  wit  pnrfue, 
Our  land  can  furnifh  men  of  fame, 
To  eclipfe  the  Greek,  and  Roman  name. 
J>ocke  (ball  inffruct,  and  form  our  youth, 
And  teach  their  understandings  truth. 
Vice  (hall  look  pale,  and  virtue  thrive, 
Humanity,' and  friendship  live ; 
While  Addifon  our  morals  rules, 
And  proves  all  villains  to  be  fool«. 
Newton  (hall  lead  our  ravifh'd  fouls, 
Through  boundlefs  worlds  beyond  the  px>Ie»; 
From  ftar  to  ftar  direct  our  way, 
As  certain,  and  as  fix'd  as  they. 
^Examples  were  but  vain  to  prove, 
Our  nation's  boafl,  our  country's  love. 
A  land  of  patriots  brave,  and  free, 
While  all  mankind  ars  (laves  but  we ! 

To  what  a  height  true  wit  can  reach, 
Let  WaH'er,  and  let  Congreve  teach ; 
And  if  we  needs  muft  write  by  rules, 
Without  th'  afliftance  of  the  fchools, 
In  flowing  verfe,  and  lines  well-wrought, 
What  Horace,  what  Quintilian  thought, 
Join'd  with  a  little  mother  wit, 
Rofcommon,  and  our  Pope  have  writ. 

The  fair,  who  beft  the  mufe  infpire, 
Who  warm  the  heart,  and  tune  the  lyre, 
Superior  to  all  former  dames, 
Inhabit  now  the  banks  of  Thames  : 
Th'  Egyptian  queen,  the  ancient's  boaft, 
For  whom  the  well-fought  world  was  loft, 
Tell  me,  dear  Hedges,  thou  canft  tell, 
Thou  know'ft  the  dead,  and  living  well, 
Could  (he  her  haughty  charms  compare 
With  her,  who  represents,  her  heie  ? 
Old  Homer's  theme,  the  Grecian  dame, 
Who  fet  whole  nations  in  a  flame, 
No  more  had  been  the  beauteous  prize, 
Had  they  beheld  Lavinia's  eyes ; 


The  Greeks  for  her  alone  had"  ftrove> 
And  Paris  had  been  falfe  to  love. 

Thus  taught,  and  thus  infpir'd,  I  write 
What  friendfhip,  and  what  love  indite ; 
Free  from  each  modern  witling's  vice. 
Envy  and  flander,  flattery,  lies, 
To  pleafe  our  pride,  or  gain  our  end, 
Each  jeft  (hould  facrifice  a  friend  ; 
While  one's  ill-nature  joins  to  praife 
What  th'  other's  malice  dully  fays  ; 
In  peace  my  harmlefs  minutes  pafs, 
Twixt  bnfinefs,  beauty,  and  a  glafs; 
Nor  want  I  aught,  my  foul  to  cheer, 
But  thee,  to  join  in  pleafure  here  ; 
Thus  may  I  live,  till  life  (hall  end, 
And  love  my  miftrefs,  country,  friend! 

TO  A  FRIEND, 
Dtffuading  him  from  loving  a  certain  LaJy. 

Ir  aught  a  kindly  caution  can  impart, 
Be  this,  not  love,  imprinted  on  thy  heart ; 
Let  every  fine  a  well-known  truth  commend, 
And,  where  you  doubt  the  poet,  truft  the  fri 
Let  vanquifli'd  reafon  re-affume  the  field, 
And  to  the  true,  the  fictidus  goddefs  yield. 

What  Homer  feigns,  when  fierce  Tydides  \ 
Infpir'd  by  Pallas,  with  the  queen  of  love  ; 
But  (hows  the  weaknefs  of  vain  beauty's  art, 
Whilft  wifdom's  facred  influence  arms  the  heart ; 
Yet,  green  in  age,  unvcrs'd  in  female  wiles, 
Each  fpecious  (how  our  eafy  fight  beguiles; 
Gay  courting  fcenes  the  early  path  adorn, 
And  blooming  beauty  paints  our  youthful  morn; 
Our  hcedlefs  pleafures  with  falfe  objects  rife, 
Blind  to  the  black'ning  cloud,  and  gathering: 
But,  ah  :  methmks,  I  hear  thee,  Cghing,  fay, 
Such  charms  invite  !  fo  flowery  fmiles  the  way  ! 
R.efolv'd,  fair  beauty's  lovely  maze  I'll  run — 
Who  might  not  thus  ?  who  would  not  be  undone  !• 
O  (lay,  rafh  youth  !  beware,  be  timely  wife, 
Lurk'd  in  that  labyrinth,  another  monfter  lies ! 

How  weak  were  female  fnares,  how  vain 
wile, 

Did  not  our  eyes  our  hood-winfc'd  minds  begi 

Like  grofs  jdolaters,  we  form  the  power, 
Then,  the  dull  image,  as  a  god,  adore  ; 

Breath'd  in  fofc  fighs,  our  pleading  fouls  impart, 
And,  for  the  victim,  facrifice  our  heart  : 

rlence,  Celia  rules,  the  tyrant  of  thy  bread, 
"n  all  the  feeming  Deity  confdl ; 

rlence,  when  (he  fpeaks,  there's  mufic  in  the  found; 
Hence,  when  (he  looks,  her  eyes  like  lightnings 

wound  : 

But,  to  thy  reafon's  eye,  the  fcene  difplay, 
And  the  proud  phantom-goddefs  fades  away ; 

SFo  more  her  immortality  remains, 
Unlefs  preierv'd  in  thy  immortal  drains. 

Grant  we,  thy  Celia's  charms  fuperior  {hinc, 
Dr,  in  the  lover's  language,  look  divine  ; 

Yet,  is  each  charm  to  her  alone  confin'd  ? 

Or  canft  thou  judge,  by  partial  paflion  blind  ? 
till,  will  each  faithful,  love-alluring  grace, 

Beam  in  her  eve,  and  brighten  Up  her  facd* 
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So,  the  blue  fumffii!!  of  fome  mountain's  height, 
Wrapt  in  gay  clouds,  deludes  the  diftant  fight ; 
But,  as  with  gazing  eyes  we  draw  more  near, 
Fades  the  falfe  fcenc,  and  the  rough  rocks  appear. 

Nor  outward  form  thy  eafy  thought  controul, 
But  be  the  look  an  index  to  the  f  ml ; 
For,  when  old  nature  fram'd  the  faithlefs  fair, 
From  every  work  the  gnddefs  cu'll'd  a  fhare; 
In  heav'nly  beauty  bade  her  face  excel, 
But  made  her  heart  the  treafury  of  hell  : 
Hence,  pride,  and  luft,  and  jealous  fury  grow, 
The  fprings  of  forrow,  and  the  feeds  of  woe  I 
Thus  brothels  with  a  painted  angel  fhine, 
Whilft  latent  devils  enambafh'd,  lurk  within. 

Nor  think,  my  Damon,  that  I  rafhly  blame 
Thy  too  good  nature,  thy  too  generous  flame  ; 
Like  chine,  my  victim'  J  heart,  the  pangs  has  bore, 
But,  (ah,  delightful  change  !)  endures  no  more  ; 
Yet,  O  1  for  oft  the  thought  difturbs  my  reft, 
Tis  hard  to  heal  a  love-envenom'd  breaft  ; 
So  foft  each  arrow  fteals  upon  our  heart, 
It  glides  a  feather,  but  it  grows  a  dart. 
Yet,  wouldft  thou  from  increafing  ills  be  free, 
Purfue  my  precepts,  and  refolve  like  me, 
When  the  falfe  fyren  fingles  out  her  man, 
Tips  the  lewd  leer,  or  flaps  the  flirting  fan; 
O  fhun  th'  infection  fwift,  victorious,  fly, 
She  fmil.es  a  ruin,  and  fhe  looks  a  lie  .' 
But,  muft  feme  lovely,  fome  divinely  fair, 
Sweeten  this  draught  of  life,  and  foothe  thy  care ; 
Let  the  gay  mufe  relieve  thy  fickening  pain, 
And  form  a  brighter  Venus  of  the  brain  ;  [grieve, 
Then  fhalt  thou  fcorn  thofe  charms  that  made  thee 
And  by  the  fair  illufion  learn  to  live. 

So  Ifrael's  fons,  b|y  poifonous  ferpents  flung, 
Aloft  in  air,  a  mimic  ferpent  hung  ; 
Fix'd  on  the  fight,  the  fad  afflicted  train 
Gaz'd  into  health,  and  look'd  away  their  pain. 

Sidney-Coll.  Ftb.  lo/.  172.5-6. 

ON  A  PAINTED  LADY. 

CJELIA'S  fair,  the  charming  toaft, 
May  of  each  perfection  boaft ; 
What  penurious  nature  owes, 
Art  more  liberal  beftows  : 
Bids  a  frefher  blufh  arife, 
Keener  lightning  arm  her  eyes; 
Adds,  or  animates  a  grace, 
And  wakes  the  wonders  of  her  face  : 
The  blufhing  tinctures  fmiling  flow, 
To  fee  how  cunningly  they  grow; 
To  fee  how  all  the  beaus  adore 
Calia,  mortal  now  no  more, 
New  created  'by  their  power. 

Thus  the  faireft  fweeteft  place, 
Once  uncultivated  was ; 
Where  parterres  their  flowers  difclofe, 
Bufhe*,  brakes,  and  briars  rofe; 
Thorn.s  with  pointed  horror  flood, 
And  arm'd  the  borders  of  the  wood; 
But  fince  the  workman's  pow'rful  hand 
Sabdu'd,  and  civiliz'd  the  land  ; 
Tun'd  the  torrents,  to  cafcades, 
And  (bfoa'd  t«r«fts  into  fhadey, 


Surprising  fcenes  attract  our  fight, 

And  turn  difpleafure  to  delight ;  f 

The  favages  forfake  their  place, 

And  yield  to  nobler  human  race. 

An  Natura  intendat  Monftrum  ?          }&?, 
Tranjlatedfrom  the  Carm.  <j>uaJ. 

PRESSM  with  a  load  of  poverty  and  years, 
How  ftrange  a  progidy  the  wretch  appears ; 
Whofe  trembling  limbs,  andfurrow'd  brows  reveal, 
The  noxious  witch,  foe  to  the  public  weal ; 
Who  gathers  herbs  by  moon-light,  and  alarms 
The  neighb'ring  villages  with  magic  charms : 
To  her  imagin'd  fpells  dire  woes  fucceed, 
The  gen'rous  courfer  lothes  the  flow'ry  mead; 
Spurning  the  glebe  around  the  field  he  flies, 
Forfakes  his  dappled  mares,  repines,  and  dies. 

From  infants  tender  throats  (wh'at  nurfes  fay} 
Thers  numbers  fhall  to  wond'ring  ears  convey)  v 
Sharp  pins  and  needles  tear  their  bloody  way.  jf 
From  heifers  ftubborn  teats  the  trickling  ftore 
Of  milky  ne&ar  now  defcends  no  more ; 
Dame  Baucis  trudges  to  the  fields  in  vain, 
Few  drops,  alas  '.   her  ftinted  pails  contain. 

Oft  the  malicious  hag  is  feen  to  fly, 
Through  the  large  convex  of  the  nether  iky  j 
Upborn  by  magic  ftaff  me  rides  fecure, 
(Superior  to  the  giddy  whirlwinds  povver.) 
Advent'rous,  o'er  the  pathlefs  welkin  ftraysj 
Mocks  the  rude  winds,  and  in  the  tempeft  plays. 
Now  dwindled  to  an  hare,  (he  fcours  in  view, 
While  the  full  cry  her  circling  maze  purfue ; 
Now  tir'd,  the  beagle's  eager  fpeed  eludes, 
In  puzzling  thickets  loft,  or  tracklefs  woods : 
The  baffled  hunters  for  the  witch  inquire, 
Now  fafely  feated  by  the  kitchen  fire ; 
Hid  in  grimalkin's  form,  with  fullen  pride, 
Demure  fhe  fits,  and  licks  her  tabby  fide. 

Whence  knows  (he  thus  to  vary  her  difguife, 
And  in  a  borrow'd  fhape  deceive  our  eyes  ? 
She,  whom  the  reftkfs  courfe  of  time  made  old, 
(Time  that  diftorts  the  faireft  human  mould) 
Though  a  poor  fimple  foul  as  ever  liv'd, 
Is  by  the  vulgar  as  a  witch  receiv'd. 
Thus  monfters  in  our  mind  alone  exift, 
We  give  'em  birth,  and  fhape  them  as  we  lift. 

TO  MR.  ROCHE, 

Upon  bis  tranjlating  the  foregoing  Piece. 

To  praife  unknown,  unknowing  to  commend, 
Diftinguifhes  the  critic  from  the  friend  : 
Such  was  my  juft  applaufe  when  public  fame 
Proclaim'd  your  merit,  but  conceal'd  your  name- 
Like  Egypt  we  ador'd  the  teeming  flood, 
And  blefs'd  the  latent  author  of  our  good. 

No  more  fhall  filly  tales  the  world  deceive, 
No  more  the  filiier  world  thofc  tales  believe : 
Each  wither'd  crone  fhall  live  and  die  unblam'd, 
And  be  no  more  a  witch  or  wizard  nam'd ; 
No  public  grievances  infeft  her  eafe, 
But  innocently  fhe  may  ftink  in  peace. 
The  only  prodigy  which  now  appearS| 
Is  fuch  a  genius  fo  beyond  its-years.- 
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TO  A  WRETCHED  POETASTER; 
rftat  tusnt  into  mourning  to  counterfeit  Lisjljler's  deaib  . 

IN  vain,  poor  fuftian  fop,  you  drefs  and  write, 

Begot  in  nature's  fcorn,  and  wit's  delpite  ; 

For  fure  fhe  made  thee  only  for  a  rule, 

To  form  a  coxcomb,  and  a  canting  fool; 

In  vain  you  tag  duil  miferable  rhyme, 

And  make  it  with  your  fhambling  legs  to  chime  ; 

The  mufe  you  may  purfue  in  nature's  fpite, 

But  never  overtake  her  tow'ring  flight  ; 

In  this  you're  only  right,  fo  fmart  in  black, 

For  then,  you  (how  your  foul,  upon  your  back. 

As  the  fly  peafant  hangs  a  breathlefs  crow, 
To  fcare  the  vermin  from  the  corn  below  ; 
So  fortune  fcts  thce  in  a  *  world  of  wit, 
To  keep  fools  like  thyself  from  tafting  it. 

Of  old,  we  read  AmphioR's  facred  fong, 
Could  draw  dull  blocks  and  fenfelefs  (tones  along; 
The  fame  effect  among  thy  books  we  fee, 
JFor  they  draw  blocks,  as  dull,  in  drawing  thee. 

Thy  wit,  and  money,  both  are  of  a  length, 
Both  ftol'n,  dependant  on  each  other's  ftrength  ; 
But  foon  thy  fitter  (ball  refume  her  breath, 
And  to  thy  mufc,  and  thee  give  furer  death  ; 
Then,  thofe  black  enfigns  of  her  wi(h'd-for  fate, 
i&tay  mourn  thy  tranfient  wit,  and  loft  eftate. 

Write  at  Appleby  School,  1723. 

SONG. 

'TWAS  in  the  folemn  noon  of  night, 

As  I  lay  by  a  murmuring  dream, 
Betray'd  by  fancy's  fvveet  delight, 

Amus'd  by  an  amorous  dream. 

When  ftraight  I  heard,  or  feem'd  to  hear, 

From  an  ivy's  dark  reverend  fhade, 
A  folemn  found  affault  mine  ear, 

And  heavily  pierce  the  thick  glade. 

But  foon  a  faint  pale  form  appear'd, 

Like  a  (hade  on  a  moon-ihiny  wall  ; 
To  it's  gor'd  bread  it'^  hand  it  rcar'd, 

And  utter'd  this  forrowful  call. 

O  pity  me  kind  hearted  fwain  1 

For  you  knew,  ah  too  well  1  the  falfe  maid  j, 
She  lov'd  me  firft,  firft  footh'd  my  pain, 

She  foothM  it,  but  then  (he  betray'd  ! 
Deprefs'd  with  anguifli,  rage,  and  grief, 

I  fatally  fought  out  this  grove, 
Here  rafhly  cut  the  thread  of  life, 

And  ended  all  hopes  of  my  love  ! 

But  yet,  though  beauty  cannot  pleafe, 

And,  though  I'm.  now  taftelefs  of  charms, 

'Twill  rob  me  of  eternal  reft, 

To  think  her  enjoy'd  in  thy  arms. 

Yet  once,  I  think,  thou  wert  my  friend, 
Till  the  friend  in  the  rival  was  loft, 

O  kindly  let  the  rival  end. 

Nor  farther  torment  a  poor  ghoft  I 

*  Meaning  bit  £«**«. 
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For  this  a  reftlefs  (hade  I  rovfi 

Be  warn'd  by  my  pitiful  fate  ! 
Betimes,  betimes  renounce  your  love. 

Nor  ponder  this  lelTon  too  late  1 
So  may  good  angels  guard  thy  deep-  — 

But  I  to  the  falie-hearted  maid 
Will  glide,  and  through  the  curtains  peep; 

There  (how  her  the  man  die  betray'd. 
She  cannot,  fure,  (lie  cannot  fee 

So  wretched  an  object  unmov'd  ! 
At  lead,  I  think,  (he'll  pity  me, 

More  truly  than  ever  (he  lov'd. 

Farewell  —  but,  go  to  yonder  cave, 

Where  my  bones  to  the  ravens  lie  bare  j 

Inhume  them  kindly  in  a  grave, 

And  my  fame  from  afperfers,  O  clear  ! 

I  trembled  as  the  fpe&re  fpoke, 

And  darting,  awak'd  with  the  fright, 
While  the  hoarfe  night  bird's  hollow  croak/ 

Prcfented  the  diivering  fp'rit. 
A  fudden  chillnefs  freez'd  my  bread, 

My  foul  in  a  terror  was  fled  ; 
Fainting,  I  funk,  benumb'd  opprefs'd, 

And  dreamt  that  Beliza  was  dead. 
When  foon,  for  now  the  dawning  light 

Be-jewell'd  the  dew-dropping  Tale, 
A  youth  came  pofting  through  the  night  ; 

To  tell  me  the  fore-boded^  tale. 
The  maid  was  dead—  my  fears  were  juft< 

I  arofe,  and  foon  found  out  the  cave, 
Prepar'd  an  urn,  then  mix'd  their  dud, 

And  weeping  laid  both  in  a  grave. 

FROM  LONDON  TO  CAMBRIDGE, 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  ftOCHE. 
Sift, 

YOURS,  I  receiv'd,  with  mighty  pleafure, 
Attended  with  my  learned  *  treafurc  ; 
And  had  I  Burkett's  knack,  and  tirmr, 
I'd  (hoe  my^mufc's  feet  with  rhyme, 
I'd  fend  .you  fuch  a  pack  of  news, 
Nay,  make  an  hackney  of  my  mufe  : 
Prove  logically  Pope  a  fool  t, 
Sagely  denounce  great  Shakfpeare  dulf, 
To  both  prefer  gooA-Mafter  Fenton, 
Or,  in  a  moment's  time  invent  one  j 
But  for  neceffuy  you  know, 
One's  felf  might  (land  —  \njtati:  qua. 

But  hang  it,  I've  no  turn  for  farire, 
Befidcs,  'tis  quite  agSlnd  my  nature; 
For  criticifms  !  pfnaw  the  bottle  - 
The  devil  take  your  Ariftotle  : 
Give  me  a  fparkling  foaming  glafc, 
As  bright  and  clever  as  my  lafs  ; 
Thus  let  us  dance  an  endlefs  round* 
Till  one  or  t'other  throws  me  down. 

But  now  to  talk  a  little  ferious, 
Nor  vainly  light,  nor  yet  myfterious  ; 


*   Booki  received. 

f  In  arf-wsr  to  Burhifs  averting  tbefe 
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?ray  how  do  Canit>rivlgc  matters  ftand  ? 
J5ow  fare  the  brethren  of  the  band? 
For  now  I  think  on't  in  your  laft, 
Thole  thitigs  were  negligently  pafs'd ; 
But  in  your  next,  pray  let  me  know, 
If  you  can  come  to  town  or  no ; 
For  folitary  here  I  ftay, 
Impatient  at  your  long  delay ; 
Moft  indolently  fpend  my  time, 
Or  fleep,  or  drink,  or  idly  rhyme ; 
Now  lay  new  models  for  a  poem, 
Then  in  a  moment's  time  undo  'em  ; 
For  faith  the  tuneful  tribe  negledt  me9 
While  you  are  abfent  to  direct  me. 
But,  if  you'll  come,  then  in  a  trice, 
Affifted  by  your  good  advice ; 
I'll  polifti  my  poetic  ftore, 
And  fifh  for  trouts  in  metaphor ; 
To  Thames'  ferene  retreats  repair, 
And  finifh  my  fix  cantos  there  * ; 
My  pleafurable  labours  done, 
Subfcribe,  your  fervant  Pattifon. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

WHILE  you,  my  dear,  fit  mbap'd  in  colleges 
A»d  lofe  your  wit  in  fearch  of  knowledge, 
Reftrain'd  by  tutors,  aw'd  by  doctors, 
And  watch'd  by  fupercilipus  pro&ors; 
I  make  the  pf  efent  day  my  own, 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  town  : 
As  how  ?  why  thus ;  here's  juft  a  piece 
And  this  is  all,  my  pleafure's  price ; 
With  this  Pll  get  politely  drunk, 
With  this  I'll  get  fome  courtly  punk, 
Not  one  of  your  damn'd  common  whores., 
That  ply  it  at  your  merchant's  doors ; 
^But  one,  ay,  fuch  a  one  !  fo  fine  ! 
You  bards  would  call  her  fome  divine—- 
Some— but  a  rapture  here  encroaches, 
Time  fpends — you  captain  of  the  coaches  I 
Here  mailer— .-where  ?  why  to  the  Rofe, 
(A  place  that  everybody  knows.) 

But  now  we've  got  a  moment's  talk, 
As  folks  tell  Itories  as  they  walk ; 
For  once  I'll  be  as  dull  and  fober,- 
As  if  I'd  guzzled  fat  Odober. 

,  I  know  you,  and  twenty  more, 
If  once  poetically — poor ; 
Would  fit  and  frown,  be  .hipp'd,  and  fnivel, 
And  curfe  your  fortune  to  the  devil ; 
Whilft  1,  all  gay,  and  debonair, 
Till  I  muft  feel,  would  nothing  fear. 
Riches  are  joys  indeed — I  want  'em, 
And  I'll  thank  fortune  if  fhe'll  grant  'eni ; 
If  not — why  I'm  the  richer  ftill — 
JNo,  no,  you  mean  the  poorer  Will— 
The  richer,  Sir,  I  fay  again. 
And  thus  the  matter  I'll  explain. 

Thofe  mortals,  happy,  you'll  allow, 
Who  nothing  borrow,  nothing  owe  ? 

*  He  bad  a  deftgn  of  wt  iting  a  £oem  ufon 
infix  can 


But  fearch  the  world :  and  if  you  can 
In  town  or  country  find  that  man, 
To  your  opinion  I'll  defcend, 
If  not,  I  hope,  you'll  hear  your  friend* 

Well,  for  that's  neareft,  go  to  court, 
Begin  your  fearch,  I  wifh  you  fport : 
His  Honour,  Lordlhip,  and  his  Grace, 
All  mighty  men  1  in  mighty  place  ! 
But  how  are  all  thoTe  honours  gain'd  ? 
Thofe  mighty  places,  how  obtain'd  ? 
How  ?  why  by  intereft  and  favour, 
Then  let  me  note,  Sir,  by  your  leave  here  3 
Thofe  dignities  'tis  plainly  ftiown, 
Are  but  another's,  not  their  own ; 
Soon  got,  they  may  as  feon  be  loft, 
While  whim  and  fancy  rule  the  roaft  j 
And  very  plainly,  by  the  bye, 
Belong  as  much  to  you  or  C. 

But  if  they're  bob'd  by  church  or  ftate. 
You  fay  they've  gpt  a  great  eftate  : 
A  great  eftate  !  by  whom  ?  or  how  ? 
Lord,  Sir !  you're  too  inquis'tive  now-«« 
Job's  father's  dead,  he's  eldeft  fonr 
Juft  come  to  age,  (6  all's  his  owjo.;  ^ 

What  would  you  more  ?  but  lend  your  etr, 
And  in  a  moment  you  {hall  hear ; 
Your  'fquire  has  wealth,  and  therefore  parts ! 
Is  great  at  court,  deep  vers'd  in  arts : 
Yet  whilft  his  ftock  of  wealtTi  and  fenfe, 
Is  due  to  men  or  providence ; 
He  lives  ! — but  on  another's  pence  1 
And  while  he  grows  the  richer,  yet 
He  enly  runs  the  more  in  debt  j 
Hence  logically  I  could  (how, 
The  more  we  have,  the  more  we  owe;' 
But  time's  too  precious  thus  to  fpend, 
And  fee  we're  at  our  journey's  end — 
Here,  O  delicious  !  take  the  glafs — 
O  fill  it  higher !  name  the  lafs — 
Now  make  a  fool,  as  tale  {hall  blefs  us, 
Of  Ariftotle,  and  of  Crcefus. 


TO  MR.  MITCHELL, 

Upon  bis  poetical  petition  to  tbe  Honourable  Sir  Itobsrf 
Walpolc. 

BACK,  fcribbler,  to  thy  Caledonian  plains, 
Cold  as  thy  genius,  barren  as  thy  brains; 
To  thofe  inhofpitable  mountains  {how, 
A  curfed  rhyming  itch  they  never  knew ; 
Nor  think  to  read  thy  le&ures  here ;  for  knowa 
We  never  take,  dictators  from  the  plough : 
Then  peaceabljK  betimes  refignthy  quill, 
Scotland  to  British  power  is  fubje&  ftill ; 

While  Congreve  with  a  juft  politenefs  warms/ 
While  eaiy  Pope  with  flowing  mufic  charms; 
While  witty  Swift  fhaJl  every  mufe  adorn, 
And  Dennis  fcourge  the  fools  he  does  not  fcorn  | 
While  Philips'  verfe  delights  the  lift'ning  fwains, 
And  Steele  declines  the  praife  his  merit  gains ; 
While  Fenton's  fadly-pleafing  numbers  move, 
And  Qranville  kindles  up  a  nobler  love.  ,      , 
While  happy  we  thefe  tuneful  bards  can  hear,' 
No  foreign  jargon  fiiall  debauch  our  ear 


Yet  warm'd  by  Britifh  heat,  and  Britifli  lays, 
Thou  ftriv'ft  to  turn  thy  libel  into  praife  ; 
Thus  Egypt'$  dreams  in  muddy  currents  run, 
And  ripen  into  monfters  by  the  fun. 
In  vain  thou'rt  fan&ify'd  with  Milton's  name, 
Not  even  Homer  fhould  protect  thy  fhame  ; 
In  Pope,  that  mighty  Greek  thy  bafenefo  knows, 
And  Zoilus  and  Homer  ftill  were  foes. 
3VIurderers  like  thee  to  an  afylum  fly, 
!Not  to  fhow  zeal,  but  hide  their  infamy  : 
And  with  convi&ed  villains  may'ft  thou  go, 
Guilty  of  robbery,  and  murder  too ; 
For  trace  thy  fteps,  and  prefently  we  find 
The  hand  that  robb'd  Pack's  garden  of  the  mind ; 
Murdering  each  fweet,  difguifing  it  for  thine, 
And  making  mortal  what  he  made  divine. 

ON  HIS  MISTRESS'S  FAVOURS. 

LIKE  Alexander,  Crelia  fpreads  her  power, 
Like  him,  fhe  makes  the  vaffal  world  adore ; 
But,  ah  !  like  him,  to  foothc  a  proud  dcfire, 
i'irft  conquers  towns,  then  fets  thofe  towns  on  fire. 

TO  MR.  POPE. 

DEAR  SIR, 

AND  fure  that  fond,  familiar  name, 
May  hint,  that  friendfhip  is  my  genVons  aim; 
f)  then  this  franknefs  of  my  heart  excufe, 
And  with  a  fmile  confirm  the  blufhing  mufe ; 
Ambitious  hope  !  yet  fay,  to  blefs  our  eyes, 
*?hy  mighty  Homer  fhould  again  arife, 
"Wouldft  thou  not  pant,  the  wondrous  man  to  fee  ? 
Speak  from  thy  inmoft  foul! — then  cenfure  me  ! 
And  as  aloft  in  laurell'd  (late  you  fit, 
And  view  belcw  the  fubje»5l  fons  of  wit; 
O,  teach  thofe  arduous  ways  through  which  you 

came, 

And  lead  her  through  the  flowery  paths  cf  fame. 
A  child,  ?s  yet,  no  certain  fteps  (he  takes, 
JBut  now  and  then  a  wild  excurfion  makes ; 
Mocks  the  grave  dictates  of  her  guardian  art, 
Steals  from  her  fight,  and  plays  a  wanton's  part. 
Though  crofs'd  myfelf  in  every  glorious  aim, 
*Tis  hope,  at  leaft.to  be  ally'd  to  fame. 
And  whilft  the  witty  and  the  fair  commend, 
It  hints  fome  merit  to  be  call'd  thy  friend. 
Fir'dat  that  word,againft  my  fate  I'll  ftrive, 
And  dare  to  emulate  that  praife  I'd  give. 
"What  though  I  fail  the  bold  attempt  to  gain, 
Mean  were  the  thought  to  think  it  made  in  vain. 
The  richeft  ore  fliines  ufelefs  unreveal'd, 
And  fmalleft  talents  fliould  not  be  concealM. 
For,  lure  the  mufe  that  gen'rous  verfe  infpires, 
Which  friendfiiip  dictates,  and  afle&ion  fires; 
"Warm'd  by  a  faint  reflexion  of  thy  flame, 
My  bofnm  kindles  at  immortal  fame; 
Uut  well  I  know  the  raftinefs  of  my  youth, 
Perhaps  thefe  lines  confirm  the  fatal  truth  I 
No  fordid  views  could  ever  yet  feduce, 
The  virgin-chaftenefs  of  my  youthful  mufe  ; 
Let  venal  bards  in  ftate-promotion  play, 
There  fport  like  atoms  in  the  ftream  of  day. 
1  never  made  a  wealthy  idiot  laugh, 
Or  Ifrael-like  ador'd  a  golden  calf; 
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But  when  I  fee  true  worth  confpicuous  ftiinc, 
I  burn  to  make  the  bright  alliance  mine. 
Superior  to  the  formal  world's  controul, 
Pride  in  its  charms,  and  claim  a  kindred  foul; 
O  !  then  this  token  of  my  zeal  receive, 
For  next  to  merit  praifes,  is  to  give. 

UPON  SEEING  A  LADY 

At  the  Mufic-Bootb  at  StutbrUgt  Fair.   By  J. 

COULD  thefe  faint  numbers  glow  with 

fire, 

To  that  which  in  his  breaft  the  writer  feels  : 
Could  Phoebus  like  the  fair  unknown  infpire» 

And  verfe,  but  emulate  the  flame  it  tells, 
The  lover  fome  faccefs  had  found,  and  (lie 
Been  known  to  fame,  though  loft  to  love  and  me* 
Wound  not  that  love  with  too  fevere  a  name, 

Which  was  not  chance,  but  paflion  in  excefifl 
Conceal'd  the   {haft  from  whence  the  arrow? 

came, 

My  hopes  may  be,  but  not  my  anguifli  lefs :    ' 
Strikes  not  the  lightning  with  a  fate  as  true, 
Though  baffled  reafon  wonder 'd  whence  it  fle\r. 
If  not  in  pity  to  your  lover's  woes, 

For  your  own  fake,  at  leaft,  yourfelf  reveal, 
Left  when  I  die,  and  thou  the  latent  caufe, 
You  lofe  a  triumph  you  deferve  fo  well ; 
Nay,  ev'n  repaid  with  all  my  fiifT rings  be, 
And  envy'd  by  my  fall — if  known,  I  fall  by  thee* 
Yet  more — a  thoufand  loves  may  lurk  behind,  . 

And  half  the  courfe  of  glory  yet  to  run  ; 
A  flowing  wit,  difcreet,  and  beauteous  mind, 
May  crown  the  conqueft  which  your  eyef 

begun ; 

Nor  bid  me  dread  the  thoufand  deaths  in  {tore, 
I  look'd,  I  iigh'd,  and  lov'd — and  was  undone  be* 
fore? 

In  vain  I,  midnight-anchorite,  muft  boaft 
Of  rugged  maxims,  and  pedantic  rules, 
For  what  is  life,  if  beft  enjoyment  loft 
In  the  dull  mazes  of  infipid  fehools  ? 
Love,  muft  refine  what  fcience  fcarce  began, 
And  mould  the  letter'd  favage  into  man. 

Let  lazy  hermits  dream  in  college-cells 
Severely  great,  and  indolently  good, 
Whofe  frozen  breads  fuch  glimm'ring  rapture 

fells, 

A»  Hfelefs,  dull  platonics  underlined. 
Go,  tell  that  doating  fage,  who  looks  on  thec 
With  Plato's  eyes,  may  queftion  if  he  fee. 
Judge  now  my  paflion  by  fevered  truth, 

And  read  what  rig'rousjuftice  cannot  blarcit 
If  I  have  err'd,  inform  a  willing  youth, 
At  left,  miftaken  only  was  my  flame. 
Was  love  a  crime  ?  then  teach  me  to  adore, 
And  zeal  fhall  be  what  paflion  was  before. 

TO  A  LADY, 

THAT   SENT  ME  A  FLOWERED  CAP. 

WHAT  flowers  of  rhet'ric  can  1  ufe 
Thefe  brighter  flowers  to  commend  \ 
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What  gift,  or  prefenf,  can  I  choofe, 
Equivalent  to  fend  ? 

I've  fearch'd  the  mufes  fertile  field, 
But  fearching  no  where  can  find  fuch, 

Nor  even  nature's  felf  can  yield, 
What  1  admire  fo  much. 

This  token,  o'er  my  temples  fpread, 

A  double  power  does  impart ; 
For  as  it  gently  warms  my  head, 

It  fires  my  bleeding  heart. 
But  let  the  bluft'ring  ftorms  engage, 

The  ruffling  winds  blow  high  ; 
Thus  arm'd  I'll  mock  their  empty  rage, 

And  every  blaft  defy. 

Like  the  bold  Grecian  chief  I  {land, 

fn  arms  fuperior  {bine  ; 
Like  his,  they  boaft  an  heavenly  hand, 

But  {kill,  much  more  divine  ! 

He  did  not  fear  a  wound,  'tis  true, 

From  none,  except  the  deities  : 
B   And  I'm  invulnerable  too, 

To  all — except  my  Laura's  eyes. 

TO  MRS.  MARY  FREWEN, 

UPON    HER  HAVING  THE   SMALL-POX. 

I    LET  others  penfive  o'er  their  mirrors  trace, 

The  beauteous  ruins  of  a  former  face; 
1    Nor  for  thy  beauties,  lovely  muid  repine, 
t    Thy  beauties  mingled  in  a  mould  divine, 
j    Can  but  endure  a  momentary  pain, 
|    And  like  all  heavenly  fubftance  heal  again. 

And  fee  thy  dangers,  and  our  fears  are  o'er, 
j    Hearts  pant,  fighs  heave,  and  forrow  ftreams  no 

more ! 

I    A?  gold  by  purging  flame  ftill  clearer  glows, 
I    As  virtue  from  affliction  brighter  grows, 
I    Sweet  e'en  in  griefs,  and*  e'en  in  pangs  ferene, 

Dawn  the  dear  glories  of  Euphrenia's  mien  ; 
I    Dear  to  the  mufe,   who  trembling  fpreads   her 

WMOgS, 

To  fhrowa'the  lover,  as  her  poet  fm^s ; 
I    But  as  he  loves,  alas  !  he  fm^s  in  vain, 

When  beauty's  in  affliction,  every  Itrain. 
|    When  every  charm  a  thouland  charms  refumes, 
I    And  fair  as  Eden,  from  cont'ufion  blooms, 
j     Raptur'd  he  ftands,  and  boldly  dares  divine, 

How  to  an  angel  thou  muft  once  refine. 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  HERTFORD, 

MADAM, 

TF  the  following  lines,  the  refult  of  my  miffor- 
I  tunes  this  morning,  can  engage  your  ladyfliip's  en- 
I  couragement  to  the  poems  I  propofe  afterwards,  it 
j  will  be  no  fmall  recommendation  to  their  public  ap- 
1  pcarance ;  and,  a  very  great  favour  to  their  author. 
Your  Ladyftiip's  moft  devoted, 

and  moft  humble  fervant, 

WILLIAM  PATTISON. 

:     FAIR  patronefs  of  gentle  arts  excufe, 
This  rude  addrefs  of  an  unhappy  mufe ; 


A  mufe,  bereft  of  every  Worldly  view  ! — 
Unknown  {he  comes--but  then  (he  comes  to  you! 
And,  if  a  ftranger'sfoul  diftreftful,  figh, 
Tun'd  by  kind  fympathy,  our  fouls  reply  ; 
Explore  the  cauie  through  a  long  train  of  ills. 
And,  pitying  {hare  thofe  woes  the  fufferer  feels  : 
The  lofs  uf  forrune,  friends,  or  fame  divine, — 

0  grievous  lofs  !  and  muft  I  call  it  mine  ! 
And  muft  I  ftill  reflect  thofe  happier  hours, 
When,  peaceably  retir'd,in  Granta's  bowers 

1  lay,  the  pleafing  paths  to  learning  plann'd, 
And,  Moles-like,  juft  faw  the  promis'd  land. 
Juft  faw — but,  O  my  foul !  I  live  to  mourn 
The  joyous  fcene,  that  can  no  more  return  ! 
Diftrefs ! — and  have  my  boundlefs  griefs  revea!'<i 
The  thought — ambition  labouring  had  conceal'd ! 
In  vain,  for  when  we  dilate  from  the  heart, 
Nature  will  fpeak  at  every  paufe  of  art  ; 

And  like  a  bafhful  virgin,  half  expreft, 
In  fpite  of  all  the  woman,  blufti  the  red —  , 
Though  pangful-martyrs  fmile  upon  their  grief 
To  man,  yetfigh-to  him,  who  fends  relief. 
Whence  then,  my  mufe,  thy  blufli,  and  why  thy 

te^rs, 

'Tis  not  the  world — alleviate  thy  fears ; 
Remember  well,  that  virtue  ftill  the  fame, 
Sounds  the  f-.ft  earneft  of  immortal  fame  ! 
Though  want  itfelf  might  feed  her  famifh'd  eye, 
And  furrow  fweeten  into  harmony  ? 

0  how  I  long  to  change  this  mournful  ftrain, 
But  when  fate  frowns,  the  mufes  fmile  in  vain  ! 
Doom'd  by  the  fadfeverity  of  fate, 

And  muft  I  bound  my  glory  with  my  hate  ! 
It  muft  be  fo — like  t loan's  dove  diilreft, 
In  vain  1  wander  up  and  down  for  reft, 
From  fpray  to  fpray  I  traverfe  every  tree, 
And  oifcr  up  my  greeneft  branch  to  thee  ? 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
THE    LORD    CARTE  RET. 
WITH  an  indulgent  fmile,  my  Lord,  excufe 
This  fadly  true  prediction  of  the  mufe; 
And  may  this  fingle  fpecimen  of  woe  * 
Speak  for  the  reft,  and  all  its  author  fhow  ; 
Nor  blulhing  let  me  mourn  my  youthful  hours, 
As  vainly  fpent  in  the  Parnafliun  bowers. 
By  nature  prompted  and  a  flnve  to  fate, 

1  ftrove  to  pleafe  the  witty  and  the  great ; 
Prefumptuous  hence,  nor  without  hopes  I  come 
To  you,  and  from  your  tafte  await  my  doom  ; 
From  thence  implore  the  fan&ion  of  your  name, 
To  be  my  paflport  through  the  gates  of  fame. 
So,  miners,  firft  the  bullion  ore  refine, 

Then  beg  their  monarch's  ftamp,  to  make  it  cur- 
rent coin. 

A  HARVEST  SCENE.    _ 

BEHOLD 

The  green  fields  yellowing  into  corny  gold  ! 
White  o'er  their  ranks,  an  old  man  half  appears, 
How  hale  he  looks,  though  hoar'd  with  feventj" 
years; 

*    the  bour-g'afs)fuhjoined  to  bis  frofofuft* 
O  oij 
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His  profpedl  mounts,  fiow-pac'd,  he   drives  to 

climb, 

And  feemsfome  ancient  monument  of  time; 
Propt  o'er  his  ftaff  the  reverend  father  (lands, 
And  views  heaven's  blcflings  with  uplifted  hands; 
Gleeful  in  heart  computes  the  year's  increafe, 
Ana  portions  out,  in  thought,  his  homely  race, 
His  homely  race  before,  his  hopes  improve, 
And  labour  in  obedience  for  his  love ; 
Sweepy  they  cut,  then  bind  the  (heafy-grain, 
And  bend  beneath  the  burthen  of  the  plain ; 
His  cheerful  eyes,  with  fi lent  praifes  crown 
Their  toils,  and  fmile  at  vigour  once  his  own; 
Till  the  mid-fun  to  fecond  nature's  call, 
Noon-marks  the  diftant  fteeple's  ivy'd  wall, 
Thence  warn'd,  he  waves  his  arras,  with  giddy 

hafte, 
tfhe  circling  fummons  to  a  cool  repafte* 

EFFIGIES  AUTHORIS. 

OPPRESS'D  with  griefs,  with  poverty,  and  (corn, 
Of  all  lorfaken,  and  of  all  forlorn, 
What  (hall  I  do  ?  or  whither  (hall  I  flie  ? 
Or  what  kind  ear  will  hear  the  mufe's  cry  ? 
With  reftlefs  heart  from  place  to  place  I  roam, 
A  wretched  vagrant  dcftitute  of  home  ; 
Driv'nfrom  fair  Granta'slhade  by  fortune's  frown, 
I  came  to  court  the  flatt'rer  in  the  town. 
Three  tedious  days  derain'd  me  on  the  road, 
Whilft  the  winds  whittled,  and  the  torrents  flow'd, 
Ob  my  devoted  head  the  gufty  breeze, 
Shook  the  collected  tcmpeft,  from  the  trees ; 
For  (heltcr  to  the  (hades,  I  ran  in  vain, 
The  (hades  decekful  delug'd  me  vrrth  rain ; 
Thus  when  fate  frowns  upon  our  happier  days, 
Our  friend,  perhaps,  our  bofom  friend  betrays  : 
But  as  ^iciffitudes  controul  our  fate, 
And  griefs  and  joys  maintain  a  doubtful  (late, 
So  now  the  fun's  emerging  orb  appears, 
And  with  the  fpongy  clouds  difpelt.  my  fears, 
In  tears  the  tranfient  temped s  flits  away, 
And  all  the  blue  expanfion  flames  with  day. 
My  gazing  eyes  o'er  pleafing  profpe&s  roll, 
And  look  away  the  forrows  of  my  foul, 
Pleas'd  at  each  view,  lome  rueful  thought  to  draw, 
And  moralize  on  every  fcene  I  faw  ; 
Here,  with  inviting  pride  blue  mountains  rife, 
Like  joys  more  pleafant  to  our  diftant  eyes ; 
In  golden  waves,  there  tides  of  harveft  (low,     "^ 
Whilft  idle  poppies  intermingling  grow. 
How  like  their  brother  fops  an  empty  (how  I      j 
In  every  bufii  the  warbling  birds  advance, 
Sing  to  the  lun,  and  on  the  branches  dance ; 
J4o  grief,  no  cares  perplex  their  fouls  with  ftrife, 
IJike  bards  they  live  a  poor  but  merry  life ; 
In  every  place  alike  their  fortunes  He, 
Both  live  in  want,  and  unregarded  die. 
With  like  concern  rhey  meet  approaching  death, 
In  pfifon,  or  in  field%  refign  their  breath; 
Muling,  1  faw  the  fate  I  could  not  fhun, 
Shook  my  grave  head,  and  penfive  travell'd  on: 
But  a*  Acgufta's  wifh'd-for  domes  arife, 
Peep  o'er  the  clouds,  and  dance  before  my  eyes. 
What  thoughts,  what  tumults  fill'd  my  lab'ring 
alone,  bat  not  expre&'d;  " 


What  intermingled  multitudes  arofe, 
Lords,  parfons,  lawyers,  barouets,  and  beauty 
Fops,  coxcombs,  cits  and  knaves  of  ev'ry  clafi, 
While  fome  the  better  half,  fome  wholly  afs, 
On  either  fide  bewailing  fuppliants  ftand, 
Speak  with  their  looks,  and  ftretch  their  wi 
In  feeble  accents  fupplkate  relief, 
And  by  their  forrows  multiply  my  grief, 
Mov'd  by  their  wants,  my  ft.rtut.e  f  deplore, 
And  deal  a  tribute  from  my  (lender  ftorc. 
With  joy,  the  favour  they  receive,  and  pray, 
That  God,  the  bounteous  Melting,  may  repay  ; 
Thus  providently  wife,  the  lab'ring  fwain 
O'er  the  plough'd  furrows  ftrews  the  fertile  grs 
The  grateful  plain  o'er-pays  his  bounteous  care, 
With  tenfold  bleffings,  and  a  golden  year. 

Now  loft  in  thought,  I  wander  up  and  down 
Of  all  unknowing,  and  to  all  unknown  ; 
Try  in  each  place,  and  ranfack  ev'ry  news, 
To  find  fome  friend,  fome  patron  of  the  mufe : 
But  where  ?  or  whom  ?  alas !  I  fearch  in  vain, 
The  fruitlefs  labour  only  gives  me  pain  ; 
But  form  each  pleafing  profpecl  fades  away, 
And  with  my  money  all  my  hopes  decay.  t 

But  now  the  fun  drfTus'd  a  fainter  ray, 
And  falling  dews  bewail'd  the  falling  day, 
When  to  St.  James's  park  my  way  1  took, 
Solemn  in  pace,  and  fadden'd  in  my  look  : 
On  the  firft  bench  my  wearied  bones  I  Iai4{ 
For  gnawing  hunger  on  my  vitals  prey'd  ; 
There  faint  in  melancholy  mood  I  fate, 
And  meditated  on  my  future  fate. 
Nights  fable  vapours  now  the  trees  invade. 
And  gloomy  darknefs  deepen'd  ev'ry  (hade  ;- 
And  now,  ah  !  whither  (hall  the  helplefs  fly, 
From  the  nodturnal  horrors  of  the  iky  ; 
With  empty  rage  my  cruel  fate  i  curfe, 
While  falling  tears  bedew  my  meagre  purfe ; 
What  (hall  I  do  ?  or  whither  (hall  I  run  ? 
How  'fcapc  the  threat'ning  face  I  cannot  (hum ; 
There,  trembling  cold,  and  motionlefb  I  lay, 
Till  deep  beguil'd  the  tumults  of  the  day. 
"   Yet  though  thi&  mortal  body  was  rcfign'd, 
"  Tormenting  objeds  terrified  my  mind, 
"  Defpairirvg  forms  too  dreadful  for  the  light, 
"  Danc'd  OB  my  eyes,  and  play'd  before  my  fij 
"  Here  worn  with  forrow,  poverty  appear'd, 
"  In  ev'ry  ghaftly  form  by  mortals  fear'd  : 
"  And  now  to  make  my  wants  the  more  deplor'd 
"  Prepar'd  a  plenteous  table  richly  flor'd. 
"  My  hand  I  ftretch'd  impatient  of  delay, 
"   When  lo  !  the  fi&ious  treat  diffolv'd  away, 
"  Dclpair  arole,  and  (hook  a  deadly  dart, 
«    Then  atmpd  the  thirfty  arrow  at  my  heart ; 
"  Inly  I  quiver'd,  trembled  for  my  life, 
"  Loft  in  tumultuous  agony  and  grief. 

"  But  now  a  kind,  though  vifionary  (hade 
"  Gleam'd  through  the  gloom,  and  brighten'd 

"  the  glade, 

"  On  its  fair  head  a  branching  laurel  grew, 
"  And  though  before  unfeen,  the  form  I  knew ; 
««  While  thus  it  fpokc— poor  youth,  thy  fa* 

"  mourn, 
"  Aod  weeping  make  thy  miferics  my  owa ; 
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««  But  patiently  refign — I  bring  relief, 

*'  For  as  I  caus'd,  'tis  juft,  I  cure  thy  grief. 

"  Then  hear — when  morning's  beamy  rays  arife, 

"  And  {hoot  refulgent  glories  through  the  flcies ; 

"  To  Chifwick's  pleafurable  bowers  repair, 

"  To  guide  your  wand'ring  path  be  Thames's  care; 

"  In  thofe  fair  hofpitable  {hades  you'll  find,  - 

**  Great  Burlington,  the  mufe's  fureft  friend  : 

"  Fam'd  Burlington,  as  humble  as  he's  great, 

*'  Pride  of  the  court,  and  bulwark  of  the  ftate  ; 

"  To  him  this  vifionary  tale  difclofe, 

"  His  foul  will  melt  in  pity^t  your  woes. 

*'  To  him  return  your  long  neg-lecled  lyre, 

"  And  let  his  virtues  every  line  infpire  ;" 

JFarewell  it  faid — when  as  the  morn  appear'd, 

To  the  warm  rays  my  dewy  head  t  rear'd, 

Amaz'd,  half  drowfy,  waken'd  in  a  fright, 

I  pondcr'd  on  the  vifion  of  the  night; 

When  thoughtlefs  in  my  pocket  I  reveal'd, 

A  latent  fixpence  happily  conceal'd, 

Surpris'd  with  tranfport  ftood  my  briftled  hair, 

On  wings  I  feem'd  to  fly,  and  tread  in  air  : 

To  the  firft  houfe  I  took  my  fpeedy  flight, 

Th&-e  wrote  this  recent  vifion  of  the  night; 

The  wond'rous  tale  in  fnowy  foldings  bound, 

Then  feal'd  the  paffport  with  a  waxen  wound. 

When  prompted  by  my  genius,  fwif^t  as  thought, 

*To  Chifwick's  bowers  my  rueful  ftory  brought ; 

Where  now  with  doubtful  hopes,  and  fears,  I  wait 

Yosr  bounteous  Lord&ip's  pleafure  at  your  gate. 

W.  PATTISON. 

ON  A  GENTLEMAN'S  PICTURE. 

POETS  and  painters  rival  glories  claim, 
Alike  their  labours,  and  alike  their  fame ; 
Appelles  by  a  Homer's  thoughts  defign'd, 
Ancj  Homer  was  the  picture  of  his  mind  : 
From  both  the  fame  immortal  wonders  rife, 
At  once  in  fpeaking  to  our  ears,  and  eyes; 
The  pencil's  art,  a  feeming  likenefs  gives. 
But  by  the  pen  alone,  that  likenefs  lires; 
For  time,  that  makes  thofe  colours  fainter  fhov, 
Gives  life  to  thefe,  and  makes  them  brighter  grow 

But  your's,  bold  artift  *,  claim  a  longer  date, 
The  great  original  preferves  their  fate  ; 
To  future  fame  tranfmit  the  finifh'd  piece, 
And  boaft  a  perfe«5l  parallel  with  Greece ; 
JNor  boaft  too  much — for  though  the  face  we  find, 
We  lofe  the  noble  image  of  the  mind : 
*Tis  ours  to  draw  the  manners,  yours  the  men, 
And  painting's  but  the  {hadow  of  the  pen  : 
Yet  happy  in  your  art,  0,  blefs  your  fate ! 
'  /'is  honour  here  enough  to  imitate  ; 
Whilft  we,  confounded  by  your  ikilfui  hand; 
7'hink  the  draught  lives,  and  fix'd  i;ke  pictures 
ftand. 

VERSES 

JSy  way  of  centra/}  to  tbeftregoing  Copy,  and  wrote  i'j>  • 
on  the  fame  occajior.. 

CRASSUS,  the  dulleft,  moft  pedantic  fool, 
That  ever  humm'd  o'er  jargon  in  a  fchool, 


Ambitious  of  attaining  endlefs  fame, 
At  firft,  by  ftudy  thought  toraife  his  name  ; 
For  this,  by  day,  the  plodding  pedant  por'd  ; 
For  this,  by  night,  o'er  facred  fages  ftwr'd  ; 
But  when  he  found  his  dull  attempts  were  rain, 
And  nature  gave  him  too  much  tongue  for  braia  : 
Thinks  he  the  painter  (hall  thefe  honours  give, 
And  make  this  face,  at  leaft,  in  colours  live, 
Qdck  as  his  word,  the  feeds  of  fame  arife, 
And  lo  !  the  mimic  monfter  ftrikcs  our  eyes  1    : 
So  like  !   fo  juft  the  living  copy  too, 
For  both  were  made  for  nothing  but  for  (how  ! 
O  may  their  fates  to  the  fame  end  be  turn'd, 
May  both  be  hang'd,  and  when   decay'd,  both 
burn'4'1 

ON  CRASSU3. 

DULL  magifterial  fool,  forbear 

To  (pit  thy  pointlefs  venom  here  ; 

To  more  exalted  glories  born, 

Thy  mean  indignities  .1  fcorn  ; 

Secure  of  fame,  J  boaft  my  layj, 

While  Pope,  while  Pacfc,  or  Congrevje  praife; 

Let  thefe  but  favour  what  I  write, 

And  damn'd  like  thee,  be  all  thy  fpite  : 

No  more  {hall  duty  force  my  lays, 

To  gild  thy  vanities  with  praife.  j 

If  e'er  again  my  colours  ftrive, 

To  make  thy  painter's  daubings  live; 

May  fate,  and  ev'ry  mufe  combine, 

To  blaft  me,  and  the  vile  defign  ; 

In  fhort,  may  heav'n,  aod  all  agree, 

To  laiafce  mtf  fuchan  afs  as  thee. 

^fOMEN  AND  WINE: 

AN    EPIGRAM. 

'TWAS  a  doubt  in  debate  among  fages  of  yore, 
Whether  women  or  wine  had  more  absolute  pow^r; 
Now  had  I  been  the  judge  when  the  matter  was 

done, 

Not  one  had  been  wifer  than  when  it  begun  ; 
For  how  can  man  tell  which  the  ftro/igeft  to  call, 
When  with  the  fame  cafe  both  can  give  him  a  fall  ? 

AD  CJELUM.      . 

Goott  Heaven  !  this  myftery  of  life  explain, 
Nor  let  me  think  I  bear  thy  load  in  vain  ; 
Left  with  the  tedious  paffige  cheerlefs  grown, 
Urg'd  by  defpair  !  throw  the  burden  down. 

FESTUM   LUSTRALE, 

S1VJC  BAPTIZATJO  RUSflCA- 

SOLENNES  ritus  puerumq.  afpergine  lymphas 
Sacratum  fuperis,  obftetricemq.  lacetam, 
Hinc  canere  incipimus,  faveat  Diana  canenti, 
Tuq.  harum  adjutrix  curarum,  et  confcia  Juno. 

Jam  decima  humentes  Aurora  fugaverat  Umbras 
Ex  quo  maternis  ini'ans  vagifiet  in  ulnis, 
Nee  mora  vicini  coeunt,  jam  debita  ventn 
Pars  puerum  facra-properant  confpergere  lyropha, 
Interea  pendent  f-pera  interrupta,  ligoq. 
Stat  medio  dcfixusagro,  fpinofaq.  fepes 
tat*  manus  Agreftis  pofcit,  at  ille 
O  O  ii] 
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Jam  parat  ut  fociis  cultus  con  viva  colonis 
Interiit,  juvat  hinc  dilponere  in  ordine  crine». 
Compofitum  conjux  aptat  coilare  marito  ; 
Nee  minus  ipfa  fibi  curat  fua  fponfa  tumentes 
Conftringit  vinclis  coftas,  fingitq.  premendo, 
Qjiamq.  fuis  nevit  manibus  circundata  lana  eft. 
Componit  veftes,  trcmulumq.  in  vertice  conum 
!Erigit,  et  farris  confpergit  pulvere  crints. 
Pars  pedes  ire  parat  campis,  pars  altera  Icntis 
Fertur  equis,  unaq.  armati  calcc  fatigant 
Quadrupedes,  lumbos  onerat  pinguifiima  conjux, 
Port,  cquitem  cura  atra  feden»,  firuilifq.  cadenti 
Saspe  premit  tutum  trcmebuuda  ad  pc&ora  fpon- 

.fum. 

llle  fibi  pondus  commifluni  reddere  terrze 
Gaudet,  et  optatas  tandem  contingere  portas. 
Jam  fubeunt  thalamum,  fociafq.  puerpera  matres 
lixcipit,  ilia  humeris  albo  velamine  cmcta  ell, 
Et  fedet  in  molli  plumis  fuffulta  fedili : 
Matrons:  fpe6lant  puerum,  juvat  ora  tueri 
lit  verfare  mauu,  nafumq.  agnofcere  patris, 
JVLijorumq.  genas,  et  blandus  matris  ocellos. 

Tune  avia  has  rumpit  placido  de  pectore  voces, 
Si  patrcm  mi-mini  puerum,  fie  ora  ferebat, 
lit  fie  ridebat  teneris  nutricis  in  ulms, 
Altera  fpes  avize  furgas,  meliora  parente 
Arva  colas,  mediaq.  oiim  luclator  arena, 
Subvertas  juvenes,  turn  parto  indute  galero 
Ibis  ovans,  tacitafq.  accendes  Phyllidia  igucs  ; 
At  fi  lai'fja  meis  flavelcit  mtffts  in  arvis, 
JJoftraq.  longaevoplaceat  fententia  fponfo 
Tu  uunquam  attrito  profcindes  arva  Ijgone, 
Wee  fubiges  tamos,  fed  graudior  aldermanus 
Urbani  incedes  tarduspoft  pondera  fceptri. 

J^audant  propofituia  matres,  et  provida  mopfa 
Dcilinat  scquocvaj  jam  nunc  connubia  natse, 
'I'anHuni  procedant  matres, quas  ir.ter  eutites, 
Inl'antcm manibus  geftat  I.ucina  tenellum, 
Qj]em  circumiufonutrix  oncraverat  oftro, 
Pt-mifl'aq.  flola  fedibus  qua  Eattus  et  omnes 
A  Batto  loliti  natos  decorare  recentes. 
r['um  fubcunt  templum,  T«icrum  ex  ordine  fontem 
fjupplicibus  cingunt  geuibus,  gelidamq.  facerdos 
J-papMt  aquam,  pucrb  nomenq.  imponit  avitum ; 
Flet  puer  e^  vetulx  gaudentes  omine  faufto 
3Mon  dubitant  longam  ex  fictu  prsediccre  vitam. 

At  domus  interca  luxu  decoratur  agrcfti, 
Difponunt  famuli  lances,  lutealq.  pattllas 
< Jrnamenti  abaci  veteris,  q\ii  mole  fua  flat 
jvigno  comppdtus  fculpto,  turn  lintea  menfac, 
l.iiitea  ficulnis  imponit  Candida  quadris  ; 
Tendula  deter jjuht,  quas  iixitaranea  fila, 
Bibliq.e  niridia  toliunt  antiqua  ft;neftris, 
Durlxiq.  modos,  quos  rolerat  efurjcns  mus. 

Idem  ardor  fervos  ilimulat,  queis  cun  culinsc, 
Accenuuiit  ignem,  vcrubulq.  affigcre  iongis 
Tcrga  hovis  properant,  mainbulq.  calcntia  verfant, 
Vane  alia  tepidum,  fumos  emittit,  ahenum, 
O  genii  alituum  lux  exhiola  1   C'^luniba 
AmilTos  queritur,  ttdloruni  in  culminc,  foetus, 
bulnq    ncglt  «flos  errat  galiiua  per  iiortos. 
'     Ilci  cura  pcnum  ftruere,  et '1'ptc-lahile  pruno 
Hsec  far  turn  miicet,  iarrijq.  ha;c  menia  condit, 
."Ptr  cereale  filum  ponii.s  fiagrantibus  impltt; 
{lia  parte  pu^r  cultros  in  luiiine  primo  \ 


Kxacuit,  n\ulta  abfiftit  fcintilla  metallo, 
Fervet  opus  fuavi  redolct  nidore  culina. 
Hacc  inter  famuli  varic  properantur,  et  omnis 
Jam  rtdit  a  templo  cosiviva,  epulifq.  paratis 
Accumbit  tacitus,  primaq.  in  fede  locatur 
Matrona,  infolito  gemuit  fub  pondere  fella, 
(Plena  fyfa)  tune  ilia  bovis  fumantia  terga 
In  partcfq.  fecat  varias,  menfamq.  per  omnena 
Mittit,  et  agrefles  epulis  lattantur  opimis, 
Vinaq.  de  pleno  ducunt  prmiacea  cornu 
Kidcntes,  et  faepe  calix  redit  a6lis  in  orbetn, 
Exhilarans  ar.imos,  et  cordia  oblita  laborum. 

Jam  JLucina  tui  glifcun*'  incendia  nafi 
Et  lingua  inceffis  tardos  mordace  markos, 
Ultra  annos  voltumq.  gcrens  animumq.  facet  urn, 
O  pecus  ignavum  fponfi !  queis  nullus  in  auU 
Filiolus  ludit,  nee  dulcis  filia,  patrem 
Quz  recreet  placidis  redeuntem  vefpere  nugis. 
Miitaq.  colloquiis  puerilibus  ofcula  figac, 
Vos  multi  pueri,  mr.ltae  fprevere  puellz  ; 
Dum  luget  vacuos  prudena  matrona  pcnates, 
O  utinam  fegnes  lex  puniat  aequa  maritos  [ 
Floreat  ille  pater  qui  natis  corrtputat  annos. 

Finierat,  calicemq.  arenti  gutture  pleniim 
Siccat,  et  hoc  hauftu  nondum  fatiata  reccdit 
Interiore  domo,  matrefq.  obledlat  hiantes 
Secretaobfcurispandens  myfteria  verbis, 
Et  fteriles  damnans  campos,  procul  ite  puellae 
Fas  nulli  innuptae  L.ucina?  audire  laborea ; 
Non  pudet  opprobriis  fpcnfas  illudere,  culpas 
Vicin«e  arcanas  alio  fub  nomine  celat, 
Fa:mineamq.  jubet  praeftare  filcntia  turbam. 

Eruit  intcrea  veftes,  cunifq.  reponit 
Infantrm  nutrix,  en  parvum  machina  leilura, 
hfficit  objecStu  laterum,  mirabere  coftas 
Vimine  candentj  textas,  et  penfile  tegmen 
Obduclum  capiti  (laedat  ne  pulvis  ocellos) 
Subjeclafq.  pede«,  queis  machina  mobilis  un& 
Itq.  reditq.  via,  fomnumq.  invitat  eundo. 

Flet  puer  interea  cantat  blandiffima  nutrix, 
Atq.  imperfedis  lallat  cunalc  loquelis  ; 
Nee  potis  eft  molli  fletum  compcfcere  cantu ; 
Qiiin  puerum  e  cunis  tollat,  mammafq.  mini 
Suppeditatq.  cidum,  proprio  quern  verfat  in 
[pfa  prius  guftuq.  alieno  impafcitur  infans  ; 
Haud  aliter  fruges  difperfas  colligit  arvis 
Ales,  et  ore  retert  puilis  crepitantibus,  illi 
Efcam  avide  captmit,  et  hianti  gutture  con 

At  juvenes,  puero  dederant  qui  nomina,  lil 
Ofcula  virginibus,  repetita  eft  flam  ma  medul 
Mollis,  et  incaftos  Ireti  meditantur  am<>res. 
Agricol»E  multu  traherent  convivia  no6te, 
Ni  jam  fuaderent  fulgentia  fidera  fomnos  : 
$urgunt  convivae,  Corydon  ramen  ipfe  morat 
C^ntinuatq.  fcyphos,  fcdet  seternumq.  fedcbit, 
Ni  moveat  foiitas  conjux  fidiflima  lites. 
Uifcedunt  hilares,  baculo  hie  veftigia  firmat, 
Sobrins  hunc  portat  bene  nota  ad  tecla  cabal 
Conjugis  implicitam  tenet  iile  uxorius  uluar 
Turn  pater  exultans  dictis  compellat  euntes 
Ire,  valetc  omnes,  tandem  redeunte  Dectmbn 
Ni  f'allor,  pulchram  pariet  mea  Lydia  natamj 
Vofq.  reverluro  feilum  renovabitis  anno. 
Kident  matrons,  votiiq.  his  omnia  firmant, 
gtet  donius,  et  iimili  frondeicat  prole  quot« 
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Perhaps  ev'n  Genius  pours  a  flighted  lay; 

Perhaps  ev'n  Friendfhip  fheds  a  fruitlefs  tear ; 
Ev'n  Lyttleton  but  vainly  trims  the  bay, 

And  fondly  graces  HAMMOND'S  mournful  bier. 
Though  weeping  virgins  haunt  his  favour'd  urn, 

Renew  their  chaplets,  and  repeat  their  fighs; 
Though  near  his  tomb  Sabean  odours  burn, 

The  loitering  fragrance,  will  it  reach  the  Ikies  ? 
No,  Ihould  his  DELIA  votive  wreaths  prepare, 

DELIA  might  place  the  votive  wreaths  in  vain  : 
Yet  the  dear  hope  of  DELIA'S  future  care, 

Once  crown'd  his  pleasures,  and  difpell'd  his  pain. 


SHENSTONE,  ELE«.  II. 


EDINBURGH: 

BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE* 
Anna  1794. 


THE  LIFE  OF  HAMMOND. 


OF  JAMES  HAMMOND,  though  he  he  generally  known  as  an  elegiac  poet,  and  well  rememiberci 
as  a  man  efteemed  and  carefled  by  the  elegant  and  the  great,  few  memorials  am  to  be  found. 

The  accounts  of  his  biographers  are  difcordant  and  unsatisfactory.  According  to  Shiels,  he  wa» 
the  fon  of  a  Turkey  merchant  in  the  city  of  London,  and  had  fome  office  at  the  Prince  of 
Wales's  Court,  till  the  love  of  a  lady,  whofe  name  was  Dafhwood,  for  a  time  difordered  his  under-* 
{landing.  The  lady  either  could  not  return  his  paffion  with  a  reciprocal  fondnefs,  or  entertained 
too  ambitious  views  to  fettle  her  affections  upon  him.  "  He  was  inextinguifliably  amorous,  and  h« 
miftrefs  inexorably  cruel." 

"  Of  this  narrative,"  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  «{  part  is  true,  and  part  falfe.  He  was  the  fecond  fon  of 
Anthony  Hammond,  a  man  of  note  among  the  wits,  poets,  and  parliamentary  orators,  in  the  begin- 
ning of  this  century,  who  was  allied  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  by  marrying  his  fifter." 

This  account  is  ftill  erroneous.  He  was  of  a  different  family ;  the  fecond  fon  of  Anthony  Haw-r 
mbnd,  Efq.  of  Somerfham-place,  in  the  county  of  Huntingdon,  member  of  Parliament  for  Shore- 
ham  in  Sufiex.  He  vacated  his  feat,  December  7.  1708,  upon  being  made  a  Commiffioner  of  the 
Navy,  and  died  about  1748. 

Anthony  Hammond,  Efq.  who  had  the  name  of  "  the  filver-tongued  Hammond,"  given  him  by 
Bolingbroke,  was  of  Wotton  in  the  county  of  Norfolk.  He  married  Sufannah,  a  fifter  of  Sir  Ro- 
bert Walpole.  A  volume  of  mifcellany  poems  was  infcribed  to  him,  in  1694,  by  his  friend  Hopkins; 
and  in  17*0,  he  was  himfelf  the  editor  of  "  A  New  Mifcellany  of  Original  Poems,*'  in  which  h« 
had  no  fmall  (hare.  He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Moyle ;  and  wrote  the  "  Account  of  his 
Life  and  Writings,"  prefixed  to  his  works  in  1727. 

He  was  born  about  1710,  and  educated  at  Weftminfter-fchool ;  but  it  does  not  appear  that  lie 
was  of  any  univerfity. 

He  feems  to  have  come  very  early  into  public  notice,  and  to  have  "been  diftinguifhed  hy  thcfe 
whofe  friendfhip  prejudiced  mankind  at  that  time  in  favour  of  the  man  on  whom  they  were  beftow- 
ed ;  for  he  was  the  companion  of  Cobham,  Lyttleton,  and  Chefterfield,  by  whofe  intereft  he  oi- 
tained  the  place  of  Equerry  to  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

He  was  alfo  much  efteeraed  by  Nicholas  Hammond,  Efq. ;  who,  at  his  death,  which  happened 
Oft.  13. 1733,  left  him  an  eftate  worth  400 1.  a-year,  befides  leaving  500!.  for  erecting  a  fchool- 
houfe,  and  500  L  for  endowing  it. 

In  1740,  he  wrote  the  Prologue  to  "  Elmeric,'*  a  poflhumous  tragedy,  written  by  Lillo ;  in  which  it 
is  faid,  that  when  he  wrote  that  play,  he  ivat  dijlre/ed  iy  tvant,  and  affected  bydifeafe.  But  in  the 
former  particular  there  appears  to  be  a  miflake,  as  he  died  poffeffed  of  an  eftate  of  60 1.  a-year,  bft« 
fides  other  effects  to  a  confiderable  value.  The  Epilogue  ha«  alfo  been  afcribed  to  Hammond. 

In  174!,  he  was  chofen  into  Parliament  for  Truro  in  Cornwall;  probably  one  of  thofe  who  were 
elected  by  the  Prince's  influence. 

He  died  at  Stowe,  the  famous  feat  of  Lord  Cobham,  June  7.  174*1  in  the  thirty-fecond  year  of 
his  age.  Mifs  Dafhwood  long  furrived  him,  and  died  unmarried,  bed-chamber-woman  to  the 
Queen,  in  1779. 

The  character  which  her  lover  bequeathed  her,  was  not  likely  to  attract  courtfhip  j  yet  it  was 
Jier  own  f^ult  that  %s  rcnwinjd  fingle,  having  had  another  very  honourable  offer. 
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The  character  of  Hammond  feems  to  have  been  highly  amiable  and  refpeclable.  He  is  faid  t» 
have  divided  his  life  between  pleafure  and  books ;  in  his  retirement  forgetting  the  town,  and  in  his 
gaiety  lofing  the  ftudent.  Of  his  literary  hours,  all  the  efforts  are  here  exhibited,  except  a  Ballad 
lung  at  Vauxhall  forty  years  ago,  beginning,  0  how  could  1  venture  to  love  one  like  tbee  !  and  the 
fogue  to  "  Elmeric,"  which  have  been  given  to  him. 

His  Love  .I'cgies,  written  "before  he  was  twenty-two  years  old,"  were  publifticd  foon  after  hit 
death,  with  a  recommendatory  preface  by  the  editor,  who  was  then  believed,  and  is  now  affirmed 
by  Dr.  Maty,  to  be  the  Earl  of  Chefterfield. 

"  Of  the  prefacer,"  fays  Dr,  Johnfon,"  whoever  he  was,  it  may  be  reafonably  fufpefted,  that  he  ne- 
ver read  the  poems ;  for  he  profefles  to  value  them  for  a  v«ry  high  fpecies  of  excellence,  and  recom- 
mends them  as  the  genuine  effufions  of  the  mind,  which  expreffes  a  real  pafiion  in  the  language  of  na- 
ture. But  the  truth  is,  thefe  elegies  have  neither  paflion,  nature,  nor  manners.  Where  there  is  fidlion, 
there  is  no  pafiion ;  he  that  defcribes  himfelf  as  a  Ihepherd,  and  his  Neara  or  Delia  as  a  fhepherdefs,  and 
talks  of  goats  and  lambs,  feels  no  pafiion.  He  that  courts  his  miftrefs  with  Roman  imagery,  deferve$ 
to  lofe  her ;  for  fhe  may  with  good  grace  fufpe&  his  fincerity.  Hammond  has  few  fentiments  drawn 
from  nature,  and  few  images  from  modern  Hfe.  He  produces  nothing  but  frigid  pedantry.  It  would 
be  hard  to  find  in  all  his  produilions  three  ftanzas  that  deferve  to  be  remembered.  His  verfes  are 
not  rugged  :  but  they  have  no  fweetnefs ;  they  never  glide  in  a  dream  of  melody.  Why  Ham- 
mond and  other  writers  have  thought  the  quatrain  of  ten  fyllables  elegiac,  it  is  difficult  to  tell.  Th« 
character  of  the  elegy  is  gentlenefs  and  tenuity  ;  but  this  ftanza  ha*  been  pronounced  by  Dryden, 
whofe  knowledge  of  Engliih  metre  was  not  inconfiderable,  to  be  the  moft  magnificent  of  all  the 
meafures  which  our  language  affords." 

The  critical  decifions  of  Dr.  Johsfon,  it  is  not,  in  general,  very  fafe  to  contradict ;  except  when 
they  may  be  attributed,  as  in  the  prefent  inftance,  to  the  force  of  prejudice,  or  to  vitiated  and  de- 
fe&ive  feelings,  refpecling  poetical  beauty. 

Confidcrir.g  Dr.  Johnfon's  peculiar  turn  of  mind,  there  is  no  wonder  that  he  fhould  deny  nature 
to  Hammond,  and  find  no  melpdy  in  his  verfe.  The  general  opinion  is  much  more  favourable. 
That  he  has  been  much  read,  and  greatly  admired,  ferves  to  contradict  the  affertion  of  that  too-ri- 
gid critic,  and  efUblifhes  his  claim  to  fomc  portion  of  tendernefs  and  harmony  ;  for  by  the  judg- 
ment of  the  common,  unprejudiced,  unpedantic  reader,  the  merit  of  every  poetical  ccmpofition  muft 
be  ultimately  determined. 

The  popular  decifions  upon  the  character  of  Hammond,  have  been  exceedingly  favourable  :  By 
feme,  perhaps,  he  has  been  extolled  too  high.  He  certainly  poflefled  an  elegant  and  cultivated 
mind.  He  is  not  deficient  either  in  feeling,  or  melody  of  verfe.  He  has  generally  cxprefled  himfelf 
svith  fcnfibility,  and  in  meafures  fufiiciently  harmonious. 

The  fpecific  character  of  his  elegies,  and  his  pretenfiona  to  originality,  have  by  no  means  been 
diftinguifhed  or  afcertained  with  fufficient  accuracy. 

Dr.  Johnfon  indeed  fpeaks,  but  only  to  difapprove  of  his  "  Roman  imagery ;"  and  Lord  Chefter- 
field, in  his  preface  to  the  elegies,  informs  us,  that  Hammond  feems  to  have  judicioufly  taken  Ti- 
iullus  for  his  model,  rather  than  Ovid. 

After  reading  Tibullus  and  Hammond,  with  the  moft  candid  attention,  the  prefent  writer  i« 
obliged  to  obferve,  that  Hammond  appears  not  merely  to  have  taken  the  Roman  poet  for  his  model, 
jbut  to  have  taken  from  him  fome  of  the  moft  beautiful  pafiages  in  his  elegies. 

The  parallel  paffages  appear  almoft  in  every  page  of  both  poets ;  yet  Dr.  Johnfon  is  filent  en  the 
fubje<2  ;  and  Lord  Chefterfield  pafles  it  over,  as  if  he  had  no  fufpicion  of  Hammond's  obligations  to 
Tibullus. 

The  following  inflances,  which  immediately  occur,  will  fpecify  what  can  by  no  means  be  called 
imitations,  being  almoft  literal  tranflations. 

Compare  Tibullus,  Lib.  i.  Elcg.  i.,  with  the  thirteenth  elegy  of  Hammond.  The  thought  of 
tain  afliftinc:  fluniber,  is  finely  tranfiated.  < 

Quam  juvat  immites  ventos  audire  cubantem,  3 

£t  cUuiiiium  tcnero  ccntinuilTe  fir.u  : 
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Aut,  gelidas  hibernus  aquas  cum  fudcrit  auftcr, 
Sccurum  fomnos  imbre  juvante  fequi '. 

"What  joy  to  hear  the  tempeft  howl  in  vain, 

And  cjafp  a  fearful  miftrefs  to  my  breaft, 
Or,  lull'd  to  ilumher  by  the  beating  ruia, 

Secure  and  happy,  fink  at  lail  to  reft ! 

Compare  Tibullus,  Lib.  i.  Eleg.  5.,  with  the  thirteenth  elegy  of  Hammond* 

Hue  veniet  Mcffala  meus,  cui  dulcia 

Delia  felediis  detrahet  arboribus  ; 
Et  tantum  venerata  virum  hunc  fedula  curet, 

Huic  paret,  atque  epulas  ipfa  miniftra  gerat. 

Hammond  has  applied  this  delicate  compliment  to  Lord  Chefterfield,  with  admirable  felicity  o£ 
cxprcflion.  Strokes  of  this  exquifite  nature  are  only  to  be  expedled  from  thofe  who  have  accef«  ta 
the  great,  but  whom  the  great  have  not  infeded  with  felfifhnefs. 

Stanhope  fhall  come,  and  grace  his  rural  friend ; 

Delia  fhall  wonder  at  her  noble  gueft ; 
Wrth  blufhing  awe  the  riper  fruit  commend, 

And  for  her  hulband's  patron  cull  the  bed,  , 

Again, 

T e  fpedtcm,  fuprema  mihi  cum  reneris  hora, 
Te  teneam  moriens  deficiente  manu. 

On  her  I'll  gaze,  when  other  loves  are  o'er, 
<4r.d,  dying,  prefs  her  with  my  clay-cold  hand. 
Again, 

Parce  folutis 
Crinibus,  et  teneris,  Delia,  parce  genis. 

Wound  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair* 
Compare  Tibullus,  Lib.  i.  Eleg.  5  ,  with  the  fourteenth  elegy  of  Hammond* 

At  mihi  felicem  vitarn,  ft  falva  fuifles 
Fingebam  dcmens         

What  fcenes  cf  blifs  my  raptur'd  fancy  fram'd  I 
Hammond  has  improved  upon  Tibullus,  Lib.  a.,  Eleg.  vi.  in  his  fecond  elegy. 

Adieu,  ye  walls  !  &c. 
Compare  Tibullus,  Lib.  iii.  Eleg.  a.,  with  the  ninth  elegy  of  Hammond^ 

Qui  primus  caram  juveni,  carumque  puell» 

Eripuit  juvenem,  ferreus  ille  fuit. 
Purus  et  ille  fuit,  qui  tantum  ferre  dolorem. 

Vivere  et  erepta  conjuge  qui  potuit. 

Thefe  fentimerjts  are  finely  expreffed  by  Hammond. 

He  who  could  firft  two  gentle  hearts  unbind, 

And  rob  a  lover  of  his  weeping  fair  : 
JIard  was  the  man  ;  but  harder,  in  my  mind, 

The  lover  flill  who  died  not  of  defpair. 

AB*% 

Ergo  quum  tenuem  fuero  mutatus  in  umbram, 

Candidaque  ofla  fuper  nigra  favilla  tegit, 
Ante  meum  veniat  longos  incompta  capillos,, 

Et  ^«at  ante  mewm  mrefta 
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nte,  which  is  altogether  foreign  to  Engliih  manners,  Hammond  has  rather  injudiciouiy 
Vajisferred  into  his  ninth  elegy. 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  corfe  attend, 

With  eyes  averted  light  the  folemn  fire, 
Till  all  around  the  doleful  flames  afcend  ; 

Then,  flowly  finking,  by  degrees  expire  ? 

It  is  unneceflary  to  tranfcribe  more  parallel  paflages,  to  (how  that  Hamm«nd,  not  fatisfied 
taking  Tibullus  for  his  model,  has  transfufed  into  his  elegies  the  fcntiments  and  the  imagery  of  the 
Roman  poet.  Yet  it  ought  to  be  obfervcd,  that  he  has  very  often  taken  the  liberty  to  tranfpofe, 
and  fometimes  paraphraftically  to  enlarge  the  thoughts,  and  to  give  the  imagery  a  more  modern 
polifh.  In  the  paffages  he  has  tranflated,  he  has  generally  improved  on  TibulJus,  and  given  his  ver- 
jGon  of  the  moft  exact,  elegant,  and  harmonious  of  the  Roman  elegiac  poets,  the  eafy  air  of  a  modern 
•riginal.  As  he  felt  the  diftrefs  which  gave  rife  to  moft  of  the  elegies  of  Trbullus,  he  is  not  inferior 
to  him  in  amorous  tendernefs  and  poetical  fancy.  His  elegies  have  thofe  fallies  and  tranfitions  of 
paffion,  that  frantic  and  defponding  air,  fo  obferveablc  in  the  Roman  poet ;  for  thefc  are  the  natural 
emanations  of  a  heated  fancy,  and  a  diftraficd  heart. 

His  greateft  fault  is,  an  injudicious  adoption  of  the  mythology,  and  too  fervile  an  adherence  t* 
the  manners  of  the  Roman  poet ;  which  detraS  from  bis  merit  as  an  imitator,  more  than  as  a  tranf- 
lator  of  Tibullus.  Amorous  elegy  is  lefs  local  than  many  other  of  the  minor  kinds  of  goetry ;  the 
yaflion  of  love  operating  nearly  the  fame  upon  the  human  mind  in  all  ages  :  yet  as  the  modes  of 
exprefling  that  pailion  differ  much  in  different  countries,  fo  thefc  modes  muft  not  be  confounded; 
a  Roman  ought  not  to  make  love  like  a  Grecian,  nor  an  Engliflmian  like  a  Roman. 

Although  the  elegies  of  Hammond  warrant,  in  fame  degree,  this  cenfure,  yet  it  ought  to  be  con- 
fidered,  that  he  has  both  nature  and  originality  in  many  parts ;  and  the  Elegie*  to  Mr.  Grcnvillt 
and  Mifs  Dajb-wooi,  ought  to  have  been  exempted  from  the  cenfure  of  pr.  Johnfon,  who  has  fpo- 
ken  of  him  with  too  great  afperity.  They  are  written  in  the  heroic  meafure,  the  fentiments  are 
exquifitely  delicate,  and  the  numbers  flow  with  an  eafy  correctnefs.  An  "  Anfwer  to  the  Elegy  tt» 
Mifs  Dafhwood,"  was  written  by  Lord  Harvey »  and  is  a  fuitable  companion  to  it. 

The  meafHre  which  he  has  adopted  in  his  other  elegies,  is  the  quatrain,  or  alternate  rhyme,  whic?i4 
Jjkc  the  Latin  hexameter  and  pentameter,  is  thought  to  be  peculiarly  fuited  to  plaintive  fubjecls ; 
and  it  mud  be  confeffed,  that  he  has  happily  fucceeded.  The  quatrain  has,  indeed,  a  difagreeaWe 
famenefs  in  its  ftniclwre,  every  fucceeding  ftanea  being  a  faithful  echo  to  the  laft ;  yet  is  there 
fbmething  plaintive  in  it — fome  pathetic  foftnefs  in  the  defcending  melody,  that  feems  fitted  to  ex- 
prefs  the  tender  pafiions.  It  is  the  peculiar  language  of  love  and  melancholy,  when  they  fjbnthe 
their  forrows  with  the  penfive  mufe.  It  is  now  appropriated  to  the  complaining  tone  of  the  Eng- 
lid  elegy,  by  Gray,  Shenityne,  Mafon,  Whitehead,  Gixme,  and  other  elegiac  poets. 

On  the  character  of  Hammond  it  is  unntceflary  to  enlarge,  as  it  is  given  in  the  preface  to  his 
elegies,  by  Lord  Chefterfield,  with  a  minuteneis,  elegance,  and  tendcrnef*,  which,  making  due 
allowance  for  the  partiality  of  fricndfhip,  and  the  extravagance  of  erroneous  cmicifm,  leave  nothing 
to  be  fupplied  by  a  cafual  hand.  6 


PREFACE. 


[BY   LORD    CHESTERFIELD.] 


XHS  following  elegies  were  wrote  by  a  young 
gentleman  lately  dead,  and  juftly  lamented. 

As  he  had  never  declared  his  intentions  con- 
cerning their  publication,  a  friend  of  his,  into 
whofe  hands  they  fell,  determined  to  publifti  them, 
in  the  perfuafion  that  they  would  neither  be  un- 
welcoms  to  the  public,  nor  injurious  to  the  me- 
mory of  their  author.  The  reader  mufl  decide, 
whether  this  determination  was  the  refult  of  juft 
judgment,  or  partial  friendfhip ;  for  the  sditor  feels, 
and  avows  fo  much  of  the  latter,  that  he  gives  up 
all  pretenfions  to  the  former. 

The  author  compofed  them  ten  years  ago,  be- 
fore he  was  two  and  twenty  years  old ;  an  age 
when  fancy  and  imagination  commonly  riot,  at  the 
expence  of  judgment  and  corre<5tnefs,  neither  of 
which  feem  wanting  here.  But  fincere  in  his  love 
as  in  his  fricndftup,  he  wrote  to  his  miftrefies.,  as 
he  fpoke  to  his  friends,  nothing  but  the  true  ge- 
nuine fentiments  of  his  heart;  he  fate  down  to  write 
what  he  thought,  not  to  think  what  he  ftiould 
write ;  it  was  nature  and  fentiment  only  that 
dictated  to  a  real  miftrcfs,  not  youthful  and  poetic 
fancy, to  aa  imaginary  one.  Elegy,  therefore,lpeaks 
here  her  own,  proper,  native  language,  the  unaf- 
fe&etl  plaintive  language  of  the  tender  paffions; 
the  true  elegiac  dignity  and  fimplicity  are  preferv- 
ed,  and  united ,  the  one  without  pride,  the  other 
without  meaanefs.  Tibullus  feems  to  have  been 


che  model  our  author  judicioufly  preferred  tft 
Ovid;  the  former  writing  diredUy  from  the  heart, 
to  the  heart ;  the  latter  too  often  yielding  and  ad~ 
dreffing  himfelf  to  the  imagination. 

The  undiflipated  youth  of  the  author,  allowed 
him  time  to  apply  himfelf  to  the  beft  matters,  the 
ancients,  and  his  parts  enabled  him  to  make  the 
beft  ufe  of  them ;  for  upon  thofe  great  models  of 
folid  fenfe  and  virtue,  he  formed  not  only  his  ge- 
nius, but  his  heart,  both  well  prepared  by  nature 
co  adopt,  and  adorn  the  refemblance.  He  admired 
that  juftnefs,  that  noble  iimplicity  of  thought  and 
exprefiion,  which  have  diftinguifhed,  and  preferved 
their  writings  to  this  day;  but  he  revered  that  love 
of  their  country,  that  contempt  of  riches,  that  fa- 
crednefs  of  friendihip,  and  all  thofe  heroic  and  fa- 
cial virtues,  which  marked  them  out  as  the  objects 
of  the  veneration,  though  not  the  imitation,  of  fuc- 
ceeding  ages ;  and  he  looked  back  with  a  kind  of 
religious  awe  and  delight,  upon  thofe  glorious,  and 
happy  times  of  Greece  and  Rome,  when  wifdom, 
virtue,  and  liberty  formed  the  only  triumvirates, 
ere  luxury  invited  corruption  to  taint,  or  corrup- 
tion introduced  flavery  to  deitroy,  all  public  and 
private  virtues.  In  thefe  fentiments  he  lived,  and 
would  have  lived,  even  in  thefe  times ;  in  thefe 
fentiments  he  died — but  in  thefe  times  too — £/£ 
non  erepta  a  diis  immortalibut  y'tfa^fed  doaata  mrt  ejjje- 


LOVE  ELEGIES. 


Virginibus  ptierifque  canto." 

FIRST   PRINTED  IN   174$. 


ELEGY    I. 

6n  Us  fatting  in  Love  <witb  Near  at. 

FABEWELL  that  liberty  our  fathers  give, 
In  vain  they  gave,  their  fons  receiv'd  in  vain  : 
t  faw  Nesera,  and  her  inftant  flave, 
Though  born  a  Briton,  hugg'd  the  fervile  chain, 
fter  ufage  well  repays  my  coward  heart, 
Meanly  Ihe  triumphs  in  her  lover's  fliame, 
No  healing  joy  relieves  his  conftant  fmart, 
No  fmile  of  love  rewards  the  lofs,  of  fame. 
Oh,  that  to  feel  thefe  killing  pangs  no  more, 
On  Scythian  hills  I  lay  a  fenfelefs  ftone, 
Was  fix'd  a  rock  amidft  the  watery  roar, 
And  in  the  vaft  Atlantic  ftood  alone. 
Adieu,  ye  mufes,  or  my  paflion  aid, 
Why  ftiould  I  loiter  by  your  idle  fpring  ? 
My  humble  voice  would  move  one  only  maid, 
And  (he  contemns  the  trifles  which  I  fing. 
I  do  not  afk  the  lofty  Epic  ftrain, 
Nor  ftrive  to  paint  the  wonders  of  the  fphere; 
I  only  fing  one  cruel  maid  to  gain, 
Adieu,  ye  mufes,  if  fhe  will  not  hear. 
No  more  in  ufelefs  innocence  I'll  pine. 
Since  guilty  prefents  win  the  greedy  fair, 
I'll  tear  its  honours  from  the  broken  fhrine, 
But  chiefly  thine,  O  Venus  !  will  1  tear. 
Peceiv'd  by  thee,  1  lov'd  a  beauteous  maid, 
Who  bends  on  fordid  gold  her  low  defires : 
Nor  worth  nor  paflion  can  her  heart  perfuade, 
But  love  muft  a<5l  what  avarice  requires. 
Unwife  who  firft,  the  charm  of  nature  loft, 
With  Tyrian  purple  foil'd  the  fnowy  fheep  ; 
Unwifer  ftill  who  feas  and  mountains  croft, 
To  dig  the  rock,  and  fearch  the  pearly  deep  : 
Thefe  coftly  toys  our  filly  fair  furprife, 
The  fhining  follies  cheat  their  feeble  fight, 
Their  hearts  fecure  in  trifles,  love  defpife, 
*Tis  vain  to  court  them,  but  more  vain  to  write. 
Why  did  the  gods  conceal  the  little  mind, 
And  earthly  thoughts  beneath  a  heavenly  face  ; 
Forget  the  worth  that  dignifies  mankind, 
Yet  fraooth  and  polilh  fo  each  outward  grace  ? 


Hence  all  the  blame  that  Love  and  Venus  bear, 
Hence  plealure  fliort,  and  anguifh  ever  long, 
Hence  tears  and  fighs,  and  hence  the  peevifh  fair, 
The  frovvard  lover — hence  this  angry  fong. 

ELEGY  II. 

Unable  to  ftlsfy  tit  covetous  ten  per  of  Nearu^  le  in- 
tends to  mate  a  Campaign,  and  /ry,  ifpojfiblct  to  for- 
get her. 

ADIEU,  ys  walls,  thnt  jnnrd  my  cruel  fair, 
No  more  I'll  fit  in  rofy  fetters  bound, 
My  limbs  have  learnt  the  weight  of  arms  to  bcar^ 
My  roufing  fpirits  feel  the  trumpet's  found. 
Few  are  the  maiis  that  now  on  merit  fmile, 
On  fpoil  and  war  is  bent  this  iron  age  : 
Yet  pain  and  death  attend  on  war  anJ  fpoil, 
Unfated  vengeance  and  rehiorfelefs  rage. 

To  purchafe  fpoil,  even  love  itfdf  is  fold, 
Her  lover's  heart  is  lead  Neaera's  care, 
And  I  through  war  muft  feek  detefted  gold, 
Not  for  myfelf,  but  for  my  venal  fair  : 

That   while   fhe  bends   beneath   the   weight   fcf 

drefs, 

The  ftiffen'd  robe  may  fpoil  her  eafy  mien  ; 
And  art  miftaken  make  her  beauty  lefs, 
While  ftill  it  hides  fome  graces  better  feen. 
But  if  fuch  toys  can  win  her  lovely  fmile, 
Hers  be  the  wealth  of  Tagus'  golden  fund, 
Hers  the  bright  gems  that  "[low  in  India's  full, 
Hers  the  black  fons  of  Afric's  fultry  land. 
To  pleafe  her  eye  let  every  loom  contend, 
For  her  be  rifled  ocean's  pearly  bed. 
But  where,  alas !  would  idle  fancy  tend, 
And  foothe  with  dreams  a  youthful  poet's  head  ? 
Let  others  buy  the  cold  unloving  maid, 
n  forc'd  embraces  a&  the  tyrant's  part, 
While  I  their  felfifti  luxury  upbraid, 
And  fcorn  the  pcrfon  where  I  doubt  the  heart. 
Thus  warm'd  by  pride,  I  think  I  love  no  more, 
And  hide  in  threats  the  weaknefs  of  my  mind  : 
n  vain, — though  reafon  fly  the  hated  door, 
Vet  Love,  the  coward  Love,  ftill  lags  behind. 
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ELEGY  III. 


He  upbraids  and  threatens  the  avarice  of  Nearat  and 
refdves  to  quit  her. 

SHOULD  Jove  defcend  in  floods  of  liquid  ore, 
And  golden  torrents  ftream  from  every  part, 
That  craving  bofom  ftitl  would  heave  for  more, 
Not  all  the  gods  could  fatisfy  thy  heart  : 
But  may  thy  folly,  which  can  thus  difdain 
My  honeft  love,  the  mighty  wrong  repay, 
May  midnight  fire  involve  thy  fordid  gain, 
And  on  the  fhining  heaps  of  rapine  prey  : 
May  all  the  youths,  like  me,  by  love  deceiv'd, 
Not  quench  the  ruin,  but  applaud  the  doom ; 
And,  when  thou  dy'ft,  may  not  one  heart  begriev'd, 
May  not  one  tear  bedew  the  lonely  tomb. 

But  the  deferving,  tender,  generous  maid, 
Whofe  only  care  is  her  poor  lover's  mind, 
Though  ruthlefs  age  may  bid  her  beauty  fade, 
In  every  friend  to  love,  a  friend  {hall  find  : 
And,  when  the  lamp  of  life  will  burn  no  more, 
When  dead  {he  feems  as  in  a  gentle  fleep, 
The  pitying  neighbour  {hall  her  lofs  deplore, 
And  round  the  bier  afiembled  lovers  weep  : 
With  flowery  garlands,  each  revolving  year, 
Shall  ftrow  the  grave  where  truth  and  foftnefs  reft, 
Then  home  returning,  drop  the  pious  tear, 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  eafy  on  her  breaft. 


ELEGY  IV. 

{To  his  friend^  written  under  the  confinement  of  a  long 
indifpo/ition. 

While  calm  you  fit  beneath  your  fecret  fliade, 
And  lofe  in  pleafing  thought  the  fummer-day, 
Or  tempt  the  wifh  of  fome  unpradtis'd  maid, 
Whofe  heart  at  once  inclines  and  fears  to  ftray  : 
The  fprightly  vigour  of  my  youth  is  fled, 
Lonely  and  fick,  on  death  is  all  my  thought, 
Oh,  fpare,  Perfephone,  this  guiltlefs  head, 
Love,  too  much  love,  is  all  thy  fuppliant's  fault. 
No  virgin's  eafy  faith  I  e'er  betray'd, 
My  tongue  ne'er  boafted  of  a  feign'd  embrace ; 
No  poifons  in  the  cup  have  t  convey'd, 
Nor  veil'd  deftrudbion  v.ith  a  friendly  face  : 

No  fecret  horrors  gnaw  this  quiet  breaft, 
This  pious  hand  ne'er  robb'd  the  faqred  fane, 
I  ne'er  difturb'd  the  gods  eternal  reft 
With  curfes  loud, — but  oft  have  pray'd  ra  vain. 

No  ftealth  of  time  has  thinn'd  my  flowing  hair, 
Nor  age  yet  bent  me  with  his  iron  hand  : 
Ah  !  why  fo  foon  the  tender  bloffom  tear ! 
Ere  autumn  yet  the  riperi'd  fruit  demand  ? 
Ye  gods,  whoe'er  in  gloomy  {hades  below, 
Now  (lowly  tread  your  melancholy  round  ; 
Now  wandering1,  view  the  paleful  rivers  flow, 
And  rnufing  hearken  to  their  folemn  found  : 
Oh,  let  me  flill  enjoy  the  cheerful  day, 
Till,  many 'years  unheeded  o'er  me  roU'J, 


Pleas'd  in  my  age,  I  trifle  life  away, 

And  tell  how  much  he  lov'd,  ere  I  grew  old. 

But  you,  who  now,  with  feftive  garlands  crown'd, 
In  chafe  of  pleafure  the  gay  moments  fpend, 
By  quick  enjoyment  heal  love's  pleafing  wound, 
And  grieve  for  nothing  but  your  abfent  friend. 

ELEGY  V. 

Tie  Lover  is  atjirjl  introduced  fpeaking  to  Lit  Servant, 
he  afterwards  addrejfes  himfelf  to  his  Mijlrefi,  and 
at  laji  there  is  afufpofeJ  Interview  between  them. 

WITH  wine,  more  wine,  deceive  thy  matter's  care, 
Till  creeping  {lumber  foothe  his  troubled  breaft, 
Let  not  a  whifper  ftir  the  filent  air. 
If  haplefs  love  a  while  confent  to  reft. 
Untoward  guards  befet  my  Cynthia's  doors, 
And  cruel  locks  th'  imprifon'd  fair  conceal, 
May  lightnings  blaft  whom  love  in  vain  implores^ 
And  Jove's  own  thunder  rive  thofe  bolts  of  ftteU 
Ah,  gentle  door,  attend  my  humble  call, 
Nor  let  thy  founding  hinge  or  thefts  betray, 
So  all  my  curfes  far  from  thee  {hall  fall, 
We  angry  lovers  mean  not  half  we  fay. 

Remember  now  the  flowery*  wreathes  I  gave 
When  firft  I  told  thee  of  my  bold  defires, 
Nor  thou,  O  Cynthia,  fear  the  watchful  flave, 
Venus  will  favour  what  herfelf  infpires. 
She  guides  the  youth  who  fee  not  where  they  tread, 
She  mows  the  virgin  how  to  turn  the  door, 
Softly  to  fteal  from  off  her  filent  bed, 
And  not  a  Hep  betray  her  on  the  floor. 
The  fearlefs  lover  wants  no  beam  of  light, 
The  robber  knows  him,  nor  obftru6ts  his  way, 
Sacred  he  wanders  through  the  pathlefs  night, 
Belongs  to  Venus,  and  can  never  ftray. 

I  fcorn  the  chilling  wind,  and  beating  rain, 
Nor  heed  cold  watchings  on  the  dewy  ground, 
If  all  the  hardships  I  for  love  fnftain, 
With  love's  victorious  joys  at  laft  be  crown'd  ; 

With  fudden  ftep  let  none  our  blifs  furprife, 
Or  check  the  freedom  of  fecure  delight-—" 
Raih  man  beware,  and  fhut  thy  curious  eyes, 
Left  angry  Venus  fnatch  their  guilty  fight. 

But  fhouldft  thou  fee,  th'  important  fecret  hiJe, 
Though  queftion'd  by  the  powers  of  earth  anl 

heaven, 

The  prating  tongue  fhall  love's  revenge  abide, 
Still  fue  for  grace,  and  never  be  forgiven. 
A  wizard  dame,  tire  lover's  ancient  friend1, 
With  magic  charm  has  deaft  thy  hufband's  ear, 
At  her  command  I  faw  the  ftars  defcend, 
And  winged  lightnings  ftop  in  mid  career. 
I  faw  her  ft  amp,  and  cleave  the  folid  ground, 
While  ghaftly  fpe&res  round  us  wildly  roam; 
I  faw  them  hearken  to  her  potent  found, 
Till,  fcar'd  at  day,  they  fought  their  dreary  hom«% 

At  her  command  the  vigorous  fummer  pines, 
And  wintery  clouds  obfcure  the  hopeful  year; 
At  her  ftrong  bidding,  gloomy  winter  fliiner.. 
And  vernal  roies  on  the  Ihows  appear. 


THE  WORKS   OF   HAMMOND. 


She  gave  thefe  charms,  which  I  on  thee  beftow, 
They  dim  the  eye,  and  dull  the  jealous  mind, 
ler  me  they  make  a  hufband  nothing  know, 
For  me,  and  only  me,  they  make  him  blind  : 
But  what  did  moft  this  faithful  heart  furprife, 
She  boafted  that  her  flcill  could  fet  it  free  ; 
This  faithful  heart  the  boafted  freedom  flies; 
How  could  it  venture  to  abandon  thec  ? 

ELEGY  VI. 

Ke  adjure f  Delia  to  pity  him,  by  their  Friendfiip  •with 

Calidy  •who  "was  lately  dead. 

THOUSANDS  would  feek  the  lafting  peace  of  death, 
And  in  that  harbour  fhun  the  ftorm  of  care, 
Officious  hope  ft  ill  holds  the  fleeting  breath, 
She  tells  them  ftill, — To-morrow  will  be  fair. 

She  tells  me,  Delia,  I  {hall  thee  obtain, 

But  can  1  liften  to  her  iyren  fong,  [chain, 

"Who  feven  flow  months  have  dragg'd  my  painful 

So.  long  thy  lover,  and  defpis'd  fo  long  ? 

By  all  the  joys  thy  deareft  Caelia  gave, 

JLet  not  her  once-lov'd  friend  unpitied  burn  ; 

So  may  her  afhcs  find  a  peaceful  grave, 

And  fleep  uninjur'd  in  their  facred  urn. 

To-  her  I  ficft  avow'd  my  timorous  flame, 
She  nurs'd  my  hopes,  and  taught  me  how  to  fue, 
She  ftill  would  pity  what  the  wife  might  blame, 
And  feel  for  weaknefs  which  fhe  never  knew  : 
Ah,  do  not  grieve  the  dear  lamented  (hade, 
That  hovering  round  us  all  my  luftorings  hears, 
She  is  my  faint;  to  her  my  prayers  are  made, 
Wich.  oft  repeated  gifts  of  flowers  and  tears  ; 
To  her  fad  tomb  at  midnight  I  retire, 
And  lonely  fitting  by  the  filent  ftone, 
I  tell  it  all  the  griefs  my  wrongs  infpire, 
The  marble  image  feems  to  hear  my  .moan  : 
The  friend's  pale  ghoft  fhall  vex  thy  fleeplef*  bed, 
And  ftand  before  thee  all  in  virgin  white  ; 
Thatruthlefs  bofom  will  difturb  the  dead,- 
And  call  forth  pity  from  eternal  night : 

Ce^.fe,  cruel  man,  the  mournful  theme  forbear, 
Though  much  thou  fuffer,  to  thyfelf  complain  : 
Ah,  to  recal  the  fad  remembrance  fpare, 
One  tear  from  her,  is  more  than  all  thy  pain. 

ELEGY    VII. 

On  Delia's  being  in  the  Country,  ivhere  be  Juf^o/es  fie 

Jlays  to  fee  the  Harveft. 

Kow  Delia  breathes  in  woods  the  fragrant  air, 
Dull  are  the  hearts  that  ftill  in  town  remain, 
Venus  herielf  attends  on  Delia  there, 
And  Cupid  fports  amid  the  fylvan  train. 

Oh,  with  what  joy,  my  Delia  to  behold  ! 

I'd  prefs  the  fpade,  or  wield  the  weighty  prong, 

Guide  the  flow  plough-fhare  through  the  ftubborn 

mold, 
And  patient  goad  the  loitering  ox  along : 

The  fcorching  heats  I'd  carelefsly  defpife, 
Nor  heed  the  blifters  on  my  tender  hand; 
The  great  Apollo  wore  the  fame  difguife, 
Like  ine  iubdued-to  leva's  funrcaie  command. 


No  healing  herbs  could  foothe  their  mafter'a  pule, 
The  art  of  phyfic  loft,  and  ufelefs  lay, 
To  Peneus*  ftream,  and  Tempc's  fhady  plain, 
He  drove  his  herds  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray  : 

Oft  with  a  bleating  lamb  in  either  arm, 
His  blufliing  fifter  faw  him  pace  along  ; 
Oft  would  his  voice  the  filent  valley  charm, 
Till  lowing  oxen  broke  the,  tender  fong. 

Where  are  his  triumphs  ?  where  his  warlike  toil  ? 
Where  by  his  darts  the  crcfted  Pithon  (lain  ? 
Where  are  his  Delphi  ?  his  delightful  ifle  ? 
The  god  himfelf  is  grown  a  cottage  fwain. 

0  Ceres  !  in  your  golden  fields  no  more, 

With  harveft's  cheerful  pomp,  my  fair  detain,—- 
Think  what  for  loft  Proferpina  you  bore, 
And  in  a  mother's  anguifh  feel  my  pain. 

Our  wifer  fathers  left  their  fields  unfown, 
Their  food  was  acorns,  love  their  fole  employ^ 
They  met,  they  lik'd,  they  ftaid  but  till  alone, 
And  in  each  valley  fnatchM  the  honeft  joy. 

No  wakeful  guard,  no  doors  to  ftop  defire, 
Thrice  happy  times ! — But  oh,  I  fondly  rave  t 
Lead  me  to  Delia,  all  her  eyes  infpire 
I'll  Jo.— I'll  plough, or  dig,  as  Delia's  flave. 

EtEGY   VIII. 

He  Jeff  airs  that  bejball  ever  foffefs  Delia, 

AH,  what  avails  thy  loverN  pious  care  ? 
His  lavifli  incenfe  clouds  the  iky  in  vain, 
Nor  wealth  nor  grcatncfs  was  his  idle  prayer. 
For  thee  alone  he  pray'd,  thee  hop'd  to  gain  : 

With  thee  I  hop*d  to  wafte  the  pleafing  day. 
Till  in  thy  arms  an  age  of  joy  was  p»ft,' 
Then,  old  with  love,  infeniibly  decay, 
And  on  thy  bofom  gently  breathe  my  laft, 

1  fcorn  the  Lydian  river's  golden  wave, 
And  all  the  vulgar  charms  of  human  life, 
I  only  afk  to  live  my  Delia's  flave, 

And,  when  I  long  have  ferv'd  her,  call  her  wife : 
I  only  alk,  of  her  I  love  pofleft, 
To  fink,  o'ercome  with  blifs,  in  fafe  repofe, 
To  ftrain  her  yielding  beauties  to  my  breaft^ 
And  kifs  her  wearied  eye-lids  till  they  clofc. 

Attend,  O  Juno !  with  thy  fober  ear, 
Attend,  gay  Venus,  parent  of  defire ; 
This  one  fond  wifh,  if  you  refufe  to  hear, 
Oh,  let  me  with  this  figh  of  love  expire  i 

ELEGY     IXi 

Iff  Lat  lofi  Delia. 

HE  who  could  firft  two  gentle  hearts  unbind, 
And  rob  a  lover  of  his  weeping  fair, 
Hard  was  the  man,  but  harder,  in  my  mind, 
The  lover  ftili,  who  dy'd  not  of  dcfpair : 

With  mean  difguife  let  others  nature  hide» 
And  mimic  virtue  with  the  paint  of  art, 
I  fcorn  the  cheat  of  reafon's  fooliih  pride, 
And  boaft  the  graceful  weaknefs  of  my  heart. 

The  more  I  think,  the  more  I  feel  my  pain, 

And  learj*  the  more  each  heavenly  charm  to  priztf  y 
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While  fools,  too  light  for  paflion,  fafe  remain, 
And  dull  ienfation  keeps  the  ftupid  wife. 

Sad  is  my  day,  and  fad  my  lingering  night, 
When,  wrapt  in  filent  grief,  f  weep  alone, 
Delia  is  loft,  and  ill  my  paft  delight 
Is  now  the  fource  of  unavailing  moan. 

Where  is  the  wit  that  heighten'd  beauty's  charms  ? 
Where  is  the  face  that  fed  my  longing  eyes  ? 
Where  isthe  (hape  that  might  have  bleft  my  arms  ? 
Where  are  thofe  hopes  relentlefs  fate  denies  ? 

When /pent  with  endlefs  grief  I  die  at  laft, 
Delia  may  come,'and  fee  my  poor  remains,- — 
Oh,  Delia  .   after  fuch  an  abfence  paft, 
Canft  thou  ftill  love,  and  not  forget  my  pains? 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  corfe  attend,, 
With  eyes  averted  light  rhe  folemn  pyre, 
Till  all  around  the  doleful  flames  afcend, 
Then,  fiowly  finking,  by  degrees  expire  ? 

To  fiiothe  the  hovering  foul,  be  thine  the  care, 
With  plaintive  cries  to  lead  the  mournful  band> 
Tn  fable  weeds  the  golden  vafe  to  bear, 
And  cull  my  afties  with  thy  trembling  hand  ! 

Panchaia's  odours  be  their  coftly  feaft, 
And  all  the  pride  of  Afia's  fragrant  year ; 
Give  them  the  treafures  of  the  fartheft  eaft, 
And,  what  is  ftill  more  precious,  give  thy  tear. 

Dying  for  thee,  there  is  in  death  a  pride, 
Let  all  the  world  thy  hap'efs  lover  know, 
No  filent  urn  the  noble  paffion  hide, 
But  deeply  graven  thus  my  fufferings  fhow : 

Here  lies  a  youth,  borne  down  with  love  and  care, 
He  could  not  loqg  his  Delia's  lofs  abide, 
Joy  left  his  bofom  with  the  parting  fair, 
And  when  he  durft  no  longer  hope,  he  dy'd. 

ELEGY  X. 
On  Deltas  Birth-day. 

THIS  day,  which  faw  my  Delia's  beauty  rife, 
Shall  more  than  all  our  facred  days  be  bleft, 
The  world  enamour'd  of  her  lovely  eyes, 
Shall  grow  as  good  and  gentle  as  her  breaft. 

By  all  our  guarded  fighs,  and  hid  defires, 
Oh,  may  our  guiltleis  love  be  ftill  the  fame ! 
I  burn,  and  glory  in  the  pleating  fires, 
If  Delia's  bofom  ftiare  the  mutual  flame. 

Thou  happy  genius  of  her  natal  hour, 
Accept  her  incenfe,  if  her  thoughts  be  kind  ; 
But  let  her  court  in  vain  thy  angry  power, 
If  all  our  vows  are  blotted  from  her  mind, 

And  thou,  O  Venus !  hear  my  righteous  prayer, 
Or  bind  the  fhepherdefs,  or  loofe  the  fwain, 
Yet  rather  guard  them  both  with  equal  care, 
And  let  them  die  together  in  thy  chain  : 

What  I  demand,  perhaps  her  heart  defires, 
But  virgin  fears  her  nicer  tongue  reftrain ; 
The  fecret  thought,  which  bluming  love  infpires, 
The  confcious  eye  can  full  as  well  explain. 
VOL.  VIII.    ' 


ELEGY  XI. 


Againjl  Lovers  going  to  War,  in  which  be  pbilofyhi- 
cally  prefers  Love  and  Delia  to  the  moreferious  Va- 
nities of  the  World. 

THE  man  who  fharpen'd  fir  ft  the  warlike  fteel, 
How  fell  and  deadly  was  his  iron  heart, 
He  gave  the  wound  encountering  nations  feel, 
And  death  grew  ftronger  by  his  fatal  art : 
Yet  not  from  fteel  debate  and  battle  rofe, 
'  I'i»  gold  o'enurns  the  even  fcale  of  life, 
Nature  is  free  to  all,  and  none  were  foes, 
Till  partial  luxury  began  the  ftrife. 
Let  fpoil  and  victory  adorn  the  bold, 
While  1  inglorious  neither  hope  nor  fear, 
•Perifli  the  thirft  of  honour,  thjrft  of  gold, 
Ere  for  my  abfence  pelia  lofe  a  tear  : 
Why  mould  the  lover  quit  his  pleafing  home, 
In  fearch  of  danger  on  fome  foreign  ground ; 
Far  from  his  weeping  fair  ungrateful  roam. 
And  rifk  in  every  ftroke  a  double  wound  ? 
Ah,  better  far,  beneath  the  fpreading  made, 
With  cheerful,  friends  to  drain  the  fprightly  bowl, 
To  fing  the  beauties  of  my  darling  maid, 
And  on  the  fweet  idea  feaft  my  foul : 
Then  full  of  love  to  all  her  charms  retire, 
And  fold  her  blufliing  to  my  eager  breaft, 
Till,  quite  o'ercome  with  foftnefs,  with  defire, 
Like  me  (he  pants,  {he  faints,  and  finks  to  reft. 

ELEGY  XII, 
To  Dtlla. 

No  fecond  love  (hall  e'er  my  heart  furprife, 
This  folemn  league  did  firft  our  paffion  bind  : 
Thou,  only  thou,  canft  pleafe  thy  lover's  eyes, 
Thy  voice  alone  can  fo.othe  his  troubled  mind. 
Oh,  that  thy  charms  were  only  fair  to  me, 
Dilpleafe  all  others,  and  fecure  my  reft, 
No  need  ojf  envy, — let  me  happy  be, 
I  little  care  that  others  know  me  bleft. 
With  thee  in  gloomy  deferts  let  me  dwell, 
Where  never  human  footftep  mark'd  the  ground  ; 
1'hou,  light  of  life,  all  darknelV  canft  expel, 
And  feem  a  world  with  iolitude  around. 
I  fay  too  much — my  heedlefs  words  reftore, 
My  tongue  undoes  me  in  this  loving  hour; 
Thou  know'it  thy  ftrength,  and  thence  infulting 

more, 

Will  make  me  feel  the  weight  of  all  thy  power : 
Whate'er  I  feel,  thy  Have  I  will  remain, 
Nor  fly  the  burden  I  am  form'd  to  bear, 
In  chains  I'll  fit  me  down  at  Venus'  fane, 
bhe  knows  my  wrongs,  and  will  regard  my  prayer. 

ELEGY  XIII. 

He  imagines  himfelf  married  to  Delia,  and  that 
content  -with  cash  other,  they  are  retired  into  the 
Country* 

LET  others  boaft  their  heaps  of  fhining  gold, 
And  view  their  fields,  with  waving  plenty  crown'd, 
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Whom  neighbouring  foes  in  conftant  terror  hold, 
And  trumpets  break  their  (lumbers,  never  i'ound  : 

While  calmly  poor  I  trifle  life  away, 
Enjoy  fweet  leifure  by  my  cheerful  fire, 
No  wanton  hope  my  quirt  (hall  betray, 
But,  cheaply  bleft,  I'll  (corn  each  vain  defire. 
With  timely  care  I'll  fow  my  little  field, 
And  plant  my  orchard  with  its  mafler's  hand, 
Nor  blnfti  to  fpread  the  hay,  the  hook  to  wield, 
Or  range  my  {heaves  along  the  funny  land. 
If  late  at  dufk,  while  carelefsly  I  roam, 
I  meet  a  (trolling  kid,  or  bleating  lamb, 
Under  my  arm  I'li  bring  the  wanderer  home, 
And  not  a  little  chide  its  thoughtlefcdam.   • 
What  jny  to  hear  the  tempeft  howl  in  vain, 
And  cjafp  a  fearful  miftrefs  to  my  brc  aft  ?  . 
Or,  lull'd  to  (lumber  by  the  beating  rain, 
Secure  and  happy,  fink  -at  Uft  to  rett  ? 
Or,  if  the  fun  in  flaming  Leo  ride, 
By  fhady  rivers  indolently  ft  ray, 
And  with  my  Delia,  walking  fide  by  fide, 
Hear  how  they  murmur^  as  they  glide  away  ? 

What  joy  to  wind  along  the  cool  retreat, 
To  ftop,  and  gaze  on  Di-lia  as  I  go  ? 
To  mingle-  fweet  difcourfe  with  kifies  fweet, 
And  teach  ray  lovely  fcholar  all  1  know  ? 

Thus  pleas'd  at  heart,  and  not  with  fancy's  dream, 
7n  filent  happinefs  I  reft  unknown  ; 
Content  with  what  I  am,  not  what  I  feein, 
1  live  for  Delia  and  myfelf  alone. 

Ah,  foo!i(h  man,  who  thus  of  her  poffeft, 
Could  float  and  wander  with  ambition's  wind, 
And  if  hi*  outward  trappings  fpoke  him  bleil,  . 
Not  heed  the  ficknefs  of  his  confcious  mind  1 
With  her  I  fcorn  the  idle  breath  of  praife,  ' 
Nor  truft  to,  happinefs  that's  not  our  own  ; 
The  fmile  of  fortune  might  fufpicion  raifc, 
JBut  here  1  know  that  I 


fitanhope,  in  wifdom  as  in  wit  divine, 
May  rile,  and  plead  Britannia's  glorious  caufc, 
With  fteady  rein  his  eager  wit  confine, 
"While  .manly-  fenfe  ihe  deep  attention  draws. 

J.et  Stanhope  fpeak  his  liftensng  country's  wrongs' 

My  humble  voice  (hall  pleafe  one  partial  maid;     . 

T'or  her  alone  I  pen  my  tender  fong,  ... 

tccureiy  fitting  m  his  friendly  fhade. 

Stanhope  (ball  come,  and  grace  his  rural  friend, 

Delia  fhall  wonder  at  her  noble  gut-ft, 

"With  blulhing  awe  the  riper  fruit  commend, 

And  for  her  huiband's  patron  cull  the  beft,    , 

Kers  be  the  care  of  all  my  little  train,     •- 

V.'hile  I  \vithtenderindolente  am  bleft, 

"I  he  favourite  fubje«5l  of  her  gentle  reign, 

liy  lo%'e  alone  diCiinguifli'd  from  the  reft. 

for  her  I'll  yoke  my  oxen  to  the  plough, 

In  gloomy  foreib  tend  my  lonely  flock  ; 

Y^r  her  a,  goat-herd  climb  ihe  mountain's  brow, 

And  ileep  extended  on  the  naked  rock  :      .     .  4  , 

Ah,  what  avails  to  prefs  the  {lately  bed, 

r  'aiidii  ta&elck  grandeur  weep, 


By  marble  fountains  lay  the  penfive  head, 

And,  while  they  murmur,  ftrive  in  vain  to  deep 

Delia  alone  can  plfafc,  and  nevtr  tire, 

h.-:cc'.(i  the  jp.int  of  thought  in  true  delight; 

With  her,  enjoyment  wakens  new  elefire, 

And  equal  rapture  glows  through  every  night : 

Beauty  and  worth  io  her  alike  contend, 

To  charm  the  fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind  ; 

Tn  her,  my  wife,  my  miftrefs,  and  my  friend, 

I  tafte  the  joys  cf  feni'c  and  rcafon  join'd. 

On  her  I'll  gaze,  when  others  loves  are  o'er, 

And  Hyir'g  prefs  her 'with  my  clay-cold  hand — • 

Thou  wecjj'tl  already,  as  \  were  no  more, 

Nor  can  that  gentle  brcaft  the  thought  withftand. 

Oh,  when  1  die,  my  lateft  moments  fnare, 

Nor  let  thy  grief  with  (harper  torments  kill, 

Wound  not  thy  cheek*,  nor  iiurt  that  flowing  hair. 

Though  I  am  dead,  my  foul  fhal!  Lv«r  ::_e  fail :    < 

Oh,  quit  the  room,  oh,  quit  the  dcathful  bed, 
Or  tiiou  wilt  die,  i'o  tender  ii  thy  heart ; 
Oh,  leave  me,  Delia,  ere  rhou  fee  me  t4ead, 
1  hefe  weeping  friends  will  do  thy  mournful  part  : 
(,et  them,  extended  on  the  decent  bier, 
Convey  the  corfe  in  melancholy  ftate, 
Through  all  the  village  fpread  the  tender  tear, 
While  pitying  maids  our  wondrous  loves  relate. 

ELEGY  XIV. 
'To  Dtlia. 

WHAT  fcenes  of  blifs  my  rapturM  fancy  fram'd, 
In  lome  lone  (pot  with  peace  and  thec  tetir'd  : 
Though  reufon  then  my  fanguine  fondneis  blam'd, 
1  lull  beiicv'd  what  flattering  love  infpir'd  : 
But  now  my  wrongs  have  taught  my   humbled 

mind, 

To  dangerous  blifs  no  longer  to  pretend, 
In  book*  a  calm,  but  fix'd  content  to  find, 
Safe  joys,  that  on  ourfelves  aloce  depend  : 
With  them  the  gentle  moments  I  beguile, 
hi  karaed  eaie,  and  elegant  delight ; 
Compare  the  beauties  of  each  dilVerent  ftyle, 
.Each  various  ray  of  wit's  diffufive  light  : 
Now  mark  the  ftrength  of  Milton's  facred  lines, 
Senfe  rais'd  by  genius,  fancy  rul'd  by  art, 
Where  all  the  glory  of  the  Godhead  fhiaes, 
And  carlieft  innocence  enchants  the  heart. 
Now,  fir'd  by  Pope  and  virtue,  leave  the  age 
In  low  purfuit  of  felf-undoing  wrong, 
And  trace  the  author  through  his  moral  paj;e, 
Whofe  blamelefs  life  (till  anfwers>  to  his  ioiig. 
If  time  and  books  my  lingering  pain  can  heal, 
And  reafon  fix  its  empire  o'er  my  heart, 
My  patriot  breaft  a  noble  warmth  lhall  feel,  [part. 
And   glow  with  love,    where  weakness   has   r.o 
Thy  heart,  O  Lyttleton,  (hall  be  my  guide, 
Its  fire  fhall  warm  me,  and  its  worth  improve; 
Thy  heart,  above  all  envy,  and  all  pride, 
Firm  as  man's  icnfe,  and  foft  as  woman's  love. 

And  you,  O  Weft,  with  her  your  partner  dear, 
V/ho&i  focial  mirth  and  uieful  ic;:ie  coaur.cr.d,  . 
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With  learning's  Feaft    my  drooping  mind   fhall 

cheer, 

Glad  to  efcapefrom  love  to  fuch  a  friend. 
But  why,  fo  long  my  weaker  heart  deceive  ? 
Ah,  ftill  1  love,  in  pride  and  reafon's  fpite, 
No  books,  alas  !  my  painful  thoughts  relieve, 
And  while  I  threat,  this  elegy  I  write. 

ELEGY  XV. 
70  Mr.  George  Grenvtlle. 

On,  form'd  alike  to  ferve  us,  and  to  pleafe; 
Polite  with  hone  fly,  and  learn'd  with  eafe  ; 
With  heart  to  a&,  with  genius  to  retire  ; 
Open,  yet  wife  ;  though  gentle,  full  of  fire  : 
With  thee  I  fcorn  the  low  conflraint  of  art, 
Nor  fear  to  truft  the  follies  of  my  heart ; 
Hear  then  from  what  rny  long  defpair  arofe, 
The  faithful  ftory  of  a  lover's  woes. 
When,  in  a  fober  melancholy  hour, 
Reduc'd  by  ficknefs  under  reafon's  power, 
1  view'd  my  ftate,  too  little  weigh'd  before, 
And  love  himfelf  could  flatter  me  no  more, 
My  Delia's  hopes  I  would  no  more  deceive,  [leave; 
But  whom  my  paffion  hurt,  through  friendfhip 
I  chofe  the  coldeft  words  my  heart  to  hide, 
And  cure  her  fex's  weaknefs  through  its  pride  : 
The  prudence  which  I  taught,  I  ill  purfu'd, 
The  charm  my  reafon  broke,  my  heart  rcncw'd  : 
Again  fubmiffive  to  her  feet  I  came, 
And  prov'd  too  well  my  paflion  by  my  fhame; 
While  fhe,  fecure  in  coldnefs,  or  difdain, 
Forgot  my  love,  or  triumph'd  in  its  pain, 
Began  with  higher  views  her  thoughts  to  raifc, 
And  fcorn'd  the  humble  poet  of  her  praife  : 
She  let  each  little  lie  o'er  truth  prevail, 
And  ftrengthen'd  by  her  faith  each  groundlefs  tale, 
Believ'd  the  groffeft  arts  that  malice  try'd, 
Nor  once  in  thought  was  on  her  lover's  fide  : 
Oh,  where  were  then  the  fcenes  of  fancied  life  ? 
Oh,  where  the  friend,  the  miftrefs,  and  the  wife  ? 
Her  years  of  promis'dlove  were  quickly  paft, 
Not  two  revolving  moons  could  fee  them  iaft. — 
To  Stow's  delightful  fcenes  I  now  repair, 
In  Cobham's  fmile  to  lofc  the  gloom  of  care  ! 
Nor  fear  that  he  my  weakncfs  ihould  defpife, 
In  nature  learned,  and  humanely  wife  : 
There  Pitt,  in  manners  foft,  in  friendfhip  warm, 
With  mild  advice  my  liftening  grief  fhall  charm, 
With  fenfe  to  counfel,  and  with  wit  to  pleafe, 
A  Roman's  virtue  with  a  courtier's  eafe. 
Nor  you,  my  friend,  whofe  heart  is  ftill  at  reft, 
Contemn  the  human  weaknefs  of  my  breaft; 
Reafon  may  chide  the  faults  fhe  cannot  cure', 
And  pains,  which  long  we  fcorn'd,  we  oft  endure; 
Though  wifer  cares  employ  your  ftudious  mind, 
Form'd  with  a  foul  fo  elegantly  kind, 
Your  bread  may  lofe  the  calm  it  long  has  known, 
And  learn  my  woes  to  pity,  by  its  own. 

ELEGY  XVI. 
To    Mlfi  Dafoivood. 

O  SAY,  thou  dear  poffeffor  of  my  breaft, 
Where's  now  my  boaftcd  liberty  and  re.ft ! 
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Where  the  gay  moments  which  I  once  have  known ! 
O,  where  that  heart  1  fondly  thought  my  own  : 
From  place  to  place  I  folitary  roam, 
Abroad  uncafy,  not  content  at  home. 
I  fcorn  the  beauties  common  eyes  adore ; 
The  more  I  view  them,  feel  thy  worth  the  more  • 
Unmov'd  I  hear  them  fpeak,  or  fee  them  fair, 
And  only  think  on  thee,  who  art  not  there. 
In  vain  would  books  their  formal  fuccour  lend, 
Nor  wit  nor  wifdom  can  relieve  their  friend  ; 
Wit  can't  deceive  the  pain  I  now  endure, 
And  wifdom  fhows  the  ill  without  the  cure. 
When  from  thy  fight  I  wafte  the  tedious  day, 
A  thoufand  fchemes  I  form,  and  things  to  fay  ; 
But  when  thy  prefence  gives  the  time  I  feck,      i 
My  heart's  fo  full,  I  wifh,  but  cannot  fpeak. 

And  could  I  fpeak  with  eloquence  and  eafe, 
Till  now  not  ftudious  of  the  art  to  pleafe, 
Gould  I,  at  woman  who  fo  oft  exclaim, 
Expofe  (nor  blufh)  thy  triumph  and  my  fhams^ 
Abjure  thofe  maxims  1  fo  lately  priz'd, 
And  court  that  fex  I  foolilhly  defpis'd, 
Own  thou  haft  foften'd  my  obdurate  mind, 
And  thus  reveng'd  the  wrongs  of  womankind  ; 
Loft  were  my  words,  and  fruitlefs  all  my  pain, 
In  vain  to  tell  thee,  all  I  write  in  vain  ; 
My  humble  fighs  fhall  only  reach  thy  ears, 
And  all  my  eloquence  fhall  be  my  tears. 

And  now  (for  more  I  never  muft  pretend) 
Hear  me  not  as  thy  lover,  but  thy  friend  ; 
Thoufands  will  fain  thy  little  heart  enfnare, 
For  without  danger  none  like  thee  are  fair  ; 
But  wifely  choofe  who  beft  deferves  thy  flame, 
So  fhall  the  choice  itfelf  become  thy  fame ; 
Nor  yet  defpife,  though  void  of  winning  art, 
The  plain  and  honeft  courtfhip  of  the  heart : 
The  fkilful  tongue  in  love's  perfuafive  lore, 
Though  lefs  it  feels,  will  pleafe  and  flatter  more, 
And,  meanly  learned  in  that  guilty  trade, 
Can  long  abufe  a  fond,  unthinking  maid. 
And  fince  their  lips,  fo  knowing  to  deceive, 
Thy  unexperienc'd  youth  might  foon  believe; 
And  fince  their  tears,  in  falfe  fubmiffion  dreft, 
Might  thaw  the  icy  coldnefs  of  thy  breaft  ; 
O  !  fhut  thine  eyes  to  fuch  deceitful  woe  : 
Caught  by  the  beauty  of  thy  outward  fhow, 
Like  me  they  do  not  love,  whate'er  they  feem, 
Like  me — with  paffion  founded  on  efteem. 

ANSWER  TO  THE  FOREGOING  LINES. 

BY  THE   LATE   LORD    HER.VEY. 

Too  well  thefe  lines  that  fatal  truth  declare, 
Which  long  I've  known,  yet  now  I  blufh  to  hear. 
But  fay,  what  hopes  thy  fond  ill-fated  love, 
What  can  it  hope,  though  mutual  it  fhould  prove? 
This  little  form  is  fair  in  vain  for  you, 
In  vain  for  me  thy  honeft  heart  is  true  ; 
For  wouldft  thou  fix  difhonour  on  my  name, 
And  give  me  up  to  penitence  and  fhame ; 
Or  gild  my  ruin  with  the  name  of  wifo, 
And  make  me  a  poor  virtuous  wretch  for  life  : 
Could'fl  thou  fubmit  to  wear  the  marriage  chain  , 
(Too  fure  a  cure  for  all  thy  prefect  pain) 
No  faffron  robe  for  us  the  godhead  wears, 
His  torch  inverted,  and  his  face  in  tears. 
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Though  ev'ry  foftcr  wtfh  were  amply  crown'd, 
Love  loon  would  ceafe  to  fmiie  where  fortune 

frown'd ; 

Then  would  thy  foul  my  fond  confent  deplore, 
And  blame  what  it  foliated  before ; 
Thy  own  exhaufted  would  reproach  my  truth, 
And  fay  I  had  undone  thy  blinded  youth ; 
That  I  had  damp'd  ambition's  nobler  flame, 
Eclips'd  thy  talents,  and  qbfcur'd  thy  fame; 
To  madrigals  and  odes  that  wit  confign'd, 
That  would  in  fenates  or  in  courts  have  flun'd, 
Glorioufly  active  in  thy  country's  caufe, 
AfTerting  freedom,  and  enacting  laws. 
Or  fay,  at  beft,  that  negatively  kind 
You  only  mourn'd,  and  iilently  rcpin'd ; 
The  jealous  demons  in  my  own  fond  bread       *) 
Would  all  thefe  thoughts  incefiantly  fuggeft,     / 
And  all  that  fenfe  muft  feel,  though  pity  had  f 

fiippreft.  J 

Yet  added  grief  my  apprehenfion  fills 
(If  there  can  be  addition  to  thofe  ills) 
When  they  fhall  cry,  whofe  harfh  reproof  I 

dread, 

"  'Twas  thy  own  deed,  thy  folly  on  thy  head  ! 
Age  knows  not  to  allow  for  thoughtlefs  youth, 
Nor  pities  teqdernefs,  nor  honours  truth; 
Holds  it  romantic  to  confefs  a  heart, 
And  fay  thofe  virgins  act  a  wifer  part 
Who  hofpitals  and  bedlams  would  explore 
To  find  the  rich,  and  only  dread  the  poor ; 
Who,  legal  proftitutes  for  iut'reft  fake, 
Clodios  and  Timons  to  their  bofoms  take, 
And,  if  avenging  heav'n  permit  incrcafe, 
People  the  world  with  folly  and  difeafc. 
Thofe  titles,  deeds,  and  rent-rolls  only  wed, 
Whilft  the  beft  bidder  mounts  the  venal  bed, 
And  the  grave  aunt  and  formal  fire  approve 
This  nuptial  fale,  this  auction  of  their  love. 
But  if  regard  to  worth  or  fenfe  be  ftiown, 
That  poor  degen'ratc  child  her  friends  difown, 


Who  dares  to  deviate  by  a  virtuous  choice 
From  her  great  name's  hereditary  voice. 

Thefe  fcenes  my  prudence  ufhers  to  my  mind, 
Of  all  (he  ftorms  and  quickfands  I  mull  find, 
If  1  embark  upon  this  fummer  fea, 
Where  flatt'ry  fmooths,  and  pleafure  gilds  the  way . 
Had  our  ill  fate  ne'er  blown  thy  d^ng'rous  flame 
Beyond  the  limits  of  a  friend's  cold  name, 
I  might  upon  that  fcore  thy  heart  receive, 
And  with  that  guiltlefs name  my  own  deceive; 
That  commerce  now  in  vain  you  recommend, 
I  dread  the  latent  lover  in  the  friend  ; 
Of  ignorance  I  want  the  poor  excufe, 
And  know,  I  both  muft  take,  or  both  refufe. 

Hear  then  the  fafe,  the  firm  rcfnlve  1  make, 
Ne'er  to  encourage  one  I  muft  forfake. 
Whilft  other  maids  a  (hamelefs  path  purfue, 
Neither  to  int'rcft  nor  to  honour  true, 
And  proud  to  fwell  the  triumph  of  their  eyei, 
Exult  in  love  from  lovers  they  defpife  ; 
Their  maxims  all  revcrs'd  I  mean  to  prove, 
And  though  I  like  the  lover,  quit  the  love. 

PROLOGUE 

TO   LH,tO*S  ELMERIC. 

No  labour'd  fcenes  to  night  adorn  ourftage, 
Lillo's  plain  fenfe  would  here  the  heart  engage. 
He  knew  no  art,  no  rule;  but  warmly  thought 
From  paflion's  force,  and,  as  he  felt,  he  wrote. 
His  Barnwell  once  HO  critic's  teft  could  bear, 
Yet  from  each  eye  ftill  draws  the  natural  tear. 
With  generous  candour  hear  his  lateft  ftrains, 
And  let  kind  pity  fhelter  his  remains. 
Depreft  by  want,  afflicted  by  difeafe, 
Dying  he  wrote,  and  dying  wilh'd  to  pleafe. 
Oh,  may  that  wifli  be  now  humanely  paid, 
And  no  harfli  critic  vex  his  gentle  {hade. 
'Tis  yours  his  unfupported  fame  to  fave, 
And  bid  one  laurel  grace  his  humble  grave. 
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r  OR  the  life  of  SAVAGE,  the  "  lovers  of  truth  and  wit"  are  obliged  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  "  was  fa- 
voured with  his  confidence,  and  received  from  himfelfan  acccount  of  mofl  of  the  tranfadlions  which 
he  relates." 

The  fadb  dated  in  the  prefent  account  are  chiefly  taken  from  Dr.  Johnfon's  larger  narrative, 
which  is  written  in  fo  clear  and  animated  a  manner,  enriched  with  fuch  variety  of  anecdotes,  and  illu- 
minated throughout  with  fo  much  philofophy  and  knowledge  of  human  life,  that  it  is  one  of  the 
mod  interefting  biographical  difquifitipns  in  the  Englifh  language. 

Richard  Savage  wa&  born  in  Fox-court,  Holborn,  on  the  toth  of  January  1697-8.  He  was  the" 
Ton  of  Anne,  Countefs  of  Macclesfield,  adulteroufly  begotten  by  Richard  Savage,  Earl  of  Rivers, 
who,  it  is  alleged  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  gave  him  his  own  name,  and  had  it  duly  recorded  in  the  regifter 
of  St.  AndreWs,  Holborn  ;  but  that  regifter  has  been  carefully  infpected,  and  no  fuch  entry  is  to 
be  found.  According  to  Mr.  Reed,  he  was  chriftened  by  the  name  of  Richard  Smith ;  but  of  this 
there  is  ho  evidence. 

Dr.  Johnfon  Hates,  that  "  Lady  Macdesfieid  having  lived  for  fome  time  upon  very  tfneafy  terms 
with  her  hufband,  thought  a  public  confefiion  of  adultery  the  moft  obvious  and  expeditious  method 
of  obtaining  her  liberty,"  and  afiuming  this  te  be  true,  ftigmatizes  her  with  indignation,  as  "  the 
wretch  who  had,  without  fcruple,  proclaimed  herfelf  an  adulterefs." 

That  Lady  Macclebfie'd  was  convi&ed  of  the  crime  of  adultery,  and  feparated  from  her  hufband 
by  an  a&  of  parliament,  cannot  be  denied ;  but  there  is  not  fufficicnt  evidence  of  her  voluntarily 
fubmitting  to  the  ignominious  charge  of  adultery. 

"  I  have  perufed,"  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  the  lively  and  agreeable  biographer  of  Dr.  Johnibn,  "  the 
Journals  of  both  Houfesof  Parliament,  at  the  period  of  her  divorce,  and  there  find  it  authentically 
afcertained,  that  fhe  made  a  moft  ftreniious  defence  by  her  counfel;  the  bill  having  been  firft  moved 
Ijth  January  1697,  and  proceeded  on  at  intervals  till  the  3d  of  March,  when  it  paffed.  It  was 
brought  to  the  Commons  the  jth  of  March,  proceeded  on  the  7th,  loth,  nth,  I4th,  and  ijth;  on 
which  day,  after  a  full  examination  of  witnelTes  on  both  fides,  and  hearing  of  counfel,  it  was  re- 
ported without  amendment,  paffed,  and  carried  to  the  Lords."  Yet,  on  the  other  hand,  it  ought 
to  be  obferved,  that  it  belonged  to  Lady  Macclesfield  to  oppofe  the  divorce,  to  prevent  a  fufpicion 
of  collufion  ;  and  therefore  her  oppofition,  under  fuch  circumftances,  is  not  fufficient  to  overbalance 
the  general  repute  as  to  her  voluntary  confeffion. 

As  to  the  truth  of  the  fact,  there  was  no  doubt  made  of  it;  for  Lord  Rivers  acquiefced  in  her  decla- 
ration, and  appeared  by  the  meafures  he  took  to  provide  for  him,  to  confider  the  child  as  his  own. 
Lord  Rivers  Unfortunately  left  him  to  the  care  of  his  mother,  who,  after  having  forfeited  the  title 
of  Lady  Macclesfield  by  divorce,  retained  her  fortune,  and  was  married  to  Colonel  Henry  Breu, 
whom  (he  furvived  many  years.  She  died  October  II.  1753,  aged  above  fourfcore. 

Strange  as  it  may  appear,  his  mother,  from  the  moment  of  his  birth,  looked  upon  him  with  a 
kind  of  refentment  and  abhorrence ;  and,  inftead  of  fupporting,  aflifting,  and  defending  him,  rcfolv- 
ed  to  difow'n  him  ;  and  in  a  very  fhort  time  removed  him.  from  her  fight,  by  committing  him  to  the 
care  of  a  ihoemaker's  wife,  whom  fhe  directed  to  educate  him  as  her  own,  enjoining  her  never  to 
inform  him  of  his  true  parents. 

The  haplefs  infant  was  not,  however,  wholly  abandoned.  Her  mother,  Lady  Mafon,  whether 
in  approbation  of  her  defign,  or  to  prevent  more  criminal  practices,  took  fome  charge  of  his  educa- 
tion, and  placed  him  at  a  fmall  grammar-fchool  near  St.  Alban's,  where  he  was  called  by  the  name 
of  his  nurfe. 

Here  he  was  initiated  in  literature,  and  paffed  through  feveral  of  the  daffes,  with  what  rapidity 
«r  applaufe  cannot  now  be  known. 

While  he  was  cultivating  his  genius,  his  father  Lord  Rivers  was  feized  with  a  diftemper  which 
threatened  his  life  ;  and  as  he  lay  on  his  death-bed,  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  provide  for  him  among 
his  other  natural  children.  Accordingly,  he  fent  to  his'mother  to  inquire  after  him,  and  fhe  had 
the  cruelty  to  cut  him  off  for  evtr  from  that  happinefs  which  competence  affords,  by  declaring  that  he 
was  dead.  The  Earl  did  not  imagine  that  there  could  exift  a  mother  that  would  ruin  her  fon  without 
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enriching  herfelf;  and  therefore  beftowed  upon  fome  other  perfon  fix  thoufand  pounds,  which  he 
had,  in  his  will,  bequeathed  to  Savage.     He  died  Auguft  18.  1711. 

Mr.  Bofwell,  for  the  honour  of  human  nature,  is  inclined  to  think  the  {hocking  tale  not  true ; 
and  fuppofes  that  the  perfon  who  then  afTumed  the  name  of  Richard  Savage,  was  an  impoftor,  being 
in  reality  the  fon  of  the  {hoemaker,  and  that,  after  the  death  of  the  real  Richard  Savage,  he  attempt- 
ed to  perfonate  him ;  and  that  the  fraud  being  known  to  Lady  Macclesfield,  he  was  therefore  re- 
pulfed  by  her,  with  juft  refentment. 

Mr.  Bofwell  fupporti  his  fuppofition  by  a  circumftance  that  has  been  mentioned  as  an  aggravation 
of  Lady  Macclesfield's  unnatural  conduct ;  and  that  is,  her  having  prevented  him  from  obtaining 
the  benefit  of  a  legacy  left  to  him  by  Mrs.  Lloyd,  his  god-mother  :  "  For  if  there  was  fuch  a  le- 
gacy left,"  fays  he,"  his  not  being  able  to  obtain  payment  of  it,  muft  be  imputed  to  his  confcioufnef* 
that  he  was  not  the  real  perfon.  The  juft  inference  ftiould  be,  that  by  the  death  of  Lady  Maccles- 
field's  child  before  its  god-mother,  the  legacy  became  lapfcd ;  and  therefore,  that  Juhnfon'a  Ri- 
chard Savage  was  an  impoftor." 

A  very  little  reflection  might  have  fatisfied  Mr.  Bofwell,  that  executors  acting  under  the  influ* 
ence  of  Lady  Macclesfield,  might  have  laid  Savage,  with  a  very  good  title,  under  confiderable  dif- 
ficulties in  recovering  the  legacy. 

Befides,  we  muft  allow  the  v/eight  of  general  repute  as  to  his  parentage,  though  illicit,  and  it 
muft  ever  appear  very  fufpicious,  that  three  different  accounts  of  the  Life  of  Savage,  one  publifhed 
by  Hill,  in  the  "The  Plain  Dealer,"  in  1724,  another  by  Mr.  Bcckingham,  in  1717,  and  another  by 
the  powerful  pen  of  Dr.  Johnfon  in  1/49,  and  all  of  them  while  Lady  Macclcsfield  was  alive, 
ihould,  notwithftanding  the  fcvere  attacks  upon  her,  have  b;cn  fuflered  to  pafs  without  any  public 
and  effe&ual  contradiction. 

The  fame  cruelty  which  incited  his  mother  to  intercept  this  provifion  which  had  been  intended 
him,  prompted  her,  on  his  leaving  fchool,  to  rid  herfelf  from  the  danger  of  being  at  any  time 
made  known  to  him,  by  fending  him  fecretly  to  the  American  plantations ;  but  this  contrivance  was 
by  fome  accident  defeated. 

Being  hindered,  by  whatever  means,  from  banifhing  him  into  another  country,  (he  formed,  foon 
after,  a  fcheme  of  burying  him  in  poverty  and  obfcurity  for  the  remainder  of  his  days,  and  had 
him  placed  with  a  {hoemaker  in  Holborn. 

In  this  ftation,  however,  he  did  not  long  continue  ;  for  his  nurfc  dying,  he  went  to  take  care  of 
the  effects  of  his  fuppofed  mother,  and  found  in  her  boies  fome  of  Lady  Mafon's  letters  to  her, 
•which  informed  him  of  his  birth,  and  the  caufe  of  its  concealment. 

He  was  now  no  longer  fatisfied  with  the  employment  which  had  been  allotted  him,  and  thought 
he  had  a  right  to  {hare  in  the  affluence  of  his  mother ;  and  therefore,  without  fcruple,  applied  to 
her  as  hrr  fon,  and  made  ufe  of  every  art  to  awaken  her  tendernefs,  and  attract  her  regard.  But 
ihe  ftill  refolved  to  tieglect,  though  {he  could  no  longer  difown  him,  and  took  meafures  to  prevent 
his  ever  entering  her  houfe  on  any  pretence  whatever. 

Savage  was,  at  the  fame  time,  fo  touched  with  the  difcovery  of  his  real  mother,  that  it  was  his 
frequent  practice  to  walk  in  the  dark  evenings  before  her  door,  in  hopes  of  feeing  her,  as  (he  might 
come  by  accident  to  the  window,  or  crofs  her  apartment  with  a  candle  in  her  hand. 

One  evening,  walking  in  the  ftreet  that  me  inhabited,  he  faw  the  door  of  her  houfe  by  accident 
open.  He  entered  it,  and  went  up  flairs  to  falute  her.  She  discovered  him  before  he  could  enter  her 
chamber,  alarmed  the  family,  and  ordered  them  to  drive  out  of  the  houfe  that  villain  who  had  en- 
deavoured to  murder  her.  Savage,  who  had  attempted  by  the  moft  fubmiffive  tendernefs  to  foften  her 
rage,  hearing  her  utter  fo  deteftable  an  accufation,  thought  it  prudent  to  retire ;  and  never  attempt- 
ed afterwards  to  fpeak  to  her. 

While  he  was  afliduouily  endeavouring  to  awaken  the  tendernefs  of  a  mother,  in  whom  all  na- 
tural affection  was  extinct,  he  wasdeftitute  of  the  means  of  fupport,  and  having  no  profefTion,  and  a 
ftrong  inclination  to  literary  purfuits,  efpeciaily  poetry,  he  became  by  neceflity  an  author. 

The  fubject  he  made  choice  of  for  his  firft  attempt  was  the  Bangorian  controverfy,  in  which  he 
inconfiderately  engaged  in  oppofition  to  Moadly,  the  able  defender  of  civil  and  religious  liberty, 
and  publifhed  a  poem  againft  the  Btlhop,  t.'tf  iu-;:sft  of  which  is  not  knowa,  but  of  which  he  was 
afterwards  much  afhamcd* 
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Ke  then  attempted  a  more  gainful  kind  of  writing  ;  and,  in  1717,  offered  a  comedy  to  the  ftage, 
intituled,  Woman 's  a  Riddle,  which  was  refufed  by  the  players.  It  was  not,  however,  his  own  per- 
formance, but  a  tranflation  of  a  Spanilh  comedy  called  La  Dama  Ducndey  executed  by  Mrs.  Prit* », 
lady  of  Baron  Price,  who  gave  him  the  copy,  and,  through  inadvertency,  another  copy  to  Mr.  Bul- 
lock the  player,  who  made  feme  alterations  in  the  MS.,  and  brought  it  on  the  flage  at  Lincoln's- 
i mi-fields,  the  fanie  year. 

In  1719,  he  produced  Love  Iti  a  Feil,.a  comedy,  tranflated  likewife  from  a  Spanifh  play,  called 
Ptor  efta  qua  efava,  and  was  acted  at  Lincoln's-inn-fields,  but  fo  late  in  the  year,  that  he  received 
fcarce  any  other  advantage  from  it,  than  the  acquaintance  of  Steele,  and  Mr.  Wiiks  the  comedian, 
by  whom  he  was  pitied,  careffed,  and  relieved. 

Steele  efpoufed  his  inter  eft  with  all  the  ardour  of  benevolence  which  conftituted  his  character,  and 
afferted,  that  '*  the  inhumanity  of  his  mother  had  given  him  a  right  to  find  every  good  man  hi» 
•father." 

The  kindnefs  of  Steele  did  not  end  in  common  favours.  He  prcpofed  to  have  eftablifhed  him  in 
fome  fettled  fcheme  of  life,  and  to  have  married  him  to  a  natural  daughter  of  his,  on  whom  he  in- 
tended to  beftow  a  thoufand  pounds ;  but  as  he  was  never  able  to  raiiethe  fum  which  he  had  offer- 
ed, the  marriage  was  delayed. 

In  the  mean  time,  he  was  informed  that  Savage  had  ridiculed  him  ;  by  which  he  was  fo  much  cz- 
afnerated,  that  he  withdrew  the  allowance  which  he  had  paid  him,  and  never  afterwards  admitted 
him  to  his  houfe. 

Mr.  Wilks,  however,  continued  an  equal  and  fteady  kindnefs  to  the  time  of  his  death;  and  by  hia 
interpofition,  according  to  Mr.  Beckingham,  he  once  obtained  from  his  mother  fifty  pounds,  and 
a  promife  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  more,  which  was  never  performed. 

Being  thus  obliged  to  depend  on  Mr.  Wilks,  he  became  an  affiducus  frequenter  of  the  theatre ; 
and  this  conftant  attendance,  naturally  procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  Mrs.  Oldfield,  who,  ac- 
cording to  Dr.  Johnfon,  was  fo  much  pleafed  with  his  converfation,  and  touched  with  his  misfor- 
tunes, that  fhe  allowed  him  an  annuity,  during  her  life,  of  fifty  pounds.  But  Shiels  afferts,  that 
"  fhe  fo  much  diiliked  Savage,  and  difapproved  of  his  conduct,  that  fhe  never  admitted  him  to  her 
converfation,  nor  fuffered  him  to  enter  her  houfc ;"  and  that  "  ihe  indeed  often  relieved  him  with 
fucb  donations  as  fpoke  her  generous  difpofition:  but  this  was  at  the  felicitation  o'f  friends;  and  from  a 
principle  of  humanity,  fhe  became  not  a  little  inflrumental  in  faving  his  life." 

It  is  certain,  that  at  her  death,  he  went  into  mourning  as  for  a  mother;  and  though  Dr.  Johnfon, 
Fays  he  did  not  celebrate  her  in  elegies,  Chetwood  has  printed  a  poem  on  her  death,  which  he  af- 
cribes  to  Savage. 

He  had  fometlmes,  by  the  kindnefs  of  Mr.  Wilks,  the  advantage  of  a  benefit ;  on  which  occa- 
fions  he  often  received  uncommon  marks  of  regard  and  compaflion,  though  the  intereft  of  his  mother 
\vas  employed  to  friiftrate  his  applications.  , 

The  kindnefs  of  his  friends  not  affording  him  any  conftant  fupply,  he  found  it  neceffary  to  en- 
'ideavour  once  more  at  dramatic  poetry  ;  and  having  been  unfuccefsful  in  comedy,  he  refolved  to  try 
whether  he  fhould  not  be  more  fortunate  in  exhibiting  a  tragedy. 

The  flory  which  he  chofe  fur  the  fubjed,  was  that  of  Sir  Thomas  Overhry.  During  a  confider- 
able  part  of  the  time  in  which  he  was  employed  upon  it,  he  was  without  lodging,  and  often  with- 
out meat;  nor  had  he  any  other  convenience  for  ftiidy  than  the  fields  or  the  ftfeets  allowed  him. 
There  he  ufed  to  walk,  and  form  his  fpeeches,  and  afterwards  flep  into  a  fhcp,  beg  for  a  moment 
the  ufe  of  pen  and  ink,  and  write  down  what  he  had  compofed,  upon  paper  which  he  had  picked 
up  by  accident. 

It  was  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-lane/Jufle  la.  I7*3>  and  a<ilcci  °n]y  three  niShts'  Ic 
was  once  more  performed  for  his  benefit,  when  the  houfe  opened  for  the  winter  feafon,  October  a, 
It  was  corrected  and  fitted  for  the  ftage  by  Hill,  an  author  of  eftabliffied  reputation,  from  whole 
fricndlhip  he  received  great  afSilance  on  many  occafions,  and  whom  he  never  mentioned  but  witn 
the  utmoil  tendercefs  and  regard.  Hiii  wrote  the  prologue  and  epilogue,  in  which  he  touches  ou 
the  circumftances  of  Savage  with  great  tendernefc.  He  himfelf  performed  the  part  of  Sir 
O^rbnry,  but  with  fo  little  reputation,  that  he  always  blotted  out  his  name  from  the 
a  copy  of;  his  tragedy  was  to  be  Ihowii  to  his  friends. 
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For  the  dedication,  to  Herbert  Try  ft,  Efq.  of  Herefordfture,  he  received  ten  pounds.  The 
accummulated  profits  of  acting,  printing,  and  dedication,  were  a  hundred  pounds,  which  he 
thought  a  very  large  fum,  having  never  been  mafter  of  fo  much  before. 

When  his  neceffities  returned,  Hill  encouraged  a  fubfcription  to  a  Mifcellany  of  Poems,  by  pu- 
bliftiing  his  ftory  in  the  "  Plain  Dealer,"  with  feme  affecting  verfes,  which  had  a  very  powerful 
effect  upon  all,  but  his  mother,  whom,  by  making  her  cruelty  more  public,  they  only  hardened  id 
her  averfion. 

To  this  Mfallany,  the  greater  part  of  which  was  furriifhed  by  Hill,  he  wrote  a  Preface,  in  which 
he  gives  an  account  of  his  mother's  cruelty,  in  a  very  uncommon  ftrain  of  humour,  with  a  dedica- 
tion to  Lady  Mary  Wortley-Montague,  whom  he  flatters  without  referve,  and  with  very  little 

Soon  afterwards,  the  death  of  George  I.  furnifhed  a  general  fubject  for  poetical  condolence, 
which  Savage   engaged,  without  obtaining   any  other  advantage,  than  the  increafc  of  his  rep; 
tation. 

He  was  now  advancing  in  credit,  and  appeared  to  be  gaining  upon  mankind,  when  a  misfo 
befel  him,  by  which  not  only  his  reputation,  but  his  life  was  endangered. 

On  the  2Oth  of  November,  1727,  Savage  came  from  Richmond,  whither  he  had  for  fome  til 
retired,  in  order  to  purfue  his  ftudies  without  interruption  ;  and  accidentally  meeting  two  acquain- 
tances, whofe  names  were  Marchant  and  Gregory ,  he  went  in  with  them  to  a  coffee-houfe,  where  they 
fat  drinking  till  it  was  late.  He  would  willingly  have  gone  to  bed  in  the  fame  houfe  but  there 
was  not  room  for  the  whole  company,  and  therefore  they  agreed  to  ramble  about  the  lireets  till 
the  morning.  Happening  to  difcover  a  light  in  a  coffee-houfe  near  Charing-crofs,  they  went  in, 
fcnd  demanded  a  room.  They  were  told  the  next  parlour  would  be  empty  prefeiuly,  as  a  company 
were  about  to  leave  it,  being  then  paying  their  reckoning.  Marchant,  not  fatisfied  with  this  anfwcr, 
rufhed  into  the  room,  and  behaved  very  rudely.  This  produced  a  quarrel ;  fwords  were  drawn  ; 
and,  in  the  confufion,  one  Mr.  James  Sinclair  was  killed.  A  woman  fervant  was  likcwife  accident- 
ally wounded  by  Savage,  as  flie  was  endeavouring  to  hold  him. 

Savage  and  his  companions  being  taken  into  cuftody,  were  tried  for  this  offence :  and  both  he  and 
Gregory  were  captitally  convicted,  by  the  evidence  of  a  comm«n  ftrumpet,  a  woman  by  whom 
fuch  wretches  were  entertained,  and  a  man  by  whom  they  were  fupported.  Savage  pleaded  his  own 
caufe,  and  behaved  with  great  refolution ;  bnt  it  was  proved  that  he  gave  Sinclair  his  death'*  wound, 
•while  Gregory  commanded  the  fword  of  the  deceafed. 

Had  his  audience  been  his  judges,  he  had  undoubtedly  been  acquitted ;  but  Mr.  Page,  then  on  the! 
bench,  treated  him  with  his  ufual  infolcnce  and  feveiity,  exafperatcd  the  jury  againft  him,  and  mif- 
reprefented  his  defence. 

The  convicts,  rea-nducted  to  prifon,  had  no  hopes  of  life  but  from  the  mercy  of  the  Crown,  which 
was  earneftly  folicited  by  his  friends,  and  only  obftructed  by  his  mother,  who  had  prejudiced  the 
Queen  againft  him,  by  relating  the  atrocious  calumny  of  his  foicing  himfelf  in  upon  her,  with  an 
intent  to  murder  her. 

At  length  a  friend  arofe,  whofe  character  and  rank  were  too  eminent  to  fail  of  fuccefs,  the  amiable 
Countefs  &f  Hertford, "by  whofe  intcrpofition  he  was  admitted  to  bail,  and,  on  the  9th  March  ijitf, 
pleaded  the  royal  pardon  ;  to  which  alfo  the  petition  delivered  to  his  Majefty  by  Lord  Tyrconuel, 
his  mother's  nephew,  and  the  felicitations  made  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole  by  Mrs.  Oldfield,  were  not  a 
little  conducive. 

He  had  now  recovered  his  liberty,  but  he  had  no  means  of  fubfiftence.  He  refolved,  therefore,  to 
compel  his  mother  to  do  fomething  for  him,  and  threatened  that  he  would  feverely  expofe  her 
cruelty.  The  expedient  proved  fucccfsful.  Lord  Tyrconnel,  whatever  were  his  motives,  upon  his 
promife  to  lay  afide  his  defign,  received  him  into  his  family,  treated  him  as  his  equal,  and  allowed 
him  two  hundred  pounds  a- year. 

Mr.  Bofwell  reprefcnts  his  being  received  as  a  companion  by  Lord  Tyrconnel,  as  if  prior  to  hk 
conviction  and  pardon  ;  but  Dr.  Johnfon's  account,  which  is  followed  here,  is  confirmed  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  Wanderer,  in  1729,  addrcfled  to  that  nobleman,  not  only  in  the  firft  lines,  but 
in  a  formal  dedication  filled  with  the  highelt  ftrains  of  panegyric,  and  the  warmeft  profeffions  of  gra- 
titude. No  allufion  indeed  to  the  murder  is  obfer vable  in  7&c  Wanderer  ^  which  is  a  circumflance 
rather  favourable  to  Mr.  BoftveU's  account. 
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For  feme  time  he  had  no  reafon  to  complain  of  fortune  :  his  appearance  was  fplendid,  his  expenceg 
large,  and  hi?  acquaintance  extenfive.  He  was  courted  by  all  who  endeavoured  to  be  thought  men 
of  genius,  and  careffcd  by  all  who  valued  themfelves  upon  a  refined  tafte.  This  interval  of  pro- 
fperity  furnifhed  him  with  opportunities  of  enlarging  his  knowledge  of  human  nature,  by  contem- 
plating life  from  its  higheft  gradation  to  its  loweft.  Of  his  exact  obfervations  on  human  life,  he  has 
left  a  proof  in  The  Author  to  be  Let,  publifhed  about  this  time,  and  afterwards  inferted  in  a  collection 
of  pieces  relating  to  the  Dunciad,  which  were  addreffed  to  the  Earl  of  Middlefex,  in  a  dedication 
written  by  Pope,  but  figned  by  Savage. 

After  the  publication  of  this  piece,  he  was  confidered  by  thofe  who  were  attacked  by  Pope,  as  a 
kind  of  confederate,  and  was  fufpected  of  fupplying  him  with  private  intelligence  and  fecret  inci- 
dents ;  fo  that  the  ignominy  of  an  informer  was  added  to  the  terror  of  a  fatirift. 

About  this  time  he  wrote  a  panegyrical  Epiftle  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  The  Triumph  of  Health 
and  Mirtk>  on  the  recovery  of  Lady  Tyrconntl,  from  a  languifhing  illnefs. 

While  the  world  feemed  to  fmile  upon  him,  his  conduct  was  fuch  as  made  Lord  Tyrconnel  grow 
weary  of  him,  and  even  forced  him  to  withdraw  his  voluntary  bounty,  and  to  banifh  him  from  his 
table. 

The  caufe  affigned  by  his  Lordfhip  for  difmiffing  him,  was,  his  introducing  company  into  his  houfe, 
with  whom  he  practifed  the  mod  licentious  frolics,  and  committed  all  the  outrages  of  drunkennefs; 
and  felling  or  pawning  the  books  of  which  he  had  made  him  a  prefent,  ftamped  with  his  own  arms, 
Both  thefe  accufations  were  eafily  credited, 

On  the  other  hand,  Savage  declared, that  Lord  Tyrconnel  quarrelled  with  him  becaufe  he  would 
not  fubtract  from  his  own  luxury  and  extravagance  what  he  had  promifed  to  allow  him  :  but  this 
is  by  no  means  probable.  * 

Thefe  mutual  accufations  were  retorted  on  both  fides,  for  many  years,  with  the  utmoft  degree  of 
virulence  and  rage.  Savage  felt  every  day  the  confequences of  the  quarrel;  and  feems  to  have  per- 
fuaded  Dr.  Jolmfon,  "  that  his  fpirit  never  fuffered  him  to  folicit  a  reconciliation  :"  but  Mr.  Bofwell 
lias  fhown,  that  he  once  folicited  a  reconciliation,  "  in  the  humbleit  manner,"  by  the  interpofidon 
of  Mr.  Gilbert,  his  Lordfhip's  chaplain. 

He  no  w  thought  himfelf  again  at  liberty  to  take  his  revenge  on  his  mother ;  and  publifhed  about  this 
time,  The  Bajlard,  infcribed  with  "  due  reverence,"  to  Mrs.  Brett,  which  had  an  extraordinary  fale. 

His  mother,  who  happened  then  to  be  at  Bath,  was  not  able  to  bear  the  reprefentation  of  her 
own  conduct,  but  fled  from  reproach,  and  took  flicker  in  London. 

On  the  death  of  Eufden,  in  1730,  he  ineffectually  exerted  all  the  intereft  which  his  wit,  or  his 
birth,  or  his  misfortunes  could  procure,  to  obtain  the  place  of  poet-hureat,  which  was  given  to 
Cibber. 

Being  difappointed  of  the  laureat's  place,  he  took  a  refolutien  of  applying  to  the  Queen,  and  pub- 
lifhed a  poem  on  her  birth  day,  which  he  intituled,  'The  Volunteer  Laureat.  The  Queen,  a  few  days 
after  publication,  fent  him  fifty  pounds,  and  her  "  permiflion  to  write  annually  on  the  fame  fub- 
ject ;"  and  a  promife  of  "  the  like  prefent,  till  fomething  better  could  be  done  for  him." 

When  the  Princefs  Anne  was  married  to  the  Prince  of  Orange,  he  wrote  a  poem  upen  her  depart 
ture,  only,  as  he  declared,  "  becaufe  it  was  expected  from  him." 

About  this  time,  he  was  accufed  in  "  The  Daily  Courant,"  of  influencing  elections  againft  the 
court,  by  appearing  at  the  head  of  a  Tory  mob  ;  but  he  fufficiemly  cleared  his  innocence,  and  found 
no  ill  effects  from  the  accufation. 

In  the  difpute  between  the  Bifhop  of  London  and  the  Chancellor,  relating  to  Dr.  Rundle,  he  en- 
gaged with  great  zeal  againft  the  Bifhop ;  and  wrote  a  poem,  called,  The  Progrefs  of  a  Divine,  in  which 
he  painted  the  character  of  a  profligate  prieft,  in  fuch  odious  colours,  as  drew  upon  him  the  refentment 
of  the  clergy.  The  Court  of  King's  Bench  was  moved  againll  him  for  obfcenity;  but  Lord  Chief 
Juftice  York  difmiffed  the  information,  with  encomiums  upon  the  purity  and  excellence  of  his  writings. 

He  once  intended  to  make  a  reparation  for  the  folly  or  injuflice  with  which  he  might  be  charged, 
by  writing  another  poem,  called,  TLe  Progrefs  of  a  Freetluikr ;  but  this  plan  was,  like  others,  formed, 
and  laid  afide. 

He  was  ftill  in  his  ufual  exigencies,  having  no  certain  fiipport  but  the  penfion  from  the  Qneen ; 
which,  when  he  received,  he  regularly  difsppeured,  and  Ijpent,  and  returned  to  his  acquaintance  ai 
pennylefs  as  before,, 
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His  friends  follcited  Sir  Robert  Wa'pole  in  his  favour,  with  fo  much  carneftnefs,  that  they  ob- 
tained apromife  of  the  next  place  that  fhould  become  vacant,  not  exceeding  aool.  a-year  ;  but,  no- 
thing-more  than  promifes  were  obtained  from  that  celebrated  ftatefman. 

Defpair  was  not,  however,  the  character  of  Savage ;  when  one  patronage  failed,  he  had  reco'irfe 
to  another.  The  Prince  of  Wales  had  very  liberally  rewarded  the  merit  of  Thomfon  and  Mallet ; 
and,  therefore,  he  refolved  to  addrofsto  him,  his  Poem  on  Public  Spirit^  with  regard  to  Public  Workt  ; 
but  he  received  no  reward  from  his  patron,  however  generous  on  other  occafions ;  a  difappointment 
which  he  never  mentioned  without  indignation. 

His  poverty  ftill  prefling,  he  lodged  as  much  by  accident  as  he  dined ;  for  he  generally  lived  by 
chance,  eating  only  when  he  was  invited  to  the  tables  of  his  acquaintance,  from  which  the  meanaefs 
of  his  drefs  often  excluded  him.  He  often  paffed  his  nights  in  thofe  mean  houfes  which  are  fet  open 
for  cafual  wanderers;  fometimes  in  cellars,  amidft  the  riot  and  filth  of  the  mod  profligate  of  the 
rabble ;  and  not  feldom  would  he  walk  the  {beets  till  he  was  weary,  and  then  lie  down,  in  fummcr, 
en  a  bulk,  and  in  winter,  among  the  afhes  of  a  glafs-houfe. 

His  neceffities  as  a  writer  for  bread,  brought  him  acquainted  with  Mr.  Cave,  the  editor  of  "  The 
Gentleman's  Magazine ;"  and  his  vifits  at  St.  John's  Gate,  naturally  brought  Dr.  Johnfon  and  him 
together. 

It  is  melancholy  to  reflect,  that  Dr.  Johnfon  and  Savage  have  fometimes  wandered  together  whole 
nights  in  the  ftrcets  for  want  of  a  lodging.  Yet,  in  thofe  fcer.cs  of  diftrefs,  it  is  probable  that 
Savage  mentioned  many  of  thofe  anecdotes,  with  which  Dr.  Johnfon  afterwards  enriched  the  life  of 
his  unfortunate  companion,  and  thofe  of  other  poets. 

His  diftreffes,  however  afflictive,  never  dejected  him  :  In  his  loweft  (late  he  wanted  not  fpirit 
to  affert  the  natural  dignity  of  wit,  and  to  reprefs,  with  contempt,  the  infolence  which  the  fupsri- 
ority  of  fortune  incited;  of  which  Dr.  Johnfon  records  an  inftance,  in  his  refufing  to  wait  upon  one 
of  his  friends,  when  he  was  without  meat,  lodging,  or  clothes,  only  becaufc  the  meffage  fignified 
that  he  defired  to  fee  him  about  nine  in  the  morning. 

It  was  one  of  his  favourite  amufements  to  form  fchemes  for  publishing  his  works  by  fubfcnptinn  ; 
for  which,  at  length,  he  printed  propofals;  and  as  they  grew  obfolcte,  new  ones  were  printed 
with  frcfhcr  dates ;  but  the  money  which  his  fubfcriptions  afforded  him,  was  not  lefs  volatile  than 
that  which  he  received  from  his  other  fchemes. 

The  death  of  the  Queen,  in  1 738,  deprived  him  of  all  hopes  at  Court :  hispenfion  was  difcontinu- 
ed;  and  he  was  now  abandoned  again  to  fortune. 

On  the  return  of  the  Queen's  birth-day  next  year,  he  addreffed  to  his  Majefty,  A  Poem,  facred  to 
ile  memory  of  the  late  £>uetnt  which  may  be  juftly  ranked  among  the  beft  piece*  which  the  death  of 
princes  has  produced.  He  expected  by  this  addrefs  to  recover  his  pcnfion,  and  demanded  of  Sir 
Robert  Walpole  to  h?.ve  it  reftored,  with  a  degree  of  roughncfs,  which,  perhaps,  determined  him  to 
withdraw  what  had  been  only  delayed. 

His  diftrcfs  was  now  publicly  known  ;  and  a  fchcme  was  at  length  concerted  for  procuring  him  a 
permanent  relief.  It  was  propofed  that  he  fhould  retire  to  Wales,  and  receive  an  allowance  of 
fifty  pounds  a-year,  to  be  raifed  by  fubfcription,  on  which  he  was  to  live  privately  in  a  cheap  place, 
without  afpiring  any  more  to  affluence,  or  having  any  farther  care  of  reputation.  Pope  fubfcribed 
twenty  pounds. 

This  offer  he  feemed  gladly  to  accept;  but  his  intentions  were  only  to  deceive  his  friends,  by  re- 
tiring for  a  while  to  write  another  tragedy  on  the  ftory  of  Sir  llamas  Overbury^  and  then  to  return 
with  h  to  London,  to  bring  it  upon  the  ftage. 

He  left  London  in  the  Briftol  ftage-coach,  in  July  1739,  having  taken  leave  of  his  friends  with 
great  tendernefs,  and  parted  from  Dr.  Johnfon  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

After  fome  flay  at  Briftol,  where  he  was  treated  with  a  regard  that  highly  gratified  his  vanity, 
he  proceeded  to  Swanfea,  the  place  originally  propofed  for  hii  refidence,  where  he  lived  about  a 
year,  very  much  diffatisfied  with  the  diminution  of  his  falary ;  for  he  had  in  his  letters  treated  hia 
contributors  fo  infolently,  that  moft  of  them  withdrew  their  fubfcription. 

At  this  place  he  became  acquainted  with  Mr.  Powell,  and  Mrs.  Jones,  whom  he  has  celebrated 
in  his  poems ;  and  completed  his  tragedy,  with  which  he  refolved  to  return  to  London.  Pope  op- 
pofed  his  return,  and  advifed  him  to  put  his  play  into  the  hands  of  Thomfou  and  Mallet,  that  they 
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might  fit  it  for  the  ftage,  and  receive  the  profits  on  his  account.  This  propofal  he  rejected  with  the 
utmofl  contempt ;  and  foon  after  returned  to  Briftol,  on  his  way  to  London  :  but,  meeting  with  a 
repetition  of  the  fame  kind  treatment  he  had  before  found  there,  he  was  tempted  to  ftay,  till  he 
tired  out  the  generofity  of  his  friends  ;  and  his  irregular  behaviour  grew  troublefome.  Biftrefs  ftole 
upon  him  by  imperceptible  degrees.  To  complete  his  mifery,  on  the  loth  of  January  1741-3,  he 
was  arrefted  for  a  debt  of  about  eight  pounds,  which  he  owed  at  a  coffeehoufe  ;  and  conducted  to 
the  houfe  of  a  fheriff's  officer,  where  he  remained  for  fome  time  "  at  an  immenfe  expence,"  in  hopes 
of  procuring  bail ;  and,  at  length,  was  removed  to  Newgate. 

The  experfce  of  living  at  the  officer's  houfe  he  was  enabled  to  fupport,  by  the  generofity  of  Mr. 
Nafh  at  Bath,  who,  upon  hearing  of  his  misfortune,  fent  him  five  guineas. 

He  was  treated  by  Mr.  Dagge,  the  keeper  of  the  prifon,  with'great  humanity ;  was  fupported 
by  him  at  his  own  table,  had  a  room  to  himfelf,  was  allowed  to  ftand  at  the  door  of  the  prifon,  and 
fometimes  taken  out  into  the  fields. 

He  employed  himfelf  in  this  hofpitable  prifon,  in  writing  a  fatirical  poem,  called  London  and  Brlf- 
tol  Delineated;  which  he  left  unfinifhed. 

When  he  had  been  about  fix  months  in  prifon,  he  received  a  letter  from  Pope,  who  yet  con- 
tinued to  remit  him  his  fubfcription,  containing  a  charge  of  very  atrocious  ingratitude,  founded  on  a 
complaint  which  he  was  fuppofed  to  have  made  to  Henley.  He  returned  a  very  folemn  proteftation 
of  his  innocence  ;  but,  however,  appeared  much  difturbed  at  the  accufation. 

In  a  few  days  after,  he  was  feized  with  a  diforder,  which  at  firft  was  not  fufpe&ed  to  be  danger- 
ous; but  growing  daily  more  languid  and  dejected,  at  laft  a  fever  feized  his  fpirits,  and  he  expired 
on  the  ift  of  Auguft  1743,  in  the  46th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  the  church-yard  of  St. 
Peter,  at  the  expence  of  the  keeper. 

Thus  lived,  and  thus  died  this  unfortunate  poet ;  leaving  behind  him  an  example  of  the  moft  re* 
markable  combination  of  virtues  and  vices,  weakneiTes  and  abilities,  that  is  to  be  found  in  the  records 
of  biography. 

The  infelicity  of  his  fate  has  been  a  frequent  fubjedl  of  lamentation  with  fucceeding  poets ;  and 
very  lately  by  William  Prefton,  Efq.,  an  eminent  poet  of  a  neighbouring  kingdom,  in  an  elegant 
and  pathetic  '*  Epiflle  to  a  Young  Gentleman,  on  his  having  addicted  himfelf  to  the  ftudy  of  Poetry.'* 

He,  too,  that  gloried  in  a  Bajlard*s  name, 

The  patient  pupil  of  reproach  and  fhame — 

Nor  lather's  fmile,  nor  mother's  tender  tears, 

Cheer'd  the  fad  cradle  of  his  tender  years  ! 

Lo  !  time  for  him  prepares  the  fcorns  and  whips, 

And  fteeps  in  poverty  beyond  the  lips — 

Oh  Savage  !  doubly  born  of  noble  kind, 

And  tenfold  noble  in  th'  exalted  mind  : 

Want,  fear,  and  calumny,  for  thee  combin'd, 

And  blood  oppreflive  clings  around  thy  mind  : 

Oft  to  themfelves  their  pangs  the  wretched  owe, 

But  Savage  !  thine  from  crimes  of  others  flow. 

What  demons  fteel  a  fhamelefs  woman's  breaft  I 

Maternal  fury,  wilt  thou  never  reft  ? 

With  vileft  falfehoods,  every  fiend-like  art, 

The  human  harpy  rends  his  bleeding  heart. 

Unwearied  hate  the  curfe  of  being  gave, 

Purfued  through  life,  and  funk  him  to  the  grave. 

Oh,  Savage  !  curs'd  with  elegant  defires, 

Th'  ennobled  nature,  the  poetic  fires ; 

Thy  roving  wifties  fpread  th'  unwearied  wing, 

Their  fad  returns  of  mifery  to  bring. 

No  peaceful  olive  proves  their  wand'rings  paft  ; 

But  noxious  herbs  and  fruits  of  bitter  tafte. 

In  dreary  profpedl,  dire  exiftence  lies 

Where  crowding  ibrrows,  woes  on  woes  arife ; 

The  murder'd  hopes,  departed  faith  of  friends  ; 

And  mildeft  death,  the  long  perfpective  ends. 

Alas  \  what  joy  thy  parting  mument  fmooth'd, 

By  Pope  embitter'd,  by  a  jailor  footh'd. 

Strange  comforter'   he  cheer'd  thy  prifon's  gloom, 

He  gave  thy  relics  to  the  decent  tomb." 


to*  tHfc  LIFE   OF   SAVAGE 

Savage  was  of  a  middle  {fature,  of  a  thin  habit  of  body,  a  long  vifagc,  coaffe  features,  and 
lancholy  afpeA,  of  a  grave  and  manly  deportment,  a  folcmn  dignity  of  mien,  but  which,  upuna: 
nearer  acquaintance,  foftened  into  an  engaging  eafmefs  of  manners.  His  walk  was  flow,  and  his  voice ', 
tremulous  and  mournful.  He  vyas  eafily  excited  to  fmilcs,  but  very  feldom  provoked  to  laughter. 

Of  his  character,  the  moft  ftriking  peculiarities  have  been  difplayed  in  the  relation  of  his  life. 
He  was  undoubtedly  a  man  of  excellent  parts  ;  and  had  he  received  the  advantages  of  a  liberal  edu- 
cation, and  had  his  natural  talents  been  cultivated  to  the  beft  advantage,  he  might  have  made  a  re- 
fpectable  figure  in  life.  He  was  happy  in  an  agreeable  temper,  and  a  lively  flow  of  wit,  which 
made  his  company  much  coveted:  nor  was  his  judgment  both  of  writings  and  of  men  inferior  to 
his  wit ;  but  fee  was  too  much  a  flave  to  his  paflions,  and  his  paflions  were  too  eafily  excited. 

He  was  warm  in  his  friendfhips,  but  implacable  in  his  enmity;  and  his  greateft  fault,  which  is 
indeed  the  greateft  of  all  faults,  was  ingratitude.  Vanity,  the  moft  innocent  fpecies  of  pride,  wsw 
moft  frequently  predominant  ;  and  his  veracity  was  often  queftioned,  and  not  without  reafon. 

His  poetical  works,  difperfed  in  magazines  and  fugitive  publications,  were  collected  and  publift- 
ed  by  T.Evans,  bookfeller,  in  a  vols.,  8vo,  1771.  His  fecond  tragedy,  on  the  fubject  of  the  firft,. 
was  found  among  Mr.  Cave's  papers,  many  years  after  his  death,  and  fitted  for  the  ftage  by  Mr. 
William  Woodfall,  with  the  affiftance  of  Mr.  Garrick  and  Mr.  Culman,  and  exhibited  at  Co* 
vent-garden,  in  1777,  with  applaufe. 

As  a  poet,  the  compofitions  of  Savage  amply  eftablifh  his  fame.  The  Wanderer,  the  greateft  effort 
cf  his  poetical  genius,  is  a  work  of  uncommon  merit.     It  abounds  with  ftrong  reprefentations  of  j 
nature,  and  juft  obfervations  upon  life.     Moft  of  the  pictures  have  an  evident  tendency  to  illuftratei 
his  firft  great  pofition,  "  That  good  is  the  confequence  of  evil,"  which  verges  towards  the  latitudi-i 
narianifm  of  Mandeville.     The  terrific  portrait  of  Suicide  deferves  particular  commendation.     It  has 
been  objected  to  The  Wanderer,  with  fome  degree  of  juftice,  that  the  difpofition  of  the  parts  is  irre- 
gular;  that  the  defign  isobfcure,  and  the  plan  perplexed;  that  the  images,  however  beautiful,  fuc- 
ceed  each  other  without  order  ;  and  that  the  whole  performance  is  not  io  much  a  regular  fabric,  as  i 
a  heap  of  fhining  materials  thrown  together  by  accident,  which  ftrike  rather  with  the  folemn  mag, 
uificence  of  a  ftupenduous  ruin,  than  the  elegant  grandeur  of  a  finiflied  pile. 

The  Eqfard  is  a  vigorous  and  fpiritcd  performance  :    The  vivacious  fallies  of  thought  in  the  be- 
ginning, when  he  makes  a  pompous  enumeration  of  the  imaginary  advantages  of  bafe  birth,  and  • 
the  pathetic  fcntiments  at  the  end,  where  he  recounts  the  real  calamities  which  he  fuffered  by  the 
crime  of  his  parents,  are  chiefly  remarkable. 

The  poem  of  Public  Spirit  is  not  fo  diligently  laboured,  nor  fo  fuccefsfully  finifhed  as  The  Wanderer* 
The  plan  is  very  extenfive,  and  comprifes  a  multitude  of  topics;  but  he  p  sTes  negligently  over  many  \ 
public  works,  which  deserved  to  be  more  elaborately  treated. 

The  fettlement  of  colonies  in  uninhabited  countries,  is  recommended  with  all  the  ornaments  of 
verfe,  and  all  the  tendernefs  of  humanity  and  benevolence.  He  aflerts  the  natural  equality  of  man- 
kind, and  endeavours  to  fupprefs  that  pride  which  inclines  men  to  fuppofe,  that  right  is  the  con- 
fequence of  power. 

Tbe  Triumph  of  Mirth  and  Health,  is  remarkable  not  only  for  the  gaiety  of  the  ideas,  and  the  me- 
lody of  the  numbers,  but  for  the  agreeable  fiction  upon  which  it  is  formed.  Among  his  fmaller 
pieces,  The  Employment  of  Beauty,  Tbe  Friend,  Tbe  Genius  of  Liberty,  Valentine"  t  Day,  and  the  Poemficred 
to  the  memory  cf  her  late  Majefy,  dcferve  particular  commendation. 

"  As  an  author,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  if  one  piece,  which  he  had  refolved  to  fupprefs,  be  excepted, 
Savage  has  very  little  to  fear  from  the  ftricteft  moral  or  religious  cenfure.  And  though  he  may 
not  be  altogether  fecure  againft  the  objections  of  the  critic,  it  muft  however  be  acknowledged, 
that  his  works  are  the  production  of  a  genius  truly  poetical,  and  what  many  writers,  who  have 
been  more  laviftily  applauded,  cannot  boaft,  that  they  have  an  original  air,  which  has  no  re- 
femblance  of  any  foregoing  writer ;  that  the  verification  and  fentiments  have  a  caft  peculiar 
to  themfelves,  which  no  man  can  imitate  with  fuccefs ;  becaufe,  what  was  nature  in  Savage, 
would  be  in  another  affectation.  It  muft  be  confefiVd  that  his  descriptions  are  ftriking-,  his 
images  animated,  his  fictions  truly  imagined,  and  his  allegories  artfully  purfued;  that  his  diction 
is  elevated,  though  fometimes  forced  ;  and  his  numbers  fonorous  and  majeftice,  though  frequently 
fluggifh  and  encumbered.  Of  his  ftyle,  the  general  fault  is  harfhnefs,  and  its  general  excellence  is 
dignity  :  of  his  fentiaicpw,  the  prevailing  beauty  is  Cmplidty,  and  uniformity  the  prevailing  J 


POEMS     OF    SAFAGE. 


THE    WANDERER:    A    VISION, 

IN     FIVE     CANTOS. 

"  Nalla  mali  nova  mi  fades  inopinave  furgit." 

VlRC. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

JOHN  LORD  VISCOUNT  TYRCONNEL, 

I  BARON   CHARLEVILLE,  AND   LORD  BROWNLOWE, 
KNIGHT  OF  THE  BATH. 


I  IJEART  of  this  poem  had  the  honour  of  your  Lord- 

Ihip's  perufal  when  in  manufcript ;  and  it  was  no 

I  fmall  pride  to  me,  when  it  met  with  approbation 

i  from  fo  diftinguifhing  a  judge  :    fhould  the  reft 

find  the  like  indulgence,  I  lhall  have  no  occafion 

((whatever  its  fuccefs  may  be  in  the  world)  to  re- 

[pent  the  labour  it  has  coft  me— But  my  intention 

•  is  not  to  purfue  a  difcourfe  on  my  own  perform- 
jcnce  ;  no,  my  Lord,  it  is  to  embrace  this  oppor- 
itunity  of  throwing  out  fentiments  that  relate   to 

your  Lordihip's  goodnefs,  the  generofity  of  which, 
(give  me  leave  to  fay,  I  have  greatly  experienced. 
I  offer  it  not  as  a  new  remark,  that  dependance 

on  the  great,  informer  times,  generally  terminated 
iin  difappointment ;  nay,  even  their  bounty  (if  it 

could  be  called  fuch)  was,  in  its  very  nature,  un- 
|  generous.  It  was,  perhaps,  with-held,  through  an 
[indolent  or  wilful  negledl,  till  thofe  who  lingered 
I  in  the  want  of  it,  grew  almoft  paft  the  fenfe  of 
j  comfort.  At  length  it  came,  too  often,  in  a  man- 
!ner  that  half  cancelled  the  obligation,  and,  per- 
j  chance,  mud  have  been  acquired  too  by  fome  pre- 
j  vious  a&  of  guilt  in  the  receiver,  the  confcquence 

•  of  which  was  remorfe  and  infamy. 

But  that  I  live,  my  Lord,  is  a  proof  that  de- 

<  pendance  on  your  Lordfhip,  and  the  prefent  mi- 

|  niftry,  is  an  affurance  of  fuccefs.     I  am  perfuaded, 

iftrefs,  in  many  other  inftances,  affe&s  your  foul 

I  <j?mh  a  companion,  that  always  Ihows  itfelf  in  a 


manner  moft  humane  and  a&ive ;  that  to  forgive 
injuries,  and  confer  benefits,  is  your  delight;  and 
that  to  deferve  your  friendfhip  is  to  deferve  the 
countenance  of  the  heft  of  men.  To  be  admitted 
into  the  honour  of  your  Lordfhip's  conversion 
(permit  me  to  fpeak  but  juftice)  is  to  be  elegantly 
introduced  into  the  moft  inftru&ive,  as  well  as  en- 
tertaining,  parts  of  literature ;  it  is  to  be  furnifiied 
with  the  fineft  obfervations  upon  human  nature, 
and  to  receive,  from  the  moft  unaffuming,  fweet, 
and  winning  candour,  the  worthieft  and  moft  po- 
lite maxims — fuch  as  are  always  enforced  by  the 
actions  of  your  own  life.  I  could  alfo  take  notice 
of  your  many  public-fpirited  fervices  to  your  coun- 
try in  Parliament,  and  your  conftant  attachment 
to  liberty,  and  the  royal,  illuftrious  houfe  of  our 
moft  gracious  fovereign ;  but,  my  Lord,  believe  me, 
your  own  deeds  are  the  nobleft  and  fitteft  orators 
to  fpeak  your  praife,  and  will  elevate  it  far  beyond 
the  power  of  a  much  abler  writer  than  I  am. 

I  will  therefore  turn  my  view  from  your  Lord- 
fhip's virtues  to  the  kind  influence  of  them,  which 
has  been  fo  lately  fhed  upon  me ;  and  then,  if  my 
future  morals  and  writings  fhall  gain  any  appro- 
bation from  men  of  parts  and  probity,  I  muft  ac- 
knowledge all  to  be  the  product  of  your  Lord- 
fhip's goodnefs  to  me.  I  muft,  in  fine,  fay  with 
Horace, 

"  Quod  fpiro,  et  placeo,  (et  placeo)  tuum  eft.'* 
I  am,  with  the  higheft  gratitude  and  adoration, 

MY   LORD, 

Your  Lordfhip's  moft  dutiful 
and  devoted  fervant, 

RICHARD  SAVAGE* 


THE    WORKS    OF     SAVAGE. 


CANTO    I. 

FAIN  would  my  verfe,  Tyrconnel,  boaft  thy  name, 
Brownlowe,  at  once  my  fubje6t  and  my  fame  ! 
Oh .!  could  that  fpirit,  which  thy  bofom  warms, 
Whofe  ftrength   furprifes,   and   whofe   goodnefs 

charms ! 

That  various  worth  '.  could  that  infpire  my  lays, 
Envy  fhould  fmile,  and  cenfure  learn  to  praile  : 
Yet  though  unequal  to  a  foul  like  thine, 
A  generous  foul,  approaching  to  divine, 
"When  blefs'd  beneath  fuch  patronage  I  write, 
Great  my  attempt,  though  hazardous  my  flight. 

O'er  ample  nature  I  extend  my  views; 
Nature  to  rural  fcenes  invites  the  mufe  : 
She  flies  all  public  care,  all  venal  ftrife, 
To  try  the  flill,  compar'd  with  active  life  ; 
To  prove,  by  thefe  the  fons  of  men  may  owe 
The  fruits  of  blifs  to  burfling  clouds  of  woe  ; 
That  cv'n  calamity,  by  thought  refin'd, 
Infpirita  and  adorns  the  thinking  mind. 

Come,  contemplation,  whofe  unbounded  gaze, 
Swifc  in  a  glance,  the  courfe  of  things  furvcys; 
Who  in  thyfelf  the  various  view  canft.  find 
Of  fea,  land,  air,  and  heaven,  and  human-kind; 
"What  tides  of  paffion  in  the  bofom  roll ; 
What  thoughts  debafe,  and  what  exalt  the  foul, 
Whofe  pencil  paints,  obfcquious  to  thy  will, 
All  thou  furvey'ft,  \vith  a  creative  fkill ! 
Oh,  leave  awhile  thy  lov'd,  fcquefter'd  fhade  ! 
Awhile  in  wintery  wilds  vouchfafe  thy  aid  1 
Then  waft  me  to  fome  olive,  bowery  green, 
Where,   cloth'd  in  white,  thou  fhow'ft  a  mind 

ferene ; 

Where  kind  content  from  noife  and  court  retires, 
And  fmiling  fits,  while  roufcs  tune  their  lyres : 
Where  zephyrs  gently  breathe,  while  fleep  profound 
To  their  foft  fanning  nods,  with  poppies  crown'd  ; 
Sleep,  on  a  treafure  of  bright  dreams  reclines, 
By  thee  bcftow'd ;  whence  fancy  colour'd  fliincs, 
And  flutters  round  his  brow  a  hovering  flight, 
Varying  her  plumes  in  vifionary  light. 

Though  folar  fires  now  faint  and  watery  burn, 
Juft  where  with  ice  Aquarius  frets  his  urn  ! 
If  thaw'd  forth  iffue,  from  its  mouth  feverc, 
Ravr  clouds,  that  faddcn  all  th'  inverted  year. 

When  froft  and  fire  with  martial  powers  en- 
gag'*^ 

Froft,  northward  fled  the  war,  unequal  wag'd  ! 
Beneath  the  pole  his  legions  urg'd  their  flight, 
And  gain'd  a  cave  profound  and  wide  as  night, 
O'er  chcerlcfs  fcenes  by  devolution  own'd, 
High  on  an  Alp  of  ice  he  fits  enthron'd  ! 
One  clay-cold  hand,  his  cryftal  beard  fuftains, 
And  fcepterM  one,  o'er  wind  and  tcmpeft  reigns ; 
O'er  ftony  magazines  of  hail,  that  ilorm 
The  bloffom'd  fruit,  and  flowery  fpring  deform. 
His  languid  eyes  like  frozen  lakes  appear, 
Dim  gleaming  all  the  light  that  wanders  here. 
His  robe  fnow-wrought,  and  hoar'd  with  age  ; 

his  breath 
|    A  nitrous  damp,  that  ftrikes  petrific  death. 

Far  hence  lies,  ever-frecz'd,  the  northern  main, 
That  checks,  and  renders  navigation  vain, 


gun! 


That,  fhut  agaitift  the  fun's  diffolving  ray, 
Scatters  the  trembling  tides  of  vanquifh'ii  da 
And  ftretching  caftward  half  the  world  fccu 
Defies  difcovery,and  like  time  endures  ! 

Now  froft  fent  boreal  blafb  to  fcourge  the 
To  bind  the  ftreams,  and  leave  the  landtcape 
"Yet  when,  far  weft,  his  violence  declines,     [fines; 
Though  here  the  brook,  or  lake,  his  power  con- 
To  rocky  pools,  to  cataracts  are  unknown 
His  chains  !— to  rivers,  rapid  like  the  Rhone! 

The  falling  moon  caft,  cold,  a  quivering  light, 
Juft  filver'd  o'er  the  fnow,  and  funk  !-— pale  nijjht 
Rttir'd.     The  dawn  in  light-gray  mifts  arc/fe! 
Shrill  chants  the  cock  !-'-the  hungry  heifer  lows! 
Slow  Mufh  yon  breaking  clouds ;— the  fun's  up- 

roll'd  ! 

Th'  expaufive  gray  turns  azure,  chas'd  with  gold; 
White-glittering  ice,chang'd  like  the  topiz,yltams, 
Reflecting  faffron  luftrc  from  his  beams. 

O  contemplation,  teach  me  to  explore, 
From  Britain  far  remote,  fome  diftant  fhore ! 
From  fleep  a  dream  diftind  and  lively  claim ; 
Clear  let  the  vifion  ftrikc  the  moral's  aim  ! 
It  comes!  I  feel  it  o'er  my  foul  ferene  ! 
Still  morn  begins,  and  froft  retains  the  fcene  ! 

Hark! — the  loud  horn's  enlivening  note's  be 
From  rock  to  vale  fweet-wandering  echoe^^  run  ! 
Still  floats  the  found  fhrill-winding  from  afar  1 
Wild  beads  adonifh'd  dread  the  fylvan  war  ! 
Spears  to  the  fun  in  files  embattled  play, 
March  on,  charge  brifkly,  and  enjoy  the  fray  ! 

Swans,  ducks,  and  geeie,  and  the  wing'd  winter- 
brood, 

Chatter  difcordant  on  yon  echoing  flood  ! 
At  Babel  thus,  when  heaven  the  tongue  confounds, 
Sudden  a  thoufand  different  jargon-founds, 
.Like  jangling  bells,  harfh  mingling  grate  the  ear! 
All  flare  !  all  talk  !  all  mean;  but  none  cohere  ! 
Mark  !  wiley  fowlers  meditate  their  doom, 
And  fmoky  fate  fpceds  thundering  through  the 

gloom ! 

Stop'd  fhort,  they  ceafe  in  airy  rings  fo  fly, 
Whirl  o'er  and  o'er,  and,  flattering,  fall  and  die. 

Still  fancy  wafts  me  on  !  dcceiv'd  I  ftand, 
Eftrang'd,  adventurous  on  a  foreign  land  ! 
Wide  and  more  wide  extends  the  fcene  unknown  T 
Where  fhall  I  turn,  a  WANDERER,  and  alone  ? 

from  hilly  wilds,  and  deeps  where  fnows  re- 
main, 

My  winding  fteps  up  a  fteep  mountain  ftrain ! 
*  flLmrners'dji-top,  I  mark,  the  hills  fubfide, 
And  towers  afpire,  but  with  inferior  pride  ! 
On    this   bleak    height    tall   firs,    with   ice-work 

crown'd, 

B-'nd,  while  their  flacky  winter  (hades  the  ground ! 
Hoarfe,  and  direct,  a  bluftering  north-wind  blows ! 
On  boughs,  thick  ruftlin^,  crack  the  crifped  fnows ! 
Tangles  of  froft  half-fright  the  wilder'd  eye, 
By  heat  oft-blacken'd  like  a  lowering  iky  ! 
Hence  down  tha  fide  two  turbid  rivulets  pour, 
And  devious  two,  in  one  huge  cataradl  roar ! 
While  pleas'd  the  watery  progrefs  I  purfue, 
Yon  rocks  in  rough  aiTemMage  rufh  in  view  I 
in  form  an  amphitheatre  they  rife  ; 
And  a  thrk  gulf  in  their  broad  centre  lies, 
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There  the  dim*d  fight  with  dizzy  weaknefs  fails, 
And  horror  o'er  the  firmed  brain  prevails ! 
Thither  thefe  mountain -dreams  their  pafTage  take, 
Headlong  foam  down,  and  form  a  dreadful  lakel 
The  lake,  high-fwelliug,  fo  redundant  grows, 
From  the  hcap'd  (lore  deriv'd,  a  river  flows; 
Which,  deepening,  travels  through  a  cHftant  wood, 
Aud  thence  emerging,  meets  a  lifter-flood  ; 
Mingled  they  flafh  on  a  wide-opening  plain, 
And  pafs  yon  city  to  the  far-feen  main. 

So  blend  two  fouls  by  heaven  for  union  made, 
And  ftrengthening  forward,  lend  a  mutual  aid, 
And  prove  in  every  tranfient  turn  their  aim, 
Through  finite  1'fe  to  infinite  the  fame. 

Nor  ends  the  landfcape — ocean,  to  my  fight, 
Points  a  blue  arm,  where  failing  fhips  delight, 
jn  profpect  leffen'ci ! — Now  new  rocks,    rear'd 

high, 

Stretch  a  crofs-ridge,  and  bar  the  curious  eye; 
There  lies  obfcur'd  the  ripening  diamond's  ray, 
And  thence  red-branching  coral's  rent  away. 
In  conic  form  there  gelid  cryftal  grows ; 
Through  fuch  the  palace-lamp,  gay  luftre  throws  I 
Luftre,  which,  through  dim  night,  as  various  plays, 
As  play  from  yonder  fnows  the  changeful  rays  1 
For  nobler  ufe  the  cryftaPs  worth  may  rife, 
If  tubes  perfpedlivc  hem  the  fpotlefs  prize  ; 
Through  thefe  the  beams  of  the  far-lengthen'd  eye 
Meafure  known  ftars,  and  new  remoter  fpy. 
Hence  commerce  many  a  fhorten'd  voyage  (leers, 
Shorten'd  to  months,  the  hazard  once  of  years; 
Hence  Hallcy's  foul  etherial  flight  efiays  ; 
Inftrudive  there  from  orb  to  orb  fhe  ftrays ; 
Sees,  round  new  countlefs  funs,  nevr  fyflems  roll! 
Sees  God  in  all !  and  magnifies  the  whole  ! 
Yon  rocky  fide  enrich'd  the  fummer  fccne, 
And  peafants  fearch  for  herbs  of  healthful  green ; 
Now  naked,  pale,  and  camfortlefs  it  lies, 
Like  youth  extended  cold  in  death's  difguife. 
There,  while  without  the  founding  tempeft  fwells, 
Incav'd  fecure  th'  exulting  eagle  dwells; 
And  there,  when  nature  owns  prolific  fpring, 
Spreads  o'er  her  young  a  fondling  mother's  wing. 
Swains  on  the  coaft  the  far-fam'd  fiih  defcry, 
That  gives  the  fleecy  robe  the  Tyrian  dye ; 
While  fliells,  a  fcatter'd  ornament  beftow, 
The  tin&ur'd  rivals  of  the  fhowery  bow. 
Yon  limeleis  fands,  loofe-driving  with  the  wind, 
In  future  cauidrons  ufcful  texture  find, 
Till,  on  the  furnace  thrown,  the  glowing  mafs 
Brightens,  and  brightening  hardens  into  glafs. 
When  winter  halcyons,  flickering  on  the  wave, 
Tune  their  complaints,  yon  fea  forgets  to  rave  ; 
Though  lafh'd  by  itorms,  which  naval  pride  o'er- 

turn, 

The  foaming  deep  in  fparkles  feems  to  burn, 
.Loud  winds  turn  zephyrs  to  enlarge  their  notes, 
Ar.d  each  ia'e  neft  on  a  calm  furface  floats. 

Now  veers  the  wind  full  caffc ;  and  keen,  and 

fore, 

Its  cutting  influence  aches  in  every  pore  ! 
How  weuk  thy  fabric,  man  ! — A  puiF,  thus  blown, 
Staggers  thy  ftrength,  and  echoes  to  thy  groan.' 
A  tooth's  minuteft  nerve  let  anguifh  feize, 
Swift  kindred  fibres  catch !  (fo  ft  ail  our  cafe  !) 
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Pinch'd,  pierc'd,    and  torn,  cnflam'd,   and  unaf- 
fwag'd,  [rag'd! 

They  fmart,  and  fwell,  and  throb,  and  fhoot  en- 
From  nerve  to  nerve  fierce  flies  th'  exulting  pain  ! 
— And  are  we  of  this  mighty  fabric  vain  .'[glides! 
Now  my  blood  chills!  fcarce  through  my  veins  it 
Sure  on  each  blaft  a  Ihivering  ague  rides  1 
Warn'd  let  me  this  bleak  eminence  forfake, 
And  to  the  vale  a  different  winding  take ! 

Half  I  defcend  :  my  fpirits  faft  decay  ; 
A  terrace  now  relieves  my  weary  way. 
Clofe  with  this  ftage  a  precipice  combines; 
Whence  (till  the  fpacious  country  far  declines  I 
The  herds  teem  infects  in  the  diflant  glades, 
And  men  diminilh'd,  as,  at  noon,  their  {hades! 
Thick  on  this  top,  o'ergrovvn  for  walks,  are  feeo 
Gray  leaflefs  wood,  and  winter-greens  between  I 
The  reddening  berry,  deep-ting'd  holly  fhows, 
And  matted  mifletoe,  the  white,  beftows ! 
Though  left  the  banquet  of  autumnal  fruits, 
Though  on  broad  oaks  no  vernal  umbrage  fhoots! 
Thefe  boughs,  the  filenc'd  ftuveringfongfters  fcek! 
Thefe  foodful  berries  fill  the  hungry  beak. 

Beneath  appears  a  place,  all  outward  bare, 
Inward  the  dreary  manfion  of  defpair  ! 
The  water  of  the  mountain -road,  half  ftray'd, 
Breaks  o'er  it  wild,  and  falls  a  brown  cafcade. 
Has  nature  this  rough,  naked  piece  defign'd, 
To  hold  inhabitants  of  mortal  kind  ? 
She  has.    Approach'd,  appears  a  deep  defcent, 
Which  opens  in  a  rock  a  large  extent  ! 
And  hark  ! — its  hollow  entrance  reach'd,  I  hear 
A  trampling  found  of  footiieps  haftening  near! 
A  death-like  chillnefs  thwarts  my  panting  breaft  : 
Soft !  the  wifh'd  object  (lands  at  length  conftls'd  ! 
Of  youth  his  form  : — But  why  with  anguifh  bent  ? 
Why  pin'd  with  fallow  marks  of  difcontent  ? 
Yet  patience,  labouring  to  beguile  his  care, 
Seems  to  raife  hope,  and  fmiles  away  defpair. 
Compafiion,  in  his  eye,  furveys  my  grief, 
And  in  his  voice  invites  me  to  relief. 
Preventive  of  thy  call,  behold  my  hafte, 
(He  fays)  nor  let  warm  thanks  thy  fpirits  wafte  1 

All  fear  forget. Each  portal  I  poffefs, 

Duty  wide-opens  to  receive  diftrefs. 
Oblig'd,  I  follow,  by  his  guidance  led  ; 
The  vaulted  roof  re-echoing  to  our  tread! 
And  now,  in  fquar'd  divifions,  I  furvey 
Chambers  fequefter'd  from  the  glare  of  day  ; 
Yet  needful  lights  arc  taught  to  intervene, 
Through  rifts ;  each  forming  a  perfpective  fccne. 

In  front  a  parlour  meets  my  entering  view ; 
Oppos'd,  a  room  to  fweet  refection  due. 
Here  my  chill'd  veins  are  warm'd  by  chippy  fires, 
Through  the  bor'd  rock  above,  the  fmoke  cxpiresj 
Neat,  o'er  a  homely  board,  a  napkin's  fpread, 
Crown 'd  with  a  heapy  canifter  of  bread. 
A  maple  cup  is  next  difpatch'd  to  bring 
The  comfort  of  the  falutary  fpring  : 
Nor  mourn  we  abfent  blefiings  of  the  vine, 
Here  laughs  a  frugal  bowl  of  rofy  wine; 
And  favoury  cates,  upon  clear  embers  caft, 
Lie  hiding,  till  fnatch'd  oft;   a  rich  repafh  ! 
Soon  leap  my  fpirits  with  enliver/d  power, 
And  in  gay  converfe  glides  the-feaitful  hour. 
4 
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The  hermit,  thus  :  Thou  wonder'ft  at  thy  fare  : 
On  me,  yon  city,  kind,  beftows  her  care  : 
Meat  for  keen  famine,  and  the  generous  juice, 
That  warms  chill'd  life,  her  charities  produce  : 
Accept  without  reward  ;  unafk'd  'twas  mine ; 
Here  what  thy  health  requires,  as  free  be  thine. 
Hence  learn  that  God,  (who,  in  the  time  of  need 
In  frozen  defertscan  the  raven  feed) 
"Well-fought,  will  delegate  fome  pitying  breaft, 
His  fecond  means,  to  fuccour  man  diftrefsM. 
He  paus'd.  Deep  thought  upon  his  afpedt  gloom'd 
Then  he,  with  fmile  humane,  his  voice  rc-fum'd. 
I'm'juft  inform'd,  (and  laugh  me  not  to  fcorn) 
By  one  unfeen  by  thee,  thou'rt  Englifh-born. 
Of  England  I— to  me  the  Eritifli  ftate 
Rifes,  in  dear  memorial,  ever  great ! 
Here  ftand  we  confcious : — Diffidence  fufpend  ! 
Free  flaw  our  words ! — Did  ne'er  thy  mufe  extend 
To  grots,  where  contemplation  fmiles  fercne, 
Where  angels  vifit,  and  where  joys  convene  ? 
To  groves,  where  more  than  mortal  voices  rife, 
Catch  the  rapt  foul,  and  waft  it  to  the  Ikies  ? 
This  cave  ! — Yon  walks  ! — But,  ere  I  more  unfold, 
What  artful  fcenes  thy  eyes  fhall  here  behold. 
Think  fubje&s  of  my  toil :  nor  wondering  gaze  ! 
What  cannot  induftry  completely  raife  ? 
Be  the  whole  earth  in  one  great  landfcape  found, 
By  induftry  is  all  with  beauty  crown'd  : 
He,  he  alone,  explores  the  mine  for  gain, 
Hews  the  hard  rock,  or  harrows  up  the  plain ; 
He   forms   the   fword  to  fmitc  ;   he  (heaths  ike 

ftcel, 
Draws  health  from  herbs,  and  (hows  the  balm  to 

heal; 

Or  with  loomM  wool  the  native  robe  Applies ; 
Qr  bids  young  plants  in  future  forefts  rife  ; 
Or  fells  the  monarch  oak,  which,  borne  away, 
Shall,  with  new  grace,  the.  diftant  ocean  fway; 
Hence  golden  commerce   views  her  wealth  ifl- 

creafe, 

The  blifsful  child  of  liberty  and  peace. 
He  fcoops  the  ftubborn  Alps,  and.ftill  employ'd, 
Fills,  with  foft  fertile  mould,  the  fteril  void  ; 
Slop'd  up  white    rocks,    fmall,    yellow  harvefts 

grow, 

And,  green  on  terrac'd  ftages,  vineyards  blow  ! 
By  him  fall  mountains  to  a,  level  fpace, 
An  ifthmus  finks,  and  funder'd  feas,  embrace  ! 
He  founds  a  city  on  the  naked  Ihore, 
And  defolation  ftarves  the  tracl:  no  more. 
From  the  wild  waves  he  won  the  Belgic  land  ; 
Where  wide  they  foam'd,  her  towns  and  traffics 

ftand; 

He  clear'd,  manur'd,  enlarg'd  the  furtive  ground, 
And  firms  the  conqueft  with  his  fenceful  mound. 
Ev'n  mid  the  watery  world  his  Venice  rofe, 
Each  fabric  there,  as  pleafure's  feat  he  (hows  ! 
There  marts,  fports,  councils,  are  for  action  fought, 
Landfcapes  for  health,  and  folitude  for  thought. 
What  wonder  then  I,  by  his  potent  aid, 
A  manfion  in  a  barren  mountain  made  ? 
Part  thou  haft  view'd ! — If  further  we  explore, 
Let  induftry  deferve  applaufe  the  more. 

No  frowning  care  yon  bleft  apartment  fees, 
There  fleep  retires,  aid  finds  a  couch  of  cafe. 
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Kind   dreams,   that   fly   remorfe,   and   pam 
wealth, 

There  (hed  the  fmiles  «f  innocence  and  health. 
Mark  — Here  defcends  a  grot,  delightful  feat ! 

Which  warms  ev'n  winter,  tempers  fummer 

See ! — Gurgling  from  a  rop.  a  fpring  diftills  ! 

In  mournful  meafures  wind  the  dripping  rills; 

Soft  coos  of  dilrant  doves,  n-ceiv'd  around, 

In  foothing  mixture,  fwell  the  watery  found  ; 

And  hence  the  ftreamlets  feek  the  terrace'  fti 

Wjthin,  without,  alike  to  all  convcy'd. 

Pafs  on — New  fceneg,  by  my  creative  power, 

Invite  reflection's  fweet  and  folemn  hour. 
We  enrlr'd,  where,  in  well-rang'd  order,  ft 

Th'  inftructive  volumes  of  the  wife  and  good. 

Fhefe  friends  (faid  he)  though  I  defert  man 
Good  angels  never  would  permit  behind. 
Each  genius,  youth  conceals,  or  time  difplays, 

I  know  ;  each  work  fome  feraph  here  conveys, 
Retirement  thusprefentsiny  fearchful  thought, 

What   heaven  infpir'd,  and  what   the.  mufe 

taught ; 

What  young  fatiric  and  fublime  has  writ, 
Whofe  life  is  virtue,  and  whofe  mule  is  wit. 
Rap'd  I  forefee  thy  Mallet's  *  early  aim 
Shine  in  full  worth,  and  ftioot  at  length  to  fame. 
Sweet  fancy's  bloom  in  Eenton'g  lay  appears, 
Arid  the  ripe  jud^menr  of  inftru&ive  years. 
In  Hill  is  all  that  generous  fouls  revere, 
To  virtue  and  the  mufe  for  ever  dear  : 
And  Th  mfon,  in  this  praife,  thy  merit  fee, 
The  tongue  that  praifcs  merit,  praifes  thee. 
Thefe  (corn  (faid  I)  the  verfe-wright  of 

age, 

Vain  of  a  labour'd,  languid,  ufelcfs  page  ; 
To  whofe  dim  faculty  the  meaning  fong 
Is  glaring,  or  obfcure,  when  clear,  and  ftrong; 
Who,  in  cant  phrafes,  gives  a  work  clifgrace ; 
His  wit,  and  oddnefc  of  his  tone  and  face ; 
Let  the  weak  malice,  nurs'd  to  an  eilay, 
In  fome  low  libel  a  mean  heart  difplay  ; 
Thofe,  who  once  prais'd,  now  undeceiv'd,  d 
"t  lives  comemn'd  a  day,  then  harmkfs  dies. 
Or  fhould  fume  nobler  bard,  their  worth,  unpr 
Deferring  morals,  that  adorn  his  lays, 

Uas  !  too  oft  each  fcience  fliows  the  fame, 
The  great  grow  jealous  of  a  greater  name  : 
Ye  bards,  the  frailty  mourn,  yet  brave  the  (hock 
-las  not  a  Sullingfleet  oppos'd  a  Locke  ? 
Oh,  ftill  proceed,  with  facred  rapture  fir'd ! 
LJnenvy'd  had  he  liv'd,  if  unadmir'd. 
Let  envy,  he  replied,  all  ireful  ri&, 
tnvy  purfues  alone  the  brarc  and  wife  ; 
Maro  and  Socrates  infpire  her  pain, 
And  Pope,  the  monarch  of  the  tuneful  train  ! 
whom  be  nature's,  and  Britannia's  praife  !• 
Ail  their  bright  honours  rufti  into  his  lays  ! 
And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal, 
•Vhich  only  poets,  kings,  and  patriots  feel ! 
"hough  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thought  fcdatc, 
As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate  ; 
Vofound  as  reafon,  and  as  juftice  clear; 
oft  as  compaflion,  yet  as  truth  fevere  ; 
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As  bounty  copious,  as  perfuafion  fweet, 
Like  nature  various,  and  like  art  complete  ; 
I  So  fine  her  morals,  fo  fublime  her  views, 
|  His  life  is  almoft  equall'd  by  his  mufe. 

O  Pope  ! — Since  envy  is  decreed  by  fate, 
Since  fhe  purfues  alone  the  wife  and  great ; 
in  one  fmall,  emblematic  landfcape  fee, 
How  vaft  a  diftance  'twixt  thy  foe  and  thee  I 
Truth  from  an  eminence  furveys  our  fcene 
(A  hill,  where  all  is  clear,  and  all  fereiie). 
Rude  earth-bred  ftorms  o'er  meaner  valleys  blow, 
And  wandering  mifts  roll,  blackening  far  below  ; 
Dark,  and  debas'd,  like  them,  is  envy's  aim, 
And  clear,  and  eminent,  like  truth>  thy  farr/e. 

Thus  I.  From  what  dire  caufe  can  envy  fpring  ? 
I  Or  why  embofom  we  a  viper's  fting  ? 
"Tis  envy  ftings  our  darling  paffion,  pride* 
Alas !  (the  man  of.  mighty  foul  replied) 
Why  choofe  we  miferies  ?  Moft  derive  their  birth 
From  one  bad  fource — we  dread  fuperior  worth ; 
Prefer'd,  it  feems  a  fatire  on  our  own; 
Then  heedlefs  to  excel  we  meanly  moan  : 
Then  we  abftradl  our  views,  and  envy  {how;  ; 
Whence  fprings  the  mifcry,  pride  is  doom'd  to 

know.  .  . 

Thus  folly  pain  creates  :  By  wifdom's  power, 
We  (him  the  weight  of  many  a  reillefs  hour — 
Lo  :  I  meet  wrong ;  perhaps  the  wrong  I  feel 
Tends,  by  the  fcheme  of  things,  to  public  weal. 
J,  of  the  whole,  am  part— the  joy  men  fee, 
Muft  circulate,  and  fo  revolve  to  me. 
Why  fhould  I  then  of  private  lofs  complain  ? 
Of  lofs,  that  proves, per  chance,  a  brother's  gain  ? 
The  wind,  that  binds  one  bark  within  the  bay, 
May  waft  a  richer  freight  its  wifh'd-for  way. 
If  rains  redundant  flood  the  abject  ground, 

I    Mountains   are    but    fupplied,    when    vales    are 
drown'd  ; 

J    IF,  with  foft  moifture  fwell'd,  the  vale  looks  gay, 
The  verdure  of  the  mountain  fades  away. 
Shall  clouds,  but  at  my  welfare's  call  defcend  ? 
Shall  gravity  for  me  her  laws  fufpend  ? 
For  me  fhall  funs  their  noon-tide  c'ourfe  forbear  ? 
Or  motion  not  fubfift  to  influence  air  ? 
Let  the  means  vary,  be  they  froft,  or  flame, 
Thy  end,  O  nature  1  ftill  remains  the  fame  ! 
Be  this  the  motive  of  a  wife  man's  care, — 
To  ihun  deferving  ills,  and  learn  to  bear. 
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us  a.  mind  humane,  and  wife,  he  fhows, 
All  eloquent  of  truth  his  language  flows.  .   [pears; 
Youth,  though  deprefs'd,  through  all  his  form  ap- 
Through  all  his  ieiithTcnts  the  depth  of  years. 
Thus  he  —  Yet  farther  induftry  behold, 
Which  conscious  waits  new  wonders  to  unfold, 
Enter  my  chapel  next—  Lo  :  here  begin 
The  hallow'd  rites,  that  check  the  growth  of  fin. 
When  firft  we  met,  how  foon  you  feem'ci  to  know 
My  bofom,  labouring  with  the  throbs  of  woe  ! 
Such  racking  throbs!  —  Soft!   when  I  roufe  thofe 

cares, 

On  my  chili'd  mind  pale  recoile&ion  glares! 
VOL,  VlH. 


When  mbping  frenzy  (trove  my  thoughts  to  fway, 
Here  prudent  labours  chas'd  her  power  away. 
Full,  and  rough-rifing  from  yon  fculptur'd  wall, 
Bold  prophets  nations  to  repentance  call ! 
Meek  martyrs  fmile  in  flames !  gor'd  champion* 

groan  ! 

And  mufe-like  cherubs  tune  their  harps  in  ftone ! 
Next  (hadow'd  light  a  rounding  force  beftows, 
Swells  into  life,  and  fpeaking  action  grows  1 
Here  pleafing,  melancholy  fubjedts  find, 
To  calm,  amufe,  exalt  the  penfive  mind  ! 
This  figure  tender  grief,  like  mine,  implies, 
Aiid  femblant  thoughts,  that  earthly  pomp  defpife. 
Such  penitential  Magdalene  reveals; 
Loofe-veil'd,  in  negligence  of  charms  fhe  kneels.    , 
Though  drefs,  near-ftor'd,  its  vanity  fupplies, 
The  vanity  of  drefs  unheeded  lies. 
The  finful  world  in  forrowing  eye  fhe  keeps, 
As  o'er  Jernfalem  Meffiah  weeps. 
One  hand  her  bofom  fmites  ;  in  one  appears 
The  lifted  lawn,  that  drinks  her  falling  tears. 

Since  evil  outvveighs  good,  and  fways  mankind, 
True  fortitude  affumes  the  patient  mind  : 
Such  prov'd  Mefllah's,  though  to  fuffering  born, 
To  penury,  repulfe,  reproach,  and  fcorn. 
Here,  by  the  pencil,  mark  his  flight  defign'd ; 
The  weary'd  virgin  by  a  ftream  reclin'd, 
Who  feeds  the  child.  Her  looks  a  charm  exprefs, 
A  modeft  charm,  that  dignifies  diftrefs. 
Boughs  o'er  their  heads  with  blufhing  fruits  depend, 
Which  angels  to  her  bufied  confort  bend. 
Hence  by  the  fmiling  infant  feems  difcern'd, 
Trifle's,  concerning  Him,  all  heaven  concern'd. 

Here  the  transfigur'd  Son  from  earth  retires  : 
See  !  the  white  form  in.  a  bright  cloud  afpires! 
Full  on  his  followers  burfts  a  flood  of  rays, 
Proftrate  they  fall  beneath  th*  oWwhelrning  blaze ! 
Like  noon:tide  fummer-funs  the  rays  appear, 
Urifufferable,  magnificent,  and  near  ! 

What  fcene  of  agony  the  garden  brings ; 
The  cup  of  gall ;  the  fuppliant  King  of  kings  ! 
The  crown  of  thorns;  the  crofs,  that  felt  him  die  j 
Thefe,  languid  in  the  {ketch,  unfiniuYd  lie. 

'I  here,  from  the  dead,  centurions  fee  him  rife, 
See  !  but  ftruck  down  with  horrible  furprifc  ! 
As  the  firft  glory  feem'd  a  fuu  at  noon, 
This  cafts  the  filver  fplendour  of  the  moon. 

Here  peopled  day,  th'afceriding  God  furveys! 
The  glory  varies,  as  the  myriads  gaze! 
Now  foften'd,  like  a  fun  at  diftance  feen, 
When  through  a  cloud  bright-glancing, yet  ferene  i 
Now  .fail  encreafmg  to  the  crowd  amaz'd, 
Like  fnrne  vaft  meteor  high  in  aither  rai&'d  I 

My  labour,  yon  high  vaulted  altar  ftains 
With  dyes,  that  emulate  setherial  plains, 
The  convex  glafs,  which  in  that  opening,  glows, 
Mid  circling  rays  a  pidur'd  Saviour  {hows  ! 
Bright  it  collects  the  beams,  which,  trembling  all, 
Back  from  the  God, 'a  fliowery  radiaoce  fall« 
Lightening  the  fcene  beneath  !  a  fcene  divine  ! 
Where  faints,  clouds,  feraphs,  intermingled  Ihine  ! 

Here  water- falls,  that  play  melodious  round, 
Like  a  fweet  organ,  fwell  a  lofty  found  ! 
The  folemn  notes  bid  earthly  raffions  fly, 
Lull  all  nay  cares,  and  lift  my  foul  on  high ! 
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This  monumental  marble — this  I  rear 
To  one — Oh  !  ever  mourn'd  ! — Oh  !  ever  dear  ! 
He  ftopt — pathetic  fighs  the  paufe  fupply, 
And  the  prompt  tear  ftarts,  quivering,  on  his  eye  ! 

I  look'd — two  columns  near  the  wall  were  feen, 
An  imag'd  beauty  ftretch'd  at  length  between. 
Near  the  wept  fair,  her  harp  Cecilia  ftrung  ; 
Leaning,  from  high,  a  liftening  angel  hung  1 
Priendfhip,  whofe  figure  at  the  feet  remains, 
A  phoenix,  with  irradiate  creft,  fuftains  : 
This  grac'd  one  palm,  while  one  extends  t' impart 
Two  foreign  hands,  that  clafp  a  burning  heart. 
A  pendent  veil  two  hovering  feraphs  raife, 
Which  opening  heaven  upon  the  roof  difplay3  ! 
And  two,  benevolent,  lefs  diftant,  hold 
A  vafe,  collective  of  perfumes  ur-roll'd  '. 
Thefe  from  the  heart,  by  friendftiip  held,  arife, 
Odorous  as  incenfe  gathering  in  the  ikies. 
In  the  fond  pelican  is  love  expreft, 
Who  opens  to  her  young  her  tender  breaft. 
Two  mated  turtles  hovering  hang  in  air, 
One  by  a  faulcon  ftruck  ! — in  wild  defpair, 
The  hermit  cries — So  death,  alas  !  deftroys 
The  tender  confort  of  my  cares  and  joys ! 
Again  foft  tears  upon  his  eye-lid  hung, 
Again   check 'd   founds   dy'd,  fluttering,   on   his 

tongue. 

Too  well  his  pining  inmoft  thought  I  know  ! 
Too  well  ev'n  filence  tells  the  ftory'd  woe  ! 
To  his  my  "fighs,  to  his  my  tears  reply  ! 
1  ftray  o'er  all  the  tomb  a  watery  eye ! 

Next,  on  the  wall,  her  fcenes  of  life  T  gaz'd, 
The  form  back-leaning,  by  a  globe  half-rais'd  ! 
Cherubs  a  proffer' d  crown  of  glory  fhow, 
Ey'd  wiftful  by  th'  admiring  fair  below. 
In  a&ibn  eloquent  difpos'd  her  hands, 
One  Ihows  her  breaft,  in  rapture  one  expands ! 
This  the  fond  hermit  feiz'd  ! — o'er  all  his  foul, 
The  foft,  wild,  wailing,  amorous  paflion  ftole  ! 
In  fledfaft  gaze  his  eyes  her  afpecl  keep, 
Then  turn  away,  a  while  dejected  weep ; 
Then  he  reverts  them  ;  but  reverts  in  vain, 
Dimm'd  with  the  fwelling  grief  that  ftreams  again. 
Where  now  is  my  philofophy  ?  (he  cries) 
My  joy,  hope,  reafon,  my  Olympia  dies  ! 
Why  did  I  e'er  that  prime  of  bleflings  know  ? 
Was  it,  ye  cruel  fates,  t'  embitter  woe  ? 
Why  would  your  bolts  not  level  firft  my  head  ? 
"Why  muft  I  live  to  weep  Olympia  dead  ? 
— Sir,  1  had  once  a  wife  !  Fair  bloom'd  her  youth, 
Her  form  was  beauty,  and  her  foul  was  truth  ! 
Oh,/lhe  was  dear  !  How  dear,  what  words  can  fay  ? 
She  dies ! — my  heaven  at  once  is  fnatch'd  away  ! 
Ah!  what  avails,  that,  by  a  father's  care, 
I  rofe  a  wealthy  and  illuftrious  heir  ? 
That  early  in  my  youth  I  learn'd  to  prove 
Th'  inftructivc,  pleafing,  academic  grove  ? 
That  in  the  fenate  eloquence  was  mine  ? 
That  valour  gave  me  in  the  field  to  fhine  ?        [all 
That  love  fhower'd  bleflings  too — far  more  than 
High  rapt  ambition  e'er  could  happy  call  ? 
Ah  ! — What  are  thefe,  which  er'n  the  wife  adore? 
Loft  is  my  pride  ! — Olympia  is  no  more  ! 
Had  I,  ye  perfecuting  powers  !  been  born 
The  world'*  cold  pity,  or,  at  beft,  its  fcorn ; 


Of  wealth,  of  rank,  of  kindrc d  warmtli  bereft ; 
To  want,  to  (bame,  to  ruthlcfs  cenlure  left ! 
Patience,  or  pride,  to  this,  relief  fupplies  ! 
But  a  loft  wife  ! — there  !   there  diftraction  lies! 

Now  three  fad  years  I  yield  me  all  to  grief, 
And  fly  the  hated  comfort  of  relief  ! 
Though  rich,  great,  younp,  I  leave  a  pompous  fc; 
(My  brother's  now)  to  feek  fomc  dark  retreat : 
Mid  cloifter'd  folitary  tombs  I  ftray, 
Defpair  and  horror  lead  the  cheerlefs  way  ! 
My  forrow  grows  to  fuch  a  wild  excefs, 
Life,  injur'd  life,  muft  wifh  the  paflion  lefs ! 
Olympia  ! — my  Olympia's  loft  !  (I  cry) 
Olympia's  loft,  the  hollow  vaults  reply  I 
Louder  I  make  my  lamentable  moan  ; 
The  fwelling  echoes  learn  like  me  to  groan  ; 
The  ghofts  to  fcream,  as  through  lone  aifles  th{ 

fweep ; 
The  fhrines  to  fhudder,  and  the  faints  to  weep  ! 

Now  grief  and  rage,  by  gathering  fighs  fuppref 
Swell  my  full  heart,  and  heave  my  labouring  bre 
With  ftruggling  ftarts,  each  vital  firing  they  fl 
And  ftrike  the  tottering  fabric  of  my  brain  ! 
O'er  my  funk  fpirits  frowns  a  vapoury  fcene, 
Woe's  dark  retreat !  the  madding  maze  of  fplet 
A  deep  damp  gloom  o'erfpreads  the  murky  cell : 
Here  pining  thoughts  and  fecret  terrors  dwell  i 
Here  learn  the  great  unreal  wants  to  feign  1 
Unpleafing  truths  here  mortify  the  vain  ! 
Here  learning,  blinded  firft,  and  then  beguil'd, 
Looks  dark  as  ignorance,  as  frenzy  wild  ! 
Here  firft  credulity  on  reafon  won  ! 
And  here  falfe  zeal  myfterious  rants  begun  ! 
Here  love  impcarls  each  moment  with  a  tear, 
And  fuperftitinn  owes  to  fpleen  her  fear  ! 

FantafHc  lightnings,  through  the  dreary  way, 
In  fwift  fhort  fignals  flafh  the  burfting  day  ! 
Above,  beneath,  acrofs,  around,  they  fly ! 
A  dire  deception  (hikes  the  mental  eye  ! 
By  the  blue  fires,  pale  phantoms  grin  fevcre  ? 
Shrill,  fancy'd  echoes  wound  th'  affrighted  ear  ! 
Air-banifh'd  fpirits  flag  in  fogs  profound, 
And,  all  obfccne,  fhed  baneful  damps  around  ! 
Now  whifpers,  trembling  in  fome  feeble  wind, 
Sigh  out  prophetic  fears,  and  freeze  the  mind  ! 

Loud  laughs  the  hag  ! — She  mocks  compl 

away, 

Unroofs  the  den,  and  lets  in  more  than  day. 
Swarms  of  wild  fancies,  wing'd  in  various  fiij 
Seek  emblematic  ihades,  and  myfttc  light ! 
Some  drive  with  rapid  ftecds  the  finning  car ! 
Thefe  nod  from  thrones !  Thofe   thunder  in 

war! 

Till,  tir'd,  they  turn  from  the  delufive  ffiow, 
Start  from  wild  joy,  and  fix  in  ftupid  woe. 

Here  the  lone  hour  a  blank  of  life  dilplays, 
Till  now  bad  thoughts  a  fiend  more  active  raife 
A  fiend  in  evil  moments  ever  nigh  ! 
Death  in  her  hand,  and  frenzy  in  her  eye  ! 
Her  eye  all  red,  and  funk  ! — A  robe  fhe  wore, 
With  life's  calamities  embroider'd  o'er. 
A  mirror  in  one  hand  collective  fhows, 
Vary'd  and  multiply 'd,  that  group  of  woes. 
This  endlefs  foe  to  generous  toil  and  pain 
Lolls  on  a  couch  for  eafe  ;  but  lolfc  in  v.iiu  5 
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I  She  mutes  o'er  her  woe  embroider' d  v^ft, 

And  felf-abhorrence  heightens  in  her  breaft. 
j  To  fh-.in  her  care,  the  force  of  fleep  fhe  tries, 
I  Still  wakes  her  mind,  though  Cumbers  doze  her 

eyes  : 

She  dreams,  darts,  rifes,  {lalks  from  place  to  place, 
With  rediefs,  thoughtful,  interrupted  pace  ; 
j   Now  eyes  the  fun,  and  curfes  every  ray, 
|  Now  the  green  ground,  where  colour  fades  away. 
Ill   Dim  fpe&res  dance.     Again  her  eye  {he  rears  ; 
u   Then  from  the  blood~(hot  ball  wipes  purpled  tears; 
I   Then  preffcs  hard  her  brow,  with  miichief  fraught, 
1    Her  brow  half  burfls  with  agony  of  thought  : 
B   From  me    ({he  cries)   pale  wretch,  thy  comfort 

claim, 

|   Bom  of  dcfpair,  and  filicide  my  name  ! 
|   Why  fhould  thy  life  a  moment's  pain  endure  ! 
ft    Here  every  object  proffers  grief  a  cure. 
I   She  points  where  leaves  of  hemlock  blackening 

fhoot ! 
I    Fear  not !  pluck  !  eat  (faid  fhe)  the  fovereign  root ! 

Then  death,  revers'd,  mail  bear  hi-*  ebon  lance  1 
I    Soft  o'er  thy  fight  fliall  fwim  the  ihadowy  trance  ! 
I    Or  leap  yon  rock,  pofL-fs  a  watery  grave, 
I    And  lea^ve  wi!d  forrow  to  the  wind  and  wave  ! 
I    Or  mark-r-this  poniard  thus  from  mifcry  frees ! 
I    She  wounds  her  bread  ! — the  guilty  fteei  [  feize  ! 
I    Straight,  where  fhe  ftruck,  a  fmoking  fpring  of 
gore  [floor, 

Wells  from  the  wound,  and  floats  the  crimfon'd 
I    She  faints!  fhe  fades! — Calm  thoughts  the  deed 

revolve, 
I    And  now,  unftartling,  fix  the  dire  refolvc ; 

Death  drops  his  terrors,  and,  with  charming  wiles, 
Winning,  and  kind,  like  my  Olympia  fmiles ! 
j     He  points  the  paffage  to  the  feats  divine, 
Where  poets,  heroes,  fainted  lover*  mine  ! 
I  come,  Olympia  ! — my  rear'd  arm  extends; 
Half  to  my  breaft  the  threatening  point  defcends; 
Straight  thunder  rocks  the  land !  new  lightnings 

play  ! 

When,  lo  !  a  voice  refounds— Arife  !  away  ! 
Away  !  nor  murmur  at  th'  afflictive  rod; 
Nor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  an  angry  God  ! 
Yly'ft  thou  from  providence  for  vain  relief  ? 
Such  ill-fought  eafe  fliall  draw  avenging  grief. 
Honour,  the  more  obdrudled,  dronger  mines, 
And  zeal  by  perfecution's  rage  refines. 
By  woe,  the  foul  to  daring  action  fwells ; 
By  woe,  in  paintlefs  patience  it  excels ; 
From  patient,  prudent  dear  experience  fprings, 
And  traces  knowledge  through  the  courfe  of  things  ! 
Thence  hope  is  form'd,  thence  fortitude,  fuccefs, 
Renown  :— whate'er  men  covet  and  carefs. 

The  vanifh'tl  fiend  thus  fent  a  hollow  voice, 
Would'ft  thou  be  happy  ?  ftraight  be  death  thy 

choice. 

How  mean  are  thofe,  who  paffively  complain  ; 
While  active  fouls,  more  free,  their  fetters  ftrain  ! 
Though  knowledge  thine,  hope,  fortitude,  fuccefs, 
Renown  :--- whate'er  men  covet  and  carefs; 
On  earth  fuccefs  mud  in  its  turn  give  way, 
Arid  ev'n  perfection  introduce  decay. 
Never  the  world  of  fpirits  thus--  their  reft 
UmoL'ch'd  !  entire  !-.-once  happy,  ever  bleft  ! 


Earned  the  heavenly  voice  refponftve  cries, 
Oh,  liden  not  to  fubcilty  unwiie  ! 
Thy  guardian  faint,  who  mourns  thy  haplefs  fate, 
Heaven  grants  to  prop  thy  virtue,  ere  too  late. 
Know,  if  thou  wilt'thy  dear  lov'd  wife  deplore, 
Olympia  waits  thec  on  a  foreign  fhore  ; 
There  in  a  cell  thy  lad  remains, be  fpenc ; 
Away  !  deceive  defpair,  and  find  content ! 

I  heard,  obey'd  j  nor  more  of  fate  complain'd  ; 
Long  feas  \  meafui-'d,  and  this  mountain  gain'd 
Soon  to.  a  yawning  rift,  chance  turn'd  my  way  ; 
A  den  it  prov'd,  where  a  huge  ferpent  lay  ! 
Flame-ey'd  he  lay  !—  he  rages  now  for  food, 
Meets  my  firft  glance,  and  meditates  my  blood  ! 
His  bulk,  in  many  a  gather'd  orb  uproil'd, 
Rear*  fpire  on  ipire  !  His  fcales,   be-dropt  with 

gold, 

Shine  burnim'd  in  the  fun  !  fuch  height  they 'gain, 
They  dart  green  ludrc  on  the  diftaut  main  ! 
Now  writh'd  in  dreadful  fiope,  he  (loops  his  creft, 
Furious  to  fix  on  my  unfhielded  breaft  ! 
Jiift  as  he  fprings,  my  fabre  fmites  the  foe  ! 
Headiefs  he  falls  beneath  th'  unerring  blow  ! 
Wrath  yet   remains,   though   ftrewgth  his  fabric 

leaves, 

And  the  meant  hifs  the  gafping  mouth  deceives ; 
The  lengthening  trunk  flow-loofers  eTery  fold, 
Lingers  in  life:   then  ftretches  difF,  and  cold. 
Juft  as  th'  inveterate  fon  of  mifchief  ends, 
Comes  a  white  dove,  and  near  the  fpot  defcends  » 
I  hail  this  omen  !  all  bad  paffions  ceafe, 
Like  the  flam  fnake,  and  nil  within  is  peace. 

Next,  to  religion  this  plain  roof  I  raife  1 
In  duteous  rites  my  hallow'd  tapers  blaze ; 
I  bid  due  incenfe  on  my  altars  fmoke  ! 
Then,  at  this  tomb,  my  promis'd  love  invoke  ! 
She  hears!  fhe  comes! — My  heart  what  rapture* 

warm  ? 

All  my  Olympia  fparkles  in  the  form  ! 
No  pale,  wan,  livid  mark  of  death  fhe  bears  ! 
Jiach  rofcate  look  a  quickening  tranfport  wears  ! 
A  robe  of  light,  high-wrought,  her  fhape  inverts  ; 
Unzon'd  the  f welling  beauty  of  her  breads  ! 
Her  auburn  hair  each  flowing  ring  refumes, 
In  her  fair  hand,  love's  branch  of  myrtle  blooms  ! 
Silent, awhile, each  well-known  charm  I  trace; 
Then,  thus,  (while  nearer  fhe  avoids  th'  embrace) 
Thou  dear  deceit '. — mud  I  a  (hade  purfue  ? 
Dazzled  I  gaze  ! — thou  fwim'ft  before  my  view  ! 
^ipM  in  etherial  dew?,  her  bough  divine 
Sprinkles  my  eyes,  which,  ftrengthen'd,  bear  the 

fhine  : 

Still  thus  I  urge  (for  ftill  the  fhadowy  blifs 
Shuns  the  warm  grafp,  nor  yields  the  tender  kifs) 
Oh,  fly  not ! — fade  not !  liden  to  love's  call ! 
She  lives  !  no  more  I'm  man  !  I'm  fpirit  all ! 
Then  let  me  fnatch  thee  ! — prefs  thee  !— take  ms 

whole ! 

Oh,  clofe ! — yet  clofer  !— clofer  to  my  foul ! 
Twice,  round  her  waift,  my  eager  arms  entwinM, 
And,  twice  deceiv'd,  my  frenzy  clafp'd  the  wind  1 
Then  thus  I  rav'd — Behold  thy  hufband  kneelj 
And  judge  !  O  judge  what  agonies  I  feel! 
Oh  !  be  no  longer,  if  unkind,  thus  fair;      ^ 
Take  horror's  ihape,  arid  fright  me  to  defpai.r  J 
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Rather  than  thus,  unpitying,  fee  my  moan, 
Far  rather  frown,  and  fix  me  here  in  ftone  ! 
But  mock  not  thus  ! — Alas  (the  charmer  faid, 
Smiling,  and  in  her  (mile  foft  radiance  play'd) 
Alas  !  no  more  eluded  ftrength  employ, 
To  clafp  a  fhade  !— What  more  is  mortal  joy  ? 
Man's  blifs  is,  like  his  knowledge,  but  furmis'd  ; 
One  ignorance,  the  other  pain  difguis'd  ! 
Thou  wert  (had  all  thy*  wifli  been  ftill  pnffcft) 
Supremely  curs'd  from  being  greatly  bleft  ; 
For  oh  !  fo  fair,  fo  dear  was  I  to  thee, 
Thou  hadft  forgot  thy  God  to  \vorfhip  me ; 
This  he  forefaw,  and  fnatch'd  me  to  the  tomb; 
Above  I  flourifli  in  unfading  bloom. 
Think  me  not  loft  :  for  thee  I  heaven  implore  ! 
Thy  guardian  angel,  though  a  wife  no  more ! 
I,  when  abftracted  from  this  world  you  fecm,' 
Hint  the  pure  thought,  and  frame  the  heavenly 

dream ! 

Clofe  at  thy  fide,  when  morning  flreaks  the  air, 
In  mufic's  voice  I  wake  thy  mind  to  prayer  !    . 
By  me,  thy  hymns,  like  purcft  incenfe,  rife, 
Fragrant  with  grace,  and  pleafing  to  the  flues  ! 
And  when  that  form  (hall  from  its  clay  refine, 
(That  only  bar  betwixt  my  foul  and  thine  !) 
When  thy  lov'd  fpirit  mounts  to  realms  of  light, 
Then  fhall  Olympia  aid  thyearlieft  flight  : 
Mingled  we'll  flame  in  raptures  that  afpire 
Beyond  all  youth,  all  fenfe,  and  all  defire. 
She  ended.     Still  fuch  fweetnefs  dwells  behind, 
Th'  inchanting  voice  ftill  warbles  in  my  mind  : 
But  lo !  th'  unbodied  vifion  fleets  away  ! — 
— Stay,  my  Olympia  !---!  conjure  thee,  ftay  ! 
Yet  ftay — for  thee  my  memory  leans  to  fmart ! 
Sure  every  vein  contains  a  bleeding  heart ! 
Sooner  fhall  fplendor  leave  the  blaze  of  day, 
Than  love,  fo  pure,  fo  vaft  as  mine,  decay  ! 
from  the  fame  heavenly  fource  its  luftre  came, 
And  glows,  immortal,  with  congenial  flame  ! 
,Ah  ! — let  me  not  with  fires  neglected  burn  ; 
Sweet  miftrefs  of  my  foul,  return,  return  1 

Alas  !-- -flic's  fled — I  traverle  now  the  place, 
^here  my  enamour'd  thoughts  her  footfteps  trace. 
Now,  o'er  the  tomb,  I  bend  my  drooping  head, 
There  tears,  the  eloquence  of  forrow,  fhed. 
Sighs  choke  my  words,  unable  to  exprefs 
The  pangs,  the  throbs  of  fpccchlefs  tendernefs! 
Not  with  more  ardent,  more  tranfrJarent  flame, 
Call  dying  faints  on  their  Creator's  name, 
Than   I   on    her's; — but   through   yon  yielding 

door, 

Glides  a  new  phantom  o'er  the  illumin'd  floor ! 
The  roof  fwift  kindles  from  the  beaming  ground, 
And  floods  of  living  luftre  fiame  around  ! 
In  all  the  majefiy  of  light  array'd, 
Awful  it  fhines ! — 'tis  Cato's  honour'd  (hade  ! 
A^'I  the  heavenly  vifitant  purfue^ 
Sublimer  glory  opens  to  my  view  ! 
He  fpeaks! — But, oh!  what  words  fliall  dare  repeat 
His  thoughts ! — They  leave  me  fir'd  with  patriot 

heat ! 

More  than  poetic  raptures  now  I  feel, 
And  own  that  godlike  paflion,  public  zeal ! 
jfeutfffcm  my  frailty,  it  receives  a  ftairi, 
J  gsow,  unlike  my  great  infpirer,  vain ; 


And  burn,  once  more,  the  bufy  world  to  ktu 
And  would,  in  fcenes  of  action  foremoft  glo\ 
\Vliere  proud  ambition  points  her  dazzling 
Where  coronets  and  crowns,  attractive,  blaze 
When  my  Olympia  leaves  the  realms  above, 
And  lures  me  back  to  folitary  love. 
She  tells  me  truth,  prefers  an  humble  ftate. 
That  genuine  greatnefs  fhuns  the  being  great! 
That  mean  are  thofc,  who  falfe-term'J  honour 

prize; 

Whofe  fabrics  from  their  country's  ruin  rife; 
Who  look  the  traitor,  like  the  patriot,  fair  ; 
Who,  to  enjoy  the  vineyard,  wrong  the  heir. 
I  hear  !— through  all  my  veins  new  tranfport* 

roll ! 

I  gaze  '---warm  love  comes  rufhing  on  my  foul : 
Ravifli'd  I  gaze  !— -again  her  charms  decay  ! 
Again  my  manhood  to  my  grief  gives  way  ! 
Cato  reuirns ' — Zeal  takes  her  courfe  to  reign  ! 
But  zeal  is  in  ambition  loft  again  ! 
I'm  now  the  flave  of  fondnefs  !-— now  of  pride! 
—  By  turns  they  conquer,  and  by  turns  fubfide ! 
Thefe  balanc'd  each  by  each,  the  golden  mean, 
Betwixt  them  found,  gives  happinefs  ferene ; 
This  I'll  enjoy  !--He  ended! — I  reply *d, 
O  hermit !  thou  art  worth  feverely  try'di 
But  had  not  innate  grief  produc'd  thy  woes, 
Men,  barbarous  men,  had  prey'd  on  thy  repofe. 
When  feeking  joy,  we  ftldom  forrcw  mifs, 
And  often  mifery  points  the  path  to  blifs. 
The  foil,  moft  worthy  of  the  thrifty  fwain, 
Is  wounded  thus,  ere  trufted  with  the  grain ; 
The  ftruggling  grain  muft  work  obfcure  its  way,    • 
Ere  the  firft  green  firings  upward  to  the  day ; 
Up-fprung,  fuch  weed-like  coarfenefs  it  betrays, 
Flocks  on  th'  abandon'd  blade  permifllve  graze  ; 
Then  (hoots  the  wealth,  from  imperfection  clear, 
And  thus  a  grateful  harveft  crowns  the  year. 


CANTO  III. 

THUS  free  our  focial  time  from  morning  flows 
Till  riling  fhades  attempt  the  day  to  clofe. 
Thus  my  new  friend  :  behold  the  light's  decay : 
Back  to  yon  city  let  me  point  thy  way. 
South-weft,  behind  yon  hill,  the  floping  fun, 
To  ocean's  verge  his  fluent  courfe  has  run  : 
His  parting  eyes  a  watery  radiance  (hed, 
Glance  through  the  vale,  and  tip  the  mountain'* 

head: 

To  which  oppos'd  the  fhadowy  gulfs,  below, 
Beauteous,  reflect  the  party-colouo'd  fnow. 

Now  dance  the  fta*  s,   where  Vefper  leads  the 

way; 

Yet  all  faint-glimmering  with  remains  of  day. 
Orient,  the  queen  of  night  emits  her  dawn, 
And  throws,  unfeen,  her  mantle  o'er  the  lawn. 
Up  the  blue  fteep,  her  crimfon  orb  now  (nines; 
Now  on  the  mountain-top  her  arm  recces, 
In  a  red  crefcent  feen  :  Her  zone  now  gleams, 
Like  Venus,  quivering  in  reflecting  ftreams. 
Yet  reddening,  yet  round-burning  up  the  air, 
From  the  white  cliff,  her  feet  fluw-rUirg  gia.sc 
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'See  !  flames,  condensM  now  vary  her  attire; 
Her  face,  a  broad  circumference  of  fire. 
Dark  firs  feem  kindled  in  nocturnal  blaze ; 
Through  ranks  of  pines,  her  broken  luftre  plays, 
•  Here  glares,    there   brown-projeding   fhade  be- 

ftows, 
And,  glittering,  fports  upon  the  fpangled  fnows. 

Now  filver  turn  her  beams  !---yon  den  they  gain; 
The  big,  rous'd  lion  fhakes^his  brindled  main. 
I    Fierce,  fleet,  gaunt  mcnfters,  all  prepar'd  for  gore, 
Rend  woods,  vales,  rocks,  with  wide  refounding 

roar. 

j    O  dire  prefage  ! — But  fear  not  them,  my  friend, 
Our  fteps  the  guardians  of  the  juft  attend. 
Homeward  I'll  wait  thee  on— and  now  furvey, 
How  men  and  fpirits  chafe  the  night  away  ! 
Yon  nymphs  and  fwains  in  amorous  mirth  ad- 
vance ; 

To  breathing  mufic  moves  the  circling  dance. 
Here  the  bold  youth  in  deeds  adventurous  glow, 
Skimming  in  rapid  fleds  the  crackling  fuow. 
Not  when  Tydides  won  the  funeral  race, 
Shot  his  light  car  along  in  fwifter  pace. 
Here  the  glaz'd  way  with  iron  feet  they  dare, 
And  glide,  well-pois'd,  like  Mercuries  in  air. 
There  crowds,  with  ftable  tread,  and  level'd  eye, 
Lift,  and  difmifs  the  quoits,  that  whirling  fly. 
With  force  fuperior,  not  with  fkill  fo  true, 
The  ponderous  difk  from  Roman  finews  flew. 
Where    neighbouring    hills    fome    cloudy   fheet 

fuftain, 

|    Freez'd  o'er  the  nether  vale  a  penfile  plain, 
Crofs  the  roof'd  hollow  rolls  the  maffy  round, 
The  crack'd  ice  rattles,  and  the  rocks  refound ! 
Cenfures,  difpute?,  and  laughs,  alternate,  rife  ; 
And  deafening  clangor  thunders  up  the  ikies. 

Thus,  amid  crowded  images,  ferene, 
From  hour  to  hour  we  pafs'd,  from  fcene  to  fcene  : 
Faft  wore  the  night.     Full  long  we  pac'd  our  way  : 
Vain  fteps  !  the  city  yet  far  diilant  lay. 
While  thus  the  hermit,  ere  my  wonder  fpoke, 
Methought,  with  new  amufemenc,  filence  broke  : 
;  Yon  aniber-hued  cafcade,  which  fleecy  flies 
Through   rocks,   and  ftrays   along   the   tracklefs 

Ikies, 

To  frolic  fairies  marks  the  mazy  ring; 
;  Forth  to  the  dance  from  little  cells  they  fpring, 
;  Meafur'J  to  pipe  or  harp  ! — and  next  they  ftand, 
\  Marfhai"d  beneath  the  moon,  a  radiant  band  1 
In  froft-work  now  delight  the  fportive  kind  : 
Now  court  wild  fancy  in  the  whittling  wind. 

Hark  !  the  funeral  bell's  deep-founding  toll, 
To  blifs,  from  mifery,  calls  fome  righteous  foul ! 
Juft  freed  from  life,  life  fwift-afcending  fire, 
Glorious  it  mounts,  and  gleams  from  yonder  fpire  ! 
Light  clafps  its  wings  ! — it  views,   with  pitying 

fight, 

The  friendly  mourner  pay  the  pious  rite ; 
The  plume  high  wrought,  that  blackening  nods 

in  air ; 

The  flow-pac'd  weeping  pomp ;  the  folemn  prayer ; 
The  decent  tomb  ;  the  verfe,  that  forrow  gives, 
Where,  to  remembrance  fweet,  fair  virtue  lives. 

iNow  to  mid-heaven  the  whitcn'd  moon  inclines, 
Arid  fhades  contracl:,  mark'd  out  iu  clearer  lines  j 


With  noifelefs  gloom  the  plains  are  delug'd  o'er : 
See  : — from   the  north,  what  ftreaming  meteors 

pour ! 

Beneath  Dootes  fprings  the  radiant  train. 
And  quiver  through  the  axle  of  his  wain. 
O'er  altars  thus,  impainted,  we  behold 
Half-circling  glories  (hoot  in  rays  of  gold.  • 
Crofs  aether  fwift  elance  the  vivid  fires  ! 
As  fwift  again  each  pointed  flame  retires  ! 
!  In  Fancy's  eye  encountering  armies  glare, 
j  And  fanguine  enfigns  wave  unfurl'd  in  air  ! 
Hence  the  weak  vulgar  deem  impending  fate, 
A  monarch  ruin'd,  or  unpeopled  fcate. 
Thus  comets,  dreadful  vifuants  !  arife 
To  them  wild  omens  :  fcience  to  the  wife  I 
Thefe  mark  the  comet  to  the  fun  incline, 
While  deep-red  flames  around  its  centre  fhine! 
While  its  fierce  rear  a  winding  trail  difplays, 
And  lights  all  xther  with  the  fweepy  blaze  ! 
Or  when,  compell'd,  it  flies  the  torrid  zone, 
And  fhoots  by  worlds  unnumber'd  ai:d  unknown  * 
By  worlds,  whofe  people,  all  aghaft  with  fear, 
May  view  that  miniftcr  of  vengeance  near  ! 
Till  now,  the  tranfient  glow,  remote  and  loft, 
Decays,  and  darkens  'mid  involving  froft  ! 
Or  when  it,  funward,  drinks  rich  beams  again, 
And  burns  imperious  on  th'  zetherial  plain  '. 
The  learn'd-one,  curious,  eyes  it  from  afar, 
Sparkling  through  night,  a  new  illuftrious  ftar  I 

The  moon,  defcemling,  faw  us  now  purfue 
The  various  talk  : — the  city  near  in  view  ! 
Here  from  ftill-life  (he  cries)  'avert  thy  fight, 
And  mark  what  deeds  adorn,  or  fhame  the  night! 
But,  heedful,  each  immodeft  profpecl;  fly  j 
Where  decency  forbids  inquiry's  eye. 
Man,  were  not  man,  without  love's  wanton  fire, 
But  reafon's  glory  is  to  quell  defire. 
What  are  thy  fruits,  O  lull  ?  Short  bieflings  bought 
With  long  remorfe,  the  feed  of  bitter  thought; 
Perhaps  fome  babe  to  dire  difeafes  born,  [mourn ; 
Doom'd    for   another's  crimes,   through   life,    to 
Or  murder'd,  to  preferve  a  .mother's  fame  ; 
Or  call  obfcure;  the  child  of  want  and  fhame  ! 
Falfe  pride  !   What  vices  on  our  conduct  fteal, 
From  the  world's  eye  one  frailty  to  conceal ! 
Ye  cruel  mothers  ! — Soft !  thole  words  command; 
So  near  fhall  cruelty,  and  mother  ftand  ? 
Can  the  dove's  bofom  fnakey  venom  draw  ? 
Can  its  foot  fharpen,  like  the  vulture's  claw  ? 
Can  the  fond  goat,  or  tender,  fleecy  dam 
Howl  like  the  wolf,  to  tear  the  kid  or  lamb  ? 
Yes,  there. are  mothers—There  I  fear'd  his  aim. 
And,  confcious,  trembled  at  the  coming  name; 
Then,  with  a  figh,  his  iffuing  words  oppos'd  ! 
Straight  with  a  falling  tear  the  (peech  he  clos'd  1 
That  tendcrnefs,  which  ties  of  blood  deny, 
Nature  repaid  me  from  a  ftranger's  eye. 
Pale  grew  my  cheeks !— But  now  to  gene'ral  view* 
Our  eonverfe  turns,  which  thus  my  friend  renews. 

Yon  manfion,  made  by  beaming  tapers  gay, 
Drowns  the  dim  night,  and  counterfeits  the  day. 
From  lumin'd  windows  glancing  on  the  eye, 
Around,  athwart,  the  friflcing  fhadows  fly. 
There  midnight  riot  fpreads  iliuiive  joys, 
And  fortune,  health,  and  dearer  time 
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Soon  death's  dark  agent  to  luxuriant  cafe, 
Shall  -wake  {harp  warnings  in  fome  fierce  difeafe. 

0  man  !  thy  fabric's  like  a  well-form'd  ftate ; 
Thy  thoughts,  firit  rank'd,  were  fure  (jefign'd  the 

great ; 

Paflions  plebians  are,  which  faction  raife; 
"Wine,  like  pour'd  oil,  exciics  the  raging  blaze  : 
Then  giddy  anarchy's  rude  triumphs  rife  : 
Then  Sovereign  reafon  from  her  empire  flies  : 
That  ruler  once  depos'd,  vvifdom  and  wit, 
To  noife  and  folly,  place  and  power  fubmit ; 
Like  a  frail  bark  fhy  vveak<  n'd  mind  is  toft, 
Unfteei'd,  unbalanc'd,  till  its  wealth  is  loft. 

The  mifer-fpirit  eyes  the  fpcndthrift  heir, 
And  mourns,  too  late,  effects  of  fordid  care. 
His  treafurcs  fly  to  cloy  each  fawning  flave  ; 
Yet  grudge  a  ftone  to  dignify  his  grave. 
For  this,  low-thoughted  craft  his  hie  employ'd  ; 
For  this,  though  wealthy,  he  no  wealth  enjoy'd; 
For  this,  he  grip'd  the  poor,  and  alms  deuy'd, 
Unfriended  liv'd  and  unlamented  died. 
Yet  fmile,  griev'd  fhadc !    when  that  unprofpe- 

rous  ftore 

Faft-leffcns,  when  gay  hours  return  no  more  ; 
Smile  at  thy  heir,  beholding,  in  his  fall, 
Men  once  oblig'd,  like  him,  ungrateful  all ! 
Then  thought-infpiring  woe  his  heart  fhall  mend, 
And  prove  his  only  wife,  unflattering  friend. 

Folly  exhibits  thus  unmanly  fport, 
While  plotting  mifchicf  keeps  referv'd  her  court. 
1,0  !  from  that  mount,  in  hlafting  fulphur  broke. 
Stream  flames  voluminous,  enwrapp'd  with  fm&ke! 
In  chariot-ftiape  they  whirl  up  yonder  tower, 
Lean  on  its  brow,  and  like  destruction  lower ! 
From  the  black  depth,  a  fiery  legion  fprings; 
Bach  bold,  bad  fpectre  claps  her  founding  wings  : 
And  ftraight  btneatb  a  fummon'd,  traiterousband, 
On  horror  bent,  in  dark  convention  Hand  : 
From  each  fiend's  mouth  a  ruddy  vapour  flows, 
Glkies  through  the  roof,  and  o'er  the  council  glows : 
The  villains,  clofe  beneath  th*  infection  pent, 
Feel,  alUpoflVis'd,  their  rifing  galls  ferment ; 
And  burn  with  faction,  hate,  and  vengeful  ire, 
For  rapine,  blood,  and  devattation  dire  ! 
Butjuftice  marks  their  ways:  {be  waves  in  air, 
The  fword,  high-threatening,  like  a  comet's  glare. 

While  here  dark  villar.y  herfelf  deceives, 
There  ftudicus  honefty  our  view  relieves. 
A  feeble  taptr,  from  yen  lonefome  room, 
Scattering  thin  ruys,  juil  glimmers  through  the 

gloom. 

There  iv.s  the  fapient  bard  in  mufeful  mood, 
And  glows  impafiion'd  for  his  country's  good  ! 
All  the  bright  fpirits  of  the juft  combin'd, 
Inform,  re/:nt;,  and  prompt  his  towering  mind  I 
He  takes  the  gifted  quill  from  hands  divine, 
Around  his  temples  rays  refulgent  fhine  ! 
Now  rapt!  now.more  than  man! — I  fee  him  climb, 
To  view  this  fpeck  of  earth  from  worlds  fublime  I 

1  fee  him  now  o'er  nature's  works  preiuie  ! 
How  clear  the  vifion  !  and  the  fcene  how  wide  ! 
Let  fome  a  name  by  adulation  raife, 

Or  fcandal,  meaner  than  a  venal  praife  ! 
'.My  mufo  (he  cries)  a  nobler  profpect  view  ! 
Ihrough  fancy's  wilds  fome  moral's  point  purfuel 
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From  dark  deception  clear  drawn  truth 
As  ij-om  black  chaos  rofe  refplendent  ciay  ! 
Awake  companion,  and  bid  terror  rife  ! 
Bid  humble  furrows  ftrike  fuperior  eyes! 
So  puinper'd  power,  unconfcious  of  dillr 
May  fee,  be  mov'd,  and,  being  mov'd,  redrefs. 

Ye  traitors,  tyrants,  fear  his  flinging  lay  ! 
Ye  powers unlov'd,  unpity'd  in  decay  ! 
But  know,  to  you  iwcet-bloffbm'd  fame  he  brit 
Ye  heroes,  patriots,  and  paternal  kings  ! 

O  Thou,  who  form'd,   \\ho  rais'd  the 

art. 

(Voice  of  thy  will  !)  unerring  force  impart '. 
If  wailing  worth  can  generous  warmth  excite 
If  verfe  can  gild  inftruction  with  delight, 
Infpire  his  honeft  mufe  with  orient  flame, 
To  rife,  to  dare,  to  reach  the  nobleft  aim  ! 

But,  O  my  friend  1  myfttrious  is  our  fate  ! 
How  mean  his  forrtune,  though  his  mind  elate! 
./Eneas-like  he  pafles  through  the  crowd. 
Uiifought,  urfeen  beneath  misfortune's  cioud; 
Or  feen  with  flight  regard  :   Unprais'd  his  name 
His  after-honour,  and  our  after-fhame. 
The  doom'd  defert,  to  avarice  ftands  confefs'd  ; 
Her  eyes  averted  are,  and  fteel'd  her  breail. 
Envy  afquint  the  future  wonder  eyes : 
Bold  infult,  pointing,  hoots  him  as  he  flies; 
While  coward  cenlurc,  fkill'd  in  darker  ways, 
Hints  fure  detraction  in  diflemblcd  praife! 
Hunger,  thirft,  nakednefs,  there  grievous  fall! 
Unjuft  denfion  too:— that  tongue  of  gall : 
Slow  comes  relief,  with  r.o  mild  charms  endi 
Uiher'd  by  pride,  and  by  reproach  purfued. 
Forc'd  pity  meets  him  with  a  cold  rcfpect, 
Unkind  as  fcorn,  ungenerous  as  negitct. 

Yet,  fufFcring  worth  !   thy  fortitude  will  fhine 
Thy  foes  are  virtue's,  and  her  friends  are  thine  ! 
Patience  is  thine,  and  peace  thy  days  {hall  crown 
Thy  treafure  prudence,  and  thy  claim  renown  : 
Myriads,  unborn,  fliall  mourn  thy  hapiefs  fate, 
And  myriads  grow,  by  thy  example,  great ! 

Hark  !   from  the  watch-tower  rolls  the  trui 

pet's  found, 

Sweet  through  ilill  night, proclaiming  fafcty  rout 
Yon  {hade  illuflrious  quits  the  realms  of  reft, 
To  aid  fome  orphan  of  its  race  diftrcft, 
Safe  winds  him  thiough  the  fubterraneous  way, 
That  mines  yon  snanOon,  grown  whh  ruin  gray, 
And  marks  the  wealthy,  unfufytcted  ground, 
Where,  green    with  ruft,   long-buried  coins, 

bound. 

This  plaintive  ghoft,  from  earth  when  newly  fle< 
Saw  thofc,  the  living  trufted,  wrong  the  dead  ; 
He  faw,  by  fraud  abus'd,  the  lifelefs  hand 
Sign  the  falfe  deed  that  alienates  hi«land  ; 
Heard,  on  his  fume,  injurious  cenfiue  thrown, 
And  mourn 'd  the  beggar'd  orphan's  bitter  grc 
Commiflion'd  now  the  falfchood  he  reveals, 
Tojuftice  foon  th1  enabled  heir  appeals; 
Soon,  by  his  wealth,  are  coftly  pleas  maintain'd, 
And,  by  dilcover'd  truth,  lo(l  right  regain'd. 

But  why  (fome  may  inquire)  why  kind  /nrc 
Since  myftic  heaven  give*  mifery  ott  to  bleis  ? 
Though  mifery  leuds  to  happineis  and  truth. 
Unequal  to  the  Joad,  this  languid  vouth, 
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Unfrrengthen'd  virtue  Tcarce  his  bofbm  fir'd, 

And  fearful  from  his  growing  wants  retir'd. 

Oh,  let  not  cenfure,  it  (untry'd  by  grief, 

If,  amidft  woe,  untempted  by  relief,) 

He  ftoop'd  reluctant  to  low  arts  of  fhame, 

Which  then,  ev'n  then  he  fcorn'd,  and  blufh'd  to 

name. 

Heaven  fees,  and  makes  th' imperfect  worth  itscare, 
And  cheers  the  trembling  heart,  unform'd  to  bear, 
Now  rifmg  fortune  elevates  his  mind, 
He  {hines  unclou  Jed,  and  adorns  mankind. 

So  in  fome  engine,  that  denies  a  vent, 
If  unrefpiring  is  fome  creature  pent, 
It  fickens,  droops,  and  pants,  and  gafps  for  breath, 
Sad  o'er  the  fight  fwim  fhadowy  milb  of  death  ; 
If  then  kind  air  pours  powerful  in  again, 
New  heats,  new  pulfes  quicken  every  vein  ; 
From  the  clear'd,  lifted,  life -rekindled  eye, 
Difpers'd,  the  dark  and  dampy  vapours  fly.    [rife, 
From  trembling  tombs  the  ghofts  of  greatnefs 
And  o'er  their  bodies  hang  with  wiftful  eyes; 
Or  difcontented  ftalk,  and  mix  their  howls 
With  howling  wolves,  their  icreams  with  fcream- 

ing  owls. 

The  interval  'twixt  night  and  morn  is  nigh, 
Winter  more  nitrous  chills  the  fhadow'd  Iky. 
Springs  with  fo  ft  Keats  no  more  give  borders  green, 
Nor  fmoking  breathe  along  the  whiten'd  fcene  ; 
While  fteamy  currents,  fweet  in  profpedl,  charm 
Like  veins  blue-winding  in  a  fair  one's  arm. 

Now  fleep  to  fancy  parts  with  half  his  power 
And  broken  {lumbers  drag  the  refllefs  hour. 
The  murder'd  feems  alive,  and  ghaftly  glares, 
And  in  dire  dreams  the  confcious  murderer  fcares, 
Shows  the  yet-fpouting  wound,  th*   enfanguin'd 

floor, 

The  walls  yet- fmoking  with  the  fpatter'd  gore; 
Or  fhrieks  to  dozing  juftice,  and  reveals 
The  deed,  which  fraudful  art  from  day  conceals ; 
The  delve  obfcene,  where  no  fufpicion  pries, 
Where  the  dtsfigur'd  corfe  unfhroudcd  lies ; 
The  fure,  the  ftriking  proof,  fo  flrong  maintain'*!, 
Pale  guilt  ftarts  felf  convi&ed,  when  arraign'd. 

Thefe  fpirits  treafon  of  its  power  diveft, 
And  turn  the  peril  from  the  patriot's  breafl. 
Thofe  folemn  thought  infpire,  or  bright  defcend 
To  fnatch  in  vifion  fweet  the  dying  friend. 
But  we  deceive  the  gloom,  the  matin  bell 
Summons  to  prayer! — Now  breaks  th'  enchanter's 

fpell ! 

And  now — But  yon  fair  fpirit's  form  furvey  1 
*  f  is  (he  ! — Olympia  beckons  me  away  ! 
I  bafte  ! — I  fly  ! — adieu  '. — and  when  you  fee 
The  youth  who  bleeds  with  fondnefs,  think  on  me: 
Tell  him  my  tale,  and  be  his  pain  careft ; 
By  love  I  tortur'd  was,  by  love  I'm  b'.eft. 
When  worfliipp'd  woman  we  entranc'd  behold, 
We  praife  the  Maker  in  his  faireft  mould  j 
The  pride  of  nature,  harmony  combin'd, 
And  light  immortal  to  the  Ibul  refm'd! 
Depriv'd  of  charming  women,  foon  we  mifs 
The  prize  of  friendship,  and  the  life  of  blifs  ! 

Still  through  the  (hades  Olympia  dawning  breaks! 
What  bloom,   what  brightneis  lufters  o'er  her 
cheeks ! 


Again  (he  calls ! — I  dare  no  longer  flay  ! 
A  kind  farewell — Olympia,  I  obey. 

He  turn'd,  no  longer  in  my  light  rcmain'd  ; 
The  mountain  he,  1  fafe  the  city  gain'd. 


CANTO  IV. 

STILL  o'er  my  mind  wild  fancy  holds  her  fway, 
Still  on  ftrange  vifionary  land  I  ftray. 
Now  fcenes  crowd  thick !  now  indiftindl  appear! 
Swift  glide  the  months,    and  turn  the  varying 

year ! 

Near  the  bull's  hornlight's  rifingmonarch  draws; 
Now  on  its  back  the  Pleiades  he  thaws  ! 
From  vernal  heat  pale  winter  forc'd  to  fly, 
Northward  retires,  yet  turns  a  watery  eye  ; 
Then  with  an  anguifli  breath  nips  infant  blooms, 
Deprives-  unfolding  fpring  of  rich  perfumes, 
Shakes  the  flow-circling  blood  of  human  race, 
And  in  {harp,  livid  looks  contracts  the  face. 
Now  o'er  Norwegian  hills  he  ftrides  away  : 
Such  flippery  paths  ambition's  fteps  betray. 
Turning,  with  fighsjfar  fpiral  firs  he  fees, 
Wliich  bow  obedient  to  the  fouthern  breeze : 
Now  from  yon  Zemblan  rock  his  creft  he  {broads, 
Like  fame's,  obfcur'd  amid  the  whitening  clouds  ; 
Thence  his  loft  empire  is  with  tears  deplor'd  : 
Such  tyrants  ihed  o'er  liberty  reftor'd. 
Beneath  his  eye  (that  throws  malignant  light 
Ten  times  the  meafur'd  round  of  mortal  light) 
A  wafle,  pale   glimmering,   like   a  moon,  that 

wanes 

A  wild  expanfe  of  frozen  fea  contains. 
It  cracks ! — valt  floating  mountains  beat  the  fhore  I 
Far  off  he  hears  thofe  icy  ruins  roar, 
And  from  the  hideous  crafh  diftradled  flies, 
Like  one,  who  feels  his  dying  infant's  cries. 
Near,  and  more  near  the  rufhing  torrents  found, 
And  one  great  rift  runs  through  the  vaft  profound, 
Swift  as  a  fhooting  meteor ;  groaning  loud, 
Like  deep-roll'd  thunder  through  a  rending  cloud. 
The  late  dark  pole  now  feels  unfetting  day ; 
In  hurricanes  of  wrath  he  whirls  his  way  ; 
O'er  many  a  polar  Alp  to  froft  he  goes, 
O'ercrackUngvalesimbrown'dwithmeltingfnows: 
Here  bears  ftalk  tenants  of  the  barren  fpace, 
Few  men,  unfocial  thofe  ! — a  barbarous  race ! 
At  length  the  cave  appears !  the  race  is  run  : 
How  he  recounts  the  conquefts  loft  and  won, 
And  taleful  in  th'  embrace  of  froft  remains, 
Barr'd  from  our  climes,  and  bound  in  icy  chains. 

Meanwhile  the  fun  his  beams  on  Cancer  throws,. 
Which  now  beneath  his  warmeft  influence  glows. 
From  glowing  Cancer  fallen,  the  king  of  day, 
Red  through  the  kindling  Lion  {hoots  his  ray. 
The  tawny  harveft  pays  the  earlier  plough, 
And  mellowing  fruitage  loads  the  bending  bough, 
'Tis  day-fpring.  Now  green  labyrinths  I  frequent. 
Where  wifdom  oft  retires  to'meet  content. 

The  mounting  lark  her  warbling  anthem  lend^ 
From  note  to  note  the  ravifh'd  foul  afcends ; 
As  thus  it  would  the  patriarch's  ladder  climb, 
By  foms  good  angel  led  to  worlds  fublime  ; 


THE    WORKS    OF    SAVAGE. 


Oft  (legends  fay)  the  fnake  with  waken'd  ire, 
jLike  envy  re.-us  in  many  a  fcaly  fpire  ; 
Then  fongllers  droop, then  yield  their  vital  gore, 
And  innocence  and  mufic  are  no  more. 

Mild  rides  the  morn  in  orient  beauty  dreft, 
An  azure  mantle,  and  a  purple  vtft. 
Which,  blown  by  gales,  her  gemmy  feet  difplay, 
Her  amber  trcffes  negligently  gay.  , 
Colleded  now  her  rofy  hand  they  fill, 
And,  gently  wrung,  the  pearly  dews  diftil. 
The  fongl'ul  zephyrs,  and  the  laughing  hour:--, 
ISieathe  fweet;  and  ft  row  her  opening  way  with 

flowers. 

The  chattering  fwallows  leave  their  neftedcare, 
p.ach  promiiing  return  with  plenteous  fare. 
So  the  fond  Twain,  who  to  the  market  hies, 
fetiils,  with  big  hopes,  his  infant's  tender  cries, 
Yonder  two  turtle*,  o'er  their  callow  brood, 
Hang  hovering,  ere  they  leek  their  guiltlcfsfood. 
Fondly  they  bill.     Now  to  their  rm.rning  care, 
1/ike  our  fir  ft  parents,  part  the  amorous  pair  :. 
But  ah  !'-»-ra  pair  no  more  : — With  fpreadiog  wings, 
1'rom  the  high- founding  cliff  a  vulture  fprings; 
Steady  he  fails  along  tK"  aerial  gray, 
^woops  down,  and  bears  yon  timorous  c'ovc  away. 
$jtart  we,  who  worfe  than  vultures,  Nimrads  find, 
lVIeii  meditating  prey  on  human  kind  ? 

Wild  beafts  to  gloomy  dens  repace  their  way, 
Where  their  couch'd  young  demand  the  flaugh- 
ter'd  prey.  .         [fly* 

jRooks,  from  their  nodding  nefts,  black-fwarmijig 
And,  in  hoarfe  uproar,  tell  the  fowler  nigh. 

Now,  in  his  tabernacle  rous'd,  the  fun 
Is  warn'd  the  blue  netherial  Heep  to  run. 
While  on  his  couch,  of  floating  jafper  lajd, 
from  his  bright  eye  fleep  calls  the  dewy  fhade. 
The  cryflal  <lome  tranfparent  pillars  r.aife,  .     . 
Whence,   bearu'd   from   fapphires,   living   azure 

plays:.. 

The  liquid  floor,  in-wrought  with  pearls  divine, 
Where  all  his  labours  in.  mofaiq  (hine. 
His  coronet,  a' cloud  of  filver-whitc  ; 
His  robe  with  imconfurrung  crimlpn  bright, 
Varied  vvilh  gems,  all  heaven',s  collected  ftore  ! 
While  hislpole  lock*  defcend,  a  golden  fhower. 
If  to  .his  fteps  cpmpar'd,  >ve  tardy  find 
The  Greciaii  racers,  who  outftrip  the  wind, 
Fleet,  to  the  glowing, race  behold  him  flart ! 
His  quickening  eyes  a  quivering  radiance  dart, 
And,  \vhile  this  lull  nodurnal  frag  is  furl'd, 
Swift  into  life  and  motion  look,  the  world. 
The  fun-flower  now  averts  her  blooming  cheek 
from  weft,  to  -view  his  eaftern  luftre  break. 
What  gay,  creative,  power,  his  prefence  brirgs  ! 
Hills,  lawn?,  lakes,  villages  !— the  face  of  things, 
Att  night  beneath  fucceflive  fliadows  mifs'd, 
inftant  begins  in  colours, to.  exilt  : 
But  abftjit  .thefe  from  fons.  of  riot  keep, 
Loit  in  impure,  unmedjtating  ,flecp. 
T'  unlock  his  fence,  the  ne-yv-rifen  fwain  prepares 
And.  ere  forth-driven  recounts  his  fleecy  cares;-. 
"WHen,  lo  \  an  amb.ufn'd  wolf,  with  hunger  bsld, 
Springs  at  rl.e  prey,  «nd  fierce  invades  the  fold  ! 
But  by  the  paflor  :a..c  in  vain  defied, 
^iku  our  .uxh  :oc  by  fome  ceieftial  guide, 


Spread  on  yon  rock  the  fca-calf  I  fnrrey  : 
Bafic'd  i;  •    fkin  reflects  the  day.' 

-Je  fees  yon  tower-like  ihip  the  wave.s  divide, 
Ar.i!  ii:p.-i  a;;ai;»  beneath  the  glaffy  tide. 

The  w-itery  herbs,  auci  ihrubs,  and  vines,  ar 
llo.\  [fhowex 

Rear  th'c-ir  bent  heads,  o'ercharg'd  with  night 
Hail.  g!crious  lun  !   to  whofe  attractive  fires, 
^  \ve-i lien'd,  vegetative  life  afpires  ! 
The  juice.-,  wrought  by  thy  directive  force, 
Through  plants,  and  trees,  perform  their  genis 

c<  urfe, 

Extend  in  root,  with  bark  unyielding  bind 
I'he  hearted  trunk;  or  weave  the  branching  rind;, 
Expand  iu  leaves,  in  flowery  bloffoms  fhoot, 
Bleed  in'rich  gums,  and  fwell  in  ripen'd  fruit. 
From  Thee;  bright,  univerfal  Power!   began 
InftincT:  in  brute, .and  generous  love  in  man. 
Talk'd  I  of  love? — Yon  ivvain,  with  amorouii 

air, 

Soft  fwells  his  pipe,  to  charm  the  rural  fair. 
She  milks  the  flocks  ;•  then,  liftening  as  he  plays, 
Steals,  in  the  running  brook,  a  conicious  gaze. 

The  trout,  that  deep,  in  winter,  ouz'd  remain*,, 
Up-fprings,  and  funward  turns  its  crimfon  ftain»» 

The  tenants  of  the  warren,  vainly  chas'd ; 
Now  lur'd  to  ambient  fields  for  green  repair, 
Seek  their  fmall  vaulted  labyrinths  in  vain  ; 
Entangling  nets  betray  the  Dripping  train  ; 
1-tcd  maflacres  through  their  republic  fly, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  by  ruthleh  fpaniels  die. 

The  fiiher,  who  the  lonely  beech  has  ftray'd, 

And  all  the  live-long  night  his  net-work  fpread, 

Drags  in,  and  bears  the  loaded  fnare  away  ; 

Where  flounce,  decciv'd,  th' expiring  fin«y  prey. 

Near    Neptune's  temple    (Neptune's   now 

more), 

Whofe  ftatue  plants  a  trident  on  the  fhore, 
.In  fportive  rings  the  generous  dolphins  wind, 
And  eye,  and  think  the  image  human-kind  : 
Dear,  pleafing  iriendfhip  !— See  !    the  pile  c( 

mands 

The  vale,  and  grim  at  fuperrtition  Hands  ! 
Time's  hand  there  leaves  its  print  of  moffy 
With  h>  Hows,  carv'd  forfnakes,  and  birds  obfcei 
O  Gibbs,  whofe  art  the  folemn  fane  can  raife, 
Where  God  delights  to  dwell,  and  man  to  praife; 
When  moulder'd  thus  the  column  falls  away, 
Like  fome  great  prince  majeftic  in  decay; 
When  ignorance  and  fcorn  the  ground  fhall  tread, 
Where  wifdom  tutor'd,  and  devotion  pray'd  ; 
Where  all  thy  pompous  work  our  wondtr  claim  ; 
What,  but  the  mule  alone,  preferve  thy  name  ? 
. .    The  fun  fhiaea,  broken,  through  yon  atch  tl 

rears 

This  or.ce  round  fabric,  half  depriv'd  by  years, 
Which  rofe  a  (lately  colonnade",  and  crovn'J 
Encircling  pillars  now  unfaithful  found  ; 
In  fragments,  thefc  the  fall  of  thofe  forebode, 
Which,  nodding,  jufl  up-heave  their  crumblinj 

load. 

High,  on  yon  column,  which  hasbatter'd  flood, 
Like  fome  flripp.'d  oak,  die  grandeur  of  the  we 
The  ftork  inhabits  her  aerial  r:t.it ; 
By  her  ars  liberty  and  peace  cartil  5 


THE    WANDERER. 


She  flies  the  realms  that  own  defpotic  kings, 
And  only  fpreads  o'er  free-born  ftates  her  wings. 
The  roof  is  now  the  daw's,  or  raven's  haunt, 
And  loathfome  toads  in  the  dark  entrance  pant ; 
Or  fnakes,  that  lurk  to  fnap  the  heedlefs  fly, 
And  fated  bird,  that  oft  comes  fluttering  by. 

'  An  aqueduct  acrofs  yon  vale  is  laid, 
Its  channel  through  a  ruin'd  arch  betray'd ; 
Whirl'd  down  a  fteep,  it  flies  with  torrent  force, 
f'lafhes,  and  roars,  and  plows  a  devious  courfe. 

Attracted  mifrs  a  golden  cloud  commence, 
While  through  high-colour'd  air  ftrike  rays  intenfe. 
Betwixt  two  points,  which  yon  fteep  mountains 

fhow, 

Lies  a  mild  bay,  to  which  kind  breezes  flow. 
Beneath  a  grotto,  arch'd  for  calm  retreat, 
Leads  lengthening  in  the  rock — Be  this  my  feat. 
Heat  never  enters  here ;  but  coolnefs  reigns 
O'er  zephyrs,  and  diftilling,  watery  veins. 
Secluded  now  I  trace  th'  inftructive  page, 
And  live  o'er  fcenes  of  many  a  backward  age ; 
Through   days,   months,    years,    through   time's 

whole  courfe  I  run, 
And  prcfent  ftand  where  time  itftlf  begun. 

'Ye  mighty  dead,  of  juft,  difHnguifh'd  fame, 
Your  thoughts,  (ye  bright  inftrudors!)  here  I 

claim. 

Here  ancient  knowledge  opens  nature's  fprings; 
Here  truths  hiftonc  give  the  hearts  of  kings. 
Hence  contemplation  learns  white  hours  to  find, 
And  labours  virtue  on  th'  attentive  mind  : 
O  lov'd  retreat !   thy  joys  content  beftow, 
Nor  guilt,  nor  fhame,  nor  fharp  repentance  know. 
What  the  fifth  Charles  long  aim'd  in  power  to  fee, 
That  happinefs  he  found  referv'd  in  thee.  [weeps, 

Now   let   me   change  the   page — Here   Tuily 
While  in  death's  icy  arms  his  Tullia  fleeps, 
His  daughter  dear ! — Retir'd  I  fee  him  mourn, 
By  all  the  frenzy  now  of  anguifh  torn. 
Wild  his  complaint !  Nor  fweeter  forrow's  ftrain?, 
When  Singer  for  Alexis  loft  complains. 
JLach  friend  condoles,  expoftulates,  reproves; 
3Vlore  than  a  father  raving  Tully  loves ; 
Or  Salluft  cenfures  thus  ! — Unheeding  blame, 
He  fchemes  a  temple  to  his  Tullia's  name. 
Thus  o'er  my  hermit  once  did  grief  prevail, 
Thus  rofe  Olympia's  tomb,  his  moving  tale, 
The  fighs,  tears,  frantic  ftarts,  that  banifh  reft, 
.And  all  the  burfting  forrows  of  his  breaft.     * 

But  hark  !  a  fudden  power  attunes  the  air  ! 
Th'  enchanting  found  enamour'd  breezes  bear; 
Now  low,  no\v  high,  they  fink,  or  lift  the  long, 
Which  the  cave  echoes  fweet,  and  fweet  the  creeks 
prolong. 

I  liften'd,  gaz'd,  when,  wondrous  to  behold  ! 
From  ocean  fteam'd,  a  vapour  gathering  roll'd, : 
A  blue,  round  fpot  on  the  mid-roof  it  came, 
Spread  broad,  and  redden'd  into  dazzling  flame, 
luill  orb'd  it  fhone,  and  dimm'd  the  fwimming 

fight, 

While  doubling  objects  danc'd  with  darkling  light. 
Amaz'd  I  flood  ! — amaz'd  I  ftill  remain  !  • 

What  earthly  power  this  wonder  can  explain  1 
Gradual,  at  length,  the  luftre  dies  away  ; 
J/iy  eyes  icftor'd.  a  mortal  form  furvey. 


My  hermit  friend  !  'Tis  he.— All  hail !  (he  cries) 

I  fee,  and  would  alleviate,  thy  furprife. 

The  vanifh'd  meteor  was  heaven's  meffage  meanta 

To  warn  thee  hence  :   I  knew  the  high  intent. 

Hear  then  !  in  this  fequefter'd  cave  retir'd, 

Departed  faints  converfe  with  men  infpir'd. 

'Tis  facred  ground  ;  nor  can  thy  mind  endure, 

Yet  unprepar'd,  an  intercourfe  fo  pure. 

Quick  let  us  hence.— And  now  extend  thy  views 

O'er  yonder   lawn ;  there  find  the   heaven-bora 

mufe  ! 

Or  feek  her,  where  fhe  trufts  her  tuneful  tale 
To  the  mid,  filent  wood,  or  vocal  vale;      [fhades,1 
Where  trees  half  check  the  light  with  trembling 
Clofe  in  deep  glooms,  or  open  clear  in  glades;         1 
Or  where  iurrounding  viftas  far  defcend, 
The  landfcape  varied  at  each  leflening  end ; 
She,  only  fhe  can  mortal  thought  refine, 
And  raife  thy  voice  to  vifitants  divine. 


CANTO  V. 

WE  left  the  cave.     Be  fear  (faid  I)  defy'd  I 
Virtue  (for  thou  art  virtue)  is  my  guide. 

By  time-worn  fteps  a  fteep  afcent  we  gain, 
Whofe  fummit  yields  a  profpedl  o'er  the  plain. 
There,  bench'd  with  turf,  an  oak  our  feat  extends, 
Whofe  top  a  verdant,  branch'd  pavilion  bends. 
Viftas,  with  leaves,  diverfify  the  fcene, 
Some  pale,  fome  brown,  and  fome  of  lively  green. 

Now,  from  the  full-grown  day  a  beamy  fhowef 
Gleams  on  the  lake,  and  gilds  each  gloffy  flower. 
Gay  infects  fparkle  in  the  genial  blaze, 
Various  as  light,  and  countlefs  as  its  rays : 
They  dance  on  every  ftream,  and  piclur'd  play, 
Till,  by  the  watery  racer,  fnatch'd  away. 

Now,  from  yon  range  of  rocks,  ftrong  rays  re- 
bound, 

Doubling  the  day  on  flowery  plains  around  : 
King-cups  beneath  far-ftriking  colours  glance, 
Bright  as  th'  etherial  glows  the  green  expanfe. 
Gems  of  the  field  ! — the  topaz  charms  the  fight, 
Like  thefe,  effulging  yellow  dreams  of  light. 
From  the  fame  rocks,  fall  rills  with  foften'd  force, 
Meet  in.yon  mead,  and  well  a  river's  fource. 
Through  her  clear  channel  fhine  her  finny  fhoah, 
O'er  fands,  like  gold,  the  liquid  cryftal  rolls. 
Dimm'd  in  yon  coarfer  moor,  her  charms  decay, 
And  fhape,  through  ruftling  reeds,  a  ruffled  way. 
Near  willows  fhort  and  bufhy  fhadows  throw : 
Now  loft,  fhe  feems  through  nether  tracts  to  flow; 
Yet,  at  yon  point,  winds  out  in  filver  ftate, 
Like  virtue  from  a  labyrinth  of  fate.  [run 

In  lengthening  rows,  prone  from  the  mountains, 
The  flocks  ; — their  fleeces  gliftening  in  the  fun  ; 
Her  ftreams  they  feek,  and,  'twixt  her  neighbour- 
ing trees, 

Recline  in  various  attitudes  of  eafe. 
Where  the  herds  fip,  the  little  fcaly  fry, 
Swift  from  the  fhore,  in  fcattering  myriads  fly. 

Each   livery'd  cloud,   that   round   th'  horizoa 

glows, 
Shifts  in  odd  fcenes,  like  earth,  from  whence  it  rofe« 
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The  bee  hums  wanton  in  yon  jafmine  bower, 
And  circling  fettles,  and  defpoils  the  flower. 
Melodious  there  the  plumy  fongfters  meet, 
And  all  charm 'd  echo  from  her  arch'd  retreat. 
Neat  polifh'd  maufions  rife  in  profpect  gay ; 
Time-battcr'd  towers  frown  awful  in  decay  ; 
The  fun  plays  glittering  on  the  rocks  and  fpires, 
And  the  lawn  lightens  wif h  reflected  fires. 

Here  mirth,  and  fancy's  wanton  train  advance 
And  to  light  meafures  turn  the  fwimming  dance, 
Sweet,  flow-pac'd  melancholy  next  appears, 
Pompous  in  grief,  and  eloquent  of  tears. 
Here  meditation  (bines,  in  azure  dreft, 
All  ftarr'd  with  gems;  a  fun  adorns  her  crefh 
Religion,  to  wh-.fe  lifted,  raptur'd  eyes 
Seraphic  hofts  defcend  from  opening  ikies; 
Beauty,  who  fways  the  heart,  and  charms  the  fight ; 
Whofe  tongue  is  mufic,  and  whofe  fmile  delight ; 
Whofe  brow  is  majefty ;  whofe  bofom  peace  ; 
Who  bade  creation  be,  and  chaos  ceafe  ;         [vine 
Whofe  breath  perfumes  the  fpring ;  whofe  eye  di- 
Kindled  the  fun.  and  gave  its  light  to  (hine. 
Here,  in  thy  likenefs.  fair  Ophelia  *,  feen, 
She  throws  kind  luftre  o'er  th'  enliven'd  green. 
Next  her  defcription,  rob'd  in  various  hues, 
Invites  attention  from  the  penfive  mufe  t 
The  mufe  ! — (he  comes  !  refin'd  the  paffions  wait, 
And  precept,  ever  winning,  wife,  and  great. 
The  mufe  !  a  thoufand  fpirits  wing  the  air 
(Once  men,  who  made  like  her  mankind  their 

care) : 

Enamour'd  round  her  prefs  th*  infpiring  throng, 
And  fwell  to  ecftacy  her  folemn  fong. 

Thus  in  the  dame  each  nobler  grace  we  find, 
Fair  Wortlcy's  angel-accent,  eyes,  and  mind. 
Whether  her  fight  the  dew-bright  dawn  furveys, 
The  noon's  dry  heat,  or  evening's  temper'd  rays, 
The  hours  of  ftorm,  or  calm,  the  gleby  ground, 
The  coral'd  fea,  gem'd  rock,  or  iky  profound, 
A  Raphael's  fancy  animates  each  line, 
Each  image  flrikes  with  energy  divine ; 
Bacon  and  Newton  in  her  thoughts  confpire ; 
Nor  fweeter  than  her  voice  is  Handel's  lyre. 

My  hermit  thus.     She  beckons  us  away  : 
Oh,  let  us  fwift  the  high  beheft  obey  !          [croft, 

Now  through  a  lane,  which  mingling  traces  have 
The  way  unequal,  and  the  landfcapc  loft, 
We  rove.     The  warblers  lively  tunes  eflay, 
The  lark  on  wing,  the  linnet  on  the  fpray, 
While  mufic  trembles  in  their  fongful  throats, 
The  bullfinch  whittles  foft  his  flute-like  notes. 
The  bolder  blackbird  fwells  fonorous  hys ; 
The  varying  thrufli  commands  a  tuneful  maze; 
Each  a  wild  length  of  melody  puffues;         [coos. 
While  the  foft  murmuring,  amorous  wood-clove 
And,  when  in  fpring  thefe  melting  mixtures  flow, 
The  cuckoo  fends  her  unifon  of  woe. 

But  as  fmooth  feas  are  furrow' d  by  a  ftorm  ; 
As  troubles  all  our  tranquil  joys  deform  ; 
So,  loud  through  air,  unwelcome  noifes  found, 
And  harmony's  at  once,  in  difcord,  drown'd. 
From  yon  dark  cyprefs,  croaks  the  raven's  cry; 
As  diflonant  the  daw,  jay,  chattering  pie  : 


The  clamorous  crows  abandonM  carnage  feelc, 
And  the  harfti  owl  fhrills  out  a  (harpcning  fliri< 

At  the  lane's  end  a  high-lath'd  gate's  prefer'c 
To  bar  the  trefpafs  of  a  vagrant  herd. 
Faft  by,  a  meagre  mendicant  we  find, 
Whofe  ruflet  rags  hang  fluttering  in  the  wind  : 
Years  bow  his  back,  a  ftafffupports  his  tread, 
And  ft/ft  white  hairs  (hade  thin  his  palfy'd  he! 
Poor  wretch  ! — Is  this  for  charity  his  haunt  ? 
He  meets  the  frequent  flight,  and  ruthlefs  taunt. 
On  flaves  of  guilt  oft  fmiles  the  fquandering  pec 
But  parting  knows  not  common  bounty  here. 
Vain  thing  1  in  what  doft  theu  fuperior  (hine? 
His  our  firft  fire  :  what  race  more  ancient  thim 
Lei's  backward  trac'd,  he  may  his  lineage  draw 
From  men,  whofe  influence  kept  the  world  in  a^ 
Whofe  worthlefs  fons,  like  thee,  perchance  cc 

fum'd 

Their  ample  ftore,  their  line  to  want  was  doom'c 
So  thine  may  perifh,  by  the  courfe  of  things, 
While  his,  from  beggars,  re-afcend  to  kings. 
Now,  lazar,  as  thy  hardfhips  I  perufe, 
On  my  own  ftate  inftrudted  would  I  mufe. 
When  I  view  greatnefs,  I  my  lot  lament ; 
Compar'd  to  thee,  I  fnatch  fupreme  content. 
I  might  have  felt,  did  heaven  not  gracious  deal, 
A  fate,  which  I  muft  mourn  to  fee  thee  feel. 
But  foft !  the  cripple  our  approach  defcries, 
And  to  the  gate,  though  weak,  officious  hies. 
I  fpring  preventive,  and  unbar  the  way, 
Then,  turning,  with  a  fmile  of  pity,  fay, 
Here,  friend!— this  little  copper  alms  receive, 
Inftance  of  will,  without  the  power  to  give. 
Hermit,  if  here  with  pity  we  reflect,          [gle&  ? 
How  muft  we  grieve,  when   learning  meets  ne- 
When  god-like  fouls  endure  a  mean  reftraint ; 
When  generous  will  is  curb'd  by  tyrant  want  ? 
He  truly  feels  what  to  dillrefs  belongs, 
Who  to  his  private,  adds  a  people's  wrongs; 
Merit's  a  mark,  at  which  difgrace  is  thrown, 
And  every  injur'd  virtue  is  his  own. 
Such  their  own  pangs  with  patience  here  endure, 
Yet  there  weep  wounds,  they  are  denied  to  cure  ; 
Thus  rich  in  poverty,  thus  humbly  great, 
And,  though  deprefs'd,  fuperior  to  their  fate. 
Minions  in  power,  and  mifers,  'mid  their  ftore, 
Arc  mean  in  greatnefs,  and  in  plenty  poor. 
What's  power,  or  wealth  ?  Were  they  net  form' 

for  aid, 

A  fpring  for  virtue,  and  from  wrongs  a  (hade  ? 
In  power  we  favage  tyranny  behold, 
And  wily  avarice  owns  polluted  gold. 
From  golden  fands  her  pride  could  Libya  raife, 
Could  Ibe,    who  fpreads  no  pafture,   claim  cur 
priiife  ?  [breed ; 

Loath'd  were  her  wealth,  where  rabid  ruonfters 
Where  ferpents,  pamper'd  on  her  venom,  feed, 
No  (heltery  trees  invite  the  wanderer's  eye, 
No  fruits,  no  grain,  no  gums,  her  traces  fupply  j 
On  her  vaft  wilds  no  lovely  profpects  run  ; 
But  all  lies  barren,  though  beneath  the  fun. 

My  hermit  thus.     I  know  thy  foul  believes, 
'Tis  hard  vice  triumphs,  and  that  virtue  grieves; 
Yet  oft  aflli&ion  purifies  the  mind, 
Kind  benefits  oft  flow  from  means  unkind. 


THE    WANDERER. 


Were  the  whole  known,  that  we  uncouth  fuppofe, 
Doubtlefs,  would  beauteous  fymmetry  difclofc. 
The  naked  cliff,  that  fmgly  rough  remains, 

l  In  profpect  dignifies  the  fertile  plains  ; 
Lead-colour'd  cloud?,  in  fcattering  fragments  feert, 

1  Show,  though  in  broken  views,  the  blue  ferene. 
Severe  diftreffes  induftry  infpire  ; 
Thus  captive  oft  excelling  arts  acquire, 
And  boldly  ftruggle  through  a  ftate  of  fhame, 
To  life,  eai'e,  plenty,  liberty,  and  fame. 
Sword-law  has  often  Europe's  balance  gain'd, 
And  one  red  victory  years  of  peace  maintain'd. 
We  pafs  through  want  to  wealth,  through  difmal 

ftrife, 

To  calm  content,  through  death  to  endlefs  life. 
Libya  thou  nam'ft — let  Afric's  waftes  appear 
Curft  by  thofe  heats,  that  fructify  the  year; 
Yet  the  fame  funs  her  orange-groves  befriend, 
Where  cluftering  globes  in  ftiiniiig  rows  depend. 
Here  when  fierce  beams  o'er  withering  plants  are 

roli'd. 

There  the  green  fruit  feems  ripen'd  into  gold. 
Ev'n  fcer.es  that  ftnke  with  terrible  furprife, 
Still  prove  a  God,  juft,  merciful,  and  wife. 
Sad  wintery  blafts,  that  ftrip  the  autumn,  bring 
The  milder  beauties  of  a  flowery  fpring. 
Ye  fulphurous  fires  in  j^ggy  lightnings  break ! 
Ye  thunders  rattle,  and  ye  nations  fhake ! 
Ye  ftorms  of  riving  flame  the  foreft  tear ! 
Deep  crack  the  rocks !  rent  trees  be  whirl'd  in  air ! 
Reft  at  a  ftroke,  fome  ftately  fane  we'll  mourn ; 
Her  tombs  wide-fhatter'd,  and  her  dead  up-torn ; 
Were  noxious  fpirits  not  from  caverns  drawn, 
Rack'd  earth  would  foon  in  gulfs  enormous  yawn  : 
Then  all  were  loft  !-— Or  would  we  floating  view 
The  baleful  cloud,  there  would  deftruction  brew ; 
Plague,  fever,  frenzy,  clofe-engendering  lie, 
Till  thefe  red  ruptures  clear  the  fullied  Iky. 

Now  a  field  opens  to  enlarge  my  thought, 
In  parcel'd  tracts  to  various  ufes  wrought. 
Here  hardening  ripencfs  the  firft  blooms  behold, 
There  the  laft  bloffoms  fpring-like  pride  unfold. 
Here  fwelling  peafe  on  leafy  ftalks  are  feen, 
Mix'd  flowers  of  red  and  azure  fhine  between  ; 
Whofe  weaving  beauties,  heighten'd  by  the  fun, 
In  colour'd  lanes  along  the  furrows  run. 
There  the  next  produce  of  a  genial  fliower, 
The  beans  frcftj- bloffoms  in  a  fpeckled  flower; 
Whofe  morning  dewsT'when  to  the  fun  refign'd, 
With  undulating  fleets  embalm  the  wind. 
Now  daify  plats  of  clover  fquare  the  plain, 
And  part  the  bearded  from  the  beardlefs  grain. 
There  fibrous  flax  with  vtniure  binds  the  field, 
Which  on  the  loom  fh.vi  art-fpun  labours  yield. 
The  mulberry,  in  fair  fummer-green  array'd, 
Full  in  the  mid  ft  ftarts  up,  a  filky  fhade. 
For  human  tafte  the  rich-ftain'd  fruiiage  bleeds; 
The  leaf  the  fiik-emitting  reptile  feeds. 
As  fwa'ns  their  down,  as  flocks  their  fleeces  leave, 
Here  worms  for  man  their  glofjfy  entrails  weave. 
Hence  to  adorn  the  fair,  in  texture  gay, 
Sprigs,  fruits,  and  flowers  on  figur'd  vcflments 

play: 

But  induftry  prepares  them  oft  to  pleafe 
The  guilty  pride  of  vain,  luxurianj  cafe. 


Now  frequent,  dufty  gales  offenfive  blow, 
And  o'er  my  fight  a  tranfient  blindnefs  throw. 
Windward  we  fhift.    Near  down  th'  etherial  fleet), 
The  lamp  of  day  hangs  hovering  o'er  the  deep. 
Dim  {hades,  in  rocky  lhapes  up  asthcr  roli'd, 
Project  long,  fhaggy  points,  deep-ting'd  with  gold. 
Others  take  faint  th'  unripen'd  cherry's  dye, 
And  paint  amufing  landscapes  on  the  eye. 
Their  blue-veil'd  yellow,  through  a  fky  ferene, 
In  fwelling  mixture  forms  a  floating  green. 
Streak'd   through  white  clouds  a  mild  vermilioa 

fhines, 
And  the  breeze  frefhens,  as  the  heat  declines. 

Yon  crookjed,  funny  roads  change  rifing  views 
From  brown,  to  fandy  red,  and  chalky  hues. 
One  mingled  fcene  another  quick  fucceeds, 
Men,  chariots,  teams,  yok'd  itcers,  and  prancinjr 

fteeds, 

Which  climb,  defcend,  and,  as  loud  whips  refound, 
Stretch,  fweat,  and  fmoke  along  unequal  ground. 
On  winding  Thames,  reflecting  radiant  beams, 
When  hoats,   fhips,  barges  mark  the  roughen'd 

ftreams. 

This  way,  and  that,  they  different  points  purfue; 
So  mix  the  motions,  and  fo  fhifts  the  view, 
While  thus  we  throw  around  our  gladden'd  eyes, 
The  gifts  of  heaven  in  gay  profufion  rife ; 
Trees  rich  with  gums,  and  fruits;  with  jewels 

rocks  : 
Plains  with  flowers,  herbs,  and  plants,  and  beeves, 

and  flocks ; 
Mountains  with  mines ;    with  oak,  and  cedar, 

woods ; 

Quarries  \vith  marble,  and  with  fifh,  the  floods. 
In  darkening  fpots,  mid  fields  of  various  dyes, 
Tilth  new  manur'd,  or  naked  fallow  lies. 
Near  uplands  fertile  pride  enclos'd  difplay, 
The  green  grafs  yellowing  into  fcentful  hay. 
And  thick-fet  hedges  fence  the  full-ear 'd  cornj 
And  berries  blacken  on  the  virid  thorn. 
Mark  in  yon  heath  oppos'd  the  cultur'd  fcene, 
Wild  thyme,  pale  box,  and  firs  of  darker  green. 
The  native  ftrawberry  red-ripening  grows, 
By  nettles  guarded,  as  by  chorns  the  rofe. 
There  nightingales  in  unprun'd  copfes  build, 
In  fhaggy  furzes  lies  the  hare  conceal'd. 
'Twixt  ferns  and  thirties,  unfown  flowers  amufe, 
And  form  a  lucid  chace  of  various  hues  ; 
Many  half-grey  with  duft :  confus'd  they  lie; 
Scent  the  rich  year,  and  lead  the  wandering  eye. 

Contemplative,  we  tread  the  flowery  plain, 
The  mufe  preceding  with  her  heavenly  train. 
When,  lo     the  mendicant,  fo  late  behind, 
Strange  view  !  now  journeying  in  our  front  we 
find!  [niands; 

And  yet   a   view,   more  flrange,    our  heed  de- 
Touch'd  by  the  mufe's  wand  transt'orm'd  he  {lands. 
O'er  fkin  late  wrinkled,  inftant  beauty  fpreads; 
The  late-dimm'd  eye,  a  vivid  luftre  fheds  ; 
Hairs,  once  fo  thin,  now  graceful  locks  decline; 
A.nd  rags  now  chang'd  in  regal  veftments  fhine. 
The  .hermit  thus.     In  him  the  BARD  bthald, 
Once  feen  by  midnight's  lamp  in  wii  ter's  cold; 
The  BARD,  whofe  want  fo  multiplied  his  woes^ 
He  funk  a  mortal,  and  a  feruph  rof<?, 


**• 
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See !— where  thofe  ftately  yew- trees  darkling  grow, 
And,  waving  o'er  yon  graves,   brown  borrows 

throw, 

Scornful  he  points-— there,  o'er  his  facred  duft, 
Arife  the  fculptur'd  tornb,  and  labour'd  bull. 
Vain  pomp  !  beftow'd  by  oftentatious  pride, 
"Who  to  a  life  of  want  relief  deny'd. 

But  thus  the  BARD.    Are  thefe the  gifts  of  ftate  ? 
Gifts  unreceiv'd  !— Thefe  !  Ye  ungenerous  great  1 
How  was  I  treated  when  in  life  forlorn  ? 
3My  claim  your  pity  ;  but  my  lot  your  fcorn. 
"Why  were  my  Audious  hours  oppos'd  by  need  ? 
In  me  did  poverty  from  guilt  proceed  ? 
Did  I  contemporary  authors  **rong, 
And  deem  their  worth,  but  as  they  priz'd  my  fong  ? 
Did  I  foothe  vice,  or  venal  ftrokes  betray, 
In  the  low-purpos'd,  loud  polemic  fray  ? 
Did  e'er  my  verfe  immodeft  warmth  contain, 
Or,  once-licentious,  heavenly  truths  profane  ? 
Never.— And  yet  when  envy  funk  my  name, 
Who  call'd  my  fliadow'd  merit  into  fame  ? 
"When,  undeferv'd,  a  prifon's  grate  1  faw, 
What  hand  redeem'd  me  from  the  wrefted  law  ! 
Who  cloth'd  me  naked,  or  when  hungry  fed  ? 
Why  crufh'd  the  living?  Why  extol'd  the  dead  ?— 
But  foreign  languages  adopt  my  lays, 
And  diftant  nations  (name  you  into  praife. 
"Why  fliould  unreliuYd  wit  thefe  honours  caufe  ? 
Cuftom,  not  knowledge,  dictates  your  applaufe  : 
Or  think  you  thus  a  (eft-renown  to  raife, 
Atid  mingle  your  vain-glories  with  my  bays  ? 
Be  your's  the  mouldering  tomb  !  Be  mine  the  lay 
Immortal! — Thus  he  feoffs  the  pomp  away. 
Though  words  like  thefe  unletter'd  pride  impeach, 
To  the  meek  heart  he  turns  with  milder  fpeech. 
Though  now  a  feraph,  oft  he  deigns  to  wear 
The  face  of  human  friendship,  oft  of  care ; 
To  walk  difguis'd  an  objedt  of  relief. 
A  learn'd,  good  man,  long  exercis'd  in  grief; 
Forlorn,  a  friend lefs  orphan  oft  to  roam, 
Craving  fome  kiud,  fome  hofpitable  home  : 
Of,  like  Ulyfles,  a  low  lazar  {land ; 
JBefeeching  pity's  eye,  and  bounty's  hand; 
Or,  like  Ulyfles,  royal  aid  requeft, 
Wandering  from  court  to  court,  a  king  diftrcft. 
Thus  varying  fhapes,  the  fceming  fon  of  woe 
lyes  the  cold  heart,  and  hearts  that  generous  glow: 
Then  to  the  mufe  relates  each  lordly  name, 
"Who  deals  impartial  infamy  and  fame. 
Oft,  as  when  men  in  mortal  ftate  deprefs'd, 
His  lays  taught  virtue,  which  his  life  confefs'd, 
,         He  now  forms  vifionary  fcenes  below, 
Infpiring  patience  in  the  heart  of  woe  ; 
Patience,  that  foftens  every  fad  extreme,    [gleam, 
That   cafts   through  dungeon-glooms   a   cheerful 
Difarms  difeafe  of  pain,  mocks  flander's  fling, 
And  ftrips  of  terrors  the  terrific  king, 
"Gainft  want,  a  fourer  foe,  its  fuccour  lends, 
And  fmiling  fees  th'  ingratitude  of  friends. 

Nor  are  thefe  talks  to  him  alone  confign'd. 
Millions  invifible  befriend  mankind. 
When  watery  ftrudures,feen  crofs  heaven  t'  afcend, 
Arch  above  arch  in  radiant  order  bend, 
Fancy  beholds,  adown  each  glittering  fide, 
Myriads  of  inifficmary  feraphs  glide ; 


She  fees  good  angel*  genial  fhower?  bellow 
From  the  red  convex  of  the  dewy  bow. 
They  ftnile  upon  the  fvvain  :  He  views  the  prize  j 
Then  grateful  hcnds,  to  blcfs  the  bounteous  fides. 
Some  winds  collect,  and  fend  propitious  gales 
Oft  where  Britannia's  navy  fpreads  her  fails  ; 
There  ever  wafting,  on-  the  breath  of  fame, 
Unequal'd  glory  in  her  fovereign's  name. 
Some  teach  young  zephyr*  vernal  fweets  to  bear, 
And  float  the  balmy  health  on  ambient  air  ; 
Zephyrs,  that  oft,  where  lovers  liftening  lie, 
Along  the  grove  in  melting  mufic  die, 
And  in  lone  caves  to  minds  poetic  roll 
Seraphic  whifpers,  that  abftradl  the  foul. 
Some  range  the  colours,  as  they  parted  fly, 
Clear-pointed  to  the  philofophic  eye  ; 
The  flaming  red,  that  pains  the  dwelling  gaze; 
The  flainlefs,  lightfome  yellow's  gilding  rays; 
The  clouded  orange,  that  betwixt  them  glows, 
And  to  kind  mixture  tawny  luftre  owes; 
All-cheering  green,  that  gives  the  fpring  its  dye; 
The  bright,  tranfparent  blue,  that  robes  the  iky; 
And  indico,  which  fhaded  light  difplays; 
And  violet,  which  in  the  view  decays. 
Parental  hues,  whence  others  all  proceed  ; 
An  ever-mingling,  changeful,  countlefs  breed  ; 
Unravel'd,  variegated,  lines  of  light, 
When  blended,  dazzling  in  promifcuou*  white. 
Oft  through  thefe  bows  departed  fpirits  range, 
New  to  the  {kiee,  admiring  at  their  change  ; 
Each  mind  a  void,  as  when  firft  born  to  earth, 
Behold  a  fecond  blank  in  fecond  birth ; 
Then,  as  yon  feraph  bard  fram'd  hearts  below, 
Each  lees  him  here  tranfcendent  knowledge  (how, 
New  faints  he  tutors  into  truth  refin'd, 
And  tunes  to  rapturous  love  the  new-form'd  mind. 
He  fwells  the  lyre,  whofe  loud,  melodious  lays 
Call  high  Hofannas  from  the  voice  of  praife ; 
Though  one  bad  age  fuch  poefy  could  wrong, 
Now  worlds  around  retentive  roll  the  fong  : 
Now  God's  high  throne  the  full-voic'd  raptures 

gain, 
Celeftial  hods  returning  ftrain  for  {train. 

Thus  he,  who  once  knew  want  without  relief, 
Sees  joys  rcfulting  from  well  fufFering  grief. 
Hark  '.  while  we  talk,  a  diftant  pattering  rain 
Refounds  ! — See  1   up  the  broad  etherial  plain 
Shoots  the  bright  bow  ! — The  feraph  flits  away ; 
The  mufe,  the  graces  from  our  view  decay. 

Behind  yon  weftern  hill  the  globe  of  light 
Drops  ludclen  ;  faft-purfued  by  (hades  of  night. 

Yon  graves  from  winter-fcencs  to  mind  recall 
Rebellion's  council,  and  rebellion's  fall. 
What  fitnds  in  fulphurous,  car -like  clouds  up- 

flew! 

What  midnight  treafon  glar'd  beneath  their  view ! 
And  now  the  traitors  rear  their  Babel-fchemes, 
Big,  and  more  big,  ftupendous  mifchief  fecms ; 
But  juftice,  rouz'd,  fuperior  flrength  employs, 
Their  fcheme  wide  fliattcrs,  and  their  hope  de« 

ftroys. 

Difcord  fhe  wills ;  the  miffile  ruin  flies; 
Sudden,  unnatural  debates  arife, 
Doubt,  mutual  jealoufy,  and  dumb  difguft, 
Dark-hinted  a*  utter  ings,  and  avow'd  diftruft  ^ 
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To  fecret  ferment  is  each  heart  refign'd ; 
Sufpicion  hovers  in  each  clouded  mind  ; 
They  jar,  accus'd  accufe,  revil'd  revile, 
And  wrath  to  wrath  oppofe,  and  guile  to  guile  ; 
Wrangling  they  part,  themfelves  themfelves  be- 
tray;' 

Each  dire  device  ftarts  naked  into  day; 
They  feel  c«nfufion  in  the  van  with  fear ; 
They  feel  the  king  of  terrors  in  the  rear. 

Of  thefe  were  three  by  different  motives  fir'd, 
Ambition  one,  and  one  revenge  infpir'd. 
The  third,  O  Mammon,  was  thy  meaner  flave ; 
Thou  idol  feldom  of  the  great  and  brave  ! 

Florio,  whofe  life  was  one  continued  feaft, 
His  wealth  diminifh'd,  and  his  debts  increas'd, 
Vain  pomp,  and  equipage,  his  low  defires, 
Who  ne'er  to  intellectual  blifs  afpires; 
He,  to  repair  by  vice  what  vice  has  broke, 
Durft  with  bold  treafons  judgment's  rod  provoke. 
His  ftrength  of  mind,  by  luxury  half  diffolv'd, 
111  brooks  the  woe,  where  deep  he  ftands  involv'd. 
He  weeps,  {lamps  wild,  and  to  and  fro  now  flies  ; 
Now  wrings  his  hands,  and  fends  unmanly  cries, 
Arraigns  his  judge,  affirms  unjuft  he  bleeds, 
And  now  recants,  and  now  for  mercy  pleads ; 
Now  blames  affociates,  raves  with  inward  ftrife, 
Upbraids  himfelf ;  then  thinks  alone  on  life. 
He  rolls  red  fwelling,  tearful  eyes  around, 
Sore  fmites  his  bread,  and  finks  upon  the  ground. 
He  wails,  ,he  quite  dcfponds,  convulfive  lies, 
Shrinks  from  the  fancied  axe,  and  thinks  he  dies  : 
Revives,  with   hope    inquires,   flops  fhort   with 

fear, 

Entreats  ev'n  flattery,  nor  the  worft  will  hear; 
The  worft,  alas,  his  doom  ! — What  friend  replies  ? 
Each  fpeaks  with  {halting  head,  and  down-caft  eyes. 
One  filence  breaks,  then  paufes,  drops  a  tear ; 
Nor  hope  affords,  nor  quite  confirms  his  fear; 
But  what  kind  friendfhip  part  referves  unknown 
Comes  thundering  in  his  keeper's  furly  tone. 
Enough  (buck  through  and  through,  in  ghaftly 

ftare, 

He  {lands  transfix'd,  the  ftatue  of  defpair  ; 
Nor  aught  of  life,  nor  aught  of  death  he  knows, 
Till  thought  returns,  and  brings  return  of  woes  : 
Now  pours  a  ftorm  of  grief  in  gufhing  dreams : 
That  pad — collected  in  himfelf  he  feems, 
And  with  forc'd  fmile  retires— his  latent  thought 
Dark,  horrid,  as  the  prifon's  difmal  vaulc. 

If  with  himfelf  at  variance  ever-wild, 
With  angry  heaven  how  ftands  he  reconcil'd  ? 
No  penitential  orifons  arife  ; 
Nay,  he  obtefts  the  juftice  of  the  ikies. 
Not  for  his  guilt,  for  fentenc'd  life  he  moans  f 
His  chains  rough-clanking  to  difcordant  groans, 
To  bars  harfh-grating,  heavy-creaking  doors, 
Hoarfe-echoing  walls,  and  hollow-ringing  floors, 
To  thoughts  more  diffonant,  far,  far  Icfs  kind, 
One  anarchy,  one  chaos  of  the  mind. 
At  length,  fatigu'd  with  grief,  on  earth  he  lies : 
But  loon  as  fleep  weighs  down  th'  unwilling  eyes, 
Glad  liberty  appears,  no  dumps  annoy, 
Treafon  iucceeds,  and  all  transforms  to  joy. 
Proud  palaces  their  glittering  (lores  dif  play : 
purfues,  and  rapine  leads  the  way. 


What  gold  !  what  gems  ! — he  {trains  to  fe;ze  the 

prize ; 

Quick  from  his  touch  diffolv'd,  a  cloud  it  flies. 
Confcioushe  cries — and  mud  I  wake  to  weep? 
Ah,  yet  return,  return,  delufive  fleep  ! 
Sleep  comes;  but  liberty  no  more  : — Unkind, 
The  dudgeon -glooms  hang  heavy  on  his  mind. 
Shrill  winds  are  heard,  and  howling  demons  callj 
Wjde-flying  portals  feem  unhing'd  to  fall : 
Then  clofe  with  fudden  claps ;  a  dreadful  din  ! 
He  ftarts,  wakes,  ftorms,  and  all  is  hell  within* 

His  genius  flies — reflects  he  now  on  prayer  ? 
Alas  !  bad  fpirits  turn  thofe  thoughts  to  air. 
What   fhall  he   next?  What,  ftraight  relinquUfc 

breath, 

To  bar  a  public,  juft,  though  fhameful  death  ? 
Ra(h,  horrid  thought  !  yet  now  afraid  to  live, 
Murderous  he  ftrikes — may  heaven  the  deed  for. 
give! 

Why  had  he  thus  falfe  fpirit  to  rebel  ? 
And  why  not  fortitude  to  fuffer  well? 
Were  his  fuccefs,  how  terrible  the  blow  I 
And  it  recoils  on  him  eternal  woe, 
Heaven  this  affliction  then  for  mercy  meant, 
That  a  good  end  might  clofe  a  life  mifpent. 

Where  no  kind  lips  the  hallow'd  dirge  refound, 
Far  from  the  compafs  of  yon  (acred  ground; 
Full  in  the  centre  of  three  meeting  ways, 
Stak'd  through  he  lies. — Warn'd  let  the  wicked 
gaze. 

Near  yonder  fane,  where  mifery  fleeps  in  peace, 
Whofe  fpire  faft-lefiens,  as  thefe  (hades  increafe, 
Left  to  the  north,  whence  oft  brew'd  tempefts  roll, 
Tempefts,  dire  emblems,  Cofmo,  of  thy  foul ! 
There  mark  that  Cofmo,  much  for  guile  renown'd  ! 
His  grave  by  unhid  plants  of  poifon  crown'd. 
When  eut  of  power,  through  him  the  public  good, 
So  ftrong  his  factious  tribe,  fufpended  ftood. 
In  power,  vindictive  actions  were  his  aim, 
And  patriots  perifh'd  by  th*  ungenerous  flame. 
If  the  bed  caufe  he  in  the  fenate  chofe, 
Ev'u  right  in  him  from  fome  wrong  motive  rofe. 
The  bad  he  loath'd,  and  would  the  weak  defpife ; 
Yet  courted  for  dark  ends,  and  fhunn'd  the  wile. 
When  ill  his  purpofe,  eloquent  his  drain; 
His  malice  had  a  look,  and  voice  humane. 
His  fmile,  the  fignal  of  fome  vile  intent, 
A  private  poniard,  or  empoifon'd  fcent ; 
Proud,  yet  to  popular  applaufe  a  flave  ; 
No  friend  he  honour'd,  and  no  foe  forgave. 
His  boons  unfrequent,  or  unjuft  to  need; 
The  hire  of  guilt,  of  infamy  the  meed  ^ 
But,  if  they  chanc'd  on  learned  worth  to  falf, 
Bounty  in  him  was  oftentation  all, 
'No  true  benevolence  his  thought  fublimes, 
His  nobleft  actions  are  iiluftrious  crimes, 
Fine  parts,  which  virtue  might  have  rank'd  witfc 

fame, 

Enhance  his  guilt,  and  magnify  his  fliame. 
When  parts  in  probity  in  man  combine, 
In  wifdom's  eye,  how  charming  mud  he  fhine  t 
Let  him,  lefs  happy,  truth  at  lead  impart 
And  what  he  wants  in  genius  bear  hi  heart. 

Cofmo,  as  death  draws  nigh,  no  more  conceals- 
That  ftorm  of  pafiion,  which  his  nature  feeU: 
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He  feels  much  fear,  more  anger,  and  mofl  pride; 
But  pride  and  anger  make  all  fear  fubfide. 
Dauntlefs  he  meets  ar  length  untimely  fate ; 
A  defperate  fpirit !  rather  fierce,  than  great. 
Darkling  he  glides  along  the  dreary  coaft, 
Afullen,  wandering,  felf-  tormenting  ghoft. 

Where  veiny  marble  dignifies  the  ground, 
With  emblem  fair  in  fcuipture  rifmg  round, 
Juft  where  a  eroding,  lengthening  aifle  we  find, 
Full  call;   whence    God  returns   to   judge  man- 
kind, 

Once-lov'd  Horatio  flecps,  a  mind  elate  ! 
Lamented  (hade,  ambition  was  thy  fate. 
JSv'n  angels,  wondering,  oft  his  worth  furvey'd; 
Behold  a  man,  like  one  of  us     they  faid 
Straight  heard  the  furies,  and  with  envy  glar'd, 
And  to  precipitate  his  fall  prepar'd. 
Firu  avarice  came     In  vain  ielf  love  fhe  prefs'd  ; 
The  poor  he  pity'd  ftill,  and  ft  ill  redrefs'd  : 
Learning  was  his,  and  knowledge  to  commend, 
Of  arts  a  patron,  and  of  want  a  friend. 
Next  came  revenge  :  but  her  eflay  how  vain  ! 
Not  hate,  nor  envy,  in  his  heart  remain. 
No  previous  malice  could  his  mind  engage, 
Malice  the  mother  of  vindictive  rage. 
No — from  his  life  his  foes  might  learn  to  live  ; 
He  held  it  ft  ill  a  triumph  to  forgive. 
At  length  ambition  urg'd  his  country's  weal, 
Affuming  the  fiir  look  of  public  zeal ; 
Still  in  his  brealt  fo  generous  glow'd  the  flame, 
The  vice,  when  there,  a  virtue  half  became. 
His  pitying  eye  faw  millions  in  diflrefs, 
He  deem'd  it  godlike  to  have  power  to  blefs  : 
Thus,  when  unguarded,  treafon  ftain'd  him  o'er  ; 
And  virtue  and  content  were  then  no  more. 

But  when  to  death  by  rigorous  juftice  doom'd, 
His  genuine  fpirit  faint-like  ftite  refum'd, 
Oft  from  foft  penitence  diflill'd  a  tear; 
Oft  hope  in  heavenly  mercy  lighten'd  fear; 
Oft  would  a  drop  from  ftruggling  nature  fall, 
And  then  a  fmile  of  patience  brighten  all. 

He  feeks  in  heaven  a  friend,  nor  feek*  in  vain. 
His  guardian  angel  fwift  defcends  again  ; 
And  refolution  thus  befpcaks  a  mind. 
Not  (corning  life,  yet  all  to  death  refign'd  ; 
— Ye  chains,  fit  only  to  reflrain  the  will 
Of  common,  defperate  veterans  in  ill, 
Though  rankling  on  my  limbs  ye  lie,  declare, 
Did  e'er  my  riling  foul  your  preffure  wear  ? 
No ! — free  as  liberty,  and  quick  as  light, 
To  worlds  remote  fhe  takes  unbounded  flight. 
Ye  dungeon  glooms,  that  dim  corporeal  eyes, 
Could  ye  once  blot  her  profpec"l  of  the  fkies  ? 
No  '. — from  her  clearer  fight  ye  fled  away, 
Like  error,  pierc'd  by  truth's  refiftlefs  ray. 
Ye  walls,  that  witnefs  my  repentant  moan  ! 
Ye  echoes,  that  to  midnight  forrows  groan  ! 
Do  I,  in  wrath,  to  you  of  fate  complain  ? 
Or  once  betray  fear's  molt  inglorious  pain? 
No  ! — Hail,  twice  hail  then,  ignominious  death  ! 
Behold  how  willing  glides  my  parting  breath! 
Far  greater,  better  far— ay,  far  indeed  ! 
Like  me,  have  fuffer'd,  and  like  me  will  bleed. 
Apoflles,  patriarchs,  prophets,  martyrs  all, 
Like  me  once  fell,  nor  murmur' d  at  their  fall. 


Shall  I,  whofe  days,  at  beft,  no  ill  c-efigr.M, 

Whofe  virtue  fhone  not,  though  I  lov'd  manki: 

Shall  I,  now  guilty  wretch,  fhali  I  repine  ? 

Ah,  no !  to  juftice  let  me  life  relign  ! 

Q»  c ',  as  a  friend,  would  I  embrace  my  foe  ! 

He  taught  me  patience,  who  firft  taught  me  woe; 

But  friend4  are  foes,  they  rerdcr  w< 

For  me  they  wail,  from  m<  ext  >rt  the  tear. 

Not  rhofe,  yet  abfent,  nnihve  griefs  controul ; 

Thefe  periods  weep,  thofe  rave,  and  thefe  condole, 

At  entrance  fhneks  a  friend,  with  pale  furprife  ; 

Another  panting,  p'-oftrate,  fpeeclilefs  lies; 

One  gripes  my  hand,  one  lols  upon  my  brcaft  ! 

Ah,  who  can  Lcur  ? — it  fhocks,  ic  murders  reft ! 

And  is  it  yours,  ala«. !   my  friends  to  feel  ? 

And  is  it  ini;ie  to  comfort,  Piine  to  lu-al  ? 

Is  mine  the  patience,  you:*  the  bofum  ftrife  ? 

Ah !  would  ralh  love  lure   back  my  thoughts  t« 

life? 

Adieu,  dear,  dangerous  mournerg  '.  fwift  depart ! 
Ah,  fly  me  !  fly  ! — I  tear  ye  from  my  heart. 

Ye  faints,  whom  fcars>  of  death  could  ne'er  con- 
troul, 

In  my  laft  hour  compofe,  fupport  my  foul ! 
See  my  blood  wafh  repented  fin  away  ! 
Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day  ! 

With  words  like  thefe  the  deftin'd  hero  die*, 
While  angels  waft  his  foul  to  happier  fkies. 

Diftindtion  now  gives  way;  yet  on  we 
Full  darknefs  deepening  o'er  the  formlefs  walk. 
Niir'nr  treads  not  with  light  ftep  the  dewy  gale, 
Nor  bright-diftends  her  ftar-enibroider'd  vale  ; 
Her  leaden'd  feet,  inclement  damps  diftil. 
Clouds fhut  her  face,  black  winds  her  vefture  fill; 
An  earth  born  meteor  lights  the  fable  Ccies, 
Eaflward  it  ihoots,  and,  funk,  forgotten  d 
So  pride,  that  rcfe  from  duft  to  guilty  power, 
Glares  out  in  vain;  fo  duft  fhall  pride  devour. 

Fifhers,  who  yonder  brink  by  torches  gain, 
With  tcethful  tridents  ftrike  the  fcaly  train. 
Like  fnakes  in  eagles'  claws,  in  vain  they  ftrive, 
When  heav'd  aloft,  and  quivering  yet  alive. 

While  here,  methought,  our  time  in  converfe 
pafs'd,  j^faft. 

The  moon   clouds  mufli  •   night  wore 

At  prowling  wolves  was  ;  >.:;fti{Ts  bay, 

And  the  warn'd  matter's  arms  forbad  the  prey  1 
Thus  treafon  fteels,  the  patriot  thus  defcries. 
Forth  fprings  the  monarch,  and  the  mifchitf  flies. 

Pale  glow-worms  glimmer 'd  through  the  depth 


Scattering,  like   hope   through   fear,    a  doubtful 

light. 

Lone  Philomela  tun'd  the  filent  grove, 
With  penfive  pleafure  liften'd  wakeful  love. 
Half-dreaming  fancy  form'd  an  angel's- jongue, 
And  pain  forgot  to  groan,  fo  fweet  i!ie  fimg. 
The  night-crone,  with  the  melody  alarm'd, 
Now  paus'd,now  liften'd,  and  awhile  was  charm *d; 
But  like  the  man,  whofe  frequent  flubborn  will 
Refifts  what  kind,  feraphic  founds  inftil, 
Her  heart  the  love-infpiring  voice  repeli'd, 
Her  breaft  with  agitating  mifchief  fwell'd  ; 
Which  clos'd  her  ear,  and  tempted  to  dcftrojr 
The  tuneful  life,  that  charms  wilh  virtuous  joy, 
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Now  fafi  we  meafure  back  the  tracklefs  way ; 

I  No  friendly  ftars  directive  beams  difplay. 
But  lo  ! — a  thoufand  lights  (hoot  inftant  rays  ; 
Yon  kindling  rock  reflects  the  ftartling  blaze. 

I   I  fland  aftonifh'd — thus  the  hermit  cries  : 
Fear  not,  but  liften  with  cnlarg'd  furprife  ! 
Still  muft  thcfe  hours  our  mutual  converfe  claim, 

[  And  ceafe  to  echo  ftill  Olympia's  name ; 
Grots,  rivulets,  groves,  Olympia's  name  forget, 
Olympia  now  no  fighing  winds  repeat. 
Can  I  be  mortal,  and  thofe  hours  no  more, 
Thofe  amorous  hours,  that  plaintive  echoes  bore  ? 
Am  I  the  fame?    Ah  no  ! — Behold  a  mind, 
Unruffled,  firm,  exalted,  and  refin'd  ! 
Late  months,  that  made  the  vernal  feafon  gay, 
Saw  my  health  languifli  off  in  pale  decay. 
No  racking  pain  yet  gave  difeafe  a  date ; 
No  fad,  prefageful  thought  preluded  fate  : 
Yet  number'd  were  my  days — My  deftin'd  end 

|    Near,  and  more  near — Nay,  every  fear  fufpend  ! 

|    I  pafs'd  a  weary,  lingering,  fleeplefs  night : 
Then  rofe,  to  walk  in  morning's  earlieft  light : 
But  few  my  fteps — a  faint,  and  cheerlefs  few  ! 
Refreshment  from  my  flagging  fpirits  flew. 
When,  low,  retir'd  beneath  a  cyprefs  (hade, 
My  limbs  upon  a  flowery  bank  I  laid, 
Soon  by  foft-creeping,  murmuring  winds  compos'd, 
A  (lumber  prefs'd  my  languid  eyes-— They  clos'd  : 
But  cios'dnot  long — Methought  Olympia  fpoke  ; 
Tnrice  loud  fhc  call'd,   and   thrice   the  (lumber 

broke. 

I  wak'd.  Forth-gliding  from  a  neighbouring  wood, 
Full  in  my  view  the  fhadowy  charmer  flood. 
Rapturous  I  ftarted  up  to  clafp  the  fhade ; 
But  ftagger'd,  fell,  and  found  my  vitals  fade  : 
A  mantling  chillnefs  o'er  my  bofom  fpread, 
As  if  that  inftant  number'd  with  the  dead. 
Her  voice  now  fent  afar,  imperfect  found, 
When  in  a  fwimming  trance   my   pangs   were 

drown'd. 

Still  farther  off  fhe  call'd— With  foft  furprife, 
1  turn'd---but  void  of  ftrength,  and  aid  to  rife ; 
Short,  fhorter,  fhorter  yetr,  my  breath  I  drew  : 
Then  up  my  ftruggling  foul  unburden'd  flew. 
Thus  from  a  ftate,  where  fin  and  grief  abide, 
Heaven  fummon'd  me  to  mercy— thus  I  died. 
He  faid.  Th'  aftonifhment  with  which  1  ftart, 

.   Like  bolted  ice  runs  fhivering  through  my  heart. 
Art  thou  not  mortal  then  ?  I  cried.    But  lo  ! 
His  raiment  lightens,  and  his  features  glow  I 
In  fhady  ringlets  falls  a  length  of  hair ; 
Embloom'd  his  afpcct  fhines,  enlarg'd  his  air. 
Mild  from  his  eyes  enlivening  glories  beam; 
Mild  on  his  brow  fits  majefty  fupreme. 
Bright  plumes  of  every  dye,  that  round  him  flow, 
Veft,  robe,  and  wings,  in  varied  luftre  (how. 
He  looks,  and  forward  fteps  with  mien  divine; 
A  grace  celeftial  gives  him  all  to  fhine. 
He  fpeaks  —Nature  is  raviih'd  at  the  found, 
The  forefts   move,    and  ftreams  fland   liftening 

round  ! 

Thus  he.    As  incorruption  I  affum'd, 
As  inftant  in  immortal  youth  I  bloom'd  ! 
Renew'd,  and  chang'd,  I  felt  my  vital  fprings, 
With  different  lights  difcern'd  the  form  of  things ; 


To  earth  my  pafiions  fell  like  mifls  away, 

And  reafon  open'd  in  eternal  day. 

Swifter  than  thought  from  world  to  world  I  flew 

Celeftial  knowledge  (hone  in  every  view. 

My  food  was  truth — what  tranfport  could  I  tnifs  ? 

My  profpect,  all  infinitude  of  blifs. 

Olympia  met  me  firft,  and,  fmiling  gay, 

Onward  to  mercy  led  the  fliining  way  ; 

As  far  tranfcendant  to  her  wonted  air, 

As  her  dear  wonted  felf  to  many  a  fair  f 

In  voice,  and  form,  beauty  more  beauteous  fliow*. 

And  harmony  ftill  more  harmonious  grows. 

She  points  out  fouls,  who  taught  me  friendship's 

charms, 

They  gaze,  they  glow,  they  fpring  into  my  arms  f 
Well  pieas'd,  high  anceftors  my  view  command  • 
Patrons  and  patriots  all;  a  glorious  band! 
Horatio  too,  by  well-born  fate  refinM, 
Rhone  out  white-rob'd  with  faints,  a  fpotlefs  mind  ! 
What  once,  below,  ambition  made  him  mifs, 
Humility  here  gain'd,  a  life  of  blifs  ! 
Though  late,  let  finners  then  from  fin  depart ! 
Heaven  never  yet  defpis'd  the  contrite  heart. 
Laft  fhone,  with  fvveet,  exalted  luftre  grac'd, 
The  feraph-bard,  in  higheft  order  plac'd  ! 
Seers,  lovers,  legiflators,  prelates,  kings, 
All  raptur'd  liften,  as  he  raptur'd  fings. 
Sweetnefs  and  ftrength  his  look  and  lays  employ, 
Greet   fmiles   with  fmiles,  and  every  joy   with 

Charmful  he  rofe ;  his  ever  charmful  tongue 
Joy  to  ourfecond  hymeneals  fung; 
Still  as  we  pafs'd,  the  bright,  celeftial  throng 
Hail'd  us  in  focial  love,  and  heavenly  fong. 

Of  that  no  more  !  my  deathlefs  friendfhip  fee  ! 
I  come  an  angel  to  the  mufe  and  thee. 
Thefe  lights,  that  vibrate,  and  promifcuous  fhine, 
Are  emanations  all  of  forms  divine. 
And  here   the  mufe,  though  melted   from   thy 

gaze, 

Stands  among  fpirits,  mingling  rays  with  rays. 
If  thou  would'ft  peace  attain,  my  words  attend. 
The  laft,  fond  words  of  thy  departed  friend  1 
True  joy's  a  feraph,  that  to  heaven  afbires, 
Unhart  it  triumphs  mid*  celeftial  choirs. 
But  fhould  no  cares  a  mortal  ftate  moleft, 
Life  were  a  ftate  of  ignorance  at  beft. 

Know  then,  if  ills  oblige  thee  to  retire, 
Thofe  illsfolemnity  of  thought  infpire. 
Did  not  the  foul  abroad  for  objects  roam, 
Whence  could  fhe  learn  to  call  ideas  home  ? 
Juftly  to  know  chyfelf,  perufe  mankind  ; 
To  know  thy  God,  paint  nature  on  thy  mind  : 
Without  fuch  fcience  of  the  worldly  fcene, 
What  is  retirement  ?— Empty  pride  or  fpleen  : 
But  with  it  wifdom.     There  (hall  cares  refine, 
Render'd  by  contemplation  half-divine. 
Truft  not  the  frantic,  or  myfterious  guide, 
Nor  ftoop  a  captive  to  the  fchoolman's  pride. 
On  nature's  wonders  fix  alone  thy  zeal  I 
They  dim  not  reafon,  when  the  truth  reveal; 
So  fhall  religion  in  thy  heart  endure, 
From  all  traditionary  falfehood  pure ; 
So  life  make  death  familiar  to  thy  eye, 
So  fhah  thou  live,  as  thou  may'ft  learn 


TH 


And,  though  thouvif w'ft  thy worft  oppreffor  thrive, 
From  tranfient  woe,  immortal  blifs  derive. 
Farewell— Nay,  flop  the  parting  tear!— I  go! 
But  leave  the  mufe  thy  comforter  below. 


RKS   OF  SAVAGE. 


He  faid.     Inftant  his  pinioua  upward  loar, 
He  lefTening  as  they  rile,  till  fecn  no  more. 

While  contemplation  weigh'd  the  myftic  vicw, 
The  lights  all  vanifh'd,  and  the  vifioii  flew. 


THE    BASTARD: 

INSCRIBED  WITH  ALL  DUE  REVERENCE  TO 

MRS.  BRETT,  ONCE  COUNTESS  OF  MACCLESFIELD. 
"  Decet  hxc  dare  dona  Novcrcam."         Qv.  Met. 


PREFACE. 

THE  reader  will  cafily  perceive  thefe  verfes  were 
begun,  when  my  heart  was  gayer  than  it  has 
been  of  late ;  and  finifhed  in  hours  of  the  deepefl 
melancholy. 

I  hope  the  world  will  do  me  the  juftice  to  be- 
lieve, that  no  part  of  this  flows  from  any  real 
anger  againft  the  Lady,  to  whom  it  is  infcribed. 
Whatever  undeferved  feveritics  I  may  have  re- 
ceived at  her  hands,  would  fhe  deal  fo  candidly  as 
acknowledge  truth,  (he  very  well  knows,  by  an 
experience  of  many  years,  that  I  have  ever  be- 
haved myfelf  towards  her,  like  one  who  thought 
it  his  duty  to  fupport  with  patience  all  afflictions 
from  that  quarter.  Indeed,  if  I  had  not  been  ca- 
pable of  forgiving  a  mother,  I  muft  have  blufhed 
to  receive  pandon  myfelf  at  the  hands  of  my  So- 
vereign. 

Neither,  to  fay  the  truth,  were  the  manner  of 
my  birth  all,  fhould  I  have  any  reafon  for  com- 
plaint— When  I  am  a  little  difpofed  to  a  gay  turn 
of  thinking,  I  confider,  as  I  was  a  derelict  from 
my  cradle,  I  have  the  honour  of  a  lawful  claim  to 
the  beft  protection  in  Hurope.  For  being  a  fpot 
of  earth,  to  which  nobody  pretends  a  title,  I  de- 
volve naturally  upon  the  king,  as  one  of  the  rights 
of  his  royalty. 

While  I  prefume  to  name  his  Majefty,  I  look 
back,  with  confufion,  upon  the  mercy  IJiave  lately 
experienced  ;  becaufe  it  is  impofilble  to  remember 
it,  but  with  fomething  I  would  fain  forget,  for  the 
fake  of  my  future  peace,  and  alleviation  of  my  paft 
misfortune. 

I  owe  my  life  to  the  royal  pity,  if  a  wretch  can, 
with  propriety,  be  faid  to  live,  whofe  days  are 
fewer  than  hisforrows;  and  to  whom  death  had 
been  but  a  redemption  from  mifery. 


But  I  will  fuffer  my  pardon  as  my  puniftiment, 
till  that  life,  which  has  fo  gracioufly  been  given 
me,  (hall  become  confiderable  enough  not  to  be 
ufelefs  in  his  fervice  to  whom  it  was  forfeited. 
Under  influence  of  thefe  fentiments,  with  which 
his  Majefty's  great  goodnefs  has  infpired  me,  t 
confider  my  lofs  of  fortune  and  dignity  as  my  hap- 
pinefs;  to  which,  as  I  am  born  without  ambition, 
I  am  thrown  from  them  without  repining — Pof- 
fefling  thofe  advantages,  my  care  had  been,  per- 
haps, how  to  enjoy  life  ;  by  the  want  of  them  I 
am  taught  this  nobler  leflbn,  to  ftudy  how  to  de- 
ferve  it. 

RICHARD    SAVAGE. 


IN  gayer  hours,  when  high  my  fancy  ran, 
The  mufe,  exulting,  thus  her  lay  began. 

Bleft  be  the  baftard's  birth  !  through  wondrous 

ways, 

He  fhines  eccentric  like  a  comet's  blaze  ! 
No  fickly  fruit  of  faint  compliance  he  ! 
He  !  ftamp'd  in  nature's  mint  of  ecftacy  ! 
He  lives  to  build,  not  boaft,  a  generous  race  : 
No  tenth  tranfmittcr  of  a  foolifh  face. 
His  daring  hope,  no  fire's  example  bounds; 
His  firft- born  lights,  no  prejudice  confound*. 
He,  kindling  from  within,  requires  no  flame; 
He  glories  in  a  baftard's  glowing  name. 

Born  to  himfelf,  by  rto  poiTeflion  Ic-d, 
In  freedom  fofter'd,  and  by  fortune  fed  ; 
Nor  guides,  nor  rules,  his  fovereign  choice  controulj 
His  body  independent  as  his  foul ; 
Loos'd  to  the  world's  wide  range — enjoy'd  no  aim, 
Prefcrib'd  no  duty,  and  afiigfi'd  no  name  : 
Nature's  unbounded  fon,  he  (lands  alone, 
His  heart  unbials'd,  and  his  mind  his  own. 


THE   BASTARD. 
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O  mother,  yet  ho  mother !  'tis  to  you, 
My  thanks  for  fuch  diftiiiguim'd  claims  are  due. 
f   You,  unenflav'd  to  nature's  narrow  laws, 
j  Warm  championefs  for  freedom's  facred  caufe, 
j   From  all  the  dry  devoirs  of  blood  and  linet 
From  ties  maternal,  moral  and  divine, 
Difcharg'd  my  grafping  foul;   pufh'd  me  from 

fhore, 
And  launch'd  me  into  life  without  an  oar. 

What  had  I  loft,  if,  conjugally  kind, 
By  nature  hating,  yet  by  vows  confin'd, 
Untaught  the  matrimonial  bounds  to  flight, 
And  coldly  confcious  of  a  hufband's  right, 
You  had  faint-drawn  me  with  a  form  alone, 
A  lawful  lump  of  life  by  force  your  own  ! 
Then,  while  your  backward  will  retrenched  de- 
fire, 

And  unconcurring  fpirits  lent  no  fire, 
1  had  been  born  your  dull,  domeflic  heir, 
Load  of  your  life,  and  motive  of  your  care; 
Perhaps  been  poorly  rich,  and  meanly  great, 
The  flave  of  pomp,  a  cypher  in  the  ftate  ; 
Lordly  neglectful  of  a  worth  unknown, 
And  (lumbering  in  a  feat,  by  chance  my  own. 

Far  nobler  bleffings  wait  the  baftard's  lot; 
Conceiv'd  in  rapture,  and  with  fire  begot  1 
Strong  as  neceffity,  he  ftarts  away, 
Climbs  againft  wrongs,  and  brightens  into  day. 

Thus  unprophetic,  lately  mifinfpir'd, 
I  fung  :  gay  fluttering  hope,  my  fancy  fir'd; 
Inly  fecure,  through  confcious  fcorn  of  ill, 
Nor  taught  by  wifdom,  how  to  balance  will, 
Rafhly  deceiv'd,  1  faw  no  pits  to  fhun, 
But  thought  to  purpofe  and  to  aft  were  one; 
Heedlefs  what  pointed  cares  pervert  his  way, 
Whom  caution  arms  not,  and  whom  woes  be- 
tray; 

But  now,  expos'd,  and  fhrinking  from  diftrefs, 
I  fly  to  fhelter,  while  the  tempefts  prcfs  ; 
My  mufe  to  grief  refigns  the  varying  tone, 
The  raptures  languifh,  and  the  numbers  groan. 

O  memory  :  thou  foul  of  joy  and  pain ! 
Thou  a<5lor  of  our  paffions  o'er  again ! 
Why  doft  thou  aggravate  the  wretch's  woe  ? 
Why  add  continuous  fmart  to  every  blow  ? 
Few  are  my  joys  ;  alas  l«how  foon  forgot ! 
On  that  kind  quarter  thou  invad'ft  me  not : 
While  (harp  and  numberlefs  my  forrows  fall  ; 
Yet  thou  repeat'it,  and  multiply 'ft  them  all! 


Is  chance  a  guilt  ?  that  nly  difafterbus  heart, 
For  mifchief  never  meant,  mult  ever  fmart  ? 
Can  felf-defence  be  fin  :• — /\h,  plead  no  more  ! 
What  though  no  purpos'd  malice  ftain'd  thee  o'er  ? 
Had  heaven  befriended  thy  unhappy  fide, 
Thou  hadft  not  been  provok'd— Or  thou  hadft 

died. 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  homefhed  blood  from  all 
On  whom,  unfought,  embroiling  dangers  fail  I 
Still  the  pale  dead  revives,  and  lives  to  me, 
To  me  I  through  pity's  eye  condemn'd  to  fee. 
Remembrance  veils  his  rage,  but  fwells  his  fate; 
Griev'd  I  forgive,  and  am  grown  cool  too  late. 
Young,  and  unthoughtful  then ;  who  knows,  one 

day, 

What  ripening  virtpes  might  have  made  their  way  1 
He  might  have  liv'd  till  folly  died  in  fhamcj 
Till  kindling  wifdom  felt  a  thirft  for  fame. 
He  might  perhaps  his  country's  friend  have  prov'd ; 
Both  happy,  generous,  candid,  and  belov'd, 
He  might  have  fav'd  fome  worth,  now  doom'd 

to  fall; 
And  I,  perchance,  in  him,  have  murder' d  alL 

O  fate  of  late  repentance  !  always  vain  : 
Thy  remedies  but  lull  undying  pain. 
Where  fhall  my  hope  find  reft  ? — No  mother's  care 
Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  prayer : 
No  father's  guardian  hand  my  youth  maintain'd, 
Call'd  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vice  reftrain'd, 
Is  it  not  thine  to  fnatch  fome  powerful  arm, 
Firft  to  advance,  then  fkreen  from  future  harm  ? 
Am  I  return'd  from  death,  to  live  in  pain  ? 
Or-  would  imperial  pity  fave  in  vain  ? 
Diftruft  it  not — What  blame  can  mercy  find, 
Which  gives  at  once  a  life,  and  rears  a  mind  j 
Mother,  mifcall'd,  farewell— of  foul  fevere, 
This  fad  reflection  yet  may  force  one  tear  : 
All  I  was  wretched  by  to  you  I  ow'd, 
Alone  from  ftrangers  every  comfort  flow'd  I 

Loft  to  the  life  you  gave,  your  fon  no  more, 
And  now  adopted,  who  Was  doom'd  before, 
New-born,  I  may  a  nobler  mother  claim, 
But  dare  not  whifper  her  immortal  name  ; 
Supremely  lovely,  and  ferenely  great  1 
Majeftic  mother  of  a  kneeling  ftate  ! 
Queen  of  a  people's  heart,  who  ne'er  berore ! 
Agreed- — yet  now  with  one  confent  adore  ! 
One  conteft  yet  remains  in  this  defue, 
Who  moft  fhall  give  applaufe,  where  all  admire. 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS, 


VERSES 

Qccaftoned  ly  t&e  fright  Honourable  tks  Lady  F if  count  efs 
Tyrconnel's  recovery  at  Bath' 

WHERE  Thames  with  pride  beholds  Augufla's 

charms, 

And  either  India  pours  into  her  arms  j 
VOL,  VIII, 


Where  liberty  bids  honeft  arts  abound, 
And  pleafures  dance  in  one  eternal  round ; 
High-thron'd  appears  the  laughter-loving  dame, 
Goddefs  of  mirth  !  Euphrofyne  her  name. 
Herfmile  more  cheerful  than  a  vernal  morn; 
All  life  !  all  bloom  !  of  youth  and  fancy  born. 
Touch'd  into  joy,  what  hearts  to  her  fubmit ! 
She  locks  her  fire,  and  fpeaks  her  mother'*  wit,. 


THE    WORKS    OF    SAVAGE. 


O'er  the  gay  world  the  fweet  infpirer  reigns ; 

Spleen  flies,  and  elegance  her  pomp  fuftains. 

Thee,  goddefs !  thee  '.  the  fair  and  young  obey  ; 

"Wealth,  wit,  love,  mufic,  all  confefs  thy  fway. 

In  the  bleak  wild  ev'n  want  by  thee  is  blefs'd, 

And  pamper'd  pride  without  thee  pines  for  reft. 

The  rich  grow  richer,  while  in  thee  they  find 

The  matchkfs  treafure  of  a  Trailing  mind. 

Science  by  thee  flows  foft  in  focial  cafe, 

And  virtue,  lofing  rigour,  learns  tn  pleafe. 
The  goddefs  fummons  each  illuftrious  name, 

Bids  the  gay  talk,  and  forms  th'  amufive  game. 

She,  whofe  fair  throne  is  fix'd  m  human  fouls, 

From  joy  to  joy  her  eye  delighted  rolls. 

But  where  (fhe  cried)  is  fhe,  my  favourite  !  fhe 

Of  all  my  race,  the  deareft  far  to  me  ! 

Whofe  life's  the  life  of  each  refin'd  delight  ? 

She  faid— But  no  Tyrconnel  glads  her*  fight. 

Swift  funk  her  laughing  eyes  in  languid  fear; 

Swift  rofe  the  fwelKng  figh,  and  trembling  tear. 

hi  kind  low  murmurs  all  the  lofs  deplore ! 

Tyrconnel  droops,  and  pleafure  is  no  more. 
The  goddefs,  filent,  paus'd  in  mufeful  air ; 

But  mirth,  like  virtue,  cannot  long  defpair. 

Celeftial-hinted  thoughts  gay  hope  infpir'd, 

Smiling  fhe  rofe,  and  all  with  hope  were  fir'd. 

Where  Bath's  afcerding  turrets  meet  her  eyes; 

Straight  wafted  on  the  tepid  breeze  (he  flics, 

She  flies,  her  elder  filler  health  to  find; 

She  finds  her  on  the  mountain-brow  reclin'd. 

Around  her  birds  in  earlieft  concert  fing ; 

Her  cheek  the  femblance  of  the  kindling  fpring ; 

Frefh-tinctur'd  like  a  fummer-evening  (ley, 

And  a  mild  fun  fits  fmiling  in  her  eye. 
Loofe  to  the  wind  her  verdant  veftments  flow ; 
Her  limbs  yet  rt-cent  from  tJ.e  fprings  below  ; 
There  oft  (he  bathes,  then  peaceful  fits  fecure, 
Where  every  gale  is  fragrant,  frefh,  and  pure; 
Where  flowers  and  herbs  their    cordial  odours 

blend, 
And  all  their  balmy  virtues  faft  afcend. 

Hail,  Cfter,  hail!  (the  kindred  goddefs  cries) 
No  common  fuppliant  ftands  before  your  eyes. 
You,  with  whofe  living  breath  the  morn  is  fraught, 
Flulh   the   fair   cheek,    and    point  the   cheerful 

thbught 1 

Strength,  vigour,  wit,  depriv'd  of  thee,  decline ! 
Each  finer  fenfe,  that  forms  delight,  is  thine  ! 
Bright  funs  by  thee  diffufe  a  brighter  blaze, 
And  the  frefh  green  a  frefher  green  difplays! 
Without  thee  yleafurcs  die,  or  dully  cloy, 
And  life  with  thee,  howe'er  deprefs'd,  is  joy. 
Such  thy  vaft  power  ' — The  deity  replies, 
Mirth  never  aflcs  a  boon,  which  health  denies, 
Our  mingled  gifts  tranfcend  imperial  wealth  • 
Health   ftrengthens    mirth,    and  mirth    inlpirits 

health.  [are  mine 

Thefe  gale?,  yon  fprings,  herbs,  flowers,  and  lun 
Thine  is  their  fmile  !  be  all  rheir  influence  thine 

Euphrofyne  rejoins — Thy  friendfhip  prove  ! 
See  the  dear,  fickening  object  of  my  love  ! 
Shall  that  warm  heart,  fo  cheerful  ev'n  in  pain, 
So  form'd  to  pleafe.  unpleas'd  itfelf  remain  > 
Sifter  !  in  her  my  ('mile  anew  difpiay, 
.And  all  the  focial  world  fhall  bleis  thy  fway. 


Swift,  as  flic  fpeaks,  health  fprcadsthe  purple  wir 
oars  in  the  col«.ur'd  clouds,  and  (beds  the  fprir 
>Iow  bland  and  fweet  (he  floats  along  in  air  ; 
Air  feels,  and  foftening  own  th1  sether.-tal  fair  ! 
n  ftill  defcent  fhe  melts  on  opening  flowers, 
And  deep  impregnates  plants  with  genial  fhowc 
The  geniul  (bowers,  new -fifing  to  the  ray, 
Exhale  in  rofeate  clouds,  and  glad  the  day. 
Now  in  a  zephyr's  borrow'd  voice  (he  (ings, 
Sweeps  the  frefh  dews,  and  (hakes  them  from  her 

wings, 

Shakes  them  embalm'd ;  or,  in  a  gentle  kifs, 
Breathes  the  fure  earned  of  awakening  blifs. 
Sanphira  feels  it,  with  a  foft  furprife, 
Glide  through  her  veins,  and  quicken  in  her  eyes! 

Inftant  in  her  own  form  the  goddefs  glows, 
Where,  bubbling  warns,  the  mineral  water  flows; 
Then,  plunging,  to  the  flood  new  virtue  gives ; 
Steeps  every  charm  ;  and,  as  (he  bathes,  it  lives  I 
As  from  her  locks  fhe  (beds  the  vital  (bower, 
'  Fig  ck>ne !  ((he  cries)  thefe  fprings  poflcfg  my 

power  ' 

Let  thefe  immediate  to  thy  darling  roll 
Health,  vigour,  life,  ahd  gay  returning  foul. 
Thou  frhil'ft  Euphrofyne  ;  and  confcious  fee, 
Prompt  to  thy  fmile,  how  nature  joys  with  thee,. 
All  is  green  life  !  all  beauty  rofy  bright; 
Full  harmony,  young  love,  and  dear  delight ! 
Sec  vernal  hours  lead  circling  joys  along  ! 
All  fun,  all  bloom,  all  fragrance,  and  all  fong  ! 

Receive  thy  care  !  Now  mirth  and  health  com- 
bine. 

Each  heart  fhall  gladden,  and  each  virtue  (bine. 
Quick  to  Augufta  bear  thy  prize  away; 
There  let  her  fmile,  and  bid  a  world  be  gay. 
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STILL  let  low  wits,  who  fenfe  nor  honour  prize, 
Sneer  at  all  gratitude,  all  truth  difguife; 
At  living  worth,  becaufe  alive,  exclaim, 
Infult  the  exil'd,  and  the  dead  defame  1 
Such  paint,  what  pity  v«ils  in  private  woes, 
And  what  we  fee  with  grief,  with  mirth  expofe  ; 
Studious   to   urge — (whom    will    mean   authors 

fpare  ?) 

The  child's,  the  parent's,  and  the  conf  >rt's  tear  ; 
Unconfcious  of  what  pangs  the  heart  may  rend, 
To  lofe  what  they  have  ne'er  deferv'd — a  friend. 
Such,  ignorant  of  fads,  invent,  relate, 
Expos'd  perfift,  and  anfwer'd  ftill  debate : 
Such,  but  by  foils,  the  cleared  luftre  fee, 
And  deem  afperfing  others,  praifing  thee. 
F;ir  from  thei'e  tracks  my  honed  lays  afpire, 
And  greet  a  generous  heart  with  generous  fire. 
Truth  be  my  guide  !   Truth,  which  thy  virtue 

claims  ! 

Thi?,  nor  the  poet,  nor  the  patron  (hatnes  ! 
When  party  minds  fhall  lofc  contratfted  views, 
And  hiftory  queftion  the  recording  mufe  ; 
'Ti*  this  alone  to  after-times  muft  fhiue, 
And  damp  the  poet  and  his  theme  diviue. 
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Long  has  my  mufe,  from  many  a  mournful  caufe 
Sung  with  fmali  power,  nor  fought  fublime  ap 
plaufe ;     .  [fcope 

From  that  great  point   (he  now  {hall  urge  her 
On  that  fair  promife  reft  her  future  hope ; 
Where  policy,  from  ftate  iHufion  clear, 
Can  through  an  open  a!pe&  fhme  finccre ; 
Where  fcience,  law,  and  liberty  depend, 
And  own  the  patron,  patriot,  and  the  friend  ; 
(That  hreaft  to  feel,  that  eye  on  worth  to  gaze, 
That  fmiie  to  cherifh,  and  that  hand  to  raife  !) 
"Whofe  belt  of  hearts  her  heft  of  thoughts  inflame 
Whofe  joy  is  bounty,  and  whofe  gift  is  fame. 

Where,  for  relief,  flies  innocence  difftrefVd  ? 
To  you,  who  chafe  opprefllon  from  th'  opprefs'd  : 
Who,  when  complaint  to  you  alone  belongs, 
Forgive  your  own,  though  not  a  people's  wrongs  : 
Who  ftiri  make  public  property  your  care, 
And  thence  bid  private  grief  no  more  defpair. 
Aik  they  what  ftate  your  flickering  care  {hall 

own  ? 

'Tis  youth,  'tis  age,  the  cottage,  and  the  throne  : 
«Nor  can  the  prifon  'fcape  your  fijarching  eye, 
Your  ear  ftill  opening  to  the  captive's  cry. 
Nor  lefs  was  promis'd  from  thy  early  flcill, 
Ere  power  enforc'd  benevolence  of  will ! 
To  friends  wfin'd,  thy  private  life  adher'd, 
By  thee  improving,  ere  by  thee  prefer'd. 
.Well  hadft  thou  weigh'd  what  truth  fuch  friends 

afford,  ,      . 

Wibh  thee  refigning,  and  with  thee  reftor'd. 
Thou  taught'ft  them  all  extenfive  love  to  bear, 
Andnow  mankind  with  thee  their  friendfliip  {hare. 
,       As  the  rich  cloud  by  due  degrees  expands, 
And  fhowers  down  plenty  thick  on  fundry  lands, 
Thy  fpreading  worth  in  varioTis  bounty  fell, 
Made  genius  flourifh,  and  made  art  excel. 

How  many,  yet.deceiv'd,  all  power  oppofe  ? 
-Their  fears  incrcailng,  as  decreafe  their  woes  ;' 
Jealous  of  bondage,  while  they  freedom  gain, 
And  moft  oblig'd,  mbft  eager  to  complain. 
.  .  But  well  we  count  our  blefs,  if  well  we  view. 
When  power  oppreffion,  »ot  protection  grew  ; 
View  prefent  ills  that  punifh  diftant  climes; 
Or  bleed  in  memory  here  from  ancient  times. 

Mark  fir  ft  the  robe  abus'd  religion  wore, 
.Story'd  with  griefs,  and  ftain'd  with  human  gore  ! 
What  various  tortures,  engines,  fires,  reveal, 
Study'd,  empower'd,  and  fanclify'd  by  zeal  ? 

Stop  here,  my  mufe  ! — Peculiar  woes  defcry  ! 
Bid  them  in  fad  fuccefiion  ftrike  thy  eye  I. 
Lo,  to  her  eye  the  fad  fucceflion  fprings  !  : 
She  looks,  {he  weeps,  and,  as  {he  weeps,  file  fings. 
See  the  doom'd  Hebrew  of  h|s  {lores  bereft  1 
See  holy  murder  jaftify  the  theft ! 
His  ravag'd  gold  fome  ufelefs  flirine  fliall  raife, 
His  gems  on  fuperftitious  idols  blaze  ! 
His  wife,  his  babe,  deny'd  their  little  home, 
Stripp'd,  ftarv'd,  unfriended,"and  unpity'd  roam* 

Lo,  the  prieit's  hand  the  wafer-god  fupplies  1 — 
.  A  king  by  confecrated  poifon  dies  ! 

See  learning  range  yon  broad  ethereal  plain, 
From  world  to  world,  and  godlike  fcience  gain ! 
Ah  !  what  avails  the  curious  fearch  fuftain'd, 
The  finiftv'd  toil,  the  godlike  fcience  gain'd'  ? 
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Sentenc'd  to  flames  th'  expanfive  \vifdom  fell, 
And  truth  from  heaven  was  forcery  from  hell. 

See  reafon  bid  each  myftic  wile  retire,     [mire  ', 
Strike  out  new  light !  and  mark  ! — the  wife  ad- 
Zeal  fhall  fuch  herefy,  like  learning,  hate; 
The  fame  their  glory,  and  the  fame  their  fate. 

Lo,  from  fought  mercy,  one  his  life  receives ! 
Life,  worfe  than  death,  that  cruel  mercy  gives  : 
The  man, perchance,  who  wealth  and  honours  bore3 
Slaves  in  the  mine,  or  ceafelefb  ftrains  the  oar. 
So  doom'd  are  thefe,  and  fuch,  perhaps,  our  doom,, 
Own'd  we  a  prince,  avert  it  heaven !  from  Rome. 

Nor  private  worth  alone  falfe  zeal  affails; 
Whole  nations  bleed  when  bigotry  prevails. 
What  are  fworn  friendfhips  ?  What  are  kindred 

ties  ? 

What's  faith  with  herefy  ?  (the  zealot  cries.) 
See,  when  war  finks,  the  thundering  cannons  roar; 
When  wounds,  and  death,  and  difcord  are  no 


When  mufic  bids  undreading  joys  advance," 
Swell  the  foft  hour,  arid  turn  the  fwimming  dance  : 
When,  to  crown  thefe,  the.focial  fparkling  bowl 
Lifts  the  cheer'd  fenfe,  and  pours  out  ail  the  foul  £ 
Sudden  he  fends  red  maffacre  abroad; 
Faithlefs  to  man,  to  prove  his  faith  to  God. 
What  pure  p«rfuafive  eloquence  denies, 
All  drunk  with  blood,  the  arguing  fword  fupplie^ 
The  fword,  which  to  th'  aflafiin's  hand  is  given  ! 
Th'  affaflin's   hand ! — pronoun c'd    the    hand  of 

heaven! 
Sex  bleeds  with  fex,  and  infancy  with  age  ; 

rank,  no  place,  no  virtue,  ftops  his  rage ; 
Shall  fword,  and  flame,  and  devaftation  ceafe, 
To  pleafe  with  zeal,  wild  zeal !  the  God  of  Peace  2 

Nor  lefs  abufe  has  fcourg'd  the  civil  ftate, 
When  a  king's  will  became. a' nation's  fate, 
Enormous  power  !   Nor  npble,  nor  ferene  ; 
!>fow  fierce  and. cruel;  now  but  wild  and  mean. 
See  titles  fold,  to  raife  th'  unjuft  fupply  ! 
Compcll'd  the  purchafe  !  or  be  fin'd,  or  buy  ! 
Sfo  public  fpiric,  guarded  well  by  law  » 
Uncenfur'd  cerrfures  in  his  country's  caufe.     , 
See  from  the  merchant  forc'd  th'  unwilling  loan  I 
Vho  dares  deny,  or  deem  his  wealth  hjs  own  ? 
Denying,  fee  !  where  dungeon  damps  arife, 
3ifeas'd  he  pines,  and  unaflifted  dies. 
Far  more  than  maffacre  that  fate  accurft  ! 
As  of  all  deaths  the  lingering  is  the  worft. 

New  courts  of  cenfure  grrev'd  with  new  ofTence, 

x'd  without  power,  and  fin'd  Without  pretencea 
Explain'd,  at  will,  eaqh  ftatute's  wrefted  aim, 
Till  marks  of  merit  were  the  marks  of  {hame ; 
o  monftrous  !— Life  was  the  fevereft  grief, 
And  the-worft  death  feem'd  welcome  for  relief. 

In'v'ain  the  .fubjedl  fought  redrefs  from  law, 
^0  fenate  liy'd  the  partial  judge  to  awe  : 
ates  were  void,  and  feriators  confin'd 
<^r  the  great  caufe  of  nature  and  mankind 5 
Who  kings  fuperior  to  the  people  own  ; 

t  prove  the  law  fuperior  to  the  throne. 

Who  can  review  without  a  gerierous  teai> 
A.  church,  a  ftate,  fo  impious,  fo  fevere  ; 
A.  land  uncultur'd  through  polemic  jars, 
Rich  !— but  with  carnage  from  intcftine  warsj' 
R  r  i] 
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The  hand  of  Induftry  ehiploy'd  no  more, 
And  commerce  flying  to  fome  fafer  fhore  ; 
All  property  reduc'd,  to  power  a  prey, 
And  fcnfe  and  learning  chas'd  by  zeal  away  ? 
Who  honours  not  each  dear  departed  ghoft, 
That  drove  for  liberty  fo  won,  fo  loft  : 
So  well  regain'd  when  godlike  William  rofe, 
Ard  firft  entaiPd  the  hlcffing  George  beftows  ? 
May  Walpole  ftill  the  growing  triumph  raife, 
And  bid  thefe  emulate  Eliza's  days; 
Still  ferve  a  prince,  who,  o'er  his  people  great, 
As  far  tranfccnds  in  virtue,  as  in  ftate  ! 

The  mufe  purfues  thee  to  thy  rural  feat ; 
Ev'n  there  (hall  liberty  infpire  retreat. 
When  folemn  cares  in  flowing  wit  are  drown'd, 
And  fportive  chat  and  focial  laughs  go  round  : 
Ev'n  then,  when  paufmg  mirth  begins  to  fail, 
The  converfe  varies  to  the  ferious  tale. 
The  tale  pathetic  fpcaks  fome  wretch  that  owes 
To  fome  deficient  law  relieflefs  woe*. 
What  inftant  pity  warms  thy  generous  breaft  ! 
How  all  the  legiflatcr  ftands  confef>'c)  ! 
Now  fprings   the   hint !     'tis    now  improv'd'  to 

thought!1 

Now  ripe  !  and  now  to  public  welfare  brought ! 
New  bills,  which  regulating  mean*  beftow, 
Juftice  preferve,  yet  foftenirg  mercy  know: 
Juftice  lhall  low  vexatious  wiles  decline, 
And  ftill  thrive  mod,  when  lawyers  moft  repine, 
Juftice  from  jargon  fhall  refin'd  appear, 
To  knowledge  through  our  native  language  clear. 
Hence  we  may  learn,  no  more  dcceiv'd  by  law, 
Whence  wealth  and  life  their  beft  aflurance  draw. 

The  freed  infolvent,  with  induftrious  hand, 
Strives  yet  to  fatisfy  the  juft  demand  : 
Thus  ruthlefs   men,  who  would  his  powers  re- 
ft rain, 

Oft  what  feverity  would  lofe  obtain. 
Thefe,  and   a  thoufand   gifts,  thy   thought   ac- 
quires, 

Which  liberty  benevolent  infpires. 
From  libt  •  j  the  fruits  of  law  increafe, 
Plenty,  and  joy,  and  all  the  arts  of  peace. 
Abroad  the  merchant,  while  the  tempefts  rave, 
Adventurous  fails,  nor  fears  the  wind  and  wave; 
At  home  untir'd  we  find  th'  aufpicious  hand 
With  flocks,  and  herds,  and  harvefts,  blefs  the  land  : 
While  there,  the  peafant  glads  the  grateful  foil, 
Here  mark  the  flirpwright,  there  the  mafon  toil, 
Hew,  fquare,  and  rear,  magnificent,  the  ftone, 
And  give  our  oaks  a  glory  not  their  own  ! 
What  life  demands  by  this  obeys  her  call, 
And  added  elegance  ccnfummates  all. 
Thus  ftately  cities,  ftatelier  navies  rife, 
And  fpread  our  grandeur  under  diftant  Ikies. 
From  liberty  each  nobler  fcience  fprung, 
A  Bacon  brighten'd,  and  a  Spenfer  lung  : 
A  Clarke  and  Locke  new  tracks  of  truth  explore, 
And  Newton  reaches  heights  unreach'd  before. 

What  trade  fees  property  that  wealth  maintain, 
What  induftry  no  longer  dreads  to  gain  ; 
What  tender  confcience  kneels  with  fears  refign'd, 
Enjoys  her  worfhip,  and  avows  her  mind , 
What  genius  now  from  want  to  fortune  climbs, 
Ami  to  fafe  fcience  every  thought  fublimes  j 


What  royal  power,  from  his  fupenor  ftate, 
Sees  public  happincfs  his  own  create  ; 
But  kens  thofe  patriot  fouls,  to  which  he  owes 
Of  old  each  fource,  whence  now  each  blef 

flows? 

And  if  fuch  fpirits  from  their  heaven  defcend, 
And  blended  flame,  to  point  one  glorious  end  \ 
Flame  from  one  breaft,  and  thence  to  Britain  (hit 
What  love,  what  praife,  O  Walpole,  then  is  thii 


THE  rOLUNV&ER  LAUREAT. 

No.  I. 
On  ber  MajeJIyt  Btrtb-day,  1 73 1- a. 

TWICE  twenty  tedious  moons  have  roll'd  away, 
Since  hope,  kind  flatterer !  tun'd  my  penfive  lay, 
Whifpering,  that  you,  who  rais'd  me  from  defpair, 
Meant,  by  your  fniiles,  to  make  life  worth  my 

care; 

With  pitying  hand  an  orphan's  tears  to  fcreen, 
And  o'er  the  motherlefs  extend  the  queen. 
'Twill  he — the  prophet  guides  the  poet's  ftrain  ! 
Grief  never  touch'd  a  heart  like  your's  in  vain  : 
Heaven  gave  you  power,  becaufe  you  love  to  blefs ; 
.\nd  pity,  when  you  feel  it,  is  redrefs. 

Two  fathers  join'd  to  rcb  my  claim  of  one  ! 
My  mother  too  thought  fit  to  have  no  fon  ! 
The  fenate  next,  whofe  aid  the  helplcfs  own, 
Forgot  my  infant  wrongs,  and  mine  alone  1 
Yet  parent*  pitylefs,  nor  peers  unkind, 
Nor  titles  loft,  nor  woes  myfterious  join'd, 
Strip  me  of  hope — by  heav'n  thus  lowly  laid, 
To  find  a  Pharoah's  daughter  in  the  (hade. 

You  cannot  hear  unmov'd,  when  wrongs  im- 
plore, 

Your  heart  is  woman,  though  your  mind  be  more ; 
Kind,  like  the  power  who  gave  you  to  our  prayers, 
You  would  not  lengthen  life  to  fharpen  cares; 
They,  wh»  a  barren  leave  to  live  beftow, 
Snatch  but  from  death  to  facrifice  to  woe. 
Hated  by  her  from  whom  my  life  I  drew, 
Whence  fhould  I  hope,  if  not  from  heaven  and  you  i 
Nor  dare  J  groan  beneath  affliction's  rod, 
My  queen  my  mother,  and  my  father— God. 

The  pitying  mufes  faw  me  wit  purfue  j 
A  baftard-fon,  alas!  on  that  fide  too, 
Did  not  your  eyes  exalt  the  poet's  fire, 
And  what  the  mufe  denies,  the  queen  infpire  ? 
While  rifing  thus  your  heavenly  foul  to  view, 
1  iearn,  how  angels  think,  by  copying  you. 

Great  princels  !  'tis  decreed — once  every  year 
I  march  uncall'd  your  Laureat  Volunteer  ; 
Thus  fhall  your  poet  his  low  genius  raife,  [praif 
And  charm  the  world  with  truths  too  vaft 
Nor  need  I  dwell  on  glories  all  your  own, 
Since  furer  means  to  tempt  your  i'miles  are  knowi 
Your  poet  fliail  allot  your  lord  his  part, 
And  paint  him  in  his  nobleft  throne-— your  Y.( 

Is  there  a  greatnefs  that  adorns  him  bt 
A  lifing  wifh,  that  ripens  in  his  breaft  J 
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4    Has  he  foremeant  fome  diftant  age  to  blefs, 

I    Difarm  oppreflion,  or  expel  diftrefs  ? 

J     Plans  he  fome  fcheme  to  reconcile  mankind, 

I     People  the  feas,  and  bufy  every  wind  ? 

'    Would  he  by  pity  the  deceiv'd  reclaim, 
And  fmile  contending  factions  into  fhame  ? 

I     Would  his  example  lend  his  laws  a  weight, 
And  breathe  his  own  foft  morals  o'er  his  ftate  ? 
The  mufe  fhall  find  it  all,  (hall  make  it  feen, 

I     Aad  teach  the  world   his  praife,  to  charm   his 

queen. 

Such  be  the  annual  truths  my  verfe  imparts, 
Nor  frown,  fair  favourite,  of  a  people's  hearts  I 
Happy  if,  plac'd,  perchance,  beneath  your  eye, 
My  mufe,  unpenfion'd,  might  her  pinions  try ; 
Fearlefs  to  fail,  whilft  you  indulge  her  flame, 
And  bid  me  proudly  boaft  your  Laureat's  name ; 
Renobled  thus  by  wreaths  my  queen  beftows, 
I  Ifcfe  all  memory  of  wrongs  and  woes. 

No.  II. 

On  her  Majefyt  Birth-day,  I73Z-3- 

M  GREAT  princtfs,  'tis  decreed  !  once  every  year, 
"  I  march  uncall'd,  your  Laureat  Volunteer." 
So  fung  the  mufe ;  nor  fung  the  mule  in  vain  : 
My  queen  accepts,  the  year  renews  the  ftrain. 
Ere  firft  your  influence  fhone  with  heavenly  aid, 
Each  thought  was  terror  ;  for  each  view  was  (hade. 
Fortune  to  life  each  flowery  path  deny'd; 
No  fcience  learn'd  to  bloom,  no  lay  to  glide. 
Inflead  of  hallow'd  hill,  or  vocal  vale, 
Or  ftream,  fweet-cchoing  to  the  tuneful  tale  ; 
Damp  dens  confin'd,  or  barren  dcferts  fpread, 
With  fpeiftres  haunted,  and  the  mufes  fled ; 
Ruins  in  penfive  emblem  feem  to  rife, 
And  all  was  dark,  or  wild,  to  fancy's  eyes. 

But  hark  I  a  gladdening  voice  all  nature  cheers  ! 
Difperfe,  yc  glooms !  a  day  of  joy  appears  1 
Hail,  happy  day  !— 'Twason  thy  glorious  morn, 
The  firft,  the  faireft  of  her  fex  was  born  ! 
How  fwift  the  change!  Cold,  wintery  iorrows  fly  ! 
Where'er  fhe  looks,  delight  furrounds  the  eye  I 
Mild  fhines  the  fun,  the  woodlands  warble  round, 
The  vales  fweet  echo,  fwect  the  rocks  refound  1 
In  cordial  air,  loft  fragrance  floats  along ; 
Each  fcene  is  verdure,  and  each  voice  is  fong  ! 

Shoot  from  your  orb  divine,  ye  quickening  rays ! 
Boundlefs,  like  her  benevolence,  ye  blaze  ! 
Soft  emblems  of  her  bounty,  fall  ye  fhowers ! 
And  fweet  afcend,  and  fair  unfold  ye  flowers ! 
Ye  rofes,  lilies,  you  we  earlieft  claim, 
In  whitenefs,  and  in  fragrance,  match  her  fame  ! 
'Tis  yours  to  fade,  to  fame  like  hers  is  due 
Undying  fweets,  and  bloom  for  ever  new. 
Ye  bit  ffoms,  that  one  varied  landfcape  rife, 
And  fend  your  fcentful  tribute  to  the  fkies ; 
piffufive  Jike  yon  royal  branches  fmile, 
Grace  the  young  year,  and  glad  the  grateful  ifle  ! 
Attend,  ye  mules  !  mark  the  feather'd  quires ! 
Thofe   the  fpdng  wakes,  as  you  the  queen  in- 

fpires. 

O,  let  her  praife  for  cverfwell  your  fong  ! 
Sweet  let  your  facred  ftieams  the  notes  prolong, 


Clear,  and  more  clear,  through  all  my  lays  refine ; 
And  there  let  heaven  and  her  reflected  fhine  ! 

As,  when  chill  blights  from  vernal  funs  retire, 
Cheerful  the  vegetative  world  afpire, 
Jut  forth  unfolding  blooms,  and  waving  try 
fh'  enlivening  influence  of  a  milder  fky ; 
So  gives  her  birth  (like  yon  approaching  fpring) 
The  land  to  flourifh,  and  the  mufe  to  fing. 

'  Twas  thus,  Zenobia,  on  Palmyra's  throne, 
n  learning,  beauty,  and  in  virtue  fhone ; 
3eneath  her  rofe,  Longinus,  in  thy  name, 
The  poet's,  critic's,  and  the  patriot's  fame  ! 
s  there  (fo  high  be  you,  great  princefs,  prais'd) 
A  woe  unpitied,  or  a  worth  unrais'd  ? 
Art  learns  to  foar  by  your  fweet  influence  taught; 
In  life  well  cherifli'd ;  nor  in  death  forgot : 
In  death,  as  life,  the  learn'd  your  goodnefs  tell ! 
Witnefs  the  facred  buns  of  Richmond's  ceil ! 
Sages,  who  in  unfading  light  will  fhine ; 
Who  grafp'd  at  fcitnce,  like  your  own,  divine  ! 

The  mufe,  who  hails  with  fong  this  glorious 

morn, 
Now  looks  through  days,  through  months,  through 

years  unborn  ; 
All  white  they  rife,  and  in  their  courfe  exprefs'd 
A  king  by  kings  rever'd,  by  fubjedls  bleft  ! 
A  queen,  where'er  true  greatneis  fpreads  in  fame; 
Where  learning  towers  beyond  her  fex's  aim  ; 
Where  pure  religion  no  extreme  can  touch, 
Of  faith  too  little,  or  of  zeal  too  much ;   • 
Where  thefe  behold,  as  on  this  blefs'd  of  morns, 
What  love  protects  them,  and  what  worth  adorns  ; 
Where'er  diffufive  goodnefs  fmiles,  a  queen 
Still  prais'd  with  rapture,  as  with  wonder  feen  \ 

See  nations  round,  of  every  wifh  poffefs'd! 
Life  in  each  eye,  and  joy  in  every  breall  ! 
Shall  1,  on  what  I  lightly  touch'd,  explain  ? 
Shall  I  (vain  thought !)  attempt  the  finilh'd  drain  I 
No  ! — let  the  poet  flop  unequal  lays, 
And  to  the  juft  hiftorian  yield  your  praife. 

No.  III. 
On  her  Majefy's  Birth-day ,  1734-5. 

Iir  youth  no  parent  nurs'd  my  infant  fongs, 
'Twas  mine  to  be  infpir'd  alone  by  wrongs  ; 
Wrongs,  that  with  life  their  fierce  attack  began, 
Drank  infant  tears,  and  ftill  purfue  the  man. 
Life  fcarce  is  life — Deje&ion  all  is  mine  ; 
The  power,  that  loves  in  lonely  fhades  to  pine ; 
Of  fading  cheek,  of  undated  views  ; 
Whofe  weaken'd  eyes  the  rays  of  hope  refufe. 
'  ris  mine  the  mean,  inhuman  pride  to  find ; 
Who  fhuns  th'  opprefs'd,  to  fortune  only  kind; 
Whofe  pity's  infult,  and  whofe  cold  refped 
Is  keen  as  fcorn,  ungenerous  as  neglect. 
Void  of  benevolent,  obliging  grace, 
Ev'n  dubious  friendship  half  averts  his  face. 
Thus  funk  in  ficknefs,  thus  with  woes  opprefl, 
How  fhall  the  fire  awake  within  my  breaft  ? 
How  fhall  the  mule  her  flagging  pinions  raife  ? 
How  tune  her  voice  to  Carolina's  praife  I 
From  jarring  thought  no  tuneful  raptures  flow  ; 
Thefe  with  lair  days  and  gentle  fcafons  glow  : 
R  r  »j 
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Such  pive  alone  fweet  Philomel  to  fing, 
And  Philomel's  the  poet  of  the  fpring. 

But  foft,  my  foul !  fee  yon  celeflial  light ! 
Before  whofe  lambent  luftre  breaks  the  night. 
It  glads  me  like  the  morning  clad  in  dews, 
And  beams  reviving  from  the  vernal  mufe  : 
Infpiring  joyous  peace,  'tis  fhe  !  'tis  (he  ! 
A  Granger  long  to  mifery  and  me. 

Her  verdant,  mantle  gracefully  declines, 
And,  fldwer-embroider'd/as  it  varies,  fhines. 
To  form  her  garland,  zephyr,  from  his  wing, 
Throws  the  firft  flowers  and  foliage  of  the  fpring. 
Her  looks  how  lovely!  health  and  joy  have  lent 
Bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  to  her  brow  content. 
Behold,  fweet-beaming  her  etherial  eyes ! 
Soft  as  the  Pleiades  o'er  the  dewy  fkies. 
She  blunts  the  point  of  care,  alleviates  woes, 
And  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  and  rcpofe ; 
Bids  the  heart  yield  to  virtue's  filent  call, 
And  fliows  ambition's  fons  mere  children  all; 
Who  hunt  for  toys  which  pleafe  with  tinfel  mine  ; 
For  which  they  fquabble,  and  for  which  they  pine. 
Oh,  hear  her  voice,  more  mellow  than  the  gale, 
That  breath'd  through  fhepherd's  pipe  enchants 

the  vale  ! 

Hark  !  fhe  invites  from  city  fmoke  and  noife, 
Vapours  impure,  and  from  impurer  joys ; 
From  various  evils,  that,  with  rage  combin'd, 
Untune  the  body,  and  pollute  the  mind  : 
From  crowds,  to  whom  no  focial  faith  belongs, 
Whb  tread  one  circle  of  dec«it  and  wrongs  ; 
With  whom  politenefs  is  but  civil  guile, 
And  laws  opprefs,  exerted  by  the  vile. 
To  this  oppos'd,  the  mufe  prefents  the  fcene ; 
Where  fylvan  pleafures  ever  fmiles  ferenc ; 
Pleafures  that  emulate  the  bleft  above, 
Health,  innocence,  and  peace,  the  mufe,  and  love ; 
Pleafures  that  ravifh,  while  alternate  wrought 
By  friendly  converfe,  and  abftra&ed  thought. 
Thefefoothe  my  throbbing  breaft.  No  lofs  1  mourn; 
Though  both  from  riches  and  from  grandeur  torn. 
Weep  I  cruel  mother  ?  No — I've  feen, 
From  heaven,  a  pitying,  a  maternal  queen. 
One  gave  me  life ;"  but  would  no  comfort  grant ; 
She  more  than  life  refum'd  by  giving  want. 
Would  fhe  the  being  which  (he  gave  deftroy  ? 
My  queen  gives  life,  and  bids  me  hope  for  joy. 
Honours  and  wealth  I  cheerfully  refign; 
Jf  competence,  if  learned  eafc  be  mine  ! 
If  I  by  mental,  heart-felt  joys  be  fir'd, 
And  in  the  vale  by  all  the  mufe  infpir'd  ! 

Here  ccafe  rnyplaint — See  yon  enlivening  fcenea ! 
Child  of  the  fpring  !  Behold  the  beft  of  queens  ! 
Softnefs  and  beauty  rofe  this  heavenly  morn, 
Dawn'd  wifdom,  and  benevolence  was  born. 
Joy,  o'er  a  people,  in  her  influence  rofe  ; 
Like  that  which  fpring  o'er  rural  nature  throws* 
War  to  the  peaceful  prpe  refigns  his  roar, 
And  breaks  hio  billows  on  fome  diftant  fhore. 
JDomeftic  difcord -finks  beneath  her  fmile, 
And  arts,  and  trade,  and  plenty,  glad  the  ifle. 
Lo,  induftry  furveys,  with  feafted  eyes, 
His  due  reward,  a  plenteous  harveft  rife  ! 
Nor  (taught  by  commerce)  joys  in  that  alone  J 
But  fees  the  harveft  of  a  world  his  owe, 


Hence  thy  juft  praife,  thou  miM,  majeftic  Thames ! 
Rich  rivrr  !  richer  than  Padlolus'  ilreams  ! 
Than  thofe  renown'd  of  yore,  by  poets  roll'd 
O'er  intermingled  peanls,  and  fands  of  gold. 
How  glorious  thou,  when  from  oid  ocean's  urn, 
Loaded  witft  India's  wealth,  thy  waves  return  ! 
Alive  thy  banks  !  along  each  bordering  line, 
High  cultur'tl  blooms,  inviting  villas  fhine  : 
And  while  around  ten  thoufand  beauties  glow, 
Thefe  ftill  o'er  thofe  redoubling  luftre  throw. 

"  Come  then  (fo  whifpcr'd  the  indulgent  mufe) 
"  Come  then,  in  Richmond  grove*  thy  forrows 

«  lofe  ! 
"  Come  then,  and  hymn  this  day  !    The  pleaOng 

fcene 

"  Shows,  in  each  view,  the  genius  of  thy  queen. 
"  Hear  nature  whifpering  in  the  breeze  her  fonp  \ 
"  Hear  her  fweet  warbling  through  the  feather'd 

"  throng  I 

"  Come,  with  the  warbling  world  thy  notes  unite, 
"  And  with  the  vegetable  fmile  delight ! 
"  Sure  fuch  a  fcene  and  fong  will  foon  reftore 
"  Loft  quiet,  and  give  blifs  unknown  before  ; 
"  Receive  it  grattfu),  and  adore,  when  given, 
"  The  goodnefs  of  thy  parent,  queen,  and  heaven  J 

"  With  me  each  private  virtue  lifts  the  voice; 
"  While  public  fpirit  bids  &  land  rejoice  : 
"  O'er  all  thy  queen's  benevolence  defcends, 
"  And  wide  o'er  all  her  vital  light  extends. 
"  As  winter  foftens  into  fpring,  to  you 
"  Blooms  fortune's  feafon,  through  her  fmile,  anew* 
"  Still  for  paft  bounty,  let  new  lays  impart 
"  The  fweet  effufions  of  a  grateful  heart ! 
"  Caft  through  the  telefcope  of  hope  your  eye ! 
11  There  goodnefs  infinite,  fupremc,  defcry  ! 
"  From  him  that  ray  of  virtue  ftream'd  on  earth, 
"  Which  kindled  Caroline's  bright  foul  ro  birth. 
"  Behold,  he  fpreads  one  univerfal  fpring  ! 
"  Mortals,  transform'd  to  angels,  then  fhail  fing ; 
«  Oppreffion  then  fhall  fly  with  want  and  fliarae, 
**  And  blefling  and  ciiftence  be  the  fame !" 

No.  IV, 
On  her  Majtfiy 's  Birtb-Dayy  I73J-6. 

Lo  !  the  mild  fun  falutes  the  opening  fpring, 
And  gladdening  nature  calls  the  mule  to  fing; 
Gay  chirp  the  birds,  the  bloomy  fwcets  exhale, 
And  health,  and  fong,  and  fragrance  fill  the  gale. 
Yet,  mildeft  funs,  to  me  are  pain  fevere, 
And  mufic's  felf  is  difcord  to  my  ear  1 
I,  jocund  fpring,  unfympathifing,  fee, 
And  health,  that  comes  to  all,  comes  not  to  me. 
Dear  health  once  fled,  what  fpirits  can  I  finci  : 
What  folace  meet,  when  fled  my  peace  of  mind  ? 
From  abfent  hooks  what  ftudious  hint  devife  ? 
From  abfent  friends,  what  aid  to  thought  can  rife? 

A  genius  whifper'd  in  my  ear — Go  feek 
Some  man  of  (late ! — The  mufe  your  wrongs  may 

fpeak. 

But  will  fuch  liften  to  the  plaintive  ftrain  ? 
The  h^ppy  feldom  heed  th'  unhappy's  pain. 
To  wealth,  to  honours,  wherefore  was  I  born  I 
left  to  poverty,  repulfe, 
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Why  was  I  forni'd  of  elegant  defircs ' 
Thought,  which  beyond  a  vulgar  flight  afpires  ! 
Why,  by  the  proud,  and  wicked,  crufii'd  to  earth  ? 
Better  the  day  of  death,  than  day  of  birth! 

Thus  lexclaim'd  :  a  little  cherub  frail'd  ;  [child! 
"  Hope,    I   am   call'd  (faid  he),  a   heaven-born 
Wrongs  fure  you  have  ;  complain  you  juftly  may  : 
But  let  wild  forrow  whirl  not  thought  away  ! 
No — truft  to  honour !  that  you  ne'er  will  ftain 
From  peerage-blood,  which  iires  your  filial  vein. 
Truft  more  to  Providence  !  from  me  ne'cr/wcrye  ! 
Once  to  diitruft,  is  never  to  deferve. 
Did  not  this  day  a  Caroline  difclofe  ? 
I  promised  at  her  birth,  and  bleffing  rofe ! 
(Blefiing,  o'er  all  the  letter'd  world  to  ftune, 
In  knowledge  clear,  beneficence  divine  !) 
'Tis  hers,  as  mine,  to  chafe  away  defpair; 
Woe  undeferv'd  is  her  peculiar  care. 
Her  bright  benevolence  feuds  me  to  grief: 
On  want  flieds  bounty,  and  on  wrong  relief." 

Then  calm-ey'd  Patience,  born  of  angel-kind, 
Open'd  a  dawn  of  comfort  011  my  mind. 
With  her  came  Fortitude,  of  godlike  air  ! 
Thefe  arm  to  conquer  ills ;  at  lead  to  bear  :  [dain, 
Arm'd  thus,  my  queen,  while  wayward  fates  or- 
My  life  to  lengthen,  but  to  lengthen  pain  ; 
Your  bard,  his  forrows  with  a  fmile  endures; 
vjicce  to  be  wretched,  is — to  be  ma.de  yours, 

No.V. 
On  her  Majejly  s  Birth -day  y  1736-7. 

YE  fpirits  bright,  that  sether  rove, 

That  breathe  the  vernal  foul  of  love  ; 

Bid  health  defcend  in  balmy  dews, 

And  life  in  every  gale  diifufe ; 
That  give  the  flowers  to  (hine,  the  birds  to  fing  ; 
Oh,  glad  this  natal  day,  the  prime  of  ipring  \ 

The  virgin  i how-drop  firft  appears ; 

Her  golden  head  the  crocus  rears. 

The  flower y  tribe,  profufe  and  g^y, 

Spread  to  the  loft,  inviting  ray. 
So  arts  (hall  bloom  by  Carolina's  fmile, 
So  fhall  her  fame  waft  fragrance  o'er  the  ifle. 

The  warblers  various,  fweet  and  clear, 

From  bloomy  fprays  falute  the  year. 

O  mufe,  awake  !,  afcend,  and  fing  ! 

Hail  the  fair  rival  of  the  fpring  ! 
To  woodland  honours  woodland  hymns  belong ; 
To  her,  the  pride  of  arts !  the  mufe's  fong. 

Kind,  as  of  late  her  clement  fway, 

The  feafon  ilieds  a  trepid  ray. 

The  ftorms  of  Boreas  rave  no  more  ; 

The  ilorms  of  faction  ceafe  to  roar, 
At  vernal  funs  as  wintery  tempeils  ceafe, 
Shef  lovely  power !  fmiles  faction  into  peace. 

No.  VI. 

FOR  THE  FIRST  OF  MARCH,  l?$7-$. 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  her  late  Maj?Jlyt  humbly  ad- 

dreffed  to  his  Majcjly. 

OFT  has  the  mufe,  on  this  diftinguifti'd  day, 
Tun'd  to  glad  harmony  the  vernal  lay ; 


But,  O  lament  UU  change  !  the  lay  muft.  flow 
From  grateful  rapture  now  to  grateful  woe» 
She,  to  this  day,  who'joyous  luftre  gave, 
Defcends  for  ever  to  the  filent  grave. 
She,  born  ac  once  to  charm  us  and  to  mend, 
Of  human  race  the  pattern  and  the  friend. 

To  be  or  fondly  or  feverely  kind, 
To  check  the  rafh  or  prompt  the  better  inind, 
Parents  {hall  learn  from  her,  and  thus  (hall  draw 
From  filial  love  alone  a  filial  awe. 
Who  feek  in  avarice  wifdom's  art  to  fave ; 
Who  often  fquauder,  yet  who  never  gave; 
From  her  thefe  knew  the  righteous  mean  to  find, 
And  the  mild  virtue  ftole  on  half  mankind. 
The  lavifli  now  caught  frugal  wifdom's  lore, 
Yet  dill,  the  more  they  fav'd,  beftow'd  the  more. 
Now  mifers  learn'd  at  others  woes  to  melt, 
And  faw  and  wonder'd  at  the  change  they  felt. 
The  generous,   when  on  her  they  turn'd  their 

view, 

The  generous  ev'n  themfelves  more  generous  grew, 
Learn'd  the  fhunn'd  haunts  of  ftiame-fac'd  want  to 

trace 

To  goodnefs,  delicacy,  adding  grace, 
The  confcious  cheek  no  rifingblufh  confefsM, 
Nor  dwelt  one  thought  to  pain  the  modell  breaft ; 
Kind  and  more  kind  did  thus  her  bounty  ftiower, 
And  knew  no  limit  but  a  bounded  power. 
This  truth  the  widow's  fighs,  alas '.  proclaim ; 
For  this  the  orphan's  tears  embalm  her  fame. 
The  wife  beheld  her  learning's  fummit  gain, 
Yet  never  giddy  grow,  nor  ever  vain  : 
But  on  one  1'cience  point  a  ftedfaft  eye, 
That  fcience — how  to  live  and  how  to  die. 

Say,  Memory,  while  to  thy  grateful  fight 
Arife  her  virtues  in,  unfading  light, 
What  joys  were  ours,  what  forrows  now  remain : 
Ah  !  how  fiiblime  the  blifs ;  how  deep  the  pain  ! 

And  thou,  bright  princefs,  feated  now  on  high, 
Next  one,  the  fairefiVdaughter  of  the  flcy, 
Whofe  warm-felt  love  is  to  all  beings  known, 
Thy  fifter  Charity  '.  nes;t  her  thy  throne  ; 
See  at  thy  tomb  the  Virtues  weeping  lie  ! 
There  in  dumb  forrow  feem  the  Arts  to  die. 
So  were  the  fun  o'er  other  orbs  to  blaze, 
And  from  our  world,  like  thee,  withdraw  his  rays, 
No  more  to  yifit  where  he  warm'd  before, 
All  life  mufl  ceafe,  and  nature  be  119  more. 
Yet  {hall  the  mufe  a  heavenly  height  effay 
Beyoud  the  weaknefs  mix'd  with  mortal  clay ; 
Beyond  the  lofs,  which,  though  ftie  bleeds  to  fee, ' 
Though  ne'er  to  be  redeem' d,  the  lof*  of  theei 
Beyond  ev'n  this,  {he  hails  with  joyous  lay, 
Thy  better  birth,  thy  firft  true  natal  day ; 
A  day,  that  fees  thee  borne  beyond  the  tomb, 
To  endlefs  health,  to  youth's  eternal  bloom  ; 
Borne  to  the  mighty  dead,  the  fouls  I'ublime 
Of  every  famous  age,  and  every  clime  ; 
To  goodnefs  fix'd  by  truth's  unvarying  laws,    , 
To  blifs  that  knows  no  period,  knows  no  pauf*— 


Save  when  thine  eye, from  yonder  pure  fercnei 
Sheds  a  fofc  eye  on  this  our  gloomy  icene         v 

With  me  now  liberty  and  learning  moui 
From  all  relief,  like  thy  lov'd  confort,  torn 
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For  where  can  prince  or  people  hope  relief, 
When  each  contend  to  be  fupreme  in  grief  ? 
So  vy'd  thy  virtues,  that  could  point  the  way, 
So  well  to  govern  ;  yet  f'o  well  obey. 

Deign  one  look  more  '.  ah  :  fee  thy  confort  dear 
Willing  all  hearts,  except  his  own,  to  cheer. 
JLo  1  ftill  he  bids  thy  wonted  bounty  flow 
To  weeping  families  of  worth  and  woe. 
He  ftops  all  tears,  however  faft  they  rife, 
Save  thole  that  ftill  muft  fall  from  grateful  eyes, 
And,  fpite  of  griefs  that  fo  ufurp  his  mind, 
Still  watches  o'er  the  welfare  of  mankind. 

Father  of  thofe,  whofe  rights  thy  care  defends, 
Still  moft  their  own,  when  moft  their  {bvereign's 

friends ; 

Then  chiefly  brave,  from  bondage  chiefly  free, 
When  moft  they  truft,  when  moft  they  copy  thce ; 
Ah  !  let  the  loweft  of  thy  fubjefts  pay 
His  honeft  heart-felt  tributary  lay  ; 
Jn  anguifti  happy,  if  permitted  here, 
One  ugh  to  vent,  to  drop  one  virtuous  tear; 
Happier,  if  pardon'd,  fhould  he  wildly  moan, 
And  with  a  monarch's  furrow  mix  his  own. 


OF  PUBLIC  SPIRIT 

IN  REGARD  TO  PUBLIC  WORKS  : 

4n  Epijlle  to  bis  Royal  Highness  Frederic  frincg  of 
IV ales. 

CONTENTS. 

Pf  refervoirs,  and  their  ufe  ;  of  draining  fens,  and 
building  bridges,  cutting  canals,  repairing  har- 
bours, and  flopping  inundations,  making  rivers 
navigable,  building  light-houfes ;'  of  agriculture, 
gardening,  and  planting  for  the  nobleft  ufes; 
of  commerce;  of  public  roads;  of  public  build 
ings,  viz.  fquares,  ftreers,  manfions,  palaces, 
courts  of  juftice,  fenate-houfes,  theatres,  hofpi- 
tals,  churches,  colleges;  the  variety  of  worthies 
produced  by  the  latter;  of  colonies.  The  flave- 
trade  cenfured,  &c. 

PR  EAT  hope  of  Britain  ! — Here  the  mufe  effays 
A  theme,  which,  to  attempt  alone,  is  praife. 
Be  hcr's  a  zeal  of  public  fpirit  known  : 
A  princely  zeal ! — a  fpirit  all  your  own  ! 

Where  never  fcience  beam'd  a  friendly  ray, 
Where  one  vaft  blank  neglected  nature  lay; 
From  public  fpirit  there,  by  arts  employ'd, 
Creation,  varying,  glads  the  cheerlcfs  void, 
Hail,  arts '.  where  lafety,  treafuje,  and  delight, 
On  land,  on  wave,  in  wondrous  works.unite  ! 
'i  hole  wondrous  works,  Q  mufe  !  fucceflive  raifc, 
And  point  their  worth,  their  dignity,  and  praife  1 

What  though  ho  ftreams,  magnificently  play'd 
p.,fe  a  proud  column,  fall  a  ^rand  cafcade; 
Through  'nether  pipes,  which  nobler  ufe  renowns 
4-o  1  ductile  rivulets  vifit  diftant  towns  I 


«Imv  vanifh  fens,  whence  vapours  rife  no  more, 
Vhofe  agueifh  influence  tainted  heaven  before. 
The  folid  ifthmus  finks  a  watery  fpace, 
And  wonders,  in  new  ftate,  at  naval  grace. 
Where  the  flood  deepening  rolls,  or  wide  extern 
?rom  road  to  road  yon  arch,  connective  bends  : 
Where  ports  were  chok'd ;  where  mounds  in  vair 

arofe ; 
There  harbours  open,  and  there  breaches  clofe; 

keels,  obedient,  fpread?  each  liquid  plain, 
And  bulwark  moles  repel  the  boifterous  main. 
When  the  funk  fun  no  home«vord  fail  befriends. 
On  the  rock's  brow  the  light-houfe  kind  afcends, 
And  from  the  fhoaly,  o'er  the  gulfy  way, 
Points  to  the  pilot's  eye  the  warning  ray. 
Count  ftill,  my  mufe  (to  count,  what  mufe  c< 

ceafe  ?) 

The  works  of  public  fpirit,  freedom,  peace ! 
By  them  mall  plants,  in  forefts,  reach  the  fkies  ; 
Then  lofe  their  leafy  pride,  and  navies  rife. 
[Navies,  which  to  invafive  foes  explain, 
Heaven  throwsnot  round  us  rocks  and  feas  in  vain) : 
The  fail  of  commerce  in  each  flcy  afpires, 
And  property  aflures  what  toil  acquires. 

Who  digs  the  mine  or  quarry,  digs  with  glee  j 
No  flave  ! — His  option  and  his  gain  are  free  : 
Him  the  fame  laws  the  fame  protection  yield, 
Who  ploughs  the  furrow,  or  who  owns  the  field. 

Unlike,  where  tyranny  'the  rod  maintains 
O'er  turfiYfs,  leaflets,  and  uncultur'd  plains, 
Here  herbs  of  food  and  phyfic  plenty  (bowers. 
Gives  fruits  to  blufli,  and  colours  various  flowers. 
Where  fands  or  ftony  wild*  once  ftarv'd  the  year. 
Laughs  the  green  lawn,  and  nods  the  golden  ear: 
White  mine  the  fleecy  race,  which  fate  fliall  doom 
The  fcaft  of  life,  the  treafure  of  the  loom. 

On  plains  now  bare  fhall  gardens  wave  their 

groves ; 

While  fettling  fongfters  woo  their  feather'd  loves. 
Where  pathlefs  woods  no  grateful  openings  knew, 

Walks  tempt  the  ftep,  and  villas  court  the  view. 
See  the  parterre  confefs  expanfive  day  ; 

The  grot,  elufive  of  the  noon-tide  ray. 

Up  yon  green  flope  a  length  of  terrace  lies, 

Whence  gradual  landscapes  fade  in  diftant  Ikies, 

Now  the  blue  lake  reflected  heaven  difplays; 

N<»w  darkens,  regularly-wild,  the  maze. 

Urns,  obelifks,  fanes,  ftatues  intervene  ; 

Now  centre,  now  commence,  or  end  the  fcene. 

Lo,  proud  alcoves !  lo,  foft  fcquefter'd  bowers ! 

Retreats  of  facial,  or  of  ftudious  hours  ! 

Rank  above  rank  here  fliapcly  greens  afcend ; 

There  others  natiyely-grotcfque  depend. 

The  rude,  the  delicate,  immingled  tell 

How  art  would  nature,  nature  art  excel ; 

And  how,  while  thefe  their  rivnl  charms  impart, 

Art  brightens  nature,  nature  brightens  art ; 

Thus,  in  the  various,  yet  harmonious  fpace, 

Blend  order,  fymmetry.  and  force,  and  grace. 
When  thefe  from  public  fpirit  fmile,  we  fee 

Free-opening  gates,  and  bowery  pleafures  free; 

For  fure  great  fouls  one  truth  can  never  mifs, 

Blifs  not  communicated  is  pot  blifs. 
Thus  public  fpirit,  liberty,  and  peace. 

Carve,  build,  and  plant,  and  give  the  land  increafe; 


From  peafant  hands  imperial  works  arife, 
And  Britiih  hence  with  Roman  grandeur  vies ; 
Not  grandeur  that  in  pompous  whim  appears, 
That  levels  hills,  that  vales  to  mountains  fears ; 
That  alters  nature's  regulated  grace, 
Meaning  to  deck,  but  deftin'd  to  deface. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.  633 

She  rears  the  tower,  whofe  height  the  heavens  ad- 


She  rears,  flie  rounds,  (he  points  the  lefiening  fpire; 
At  her  command  the  college-roofs  afcend 
(For  public  fpirit  flill  is  learning's  friend). 
Stupendous  piles,  which  ufeful  pomp  completes, 


Though  no  proud  gates,  with  China's  taught  to  vie,     Thus  rife  religion's,  and  thus  learning's  feats : 
Magnificently  ufelefs  ftrike  the  eye  ;  There  moral  truth 


(Ufelefs,  where  rocks  a  furer  barrier  lend, 
Where  feas  encircle,  and  where  fleets  defend  ;) 
What  though  no  arch  of  triumph  is  aflign'd 
To  laurel'd  pride,  whofe  fword  has  thinn'd  man- 
kind ; 

Though  n0  vaft  wall  extends  from  coaft  to  coad, 
No  pyramid  afpires,  fublimely  loft ; 
Yet  the  fafe  road  through  rocks  ftiall  winding  tend, 
And  the  firm  caufeway  o'er  the  clays  afcend. 
Lo  !  (lately  ftreets,  lo !  ample  fquares  invite 
The  falutary  gale,  that  breathes  delight. 
Lo  !  ftructures  mark  the  charitable  foil 
For  cafual  ill,  maim'd  valour,  feeble  toil 
Worn  out  with  care,  infirmity,  and  age ; 
The  life  here  entering,  quitting  there  the  ftage  : 
The  babe  of  lawlefs  birth,  doom'd  elfe  to  moan, 
To  ftarve  or  bleed  for  errors  not  his  own  ! 
Let  the  frail  mother  'fcape  the  fame  defil'd, 
If  from  the  murdering  mother  'fcape  the  child  ! 
Oh  !  guard  his  youth  from  fin's  alluring  voice ; 
From  deeds  of  dire  necefiity,  not  choice  ! 
His  grateful  hand,  thus  never  harmful  known, 
Shall  on  the  public  welfare  build  his  own. 

Thus  worthy  crafts,  which  low-born  life  divide 
Give  towns  their  opulence,  and  courts  their  pride. 
Sacred  to  pleafure  ftructures  rife  elate, 
To  that  dill  worthy  of  the  wife  and  great. 
Sacred  to  pleafure  then  (hall  piles  afcend  ? 
They  (hall — when  pleafure  and  inftruction  bend. 
Let  theatres  from  public  fpirit  fhine  ! 
Such  theatres,  as,  Athens,  once  were  thine ! 
See  1  the  gay  mufe  of  pointed  wit  pofleft, 
Who  makes  the  virtuous  laugh,  the  decent  jeft  : 
What  though  (he  mock,  (he  mocks  with  honed  aim 
And  laughs  each  favourite  folly  into  (hame, 
With  liberal  light  the  tragic  charms  the  age  : 
In  folemn-training  robes  (he  fills  the  ftage  ; 
There  human  nature,  mark'd  in  different  lilies, 
Alive  in  character  distinctly  (hines. 
Quick  pafiions  change  alternate  on  her  face ; 
Her  diction  mufic,  as  her  action  grace. 
Inftant  we  catch  her  terror-giving  cares, 
Pathetic  fighs,  and  pity-moving  tears ; 
Inftant  we  catch  her  generous  glow  of  foul, 
Till  one  great  (hiking  moral  crowns  the  whole. 
Hence  in  warm  youth,by  fcenes  of  virtue  taugh 
Honour  exalts,  and  love  expands  the  thought  1 
Hence  pity,  to  peculiar  grief  aflign'd, 
Grows  wide  benevolence  to  all  mankind. 

Where  various  edifice  the  land  renowns, 
There  public  fpirit  plans,  exalts,  and  crowns. 
She  cheers  the  manfion  with  the  fpackms hall, 
feids  painting  live  along  the  ftoried  wall ; 
Seated,  (he  (milling  eyes  th'  unclofing  door, 
And  much  (he  welcomes  all,  but  mod  the  poor  ; 
S?he  turns  the  pillar,  or  the  arch  (he  bends, 
The  choir ihe  lengthens,  or  the  choir  extends; 


and  holy  fcience  fpring, 
And  give  the  fage  to  teach,  the  bard  to  fing, 
There  fomc  draw  health  from  herbs  and  mineral 

veins, 

ome  fearch  the  fyftems  of  the  heavenly  plains; 
>ome  call  from  hiftory  pad  times  to  view, 
And  others  trace  old  laws,  and  fketch  out  new; 
Thence  faving  rights  by  legiflators  plann*d, 
And  guardian  patriots  thence  infpire  the  land. 
Now  grant,  ye  powers,  one  great,  one  fond  de- 
fire, 

And,  granting,  bid  a  new  Whitehall  afpire  ! 
Far  let  it  lead,  by  well-pleas'd  Thames" furvey'd, 
The  fwelling  arch,  and  ftately  colonnade; 
Bid  courts  of  judice,fenate-chambersjoin, 
Till  various  all  in  one  proud  work  combine  ! 
But  now  be  all  the  generous  goddefs  feen, 
When  mod  diffus'd  (he  (bines,  and  mod  benign! 
Ye  fons  of  mifery,  attract  her  view  ! 
Ye  fallow,  hallow-eyed,  and  meagre  crew  ! 
Such  high  perfection  have  our  arts  attain'd, 
That  now  few  fons  of  toil  our  arts  demand  ? 
Then  to  the  public,  to  itfelf,  we  fear, 
Ev'n  willing  indudry  grows  ufelefs  here, 
Are  we  too  populous  at  length  confefs'd, 
From  confluent  ftrangers  refug'd  and  redrefs'd  J 
Has  war  fo  long  withdrawn  his  barbarous  train, 
That  peace  o'erdocks  us  with  the  fons  of  men  ? 
So  long  has  plague  left  pure  the  ambient  air, 
That  want  mud  prey  on  thofe  difeafe  would  fpare  ? 
Hence  beauteous  wretches  (beauty's  foul  difgrace!) 
Though  born  the  pride,  the  fhame  of  human  race; 
Faif  wretches  hence,  who  nightly  ftreets  annoy, 
Live  but  themfelvcs  and  others  to  deftroy. 
Hence  robbers  rife,  to  theft,  to  murder  prone, 
Fird  driven  by  want,  from  habit  defperate  grown; 
Hence  for  ow'd  trifles  oft  our  jails  contain 
(Torn  from  mankind)  a  miferable  train  ; 
Torn  from,  in  (pite  of  nature's  tendered  cries, 
Parental,  filial,  and  connubial  tics  : 
The  trader,  when  on  every  fide  diflreft, 
Hence  flies  to  what  expedient  frauds  fugged  ; 
To  prop  his  quedion'd  credit's  tottering  date, 
Others  he  fird  involves  to  diare  his  fate ; 
Then  for  mean  refuge  mud  felfrexil'd  roam 
Never  to  hope  a  friend,  nor  find  a  home. 

This  public  fpirit  fees,  (he  fees  and  feels ! 
Her  bread  the  throb,  her  eye  the  tear  reveals; 
(The  patriot  throb  that  beats,  the  tear  that  flows 
For  others  welfare,  and  for  others  woes) — 
And  what  can  I  (die  faid)  to  cure  their  grief? 
Shall  I  or  point  out  death,  or  point  relief? 
Forth  (hall  I  lead  them  to  fome  happier  foil, 
To  conqueft  lead  them,  and  enrich  withfpoil? 
Bid  them  convulfe  a  world,  make  nature  groan,. 
And  fpil!,  in  (bedding  others  blood,  their  own  i 
No,  no— fuch  wars  do  thou,  ambition,  wage  I 
Go  fterilize  the  fertile  with  thy  rage : 
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Whole  nations  to  depopulate  is  thine  ; 

To  people,  culture,  and  protect,  be  mine  ! 

Then  range    the   world,    difcovery  ! — Strait  he 

goes 

O'er  feas,  o'er  Libya's  fands,  and  Zambia's  fnows ; 
He  fettles  where  kind  rays  till  now  have  ftnil'd 
(Vain  fmile  .")  on  fome  luxuriant  houfelefs  wild. 
How  many  fons  of  want  might  here  enjoy 
What  nature  gives  for  age  but  to  deftroy  ? 
Blufh,  blufh,  O  fun  (fhe  cries)  here  vainly  found, 
To  rife,  to  fet,  to  roll  the  feafons  round  1 
Shall  heaven  diftil  in  dews,  defcend  in  rain, 
From  earth  gufh  fountains,  rivers  flow-— in  vain  ? 
There  fhall  the  watery  lives  in  myriads  ftray, 
And  be,  to  be  alone  each  other's  prey  ? 
Unfought  Ihall  here  the  teeming  quarries  own 
The  various  fpccies  of  mechanic  ftone  ? 
From  ftrudluie  this,  from  fculpture  that  confine? 
Shall  rocks  forbid  the  latent  gem  to  fhine  ? 
Shall  mines,  obedient,  aid  no  artift'&  care, 
Nor  give  the  martial  fword,  and  peaceful  fliare  ? 
Ah  !  fhall  they  never  precious  ore  unfold, 
To  fmile  in  filver,  or  to  flame  in  gold  ? 
Shall  here  the  vegetable  world  alone, 
For  joys,  for  various  virtues,  reft  unknown  ? 
While  food  and  phyfic,  plants  and  herbs  fupply, 
Here  muft  they  fhoot  alone  to  bloom  and  die  ? 
•Shall  fruits,  which  none  but  brutal  eyes  furvey, 
Untouch'd  grow  rip«,  untafted  drop  away  ? 
Shall  here  th'  irrational,  the  favage  kind, 
JLord  it  o'er  (lores  by  heaven  for  man  defign'd, 
And  trample  what  mild  funs  benignly  raife, 
While  man  muft  lofc  the  ufe.  and  heaven  the  praife  ? 
bhall  it  then  be  ? — (Indignant  here  flic  rofe, 
Indignant,  yet  humane,  her  bofom  glows) — 
No  :  By  each  honour'd  Grecian,  Roman  name, 
By  men  for  virtue  dcify'd  by  fame, 
Who  peopled  lands,  who  model'd  infant  ftate, 
And  then  bade  empire  be  maturely  great ; 
By  thefe  I  fwear  (be  witnefs  earth  and  Ikies !} 
Fair  order  here  fhall  from  confufion  rife. 
Rapt,  I  a  future  colony  furvey  ? 
Come  then,  ye  fons  of  mifery  :  come  away  ! 
Let  thofe,  whofc  forrows  from  neglect  are  known, 
(Here  taught,    compell'd,    empower'd)   neglect 

atone ! 

Let  thofe  enjoy,  who  never  merit  woes, 
In  youth  th'  induftrious  wifh,  in  age  repofe  ! 
Allotted  acres  (no  reludant  foil) 
Shall  prompt  their  induftry,  and  pay  their  toil. 
Let  families,  long  ftrangers  to  delight, 
Whom  wayward  fate  difpers'd,  by  me  unite; 
Here  live  enjoying  life ;  fee  plenty,  peace ; 
Their  lands  increafing  as  their  fons  increafe. 
As  nature  yet  is  found,  in  leafy  glades, 
To  intermix  the  walks  with  lights  and  lhades; 
Or  as  with  good  and  ill,  in  chcquer'd  ftrife, 
Various  the  goddefs  colours  hun-an  life  : 
So,  in  this  fertile  clime,  if  yet  are  feen 
Moors,  marfhes,  cliffs,  by  turns  to  intervene  ; 
Where  cliffs,  moors,  marfhes,  defolate  the  view, 
Where  haunts  the  bittern,  and  where  Icreams  the 
mew;  [lies, 

Where  prowls  the  wolf,  where  roll'd  the  fcrpent 
Shall  fslsmn  fanes  and  halls  of  Juftice  rife, 


And  towns  fhall  open  (all  of  ftrudure  fair !) 

To  brightening  profpeds,  and  to  purcft  air  ; 

Frequented  ports,  and  vineyards  green  fucceed, 

And  flocks  increafing  whiten  all  the  mead. 

On  fciencc  fcience,  arts  on  arts  refine  , 

On   thefe   from   high   all    heaven   fhall    fmiling 

fhine, 

And  public  fpirit  here  a  people  fhow, 
Free,  numerous,  pleas'd,  and  bufy  all  below. 

Learn,  future  natives  of  this  promis'd  land, 
What  your  forefathers  ow.'d  my  laving  hand  ! 
Learn,  when  dcfpair  fuch  fudden  blifs  fhall  fee, 
Such  blifs  muft  fhine  from  Oglcthorpe  or  me  ! 
Do  you  the  neighbouring  blamcjefs  Indian  aidf 
Culture  what  he  negleds,  net  his  invade, 
Dare  not,  oh  dare  not,  with  ambitious  view, 
Force  or  demand  fubjedion  never  due. 
Let,  by  my  fpecious  name,  no  tyrants  rife, 
And  cry,  while  they  er.flave,  they  civilize  !    • 
Know,  liberty  and  I  are  ftill  the  fame, 
Congenial ! — ever  mingling  flame  with  flame  ! 
Why  muft  I  Afric's  fable  children  fee 
Vended  for  flaves,  though  furni'd  by  nature  free, 
The  namelefs  tortures  cruel  min<i*  invent, 
Thole  to  fubjed,  whom  nature  equal  me^nt  ? 
If  thefe  you  dare  (albeit  unjuft  fuccefs 
Empowers  you  now  unpunifh'd  to  opprefs) 
Revolving  empire  you  and  your's  may  doom 
(Rome    all     fubdued,     yet   Vandals   vanouifh'4 

Rome), 

Yes,  empire  may  revolve,  give  them  the  day, 
And  yoke  may  yoke,  and  blood  may  blood  repay, 

Thus  (ah  !  how  far  unequal'd  by  my  lays, 
Unfkili'd  the  heart  to  melt,  or  mind  to  raife), 
Sublime,  benevolent,  deep,  fweetly  clear, 
Worthy  a  Thomibn's  mufe,  a  Frederick's  ear, 
Thus  fpoke  the  goddefs.     Thus  I  faintly  tell 
In  what  Jov'd  works  heaven  gives  her  to  excel. 
But  who  her  fons,  that,  to  her  intereft  true, 
Converfant  lead  her  to  a  prince  like  you  ? 
Thefe,  fir,  fulute  you  from  life's  middle  ftate, 
Rich  without  gold,  and  without  titles  great : 
Knowledge  of  books  and  men  exalt:,  their  thought^ 
In  wit  accoinpliih'd,  though  in  wiles  untaught, 
Carelefs  of  whifpers  meant  to  wound  their  name, 
Nor  fneer'd  nor  brib'd  from  virtue  into  fhame ; 
In  letters  elegant,  in  honour  bright, 
They  come,  they  catch,  and  they  refled  delight. 

Mixing  with  thefe,  a  few  of  rank  are  found, 
For  councils,  embaflies,  and  camps  renown'd. 
Vers'd  in  gay  life,  in  honeft  maxims  read, 
And  ever  warm  of  heart,  yet  cool  <.f  head, 
From  thefe  the  circling  glafs  gives  wit  to  fhine, 
The  bright  grow  brighter,  and  ev'n  courts  refine ; 
From  thefe  fo  gifted,  candid,  and  upright, 
Flows  knowledge,  foftening  into  eale  polite. 
Happy   the    men,    who    fuch    a    prince   ca£ 

pleafe  ! 

Happy  the  prince  rever'd  by  men  like  thefe  ! 
His  condefcenfions  dignity  difplay, 
Grave  with  the  wife,  and  with  the  witty  gay  i 
For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies, 
Which,  in  due  ftatues,  to  his  fame  fhall  rife  j 
Ever  fhall  public  fpirit  beam  his  praife, 
And  the  mufe  fwell  it  in  immortal  lays, 
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TO  MR.  JOHN  DYER, 

A  PAINTER, 

Advifmg  him  to  dra-w  a,  certain  noble  and  illujlrious 
Perfjn  ;  occaftoned  by  feeing  bis  Pifiure  of  tbe  cele- 
brated Clio  *. 

FORGIVE  an  artlefs,  an  officious  friend, 
Weak,  when  I  judge,  but  willing  to  commend; 
I  Fall'n  as  I  am,  by  no  kind  fortune  rais'd, 
j  Deprefs'd,  obfcur'd,  unpity'd,  and  unprais'd  ; 
I  Yet,  when  thefe  well-known  features  I  perufe, 
Some  warmth  awakes — fome  embers  of  a  mufe. 

Ye  mufes,  grace?,  and  ye  loves,  appear  ! 
I  Your  queen,  your  Venus,  and  your  Clio's  here  ! 
I  In  fuch  pure  fires  her  rifing  thoughts  refine  ! 
I  Her  eyes  with  fuch  commanding  fweetnefs  .fhine  : 
Such  vivid  tinctures  fure  through  xther  glow, 
Stain  fummer  clouds,  or  gild  the  watery  bow  : 
If  life  Pygmalion's  ivory  favourite  fir'd, 
Sure  fome  enamour'd  god  this  draught  infpir'd  ! 
Or,  if  you  raflily  caught  Promethean  flame, 
Shade  the  fweet  theft,  and   mar  the  beauteous 

frame  ! 

Yet  if  thofe  cheering  lights  the  profpect  fly, 
Ah  ! — let  no  pleafing  view  the  lofs  fupply. 
Some  dreary  den,  fome  defert  wafte  prepare, 
Wild  as  my  thoughts,  or  dark  as  my  defpair. 

But  ftill,  my  friend,  flill  the  fweet  object  flays, 
Still  ftream  your  colours  rich  with  Clio's  rays ! 
Sure  at  each  kindling  touch  your  canvafs  glows  ! 
Sure  the  full  form,  inftmct  with  fpirit,  grows ! 
Let  the  dull  artift  puzzling  rules  explore, 
Dwell  on  the  face,  and  gaze  the  features  o'er ; 
You  eye  the  foul — there  genuine  nature  find, 
YOU,  through  the  meaning  mufcles,  ftrike  the  mind. 

Nor  can  one  view  fuch  boundlefs  power  confine, 
All  nature  opens  to  an  art  like  thine  ]- 
Now  rural  fcenes  in  fimplc  grandeur  rife  ! 
Vales,  hills,  lawns,  lakes,  and  vineyards  feaft  our 

eyes, 

Now  halcyon  peace  a  fmiling  afpect  wears ! 
Now  the  red  fcene  with  war  and  ruin  glares  ! 
Here  Britain's  fleet  o'er  Europe's  feas  prefide  ! 
There  long  loft  cities  rear  their  ancient  pride ; 
You  fron;  the  grave  can  half  redeem  the  flain, 
And  bid  great  Julius  charm  the  world  again  : 
Mark  out  Pharfalia's,  mark  out  Munda's  fray, 
And  image  all  the  honours  of  the  day. 
4  But  if  new  glories  moft  our  warmth  excite ; 
If  toils  untry'd  to  nobleft  aims  invite  ; 
Would  you  in  envy'd  pomp  unrival'd  reign, 
Oh,  let  Horatius  grace  the  canvafs  plain  ! 
His  form  might  ev'n  idolatry  create, 
In  lineage,  titles,  wealth,  and  worth  elate  ! 
Empires  to  him  might  virgin  honours  owe, 
From  him  arts,  arms,   and  laws,  new  influence 

know. 

For  him  kind  funs  on  fruits  and  grains  fhall  fhine, 
And  future  gold  lie  ripening  in  the  mine : 
For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies, 
Which,  in  due  ftatues,  to  his  fame  fhall  rife. 

*  See  Dyer's  J?t/ms» 


Through  thofe  bright  features  Cxfar's  fpirit  trace 
Each  conquering  fweetnefs,  each  imperial  grace, 
All  that  is  foft,  or  eminently  great, 
In  love,  in  war,  in  knowledge,  or  in  ftate. 

Thus  fhall  your  colours,  like  his  worth  amaze  ! 
Thus  fhall  you  charm,  enrich'd  with  Clio's  praife ! 
Clear,  and  more  clear,  your  golden  genius  fhincs,* 
While  my  dim  lamp  of  life  obfcure  declines  : 
Dull'd  in -damp  ihades,  it  waftes,  unfeen,  away, 
While  yours,  triumphant,  grows  one  blaze  of  day, 

VERSES 

SENT  TO  AARON   HILL,  Esq. 

With  the  Tragedy  of  Sir  Thomas  0-verbury,  exfefiing 
him  to  arreft  it. 

As  the  foul,  ftript  of  mortal  clay, 

Grows  all  divinely  fair, 
And  boundlefs  roves  the  milky  way 

And  views  fweet  profpects  there.' 
This  hero,  clogg'd  with  droffy  lines, 

By  thee  new  vigour  tries ; 
As  thy  correcting  hand  refines, 

Bright  fcenes  around  him  rife. 

Thy  touch  brings  the  wifh'd  ftone  to  pals 

So  fought,  fo  long  foretold ; 
It  turns  polluted  lead  or  brafs, 

At  once  to  purcft  gold. 

PROLOGUE 

Spoken  at  tbe  revival  of  Sbaifpeare's  King  Henry  /fo 
Sixth,  at  tbe  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane.  Print- 
ed before  the  Play  from  afpurious  Copy. 

TO-NIGHT  a  patient  ear,  ye  Britons  lend, 
And  to  your  great  forefathers'  deeds  attend. 
Here,  cheaply  warn'd,  ye  bleft  defcendants  view. 
What  ills  on  England,  civil  difcord  drew. 
To  wound  the  heart,  the  martial  mufe  prepares; 
While  the  red  fcene  with  raging  flaughter  glare* 

Here,  while  a  monarch's  fuflerings  we  relate, 
Let  generous  grief  his  ruin'd  grandeur  wait. 
While  Second  Richard's  blood  for  vengeance  calls, 
Dcom'd  for  his  grandfire's  guilt,  poor  Henry  falls- 
In  civil  jars  avenging  judgment  blows, 
And  royal  wrongs  entail  a  people's  woes. 
Henry,  unvers'd  in  wiles,  more  good  than  great, 
Drew  on  by  meeknefs  his  difaftrous  fate. 

Thus  when  you  fee  this  land  by  faction  toft, 
Her  nobles  flain,  her  laws,  her  freedom  loft; 
Let  this  reflection  from  the  action  flow, 
We  ne'er  from  foreign  foes  could  ruin  knovr. 
Oh,  let  us  then  inteftine  difcord  mun, 
We  ne'er  can  be,  but  by  ourfelves,  undone ! 


THE  ANIMALCULE ;  - 

A  TALE. 

Occafioned  ly  bis  Grace  tbe  Duke  of  Rutland* s  receiving 
the  Small-pax  by  Inoculation. 

[N  animalcules,  mufe,  difplay 

Spirits,  of  name  unknown  in  fong  I 
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Reader,  a  kind  attention  pay, 

Nor  think  an  ufeful  comment  long. 

Far  lefs  than  mites,  on  mit.es  they  prey; 

Minuteft  things  my  fwarms  contain  : 
"When  o'er  your  ivory  teeth  they  fway, 

Then  throb  your  little  nerves  with  pain. 

Fluids,  in  drops,  minutely  fwell ; 

Thefc  fubtile  beings  each  contains; 
In  the  fmall  fanguine  globes  they  dwell, 

Roll  from  the  heart  and  trace  the  veins. 

Through  every  tender  tube  they  rove, 

In  finer  fpirits  ilrike  the  brain ; 
Wind  quick  through  every  fibrous  grove, 

And  feek,  through  pores,  the  heart  again. 
If  they  with  purer  drops  dilate, 

And  lodge  where  entity  began, 
They  actuate  with  a  genial  heat, 

And  kindle  into  future  man. 

But,  when  our  lives  are  nature's  due, 

Air,  feas,  nor  fire,  their  frames  diflblve 
They  matter,  through  all  forms,  purfue, 

And  oft  to  genial  heats  revolve. 
Thus  once  an  animalcule  prov'd, 

When  ma»,  a  patron  to  the  bays ; 
This  patron  was  in  Greece  belov'd  ; 

Yet  fame  was  faithlefs  to  his  praife. 
In  Rome  this  animalcule  grew 

Maecenas,  whom  the  claflics  rate  ! 
Among  the  Gauls,  it  prov'd  Richlieu, 

In  learning,  power,  and  bounty  great. 
In  Britain,  Halifax  it  rofe  ; 

(By  Halifax,  bloom'd  Congreve's  ftrains)  ; 
And  now  it  rediminilh'd  glows, 

To  glide  through  godlike  Rutland's  veins. 
A  plagne  there  is,  too  many  know; 

Too  feldom  perfect  cures  befd  it : 
The  mufe  may  term  it  beauty's  foe ; 

In  phyfic,  the  fmall-pox  we  call  it. 
From  Turks  we  karn  this  plague  t*  afluagc, 

They,  by  admitting,  turn  its  courfe  : 
Their  kifs  will  tame  the  tumor's  rage ; 

By  yielding,  they  o'ercome  the  force. 
Thus  Rutland  did  its  touch  invite, 

While,  watchful  in  the  ambient  air, 
Thus  little,  guardian,  fubtil  fpright 

Did  with  the  poifon  in  repair. 
Th'  infection  from  the  heart  ic  clears ; 

Th'  infedion,  now  dilated  thin, 
In  pearly  pimples  but  appears, 

Expell'd  upon  the  furface  fkin. 
And  now  it,  mouldering,  waftes  away  : 

1  Fisgone  ! — doom'd  to  return  no  more! 
Our  animalcule  keeps  its  ftay, 

And  mull  new  labyrinths  explore. 
And  now  the  noble's  thoughts  are  feen, 

Urmark'd,  it  views  his  heart's  defires ! 
|t  now  reflects  what  it  has  been, 

And,  rapturous,  at  his  change  admires  I 
Its  priftine  virtues  kept,  combine, 

To  be  again  in  Rutland  known 
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But  they,  immers' J,  no  longer  mioe, 
Nor  equal,  nor  increaie  his  own. 


TO  MRS.  ELIZABETH  HAY  WOOD, 

On  her  Novel,  called,  «  Tbt  Rajh  Refolvc." 

DOOM'D  to  a  fate  which  damps  the  poet's  fla 
A  mufe,  unfriended,  greets  thy  rifing  name  I 
Unvers'd  in  envy's,  or  in  flattery's,  phrafe, 
Greatnefs  me  flies,  yet  merit  claims  her  praife ; 
Nor  will  flic,  at  her  withering  wreath  repine, 
But  fmile,  if  fame  and  fortune  cherifli  thine. 

The  fciences  in  thy  fwcet  genius  charm, 
And,  with  their  ftrength,  thy  fix's  foftnefsarm. 
In  thy  full  figures,  painting's  force  we  fiwd, 
As  mufic  fires,  thy  language  lifts  the  mind. 
1'hy  power  gives  form,  and  touches  into  life 
The  pafilnns  imag'd  in  their  bleeding  ftrife  : 
Contrafted  ftrokes,  true  art  and  fancy  fhow, 
And  lights  and  fhades  in  lively  mixture  flow. 
Hope  attacks  fear,  and  reafon,  love's  controul, 
Jtaloufy  wounds,  and  friendfhip  heals  the  foul : 
Black  falfehood  wears  bright  gallantry's  difguif 
And  the  gilt  cloud  enchants  the  fair-one's  eyes. 
Thy  dames,  in  grief  and  frailties  lovely  fhiue, 
And  when  moft  mortal  half  appear  divine. 
If,  when  fomc  godlike,  favourite  paffiun  f»  ays, 
The  willing  heart  too  fatally  obeys, 
Great  minds  lament  what  cruel  cenfure  blames, 
And  ruin'd  virtue  generous  pity  claims. 

Eliza,  flill  impatient  love's  powerful  queen  ! 
Let  love,  foft  love,  exalt  each  fweliing  fcene. 
Arm'd  with  keen  wit,  in  fame's  wide  lift's 

vance ! 

Spain  yields  in  fiction,  in  politenefs  France. 
Such  orient  light,  as  the  firft  poets  knew, 
Flames  from  thy  thought,  and  brightens 

view! 

A  ftrong,  a  glorious,  a  luxuriant  fire, 
Which  warms  cold  wifdom  into  wild  defire  ! 
Thy  fable  glows  fo  rich  through  every  pagt, 
What  mortal's  force  can  the  fierce  heat  affuage  ? 

And  yet — but  fay  if  ever  doom'd  to  prove 
The  fad,  the  dear  perplexities  of  love  ! 
Where  feeming  tranfport  foftens  every  pain, 
Where  fancy'd  freedom  waits  the  winning  chain 
Varying  from  pangs  to  vifionary  joys, 
Sweet  is  the  fate,  and  charms  as  it  deflroys  ! 
Say  then — if  love  to  fudden  rage  gives  way, 
Will  the  foft  pafiion  riot  rcfume  its  fway  ? 
Charming,  and  charm'd,  can  love  from  love  retii 
Can  a  cold  convent  quench  th'  unwilling  fire? 
Precept,  if  human,  may  our  thoughts  refine, 
More  we  admire  1  but  cannot  prove  divine. 

AN  APOLOGY  TO  BRILLANTE, 

FOR  HAVING  LONG  OMITTED  WHITING  IN  VERS 
In  Imitation  of  a  certain  Mimic  of  Anacreon. 

CAN  I  matchlefs  charms  recite  ? 
Source  of  ever  fpringing  light ! 
Could  I  count  the  vernal  flowers, 
Count  in  eudlefs  time  the  hours  j 
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Count  the  countlefs  ftars  above, 
Count  the  captive  hearts  of  love ; 
Paint  the  torture  of  his  fire, 
Paint  the  pangs  thofe  eyes  infpire  1 
(Pleafing  torture,  thus  to  fhine, 
Purify'd  by  fires  like  thine  !) 
Then  I'd  ftrike  the  founding  firing  ! 
Then  I'd  thy  perfection  fing. 

Myftic  world ! — Thou  fomething  more  ! 
Wonder  of  th'  Almighty's  ftore ! 
Nature's  depths  we  oft  defcry, 
Oft  they're  pierc'd  by  learning's  eye  ; 
Thou,  if  thought  on  thee  would  gain, 
Prov'ft  (like  heaven)  enquiry  vain. 
Charms  unequal'd  we  purfue  ! 
Charms  in  fhining  throngs  we  view  ! 
Number'd  then  could  nature's  be, 
Nature's  lelf  were  poor  to  thee. 

AN  EPISTLE 

T®  MRS.  OLDFIEtD,   OP  THE  THEATRE-ROYAL. 

WHILE  to  your  charms  unequal  verfe  I  raife, 
Aw'd,  I  admire,  and  tremble  as  I  praife  : 
Here  art  and  genius  new  refinement  need, 
Liftening,  they  gaze,  and,  as  they  gaze,  recede ! 
Can  art  or  genius,  or  their  powers  combin'd, 
But  from  corporeal  organs,  {ketch  the  mind  ? 
When  found  embody'd  can  with  fhape  furprife, 
The  mufe  may  emulate  your  voice  and  eyes. 
Mark  rival  arts  perfection's  point  purfue  1 
Each  rivals  each,  but  to  excel  in  you  ! 
The  buft  and  medal  bear  the  meaning  face, 
And  the  proud  ftatue  adds  the  pofture's  grace  ! 
Imag'd  at  length,  the  bury'd  heroine,  known, 
Still  feems  to  wound,  to  fmile,  or  frown  in  flone 
As  art  would  art,  or  metal  ftone  furpafs, 
Her  foul   ftrikes,  gleaming   through   Corinthian 

brafs ! 

Serene,  the  faint  in  fmiling  Clver  (nines, 
And  cherubs  weep  in  gold  o'er  fainted  fhrines  ! 
If  long-loft  forms  from  Raphael's  pencil  glow, 
Wondrous  in  warmth  the  mimic  colours  flow  ! 
Each  look,  eax.h  attitude,  new  grace  difplays ; 
Your  voice  and  motion  life  and  mufic  raife. 
Thus  Cleopatra  in  your  charms  refines; 
She  lives, (he  (peaks,  with  force  improv'd  (he  (bines ! 
Fair,  and  more  fair,  you  ev'ry  grace  tranfmit ; 
Love,  learning,  beauty,  elegance,  and  wit. 
Casfar,  the  world's  unrival'd  mafter,  fir'd, 
In  her  imperial  foul,  his  own  admir'd ! 
Philippi's  victor  wore  her  winning  chain, 
And  felt  not  empire's  lofs  in  beauty's  gain. 
Could  the  pale  heroes  your  bright  influence  know. 
Or  catch  the  filver  accents  as  they  flow, 
Drawn  from  dark  reft  by  your  enchanting  drain, 
Each  (hade  were  lur'd  to  life  and  love  again. 

bay,  fweet  infpirer  !  were  each  annal  known, 
What  living  greatnefs  (nines  there  not  your  own  ! 
If  the  griev'd  mule  by  fome  lov'd  emprefs  rofe, 
New  ftrength,  new  grace,  it  to  your  influence 

owes  ! 

If  power  by  war  diflinguifh'd  height  reveals, 
Your  Dobkr  pride  the  wounds  of  fortune  heaU ! 


Then  could  an  empire's  caufe  demand  your  care, 
The  foul,  that  juftly  thinks,  would  greatly  dare. 

Long  has  feign'd  Venus  mock'd  the  mufe's  praife, 
fou  dart,  divine  Ophelia  !  genuine  rays ! 
iVarm  through  thofe  eyes  enlivening  raptures  roll ! 
•vveet  through  each  ftriking  feature  ftreams  your 

foul! 

The  foul's  bright  meanings  heighten  beauty's  fires  : 
Your  looks,  your  thoughts,  your  deeds,  each  grace 
infpires  ! 

Know  then,   if  rank'd  with  monarchs,    here 

you  (land, 

What  fate  declines,  you  from  the  mufe  demand! 
Each  grace  that  (hone  of  old  in  each  fam'd  fair, 
Or  may  in  modern  dames  refinement  wear; 
Whate'er  juft,  emulative  thoughts  purfue, 
[s  all  confirm'd,  is  all  ador'd  in  you ! 
If  godlike  bofoms  pant  for  power  to  blefs, 
[f  'tis  a  monarch's  glory' to  redrefs  ; 
In  confcious  majefty  you  fliine  ferene, 
In  thought  a  heroine,  and  in  a&  a  queen. 

VERSES. 

OCCASIONED  BY  READING  MR.  AARON    HILL*3 
POEM,    CALLED  "  GIDEON." 

The  lines  marked  thut  *  '  are  taken  from  Gideon. 

LET  other  poets  poorly  fing 

Their  flatteries  to  the  vulgar  great ! 
Her  airy  flight  let  wandering  fancy  wing, 

And  rival  nature's  mod  luxuriant  (lore, 
To  fwell  fome  monfter's  pride,  who  (hamcs  a  ftatr, 

Or  form  a  wreath  to  crown  tyrannic  power! 
Thou,  who  inform'dft  this  clay  with  aclive  fire  I 

Do  thou,  fypreme  of  powers  !  my  thoughts  re- 
fine, 
And  with  thy  pureft  heat  my  foul  infpire, 

That  with  Hillarius'  worth  my  verfe  may  (hinel 

As  thy  lov'd  Gideon  once  fet  Ifracl  free, 

So  he  with  fweet,  feraphic  lays 

*  Redeems  the  ufe  of  captive  poetry,'  [praife. 

Which  firft  was  form'd  to  fpeak  thy  glorious 

Mofes,  with  an  enchanting  tongue, 
Pharoah's  juft  overthrow  fublimely  fung  ! 

When  Saul  and  Jonathan  in  death  were  laid, 
Surviving  David  felt  the  foftening  fire ! 

And,  by  the  Great  Almighty's  tuneful  aid, 
Wak'd  into  endlefs  life  his  mournful  lyre. 
Their  different  thoughts,  met  in  Hillarius'  fong, 
Roll  in  one  channel  more  divinely  ftrong  ! 

With  Pindar's  fire  his  verfe's  fpirit  flies, 

*  Wafted  in  charming  mufic  through  the  air !' 

Unftop'd  by  clouds,  it  reaches  to  the  Ikies, 
And  joins  with  angel's  hallelujahs  there, 
Flows  mix'd,  and  fweetly  ftrikes  th'  Almighty's  ear 

Rebels  (hould  blufli  when  they  his  Gideon  fee  ! 
That  Gideon  born  to  fet  his  country  free. 

O  that  fuch  heroes  in  each  age  might  rife, 
Brightening  through  vapours  like  the  morning-ftar, 

Generous  to  triumph,  and  in  council  wife  ! 
Gentle  in  peace,  but  terrible  in  war  ! 

When  Gideon,  Oreo,  Hyram,  Shimron  (hinc 
Fierce  in  the  blaze  of  war  as  they  engage  ! 
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Great  bard  !  what  energy,  but  thine, 
Could  reach  the  vaft  defcription  of  their  rage  ? 
Or  when,  to  cruel  foes  betray'd, 
Sareph  and  Hamar  call  for  aid, 

Loft,  and  bewildtr'd  in  defpair, 
How  piercing  are  the  haplefs  lover's  cries  ! 
What  tender  ftrokes  in  melting  accents  rife  I 

Oh,  what  a  mafterpiece  of  pity's  there  ? 
Nor  goodly  Joah  fhows  thy  fwcetnefs  lefs, 
When,  like  kind  heaven,  he  frees  them  from  dif- 
trefs ! 

Hail  thou,  whofe  verfe,  a  living  image,  fhines, 
la  Gideon's  character  your  own  you  drew ! 

As  there  the  graceful  patriot  mines, 
We  in  that  image  bright  Hillarius  view  ! 

Let  the  low  crowd,  who  love  unwholefome  fare, 
When  in  thy  words  the  breath  of  angels  flows, 

Like  grofs-fed  fpirits,  fick  in  purer  air, 
TBeir  earthly  fouls  by  their  dull  tafte  difclofe  ! 

Thy  dazzling  genius  fhines  too  bright !     [light. 

And  they,  like  fpe&res,  fhun   the  ftreams  of 

But  while  in  fhades  of  ignorance  they  ftray,   ~^ 
Found  thee  rays  of  knowledge  play,  J. 

*  Attd  fliow  thee  glittering  in  abftracled  day,'    J 

TO  THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

I&SSY,  COUNTESS  OF  ROCHFORD, 

J>auglter  of  tf,e  late  Earl  Rivers — when  with  CblU. 

As  when  the  fun  walks  forth  in  flaming  gold, 
Mean  plants  may  fmile,  3nd  humble  flowers  unfold, 
.The  low-laid  lark  the  diftant  sether  wings, 
And,  as  fhe  foars,  her  daring  anthem  fings ; 
So,  when  thy  charms  celeftial  views  create, 
My  fmiling  fong  furmoimts  my  gloomy  fate. 
Thy  angel-embryo  prompts  my  towering  lays, 
Claims  my  fond  wifn,  and  fires  my  future  praife  : 
May  it,  if  male,  its  grandfire's  image  wear ; 
Or  in  its  mother's  charms  confefs  the  fair ; 
At  the  kind  birth  may  each  mild  planet  wait  ; 
Soft  be  the  pain,  but  prove  the  bleffing  great,  [reft  ! 
Hail,  Rivers !    hallow'd  fliadc  !    defcend  from 
Defcend  and  fmile,  to  fee  thy  Rochford  bleft:  [run, 
Weep  not  the  fcenes  through  which  my  life  muft 
Though  fate,  fleet-footed,  fcents  thy  languid  fon. 
The  bar  that,  darkening,  crofs'd  my  crefted  claim, 
Yields  at  her  charms,  and  brightens  in  their  flame  : 
That  blood  which,  honour'd,  in  thy  Rochford 

reigns, 

In  cold,  unwilling  wanderings  trac'd  my  veins. 
Want's  wintery  realm  froze  hard  around  my  view; 
And  fcorn's  keen  blafts  a  cutting  anguifh  blew. 
To  fuch  fad  weight  my  gathering  griefs  were 

wrought,  [thought ! 

Life   feem'd  not   life,  but  when  convuls'd  with 
Decreed  beneath  a  mother's  frown  to  pine, 
IViadneis  were  eafe,  to  mifery  form'd  like  mine  ! 
Yet  my  mufe  waits  thee  through  the  realms  of 

day, 

Where  lambent  lightnings  round  thy  temples  play. 
Sure  my  fierce  woes  will,  like  thofe  fires,  refine, 
Thus  loic  their  torture,  and  thus  glorious  fhine  ! 
And  now  the  mufe  heaven's  milky  path  furveys, 
With  thee,  'twixt  pendent  worlds,  it  wondering 
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Worlds  which,  unnumber'd  as  thy  virtues, 
Round  funs — fix'd,  radiant  emblems  of  thy  foi 
Hence  lights  refracted  run  through  diftant 
Changeful  on  azure  plains  in  quivering  dyes  ! 
So  thy  mind  darted  through  its  earthy  frame, 
A  wide,  a  various,  and  a  glittering  flame. 

Now  a  new  fcene  enormous  luftre  brings, 
Now  feraphs  fhade  thee  round  with  fiiver  wir 
In  angel-forms  thou  feeft  thy  Rochford  fhine  ; 
In  each  fweet  form  is  trac'd  her  beauteous  line! 
Such  was  her  foul,  ere  this  felecled  mould 
Sprung  at  thy  wifh,  the  fparkling  life  t'  infold 
So  amidft  cherubs  fhone  her  fon  refin'd, 
Are  infant-flefh  the  new-form'd  foul  cnflirin'd! 
So  fhall  a  fcquent  race  from  Rochford  rife, 
The  world's  fair  pride — defcendants  of  the  fkief, 

TO  THE  EXCELLENT  MIRANDA, 

CONSORT  OF  AARON   HILL,  ESq.  ON  READING  HI 
POEMS. 

EACH  foftcning  charm  of  Clio's  fmiling  fong, 
Montague's  foul,  which  fhines  divinely  ftrong, 
Thefe  blend,  with  graceful  eafe,  to  form  thy  rhyr 
Tender  yet  chafte  ;  fweet-fnunding,  yet  fublime^ 
Wifdom  and  wit  have  made  thy  works  their  care, 
Each  paffion  glows,  refin'd  by  precept,  there  : 
To  fair  Miranda's  form  each  grace  is  kind ; 
The  mufes  and  the  virtues  tune  thy  mind. 

%  VERSES  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

POLLT-,  from  me,  though  now  a  love-fick  youth/ 
Nay,  though  a  poet,  hear  the  voice  of  truth  1 
Polly,  you're  not  a  beauty,  yet  you're  pretty  ; 
So  grave,  yet  gay  j  fo  filly,  yet  fo  witty  ; 
A  heart  of  foftnefs,  yet  a  tongiie  of  fatire; 
You've  cruelty,  yet,  ev'n  with  that,  good  nature  : 
Now  ycu  are  free,  and  now  referv'd  awhile ; 
Now  a  forc'd  frown  betrays  a  willing  fmile. 
Reproach'd  for  abfence,  yet  your  fight  deny'd  ; 
My  tongue  you  filence,  yet  my  filence  chide, 
tiow  would  you  chide  me,  (hould  your  fex  defame-! 
Yet,  fhould  they  praife,  grow  jealous,  and  exclaim. 
If  I  defpair,  with  fome  kind  look  yen*  blefs ; 
But  if  I  hope,  at  once  all  hope  fupprefs. 
You  fcorn;  yet  fhould  my  paffion  chan£d,  or  fail", 
Too  late  you'd  whimper  out  a  fofter  tale. 
You  love  ;  yet  from  your  lover's  wifh  retire; 
Doubt,  yet  difcern  v  deny,  and  yet  defire. 
Such,  Polly,  are  your  fex — part  truth,  part  fiction, 
Some  thought, much  whim,  and  all  a  contradiclion, 

THE  GENTLEMAN. 

ADDRESSED  TO  JOHN  JOL1FFE,    ESQ. 

A  DECENT  mein,  an  elegance  of  drefe, 
Words,  which,  at  eafe,  each  winning  grace  exprefs; 
A  life,  where  love,  by  wifdom  pohm'd,  fhines, 
Where  wifdom's  felf  again,  by  love,  refines ; 
Where  we  to  chance  for  friendfhip  never  trufty 
tfor  ever  dread  from  fudden  whim  difguft ; 
To  focial  manners,  and  the  heart  humane ; 
A  nature  ever  great,  and  never  vain; 
A  wit,  that  no  licentious  pertnefs  knows  ; 
The  frnfe,  that  unaffummg  candour'  fhows; 
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Reafon,  by  narrow  principles  uncheck'd, 
Slave  to  no  party,  bigot  to  no  fecft  ; 
Knowledge  of  various  life,  of  learning  too  ; 
Thence  tafte  ;  thence  truth,  which  will  from  tafte 

enf«e : 

Unwilling  cenfure,  though  a  judgment  clear ; 
A  fmile  indulgent,  and  that  fmile  fincere; 
An  humble,  though  an  elevated  mind; 
A  pride,  its  pleafure  but  to  ferve  mankind  : 
If  thefe  efteem  and  admiration  raife ; 
Give  true  delight,  and  gain  unflattering  praife, 
In  one  wifh'd  view,  th'  accompliuVd  man  we  fee; 
Thefe  graces  all  are  thine,  and  thou  art  he. 

CHARACTER 

OF  THE  REV.  JAMES  FOSTER. 
******  * 


FROM  Codex  hear,  ye  ecclefiaftic  men, 
This  paftoral  charge  to  Webfter,  Stebbing,  Ven  ; 

Attend,  ye  emblems  of  your  P 's  mind  1 

Mark  faith,  mark  hope,  mark  charity,  defin'd; 
On  terms,  whence  no  ideas  ye  can  draw, 
Pin  well  your  faith,  and  then  pronounce  it  law  ; 
Firft  wealth,  a  crofier  next,  your  hope  enflame ; 
And  next  church-power — a  power  o'er  confcience, 

claim ; 

In  modes  of  worfhip  right  of  choice  deny; 
Say,  to  convert,  all  means  are  fair  ; — add,  why  ? 
'Tis  charitable — let  your  power  decree, 
That  perfecution  then  is  charity ; 
Call  reafon  error  ;  forms,  not  things,  difplay  ; 
Let  moral  doctrine  to  abftrufe  give  way; 
Sink  demonftration  ;  myftery  preach  alone; 
Be  thus  religion's  friend,  and  thus  your  own. 
But  Fofler  well  this  honeft  truth  extends— 
Where  myftery  begins,  religion  ends. 

In  him,  great  modern  miracle  !  we  fee 

A  prieft,  from  avarice  and  ambition  free ; 

One,  whom  no  perfecting  fpirit  fires;. 

Whofe  heart  and  tongue  benevolence  iufpires  : 

Learn'd,  not  affuming  ;  eloquent,  yet  plain ; 

Meek,  though  not  timorous;   confcious,  though 
not  vain ; 

Without  craft,  reverend  ;  holy,  without  cant ; 

Zealous  for  truth,  without  enthufiaft  rant. 

His  faith,  where  no  credulity  is  feen, 

'  Twixt  infidel  and  bigot,  marks  the  mean  ; 

His  hope,  no  mitre  militant  on  earch, 

'Tis  that  bright  crown,  which  heaven  referves  for 
worth. 

A  prieft,  in  charity  with  all  mankind, 

His  love  to  virtue,  not  to  fedl  confin'd  : 

Truth  his  delight ;  from  him  it  flames  abroad, 

From  him,  who  fears  no  being,  but  his  God. 

In  him  from  Chriftian,  moral  light  can  fhine; 

Not  mad  with  myftery,  hut  a  found  divine ; 

He  wins  the  wife  and  good,  with  realbn's  lore  ; 

T^en  {hikes  their  paffions  with  pathetic  power; 

Where  vice  erects  her  head,  rebukes  the  page ; 

Mk'd  with  rebuke,  pecfviaiivs  charms  engage ; 


Charms,  which  th%  unthinking  muft  to  thought 

excite ; 

Lo !  vice  lefs  vicious  !  virtue  more  uptight : 
Him  copy,  Codex,  that  the  good  and  wile, 
Who  fo  abhor  thy  heart,  and  head  defpife, 
May  fee  thee  now,  though  late,  redeem  thy  name, 
And  glorify  what  clfe  is  damn'd  to  fame. 

But  ihould  fome  churchman,  apeing  wit  fevere, 
The  poet's  fure  turn'd  Baptift — fay,  and  fneer; 
Shame  en  that  narrow  mind  fo  often  known, 
Which  in  one  mode  of  faith,  owns  worth  alone. 
Sneer' on,  rail,  wrangle!  nought  this  truth  repels— 
Virtue  is  virtue,  wherefoe'er  fhe  dwells ; 
And  fure,  where  learning  gives  her  light  to  Ihrae, 
Her's  is  all  praife — if  her's,  'tis  Fofter,  thine. 
Thee  boaft  diflenters  ;  we  with  pride  may  own 
Our  Tillotfon ;  and  Rome,  her  Fenelon  *. 

THE  POET'S  DEPENDANCE 

ON  A  STATESMAN. 

SOME  feem  to  hint,  and  others  proof  will  bring1, 
That,  from  neglect,  my  numerous  hardships  fpring „ 
Seek  the  great  man  !  they  cry — 'tis  then  decreed, 
In  him,  if  I  court  fortune,  I  fucceed. 

What  friends  to  fecond  ?  who  forme  fhould  fue, 
Have  intereftsy  partial  to  themfelves,  in  view. 
They  own  my  matchlefs  fate  companion  draws  •- 
They  all  wifh  well,  lament,  but  drop  my  caufe. 

There  are  who  alk  no  penfion,  want  no  place, 
No  title  wifh,  and  would  accept  no  grace. 
Can  I  entreat,  they  fhould  for  me  obtain 
The  leaft,  who  greateft  for  themfelves  difdain  ? 
A  ftatefman,  knowing  this,  unkind,  will  cry, 
Thofe   love  him :    let   thofe   ferve    him : — why 
fhould  I  ? 

Say,  fhall  I  turn  where  lucre  points  my  views ; 
At  firft  defert  my  friends,  at  length  abufe  ? 
But,  on  lefs  terms,  in  promife  he  complies  : 
Years  bury  years,  and  hopes  on  hopes  arife  ; 
I  truft,  am  truftcd  on  my  fairy  gain  ; 
And  woes  on  woes  attend,  an  endiefs  train. 

Be  pofts  difpos'd  at  will! — I  have,  for  thefe, 
No  gold  to  plead,  no  impudence  to  teaze. 
All  fecret  fervice  from  my  foul  I  hate; 
All  dark  intrigues  of  pleafure,  or  of  ftate. 
I  have  no  power,  eledtion-votes  to  gain  ; 
No  will  to  hackney  out  polemic  ftrain  ; 
To  fhape,  as  time  fhall  ferve,  my  verfe,  or  profe, 
To  flatter  thence,  nor  flur,  a  courtier's  foes; 
Nor  him  to  daub  with  praife,  if  I  prevail; 
Nor  fhock'd  by  him  with  libels  to  affail. 
Where  thefe  are  not,  what  claim  to  me  belongs  ? 
Though  mine   ths   mufe  and   virtue,  birth  and 
wrongs. 

Where  lives  the  ftatefman,  fo  in  honour  clear, 
To  give  where  he  has  nought  to  hope,  nor  fear  ? 

*  In  tins  claraEier  of  the  Rev  James  Fofler ,  frut& 
guided  the  pen  of  the  mufe  Mr.  Pope  paid  a  tribute:' 
to  the  inodcji  ivorth  of  this  excellent  man  :  little  did  he 
imagine  his  JRev.  Annotat9r  tuould  endeavour  to  convert' 
his  praife  into  abufe.  T^he  character  and  -writings  of 
Fojler  tvill  be  admired  and  read,  when  the  ivorki  of  tttt 
bitter  controvcrfialijl  are  forgotten. 
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No ! — there  to  feek,  is  but  to  find  frefh  pain  : 
The  promife  broke,  rencw'd,  and  broke  again ; 
To  be,  as  humour  deigns,  receiv'd,  refWd  ; 
By  turn  s  a  [fronted,  and  by  turns  amus'd; 
To  lofe  that  timc,which  worthier  thoughts  require; 
To  lofe  the  health,  which  fhould  thofe  thoughts 

infpire ; 

To  ftarve  and  hope ;  or,  like  camelions,  fare 
On  rninifterial  faith,  which  means  but  air. 

But  ftilljUndrooping,  I  the  crewdifdain, 
"Who,  or  by  jobs,  or  libels,  wealth  obtain. 
Ne'er  let  me  be,  through  thofe,  from  want  exempt; 
In  one  man's  favour,  in  the  world's  contempt : 
Worfe  in  my  own  ! — through  thofe,  to  pods  who 

rife, 

Themfelves,  in  fecret,  mud  themfclves  defpifc; 
Vile,  and  more  vile,  till  they,  at  length,  difclaim 
Not  fenfc  alone  of  glory,  but  of  fhame. 

What  though  I  hourly  fee  the  fervile  herd, 
For  meanncfs  honour'd,  and  for  guilt  prefer'd ; 
See  felfifh  paflion,  public  virtue  feem; 
And  public  virtue  an  enthufiaft  dream; 
See  favour'd  falfehood,  innocence  belied, 
Meeknefs  deprefd,  and  power-elated  pride ; 
A  fcene  will  (how,  all-righteous  vifion  hafte  ; 
The  meek  exalted,  and  the  proud  debas'd  !— 
Oh,  to  be  there !— to  tread  that  friendly  (bore, 
Where  falfehood,  pride,    and   ftatcfmen   are  no 
more ! 

But  ere  indulg'd---ere  fate  my  breath  fhall  claim, 
A  poet  dill  is  anxious  after  fame. 
What  future  fame  would  my  ambition  crave  ? 
This  were  my  wifh — could  ought  my  memory 

fave, 

Say,  when  in  death  my  forrows  lie  repos'd, 
That  my  pad  life  no  venal  view  difclos'd  ; 
Say,  I  well  knew,  while  in  a  ftate  obfture, 
Without  the  being  bafe,  the  being  poor  ; 
Say,  I  had  parts,  too  moderate  to  tranfcend  : 
Yet  fenfe  to  mean,  and  virtue  not  t'  offend  ; 
My  heart  fupplying  what  my  head  denied, 
Say  that, by  Pope  efte«m'd  I  liv'd  and  died; 
Whofe  writings  the  beft  rules  to  write  could  give ; 
Whofe  life  the  nobler  fcience  how  to  live. 

AN  EPISTLE 

TO  DAMON  AND  DELIA. 

HEAR  Damon,  Delia  hear,  in  candid  lays, 
Truth  without  anger,  without  flattery,  praife  ! 
A  bookifh  mind,  with  pedantry  unfraught, 
Of  a  fedate,  yet  never  gloomy  thought : 
Prompt  to  rejoice,  when  others  plcafure  know, 
And  prompt  to  feel  the  pang  for  others  woe  ; 
To  foften  faults,  to  which  a  foe  is  prone, 
And,  in  a  friend's  perfection,  praife  your  own  : 
A  will  fincere,  unknown' to  felfilh  views; 
A  heart  of  love,  of  gallantry  a  mufe  ; 
A  delicate,  yet  not  a  jealous  mind; 
A  paflion  ever  fond,  yet  never  blind, 
Glowing  with  amorous,  yet  with  guiltlefs  fires, 
In  ever-eager,  never  grofs  defires  : 
A  fnodtft  honour,  f acred  t©  contain 
From  tattling  vanity,  when  fmjies  you  gain; 


Conftant,  mod  pleas'd  when  beauty  moft 

plcafe  : 
Damon  !  your  picture's  fhown  in  tints  like  tr 

Say,  Delia  !  muft  I  chide  you  or  commend  ? 
Say,  muft  I  be  your  flatterer  or  your  friend  ? 

To  praife  no  graces  in  a  rival  fair, 
Nor  your  own  foibles  in  a  filler  fpare ; 
Each  lover's  billet,  bantering,  to  reveal, 
And  never  know  one  fecret  to  conceal ; 
Young,  fickle,  fair,  a  levity  inborn, 
To  treat  all  fighing  flaves  with  flippant  fcorn  ; 
An  eye,  expreflive  of  a  wandering  mind  : 
Nor  this  to  read,  nor  that  to  think  inclin'd ; 
Or  when  a  book,  or  thought,  from  whim  ret. 
Intent  on  fongs  or  novels,  drefs  or  cards ; 
Choice  to  felect  the  party  of  delight, 
To  kill  time,  thought,  and  fame,  in  frolic  flight 
To  flutter  here,  to  flurry  there  on  wing; 
To  talk,  to  teaze,  to  Cmper,  or  to  Cng ; 
To  prude  it,  to  coquet  it— him  to  truft, 
Whofe  vain,  loofe  life,  fhould  caution  or  difguft  ; 
Him   to   diflike,    whofe    modeft   worth    " 

pleafe. — 

Say,  is  your  picture  fhown  in  tints  like  thefe  ? 
Your's! — you  deny  it— Hear  the  point  then  tru 
Let  judgment,  truth,  the  mufe,  and  love  decide. 
What  your's ! — Nay,  faireft  trifler,  frown  not  fo  : 
Is  it  r  the  mufe  with  doubt — Love  anfwers  NO  : 
You  fmile — Is't  not  ?  Again  the  queflion  try  :  — 
Yes,  judgment  thinks,  and  truth  will  YE>,  reply. 

TO  MISS  M  *  *  *  H  *  *  *  *, 

SENT  WITH   MR.  POPE*d  WORKS. 

SEE  female  vice  and  female  folly  here, 
Raillied  with  wit  polite,  or  lafh'dfevere  : 
Let  Pope  prefent  fuch  objects  to  our  view ; 
Such  are,  my  fair,  the  fall  reverfe  of  you. 
Rapt  when,  to  Loddon's  dream  *  from  Windfor'$ 

fbades, 

He  fings  the  modeft  charms  of  fylvan  maids; 
Dear  Burford's  hills  in  memory's  eye  appear, 
And  Luddal's  fpring  f  ftill  murmurs  in  my  ear  : 
But  when  you  ceafe  to  blefs  my  longing  eyes, 
Dumb  is  the  fpring,  the  joy lefs  pro fpect  dies  : 
Come  then,  my  charmer,  come !  here  tranfport 

reigns ! 

New  health,  new  youth,  infpirits  all  my  veins. 
Each  hour  let  intercuurfe  of  hearts  employ, 
Thou  life  of  lovelinef* !  thou  foul  of  joy  ! 
Love  wakes  the  birds — oh,  hear  each  melting  lay ! 
Love  warms  the  world — come  charmer,  come  a- 

way  ! 

But  hark  !— immortal  Pope  refumesthe  lyre  1 
Diviner  airs,  diviner  flights,  infpire  : 
Hark  where  an  angel's  language  tunes  the  line  ! 
Ste  where  the  thoughts  and  looks  of  angels  ftiine  ! 
Here  he  pour'd  all  the  mufic  of  your  tongue, 
And  all   your  looks   and  thoughts,  uucor.lcious, 

fung. 

*  Alluding  to  the  beautiful  Effidt  of  LttdJonat  in 
Windf,r  lore/I. 

•f  Afpring  near  EvrfcrJ. 


•  X   THE  RECOVERT  OF 

A  LADY  OF  QUALITY 
From  tie  Small-Pox. 

a  lov'd  fair  had  blcfs'd  her  confort's  fight 
With  amorous  pride,  and  undiilurb'd  delight  ; 
Till  death,  grown  envious  with  repugnant  aim, 
Frown' d  at  their  joys, and  urg'd  a  tyrant's  claim. 
He  fummons  each  difeafe  ! — the  noxious  crew, 
Writhing,  in  dire  diftortions,  ftrike  his  view  ! 
From  various  plagues,  which  various  naturesknow, 
Forth  rufhes  beauty's  fear'd  and  fervent;  foe. 
Fierce  to  the  fair,  the  miffile  mifchitf  flies, 
The  fangrine  ftreams  in  raging  ftrments  rife! 

S  ignipotenr,  through  every  vein, 
Han^s  0:1  the  bt2.fi,  and  burns  around  the  brain  ! 
JJov/  a  dull  damp  the  charmer's  luftre  dims  I 
Sad  o'er  her  eyes  the  livid  languor  fwims  ! 
Her  eye?,  that  with  a  glance  could  joy  infpire, 
Like  fetting  ftars,  fcarce  (hoot  a  glimmering  fire. 
Here  ftandsher  confort,  fore,  with  anguifh,  preft, 
Grief  in  his  eye,  and  terror  in  his  bread. 
The  Paphian  graces,  fmit  with  anxious  care, 
In  filent  forrow  weep  the  waining  fair. 
JEight  funs,  fucceiEve,  roll  their  fire  away, 
.And  eight  flow  nights  fee  their  detp  {hades  decay 
While  thefe  revolve,  though  mute  each  mufe  ap- 
pears, 

Each  fpeaking  eye  drop?  eloquence  in  tears. 
On  the  ninth  noon,  great  Phoebus,  liftenirg  bend»! 
On  the  ninth  noon,  each  voice  in  prayer  afccnds  \ — 
Great  god  of  li^ht,  of  fong,  and  phyfic's  art, 
Reftore  the  languid  fair,  new  foul  impart ! 
Her  beauty,  wit,  and  virtue  claim  thy  care, 
And  thine  own  bounty's  altnoft  rival'd  there. 
I    £ach  pau«'d.     The  god  affents.     \Vould  death 

advance  ? 

fcicebus,  unfcen,  arrefts  the  threatening  lance  I 
•)own  from  his  orb  a  vivid  influence  ftreams, 
Kind  quickening  earth  imbibes  falubrious  beams ; 
Kach  balmy  plant,  increafe  of  virtue  knows, 
And  art,  infpir'd,  with  all  her  patron,  glows. 
The  charmer's  opening  eye,  kind  hope,  reveals, 
i.npe,  her  confort's  bread  enlivening  feels. 
Each  grace  revives,  each  mufc  refumes  the  lyre, 
Each  beauty  brightens  with  re-lumin'd  fire. 
As  health's  aufpicious  powers  gay  life  difplay, 
Death,  fullen  at  the  fight,  ftaiks  flow  away. 

THE    FRIEND. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  AARON   HILL 


OUT  lov'd  Hill,  O  thou  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  charm,  to  mend,  and  to  adorn  mankind! 
To  thee  my  hopes,  fears,  joy?,  and  forrovvs  tend 
Thou  brother,  father,  nearer  yet ! — thou  friend  1 

If  worldly  friendfhips  oft  cement,  divide, 
As  interests  vary,  or  as  whims  prefide ; 
If  leagues  of  luxury  borrow  friendship's  light, 
Or  leagues  fubverfive  of  all  focial  right : 
O  fay,  my  Hill,  in  what  propitious  fphere, 
Gain  we  the  friend,  pure,  knowing,  and  finccre 
Tis  where  the  worthy  and  the  wife  retire; 
There  wealth  may  learn  its  ufe,  may  love  infpir 

.  vm. 
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here  may  young  worth,  the  nnblefl  end  obtain, 
n  want  my  friends,  in  friends  may  knowledge 

gain  ; 

knowledge  blifs ;  for  wifdom  virtue  fintls, 
nd  brightens  mortal  to  immortal  minds, 
i.nd  then  my  wrongs,  if  love,  like  y-urs,  fuc- 

ceed; 

ror  you,  like  virtue,  are  a  friend  indeed. 
Oft  when  you  faw  my  youth  wild  error  know, 
eproof,  foft-hinted,  taught  the  blufh  to  glow. 
Ycung  and  ur.form'd,  you  firft  my  genius  rais'd, 
uft  iinil'd  when  faulty  ;    and  wlun   moderate; 

prais'd. 

VTe  fhun'cl,  me  ruin'd,  fuch  a  mother's  rage  I 
You  lung,  till  pity  wept  o'er  every  page. 
You  call'd  my  lays  and  wrongs  to  early  fame ; 
ret,  yet,  th*  obdurate  mother  felt  no  ihame. 
Jierc'd  as  I  was  1  your  counfel  foften'd  care, 
"o  cafe  turn'd  anguifh,  and  to  hope  dcfpair. 
'he  man  who  never  wound  afflictive  iirels, 
le  never  felt  the  balmy  worth  that  heats. 
Welcome  the  wound,  when  blefb  with  fuch  relief  \ 
7or  deep  is  felt  the  friend,  when  felt  in  grief. 

From  you  fhall  never,  but  with  life,  remove 
Afpiring  genius,  condefcending  lov?. 
When  fome,  with  cold,  fuperior  looks,  redrtfs, 
Idief  feems  infulr,  and  confirms  di" 
u>u,  when  you  view  the  maa  with  wrongs  be* 

fieg'd, 
While  warm  you  act  th'  obligcr,  feem  th'  oblig'd. 

All-winning  mild  to  each  of  lowly  flate  ; 
To  equals  free,  unfervile  to  the  gr?at; 
Greatnefs  you  honour,  when  by  worth  acquir'd ; 
Worth  is  by  worth  in  every  rank  admir'd. 
Greatnefs  you  fcorn,  when  titles  infult  fpeak ; 
Proud  to  vain  pride,  to  honour'd  meeknefs  meek 
1  hat  worthlefs  bills,  which  others  court,  you  fly ; 
That  worthy  woe,  they  (hun,  attracls  your  eye. 
But  fhall  the  mufe  refound  alone  your  praife; 
No — let  the  public  friend  exalt  her  lays  ! 
O  trace  that  friend  with  me ! — he's  ycur's '. — he'* 

mine '. — 
The  world's — beneficent  behold  him  fhlne ! 

Is  wealth  his  fphere  ?     If  riches,  like  a  tide, 
From  either  India  pour  their  golden  pride; 
Rich  in  good  works,  him  others  wants  employ ; 
He  gives  the  widow's  heart  to  fing  for  joy. 
To  orphans,  prifoners,  fhall  his  bounty  flow  ; 
The  weeping  family  of  want  and  woe. 

Is  knowledge  his  ?  Benevolently  great, 
In  leifure  aclive,  and  in  care  fcdute  ; 
What  aid,  his  little  wealth  perchance  denies, 
In  each  hard  inftance  his  advice  fupplies. 
With  inodeft  truth  Us  fets  the  wandering  right ; 
And  gives  religion  pure,  primaeval  light; 
In  love  diffufive,  as  in  light  refinM, 
The  liberal  emblem  of  his  Maker's  mind.  - 

Is  power  his  orb  ?  He  then,  Jike  power  divine, 
On  all,  though  with  a  varied  ray,  will  (hinc. 
Ere  power  was  his,  the  man  he  once  carefs'd, 
Meets  the  fame  faithful  fmiic,  and  mutual  breaft ; 
But  aik  his  friend  fome  dignity  of  ftate; 
HU  friend,  unequal  to  th'  i:;cu:ul:ciit  weight  ? 
Aiks  it  a  ftranger,  one  whom  parts  infpire 
With  all  a  people'*  welfare  would  require  . 
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His  chbice  admits  no  paufe  ;  his  gift  will  prove 

All  private,  well  abforb'd  in  public  love. 

He  ihields  his  country,  when  for  aid  fhe  calls  ; 

Or,  fhoutd  fhe  fall,  with  her  he  greatly  falls  : 

But,  as  proud  Rome,  with  guilty  conqueft  crown'd, 

Spread  flavery,  death  and  de'folatiori  round, 

Should  e'er  his  country,  for  dominion's  prize, 

Againfc  the  fons  of  men  a  faction  rife, 

Glory  in  hers,  is  in  his  eye  difgrace; 

The  friend  of  truth  ;  the  friend  of  human  race. 

Thus  to  no  one,  no  feet,  no  clime  confin'd, 
His  boundlefs  love  embraces  all  mankind  ; 
And  all  their  virtues  in  his  life  are  known  ; 
And  all  their  joys  and  forrows  are  his  own. 

Thefe  art  the  lights,  where  ftands  that  friend 

cohfeft  ; 

This,  this  the  fpirit,  which  informs  thy  breaft. 
Through  fortune's  cloud  thy  genuine  worth  can 
mine;  {thine? 

"What  would'ft  thou  not,  were  wealth  and  greatnefs 

AN  EPISTLE 

TO  MR.  JOHN  DYER,  AUTHOR  OF  GRONGAR-HILL, 
In  Anfiotr  to  bis  from  the  Country  *. 

Now  various  birds  in  melting  concert  fing, 
And  hail  the  beauty  of  thd  opening  fpring  : 
Uow  to  thy  dreams  the  nightingale  complains, 
Till  the  lark  wakes  thee  with  her  cheerful  {trains; 
Wakes,  in  thy  verfe  and  friendfhip  ever  kind, 
Melodious  comfort  to  iny  jarring  mind.  [fee, 

Oh  'could  my  foul  through  depths  of  knowledge 
Could  I  read  nature  and  mankind  like  thee, 
1  (hould  o'erccme,  or  bear  the  fhocks  of  fate, 
And  e'en  draw  envy  to  the  humbleft  ftatc, 
Thou  canfl  raife  honour  from  each  ill  event, 
From  (hocks  gain  vigour^  and  from  want  content. 

Think  not  light  poetry  my  life's  chief  cure  ! 
The  mufe's  manfion  is,  at  beft:,  but  air  ; 
But,  if  more  folid  works  my  meaning  forms, 
T  h1  unfinifh'd  ftructures  fall  by  fortune's  ftofms. 

Oft  have  I  faid  we  falfely  thofe  accufe, 
Whofe  "godlike  fouls  life's  middle  ftate  refufe. 
Self-love,  1  cry'd,  there  fecks  ignoble  reft; 
Care  fleeps  not  calm,  when  miliions  wake  unbleft  ; 
Mean  let  me  ihtink,  or  fprcad  fweet  fhade  o'er  all, 
Low  as'  the  fhrub,  or  as  the  cedar  tall'S— 
"  f  was  vain  !  'twas  wild  !  —I  fought  the  middle  ftate, 
And  found  the  good,  and  found1  the  truly  groat. 

Though  verfe  fan  never"  give  rrty  foul  her  aim; 
Though  action  only  claims  fublldntial  fames; 
Though  fate  denies  what  my  proud  Wants  require, 
Vet-grain  me,  heaven,  by  knov-Jiedge  to  afpirc  :  - 
Thus  to  inquiry  let  me  prompt  the  mind; 
Thus  clear  diruai'd  truth,  and  bid  her  blefs  man- 

kind ;' 

From  the  pierc'd  orphan  thus  draw  fhafts  of  grief! 
Arm  \fcant  with  patience,  and  teach  wealth  relief  f 
To  ferve  lov'd  liberty  infpire  nay  breath  ! 
Or,  if  my  life  be  ufeiefs,  grant  me  death  ; 
For  he,  who  ufclefs  ii  in  lite  furvey'd, 
|Jur:htns  that  world,  his  duty  bids  hiui  aid. 


Set  Iyer's 


Say,  what  have  honours  to  allure  the  mind, 
Which  he  gains  moft,  who  leaft  has  ferv'd  m« 

kind  ? 

Titles,  when  worn  by  fools,  I  dare  defpife ; 
Yet  they  claim  homage,  when  they  crown  the  wil 
When  high  diftin&ion  marks  dtfcrving  heirs, 
Defert  ftill  dignifies  the  mark  it  wears. 
But,  who  to  birth  alone  would  honours  owe  ? 
Honours,  if  true,  from  feeds  of  merit  grow. 
Thofe  trees,  with  fweeteft  charms,  invite  our 
Which,  from  our  own  cngraftment,  fruitful  rife. 
Still  we  love  beft  what  we  with  labour  gain, 
As  the  child's  dearer  for  the  mother's  pain. 

The  great  I  would  not  envy  nor  deride  ; 
Nor  ftoop  to  fwell  a  vain  fuperior's  pride ; 
Nor  view  an  equal's  hope  with  jealous  eyes  ; 
Nor.crufh  the  wretch  beneath  who  wailing  lies. 
My  fymputhizing  breall  his  grief  can  feel, 
And  my  eye  weep  the  wound  I  cannot  heal. 
Ne'er  among  friendfhips  let  me  fow  debate, 
Nor  by  another's  fall  advance  my  ftate ; 
Nor  mifufe  wit  again  ft  an  abfent  friend  : 
Let  me  the  virtues  of  a  foe  defend  '.         [weight ; 
In   wealth  and  want  true  minds  preferve  theic 
Meek,  though  exalted  ;  though  Jifgrac'd,  elate; 
Generous  and  grateful,  wrong'd  or  help'd  they  live; 
Grateful  to  ferve,  and  generous  to  forgive. 

This  may  they  learn,  who  clofe  thy  life  attend; 
Which,  dear  in  memory,  ftill  inftructs  thy  friend. 
Though  cruel  diftance  bars  my  groffer  eye, 
My  foul,  clear  lighted,  draws  thy  virtue  nigh  ; 
Through  her  deep  woe  that  quickening  comfort 

gleams, 
And  lights  up  fortitude  with  friendfhip's  beams. 

VERSES 

OCCASIONED    BY    THE    VICE-PRINCIPAL    OF 
ST.  MARY-HALL,    OXFORD. 

2W«jf  frffented  by  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Knight,  to  tb* 
Living  of  Godsjield  in  JLjfcx. 

WHILE  by  mean  arts  and  meaner  patrons  rife 
Priefts,  whom  the  learned  and  the  good  djfpife ; 
This  lees  fair  Kuight,  in  whcfe  tranfcendent  mind4 
Are  wifdom,  purity,  and  truth  enfhrin'd. 
A  modeft  merit  now  fhe  plans  to  lift, 
Thy  living,  Godsfield  !  fulls  her  inftant  gift. 
Let  me  ((aid  ihe)  reward  alone  the  wife, 
And  make  the  church- revenue  virtue's  prize. 

She  fought  th,e  man  of  honeir.,  candid  breaft, 
In  faith,  in  works  of  goodnefs,  lull  expreit ; 
Though  young/yet  tutoring  academic  youth 
To  fcieiice  moral,  and  religious  truth. 
She  fought  where  the  difinterefted  friend, 
The  fcholar,  fage,  and  free  companion  blend  ; 
The  pleafing  poet,  and  the  deep  divine,       [thine. 
$he  fought,  fhe  found,  and,  Hart  1  the  prize  wuf 

F   U   L   V   I   A, 

A   POEM. 

LET  Fulvia's  wifdom  be  a  flave  to  will, 
Her  darling  pafiions,  fcandal  and  quadrille  ; 
On  frijnds  and  foes  her  tongue  a  fatire  knov/34 
Her  Jccds  a  furire  on  hsrlblf  alone. 
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On  her  poor  kindred  deigns  fhe.  word  or  look  ? 
*  Tis  cold  refpedl,  or  'tis  urijuft  rebuke  ; 
Worfe  when  good-natur'd,than  when  moft  fevere 
The  j  ft  impure  then  pains  the  modeft  ear. 
How  juft  the  fceptic  !   the  divine  how  odd  ! 
What  turns  of  wit  play  fmartly  on  her  god  I 
The  fates,  my  neareft  kindred,  foes  decree  : 
Pulvia,  when  piqu'd  at  them,  ftrait  pities  me. 
She,  like  Benevolence,  a  fmile  beftows, 
Favours  to  me  indulge  her  fpleen  to  thofe. 
The  banquet  ferv'd,  with  pec-relies  I  fit : 
She  tells  my  ftory,  and  repeats  my  wit. 
With  mouth  diftorted,  through  a  founding  nofe 
It  comes,  now  homelineis  mure  homely  grows. 
With  fee-faw  founds,  and  nonfenfe  not  my  own, 
She  flcrews  her  features,  and  ftie  cracks  her  tone. 
How  fine  your  baftard  i  why  fo  foft  a  ftrain  ? 
What,  fuch  a  mother?  fatinii'e  again  ! 

Oft  I  object — but  fix'd  is  Fulvia's  will — 
Ah  !  though  unkind,  ihe  is  my  mother  ftill ! 

The  verfe  now  flows,  the  manufcript  fhe  claims. 
*Tis  fam'd — The  fame  each  curious  fair  enflames  : 
The  wild-fire  runs  ;  from  copy,  copy  grows  : 
The  Bret*,  alarm'd,  a  fepatate  peace  propofe. 
'Tis  ratified — How  alter'd  Fulvia's  look  ! 
My  wit's  degraded,  and  my  caufe  forfook. 
Thu:>  fhe:   What's  poetry  but  to  amufe  ? 
Might  I  advife — there  are  more  folid  views. 
With  a  cool  air  (he  adds  :   This  tale  is  old  : 
Were  it  my  cafe,  it  ffaould  no  more  be  told. 
Complaints— had  I  been  worthy  to  advife-— 
You  know— But  when  are  wits,  like  women,  wife  ? 
Trye  it  may  take;  but,  think  whate'er  you  lift, 
All  love  the  fatire,  none  the  fatirift. 

I  ftart,  I  ftare,  (land  fix'd,  then  paufe  a  while ; 
Then  hefitate,  then  ponder  well,  then  fmile. 
Madam — a  penfion  loft — and  where's  amends  ! 
Sir,  (ihe  replies)  indeed  you'll  lofe  your  friends. 
Why  did  I  ftart  ?  'twas  but  a  change  of  wind — 
Or  the  fame  thing — the  lady  chang'd  her  mind. 
1  bow,  depart,  deipiie,  difcern  her  all : 
Nanny  revifits,  and  difgrac'd  I  fall. 

Let  Fulvia's  friendfhip  whirl  with  every  whim! 
A  reed,  a  weathercock,  a  (hade,  a  dream  : 
No  more  the  friendfhip  fhall  be  now  difplay'd 
By  weathercock,  or  reed,  or  dream,  or  fhade  ; 
To  Nanny  fix'd  unvarying  (hall  it  tend, 
For  fouls,' fo  form'd  alike,  were  form'd  to  blend. 

EPITAPH  ON  A  YOUNG  LADY. 
CLOS'D  are  thofe  eyes  that  beam'd  feraphic  fire  ; 
Cold  is  that  breaft  which  gave  the  world  defire  ; 
Mute  is  the  voice  where  winning  foftnefs  warm'd, 
Where  mufic  melted,  and  where  wifdom  charm'd, 
And  lively  wit,  which,  decently  confin'd, 
No  prude  e'er  thought  impure,  no  friend  unkind. 
Could  modeft  knowledge,  fair  untrifling  youth, 
Perfuafive  reafon  and  endearing  truth, 
Could  honour,  mown  in  friendfhips  moft  refin'd, 
And  fenfe,  that  fhieldsth' attempted  virtuous  mind; 
The  focial  temper  never  known  to  ftriie, 
The  heightening  graces  that  embelliih  life  ; 
Could  thefe  have  e'er  the  darts  of  death  defied, 
&T€t^r,  aii !  never  had  Mclinda  died  $ 


Nor  can  fhe  die— -ev'n  now  furvives  her  name, 
Immortaliz'd  by  friendfhip,  love,  and  fame. 

THE  GENIUS  OF  LIBERTY. 

A  POEiM. 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  DEPARTURE  OF  THE  PRINCi; 
AND   PRINCESS  OF   ORANGE. 

{Written  in  the  Tear  1734.) 

MILD  rofe  the  morn  !  the  face  of  nature  bright 
Wore  one  extenfive  fmile  of  calm  and  light ; 
Wide,  o'er  the  land,  did  hovering  filence  reign, 
Wide  o'er  the  blue  diffufion  of  the  main  ; 
When  lo  !  before  me,  on  the^fouthern  fhore, 
Stood  forth  the  power,  whom  Albion's  fons  adore  j 
Bleft  Liberty  !  whofe  charge  is  Albion's  ifle  ; 
Whom  reafon  gives  to  bloom,  and  truth  to  fmile  j 
Gives  peace  to  gladden,  fheltering  law  to  fprcad, 
Learning  to  lift  aloft  her  laurel'd  head, 
Rich  induftry  to  view,  with  pleafing  eyes. 
Her  fleets,  her  cities,  and  her  harvefts  rife. 
In  curious  emblems  every  art,  expreft, 
Glow'd  from  the  loom,  and  brighten'd  on  his  veft. 
Science  in  various  lights  attention  won, 
Wav'd  on  his  robe,  and  glitter'd  in  the  fun. 

My  words,  he  cried,  my  word  obfervance  claim : 
Refound,  ye  mufes;  and  receive  them,  fame  1 
Here  was  my  ftation,  when,  o'er  ocean  wide, 
The  great,  third  William,  ftretch'd  his  naval  pride: 
1  with  my  facred  influence  fwell'd  his  foul; 
Th'  cnflav'd  to  fee,  th'  enflaver  to  controul. 
In  vain  did  waves  difperfe,  and  winds  detain : 
He  came,  he  fav'd ;  in  his  was  feen  my  reign. 
How  juft,  how  great,  the  plan  his  foul  defign'd, 
To  humble  tyrants,  and  fecure  mankind  ! . 
Next  Marlborough  in  his  fteps  fuccefsful  trod  : 
This,  godlike  plann'd;  that,  finifh'd  like  a  god  ! 
And,  while  oppreffion  fled  to  realms  unknown, 
Europe  was  free,  and  Britain  glorious  {hone. 

Where  Naffau's  race  extenfive  growth  difplay'd^ 
There  freedom  ever  found  a  fheltering  fhade. 
Still  heaven  is  kind  ! — See,  from  the  princely  root. 
Millions  to  blefs,  the  BRANCH  aufpicious  fhoot ! 
He  lives,  he  fiourifhes,  his  honours  fpread ; 
Fair  virtues  blooming  on  his  youthful  head  : 
Nurfe  him,  ye  heavenly  dews,  ye  funny  rays, 
Into  firm  health,  fair  fame,  and  length  of  days  ! 

He  paus'd,  and  cafting  o'er  the  deep  his  eye, 
Where  the  la^  billow  fwells  into  the  iky, 
Where,  in  gay  vifion,  round  th'  horizon's  line, 
The  moving  clouds  with  various  beauty  fhine ; 
As  dropping  from  their  bofom,  ting'd  with  gold, 
Shoots  Vorth  a  fail,  amufive  to  behold ! 
Lo  '.  while  its  light  the  glowing  wave  returns, 
Broad  like  a  fun  the  bark  approaching  burns. 
Near,  and  more  near,  great  NafTau  foon  he  fpy'dA 
And  beauteous  Anna,  Britain's  cldeft  pride  ! 
Thus  fpoke  the  Genius,  as  advanc'd  the  fail — 
Hail,  blooming  hero  !  high-born  princefs,  hail  I 
Thy  charms  thy  mother's  love  of  truth  difpjay, 
Her  light  of  virtue,  and  her  beauty's  ray  ; 
tier  dignity;  which,  copying  the  divine, 
soi'cea'd,  through  condefcenfion,  learns  to 
S  f  ij 
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.Greatnefs  of  thought,  with  prudence  for  its  guide  ; 
Knowledge,  from  nature  and  from  art  fupply'd; 
To  nobleft  objects  pointed  various  ways  ; 
Pointed  by  judgment's  clear,  unerring  rays. 

What  manly  virtues  in  her  mind  excel  I 
Yet  on  her  heart  what  tender  paffions  dwell  ! 
For  ah  !  what  pangs  did  late  her  peace  deftroy, 
To  part  with  .thee,  fo  wont  to  give  her  joy  '.  [mien  ! 
How  heav'd  her  breaft,  how  faddcn'd  was  her 
All  in  the  mother  then  was  loft  the  queen. 
The  fwclling  tear  then  dimm'd  her  parting  view, 
The  ftruggling  figh  ftopp'd  fhort  her  lad  adieu  : 
Ev'n  now  thy  fancied  perils  fill  her  mind  ; 
The  fecret  rock,  rough  wave,  and  fifing  wind; 
The  flioal,  fo  treacherous,  near  the  tempting  land  ; 
Th'ingulphing  whirlpool,  and  thefwallowingfand; 
Thefc  fancied  perils  all,  by  day,  by  night, 
In  thoughts  alirni  her,  and  in  dreams  affright; 
For  thee  her  heart  unceafing  love  declares, 
In  doubts,  in  hope?,  in  wifhes,  and  in  prayers  ! 
Her  prayers  are  heard!  —  For  me,  'tis  thine  to  brave 
The  fand,  the  ihoal,  rock,  whirlpool,  wind,  and 

wave: 

Kind  fafety  waits,  to  waft  thee  gently  o'er, 
And  joy  to  greet  thee  on  the  Belgic  ihore.       [tell 

May  future  times,  when  their  fond  praife  would 
How  moft  their  favourite  characters  excel  ;  [dare, 
How  bleft!  How  great  !  —  then  may  their  fongs  dc- 
So  great  !  fo  bleft  1—  fuch  Anne  and  Naflau  were. 

E  GRyECO  RUF. 

Qui  te  videt  beatus  eft, 

Beatior  qui  te  audiet, 

Qui  bafiat  fcmideus  eft, 

Qui  te  potitur  eft  Deus.    BDCHANAN. 

TIIC  FOREGOING  LINES  PARAPHRASED. 


the  man,  who,  in  thy  fparkling  eye?, 

His  amorous  wiflies  fees,  reflecting,  play; 
Sees  little  laughing  Cupids,  glancing,  rife,' 

And,  in  foft-fwimming  languor,  die  away. 
Still  happier  he  !  to  whom  thy  meanings  roll, 

In  founds  which  love,  harmonious  love,  infpire; 
On  his  charm'd  ear  fits,  rapt,  his  lifteaing  foul, 

Till  admiiation  form  intenfe  defire. 
Half-deity  is  he  who  warm  may  prsfs 

Thy  lip,  foft-fweHing  to  the  kindling  kifs; 
And  may  that  Jip*affentive  warmth  exprefs, 

Till  love  draw  willing  love  to  ardent  blifs  ! 
Circling  thy  waift,  and  circled  in  thy  arms, 

Who,  melting  on  thy  mutual  melting  breaft, 
Entranc'd  enjoys  love's  whole  luxurious  charms, 

Js  all  a  God  1—  is  of  all  heaven  pofleft. 

THE  EMPLOYMENT  OF  BEAUTY. 

A  FOEM. 

Add.cJJto  Mrs.  Bridget  Jones,  a  young  Widow  Lady 
of  Llanelly,  L,aermartlenfbire. 

ONCT  i  fliing  fond  defirc  to  move, 

(Somriv'd  to  catch  the  heart  of  wandering  love. 
C->me,  pureil  atoms     beauty  aid  implores; 
For  new  loft  texture  leave  setherial  {lores. 


They  come,  they  crowd,  the  raining  hues  unfold, 
Be  their'*  a  form,  which  beauty's  felt" iliall  mould ! 
To  mould  my  charmer's  form  ihc  all  apply 'd— 
Whence  Cambria  boafts   the   birth   of    Natur< 

pride. 

She  calls  the  Graces — Such  is  beauty's  ftate, 
Prompt,  at  her  call,  th'  obedient  Graces  wait. 
Firft  your  fair  feet  they  {hape,and  fhape  to  pleafej 
Each  ftands  defigu'd  for  dignity  and  eafe. 
Firm,  on  thefe  curious  pedeftals,  depend 
Two  polifli'd  pillars  ;  which,  as  fair,  afcend  ; 
From  well  wrought  knees,  more  fair,  more  large, 

they  rife  ; 

Seen  by  the  mufe,  though  hid  from  mortal  eyes. 
More  polifli'd  yet,  your  fabric  each  fuflains ; 
That  pure  ft  temple  where  perfection  reigns, 
A  fmall,  fweet  circle  forms  your  faultlefs  waift, 
By  beauty  ihapM,  to  be  by  love  embrac'd. 
Beyond  that  leflening  waift,  two  orbs  devife, 
What  fwelling  charms,  in  fair  proportion,  rife  I 
Freih  peeping  there,  two  blufliing  buds  are  four 
Each  like  a  rcfe,  which  lilies  white  furround. 
There  feeling  fenfe,  let  pitying  fighs  infpire, 
Till  panting  pity  fwells  to  warm  defire  : 
Defire,  though  warm,  is  chafte  ;  each  warmeft  ki( 
All  rapture  chaile,  when  Hymen  bids  the  blifs. 
Rounding  and  foft,  two  taper  arms  defcend; 
Two  fnow-white  hands,  in  taper  fingers,  end.    • 
I,o !  cunning  beauty,  on  each  palm,  de'fi^iio 
Love'*  fortune  and  your  own,  in  myllic  lino; 
And  lovely  whitenefs,  either  arm  contains, 
Diverfified  with  azure  wandering  veins; 
"1  he  wandering  veins  conceal  a  generous  flood, 
The  purple  treafure  of  celeftial  blood. 
Rounding  and  white  your  neck,  ascuriou?,  rears 
O'er  all  a  face,  where  beauty's  felf  appears. 
Her  foft  attendants  fmooth  the  fpotlefs  {kin, 
And,  fmoothly  oval,  turn  the  (hapely  chin  ; 
The  {hapely  chin,  to  beauty's  rifing  face, 
Shall,  doubling  gently,  give  a  double  grace, 
And  foon  fwcet  opening,  rofy  lips  difclofe 
The  well  rang'd  tccth.'in  lily-v/hitening  rows; 
Here  life  is  breath'd,  end  florid  life  affumes 
A   breath,   whofe    fragrance    vies    with    vei 

blooms; 

And  two  fair  cheeks  give  modefty  to  raife 
A  beauteous  bluth  at  praife,  though  juft  the 
And  nature  now,  from  each  kind  ray,  fuppliea 
Soft,  clement  fmiles,  and  love-infpiring  eyes; 
New  graces,  to  thofe  eyes,  mild  (hades,  allow ; 
Fringe  their  fair  lids,  and  pencil  either  brow. 
While  fenfe  of  vifion  lights  up  drbs  fo  rure, 
May  none,  but  pleafing  objects,  vifit  there ! 
Two  little  porches,  (which,  one  fenfe  empow( 
To  draw  rich  fccnt  from  aromatic  flowers) 
In  ftrufture  neat,  and  deck'd  with  polifh'd  gra 
Shall  equal  firft,  then  heighten,  beauty's  face. 
To  fmeHing  fenfe,  oh,  n^ay  the  flowery  year, 
Its  firft,  laft,  choiceft  incenfe,  offer  here  1 
Tranfparent  next,  two  curious  crefccnts  bound 
The  two-fold  entrance  of  infpiring  found, 
And,  granting  a  new  power  of  fenfe  to  hear, 
New  finer  organs  form  each  curious  ear  ; 
Form  to  imbibe  what  moft  the  foul  can  raove3 
Mufic  and  reafon,  poefy  and  love. 
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Next,  on  an  open  front,  is  pleafing  wrought 
A  penfive  fweetnefs,  horn  of  patient  thought : 
Above  your  lucid  fhoulders  locks  dilplay'd, 
Prope  to  defcend,  (hall  foften  light  with  fliade. 
All,  with  a  namelefs  air  and  mein,  unite, 
And,  as  you  move,  each  movement  is  delight. 
Tun'd  is  your  melting  tongue  and  equal  mind, 
At  once  by  knowledge  heighten'd  and  refin'd. 

The  virtues  next  to  beauty's  ncd  incline  ; 
For,  where  they  lend  not  light,  flic  cannot  fhine  ; 
Let  thefe,  the  temperate  fenfe  of  tafte  reveal, 
And  give,  while  nature  fpreads  the  fimple  meal. 
The  palate  pure,  to  relifh  health  defign'd, 
From  luxury  as  taintlefs  as  your  mind. 
The  virtues,  chaftity  and  truth,  impart, 
And  mould  to  fweet  benevolence  your  heart. 

Thus  beauty  finifh'd — Thus  fhe  gains  the  fway, 
And  love  ftill  follows  where  fhe  leads  the  way. 
From  every  gift  of  heaven,  to  charm  is  thine ; 
To  love,  to  praife,  and  to  adore,  be  mine. 

SENT  TO  MRS.  BRIDGET  JONES, 

WITH  THE  WANDERER. 

Alluding  to  an    Epifodc,   'where  a  young  Man  turns 
Hermit,  for  the  loft  of  bis  Wife  Olymfiia. 

WHEN  with  delight  fond  love  on  beauty  dwelt, 
While  this  the  youth,  and  that  the  fair  expreft, 

Faint  was  his  joy  compar'd  to  what  I  felt, 
When  in  my  angel  Biddy's  prefcnce  bleft. 

Tell  her,  my  mufe,  in  foft,  fad,  fighing  breath, 
If  flie  his  piercing  grief  can  pitying  fee, 

Worfe  than  to  him  was  his  Oiympia's  death, 
From  her  each  moment's  ablence  is  to  me. 

ON  FALSE  HISTORIANS. 

A  SATIRE. 

SURK  of  all  plagues  with  which  dull  profe  is  curft, 
Scandals,  from  falfe  hiftorians,  fpot  the  word. 
In  queft  of  thefe  the  mufe  fhall  firft  advance, 
Bold,  to  explore  the  regions  of  romance; 
Romance,  call'd  hiftory — Lo  !  at  once  fhe  fkims 
The  vifionary  world  of  monkifh  whims ; 
Where  fallacy,  in  legends,  wildly  fhines, 
And  vengeance  glares  from  violated  fhrines ; 
Where  faints  perform  all  tricks,  and  flartle  thought 
With  many  a  miracle  that  ne'er  was  wrought ; 
Saints  that  never  liv'd,  or  fuch  as  juftice  paints, 
Jugglers,  on  fuperftition  palm'd  for  faints. 
Here,  canoniz'd,  let  creed-mongers  be  fhown, 
Red-letter'd  faints,  and  red  aflaflins  known ; 
While  thofe  they  martyr'd,  fuch  as  angels  rofe ! 
All  black  enroll'd  among  religion's  foes, 
Snatch'd  by  fulphureous  clouds,  a  LIE  proclaims 
Number' d   with   fiends,  and   plung'd  in  endlefs 

flames. 

Hiftory,  from  air  or  deep  draws  many  a  fpright, 
Such  as,  from  nurfe  or  prieft,  might  boys  affright; 
Or  fuch  as  but  o'er  feverifh  flumbers  fly, 
And  fix  in  melancholy  frenzy's  eye. 
Now  meteors  make  enthufiaft  wonder  flare, 
And  image  wild  portentous  wars  in  air  \ 


V 

Seers  fall  entranc'd  !  fome  wizard's  lawlef*  fkill 
Now  whirls,  now  fetters  nature's  works  at  will  I 
Thus  hiftory,  by  machine,  mock-epic,  i'eema, 
Not  from  poetic,  but  from  monkifh  dreams. 

The  devil,  who  prieft  and  forcerer  muft  obey, 
The  forcerer  us'd  to  raife,  the  parfon  lay, 
When  Echard  wav'd  his  pen,  the  hiftory  fhovvs, 
The  parfon  conjur'd,  and  the  fiend  tipi  ofe. 
A  camp  at  diftance,  and  the  fcene  a  wood, 
Here  enter'd  Noll,  and  there  old  Satan  flood  : 
No  tail  his  rump,  his  foot  no  hoof  reveal'd  ; 
Like  a  wife  cuckold,  with  his  horns  conceal'd  : 
Not  a  gay  ferpem,  glittering  to  the  eye; 
But  more  than  ferpent,  or  than  harlot  fly  : 
For,  lawyer-like,  a  fiend  no  wit  can  'fcape, 
The  demon  (lands  confeft  in  proper  fhape  ! 
Now  fpreads  his  parchment,  now  is  fign'd  the 

fcroll ; 
Thus  Noll  gains  empire,  and  the  devil  has  Noll. 

Wondrous  hiftorian  !  thus  account  for  evil, 
And  thus  for  its  fuccefs — 'tis  all  the  devil. 
Though  ne'er  that  devil  we  faw,  yet  one  we  fee,— <•« 
One  of  an  author  fure,  and — thou  art  he. 

But  dulky  phantoms,  mufe,  no  more  purfue ! 
Ncrw  clearer  objects  open — yet  untrue. 
Awful  the  genuine  hillorian's  name  ! 
Falfe  ones — with  what  materials  build  they  fame  5 
Fabrics  of  fame,  by  dirty  means  made  good, 
As  nefts  of  martins  are  compil'd  of  mud. 
Peace  be  with  Curll — with  him  I  wave  all  ftrife, 
Who  pens  each  felon's,  and  each  aclor's  life  ; 
Biography  that  cooks  the  devil's  martyrs, 
And  lards  with  lufcious  rapes  the  cheats  of  Char* 
trcs. 

Materials,  which  belief  in  gazzetes  claim, 
Loofe- fining,  run  gingling  into  hiftory'sname. 
Thick  as  Egyptian  clouds  of  raining  flies ; 
As  thick  as  worms  where  man  corrupting  lies; 
As  pefts  obfcene  that  haunt  the  ruin'd  pile  ; 
As  monfters  floundering  in  the  muddy  Nile  ; 
Minutes,  memoirs,  views,  and  reviews  appear, 
Where  flander  darkens  each  recorded  year. 
In  a  paft  reign  is  feign'd  fome  amorous  league  j 
Some  ring  or  letter  now  reveals  th*  intrigue  : 
Queens,  with  their  minions,  work  unfeemly  things^ 
And  boys  grow  dukes,  when  catamites  to  kings. 
Does  a  prince  die  ?  What  poifons  they  furmife  1 
No  royal  mortal  fure  by  nature  dies. 
Is  a  prince  born  ?  What  birth  more  bafe  believ'd  ? 
Or,  what's  more  flrange,  his  mother  ne'er  con- 

ceiv'd  ! 

Thus  flander  popular  o'er  truth  prevails, 
And  eafy  minds  imbibe  romantic  tales. 
Thus,  'ftead  of  hiftory,  fuch  authors  raife 
Mere  crude  wild  novels  of  bad  hints  for  plays. 

Some  ufurp  names — an  Englifn  garreteer, 
From  minutes  forg'd,  is  M^ifieur  Mefnager  *. 

'  *  The  Minutes  of  Monf.  Mefnager;  a  loci 
calculated  to  vilify  tbe  adninijiratien  in  the  four  lajl 
yean  of  <j>ueen  Anne's  reign.  Tlic  truth  is.  that  thit 
libel  tvas  not  written  By  Monf.  Mcjnager^  neither  was 
any  fucb  book  ever  printed  in  tie  French  tongue  t  from 
which  it  is  impudently  faid  in  the  title  f  age  to  be  tranf* 
latfJ, 
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Some,  while  on  good  or  ill  fuccefs  they  ftare, 
Give  conduct  a  complexion  dark  or  fair  : 
Others,  as  little  to  inquiry  prone, 
Account  for  actions, though  their  fpring's  unknown. 

One  ftatefman  vices  has,  and  virtues  too  ; 
Hence  will  contcfted  character  enfue. 
View  but  the  black,  he's  fiend  ;  the  bright  but  fcan, 
He's  angel :  view  him  all — he's  ftill  a  man. 
But  fuch  hiftorians  all  accufe,  acquit ; 
No  virtue  thefe,  and  thofe  no  vice  admit ; 
For  either  in  a  friend  no  fault  will  know, 
And  neither  own  a  virtue  in  a  foe. 

Where  hear-fay  knowledge  fits  on  public  names, 
And  bold  conjecture  or  extol*  or  blames, 
Spring  party  libels;  from  whnfe  afhes  dead, 
A  monfter,  mifnam'd  Hiftory,  lifts  its  head. 
Contending  factions  crowd  to  hear  its  roar! 
But  when  once  heard,  it  dies  to  noife  no  more. 
From  thefe  no  anfwer,  BO  applaufe  from  thofe, 
O'er  half  they  fimper,  and  o'er  half  they  doze. 
So  when  in  fenate,  with  egregious  pate. 
Perks  up  Sir  *****  in  fome  deep  debate  ; 
He  hems,  looks  wife,   tunes  thin  his   labouring 

throat, 

To  pfove  black  white,  poftpone  or  palm  the  vote  : 
In  fly  contempt,  fome,  Hear  him  !  Hear  him  !  cry  ; 
Some  yawn,  Ibme  fneer;  none  fecond,  none  reply. 

But  dare  fuch  mifcreants  now  rufh  abroad, 
By  blanket,  cane,  pump,  pillory,  unaw'd  ? 
Dare  they  imp  falfehood  thus,  and   plume  her 

wings, 

From  prefent  characters  and  recent  things  ? 
Yes:  What  untruths  !  or  truths  in  what  difguife  ! 
What  Boyers  and  what  Oldmixons  arife  1 
What  fadta  from  all  but  them  and  flandcr  fcreen'd  ! 
Here  meets  a  council,  no  where  elfe  conven'd  ; 
There,  from  originals,  come,  thick  as  fpawn, 
Letters  ne'er  wrote,  memorials  never  drawn ; 
To  fccret  conference  never  held  they  yoke, 
Treaties  ne'er  plann'd,  and  fpecches  never  fpoke. 
From,  Oldmixon,  thy  brow,  too  well  we  know, 
Like  fin  from  Satan's  far  and  wide  they  go. 

In  vain  may  St.  John  fafe  in  confcicnce  fit ; 
In  vain  with  truth  confute,  contemn  with  wit : 
Confute,  contemn,  amid  feleded  friends; 
There  finks  the  juftice,  there  the  fatire  ends, 
Here,  though  a  century  fcarce  fuch  leaves  unclofe, 
From  mould  and  duft  the  flander  facred  grows. 
Now  none  reply  where  all  defpife  the  page ; 
But  will  dumb  fcorn  deceive  no  future  :»£«•  ? 
Then,  fhould  dull  periods  cloud  no:  feeming  faft, 
Will  no  fine  pen  th*  unanfwer'd  lie  extract  ? 
Well-fet  in  plan,  and  polifli'd  into  ityle, 
Fair  and  more  fair  may  finifh'd  fraud  beguile  ; 
By  every  language  ihatch'd,  by  time  receiv'd, 
In  every  clime,  by  every  age  believ'd  : 
How  vain  to  virtue  trujl  the  great  their  name, 
When  fuch  their  lot  for  infamy  or  fame  ? 

A  CHARACTER. 

FAiRtruth.  in  courts  where  juftice  fhonlJprefide, 
Alike  the  judge  and  advocate  would  guide; 
And  thefe  would  vie  each  dubious  point  to  clear, 
To  flop  the  widow's  and  the  orphan's  tearj 


Where  all,  like  Yorke,  of  delicate  addre/Sr, 
Strength  to  difcern,  and  fwcetnefs  to  exprefr, 
Lcarn'd,  jiifl,  polite,  born  every  heart  to  ^ain. 
Like  Cummins  mild;  likt  *  Fortefciie  humane, 
All  eloquent  of  truth,  divinely  known, 
So  deep,  fo  clear,  all  fcience  is  his  own. 

Of  heart  impure,  and  impotent  of  head, 
In  hiftory,  rhetoric,  ethics,  law,  unread  ; 
How  far  unlike  fuch  worthies,  once  a  drudge, 
From  floundering  in  low  cafes,  rofe  a  judge. 
Form'd    to    make    pleaders  laugh,    his  nonfcnfc 

thunders, 

And,  on  low  juries,  breathes  contagious  blunders. 
His  brothers  blulh,  becaufe  no  blufh  he  knows, 
Nor  e'er  f  "  one  uncorrupted  finger  ihow«." 
See,  drunk  with  }  ower,  the  circuit  lord  expreft  ! 
Full,  in  his  eye,  his  betters  ftand  confcft :     [loofe, 
Whofe  wealth,  birtb,  virtue,  from   a  tongue  io 
'Scape  not  provincial,  vile,  buffoon  abufe. 
Still  to  what  circuit  is  affign'd  his  name, 
There,  fwift  before  him,  flies  the  warner — Fame* 
Conteft  Hop*  fhort,  confent  yields  every  caufe 
To  coft ;  delay,  endures  them,  and  withdraw*. 
But  how  'fcape  prifoners  I  To  their  trial  chain'd, 
All,  ali  fliall  fund  conclemn'd,  who  ftand  arraign'd. 
Dire  guilt,  which  tile  would  dctcflation  caufe, 
Prejudg'd  with  infulr,  wonderous  pity  draws. 
But  'fcapes  e'en  innocence  his  harih  harangue  ? 
Alas! — e'en  innocence  itfell  mult  hang; 
Mufl  hang  to  pleafe  him,  when  of  fpleen  poffeft  ; 
Mul;  hang  to  bring  forth  an  abortive  jeft. 

Why  liv'd  he  not  ere  flar- chambers  had  fail'd, 
When  fine,  tax,  cerfure,  ali  but  law  prevailed ; 
Or  law,  fubfervient  to  fomc  murderous  will, 
Became  a  precedent  to  muidtr  i.ill  ? 
Yet  ev'n  when  patriots  did  for  traitors  bleed, 
Was  e'er  the  job  to  fuch  a  flave  decreed, 
Whofe  favage  mind  wants  fophift-art  to  draw, 
O'er  murder'd  virtue,  fpacious  veils  of  law  ? 

Why,  ftudent,  when  the  bench  your  youth  ad- 
mits; [fits; 
Where,  though  the  worft,  with  the  beft  rank'd  he 
Where  found  opinions  you  attentive  write* 
As  once  a  Raymond,  now  a  Lee  to  cite, 
Why  paufe  you  fcornful  when  he  dins  the  court  ? 
Note  well  his  cruel  quirks,  and  well  report. 
Let  his  own  words  againft  himfelf  point  clear 
Satire  more  (harp  than  verfe  when  mofb  fcvcre. 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  JONES, 

GRANDMOTHER      TO      MRS.    BRIDGET     JONES,     0» 
LLANKLLY  IN   CAERMARTHEN  SHIRE. 

IN  her,  whofe  relics  mark  this  facred  earth, 

bhone  all  domeftic  and  all  fodal  worth  : 

Firft,    heaven    her    hope    with    early    offspring 

crown'd  ; 

And  thence  a  fecond  race  rofe  numerous  round. 
Heaven  to  induftrious  virtue  blefQng  lent, 
Arid  all  was  competence,  and  all  content. 

*  The  Honourable  William  Fortefcue^fq.  Mt  of  tin 
Juftices  of  his  Majcfty's  Court  of  Common  Pleas. 
|  Wb*n  Page  one  untor  ruf  ted  finger  Jboius. 
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i    Though  frugal  care,  in  •Cvifdom's  eye  admir'd, 
Knew  to  preferve  what  induftry  requir'd  ; 
Yet,  at  her  board  with  decent  plenty  bleft, 
The  journeying  ftranger  Fat  a  welcome  gueft. 
Preft  on  all  fides,  did  trading  neighbours  fea^ 
Ruin,  which  hung  o'er  exigence  fevcre  ?      / 
Farewell  the  friend,  who  fpar'd  th'  afli  ftant  loan — 
A  neighbour's  woe  or  welfare  was  her  own. 
Did  piteous  laizars  oft  attend  her  door  ? 
She  gave — farewell  the  parent  of  the  poor. 
Youth,  age,  and  want,  once  cheer'd,  now  fighing 

fwell, 
Blefs  her  lov'd  name,  and  weep  a  laft  farewell. 


VALENTINE'S  DAY. 


Addreffed  to  a  young  Wldo"w  Lady. 

ADIEU,  ye  rocks  that  witnef&'d  once  my  flame, 
Return'd  my  fighs,  and  echo'd  Chloe's  name ! 
Cambria,  farewell! — my  Chloe's  charms  no  more 
Invite  my  fteps  along  LJanelly's  fhore  ; 
There  no  wild  dens  conceal  voracious  foes, 
The  beach  no  fierce,  amphibious  monftcr  knows ; 
No  crocodile  there  flefh'd  with  prey  appears, 
And  o'er  that  bleeding  prey  weeps  crUel  tears ; 
No  falfe  hyaena,  feigning  human  grief, 
There  murders  him,  whofe  goodnefs  means  relief : 
Yet  tides,  confpiring  with  unfaithful  ground, 
Though  diftant  feen,  with  treacherous  arms,  fur- 
round. 

There  quickfands,  thick  as  beauty's  fnares,  annoy, 
Look  fair  to  tempt,  and  whom  they  tempt,  deftroy, 
1  watch'd  the  feas,  I  pac'd  the  fands  with  care, 
Efcap'd,  but  wildly  ruuYd  on  beauty's  fnare. 
!JAh  ! — better  far,  than  by  that  fnare  overpow'r'd, 
Had  fands  engulf 'd  me,  or  had  fe.as  devour'd. 

Far  from  that  more,  where  fyren  beauty  dwells, 
And  wraps  iweet  ruin  in  refiftlefs  fpells ;      [boaft, 
From    Cambrian    plains ;    which    Chloe's   luftre 
jVIe  native  England  yields  a  fafer  coaft. 
Chloe,  farewell ! — Now  feas,  with  boifterous  pride, 
Divide  us,  and  will  ever  far  divide  : 
Yet  while  each  plant,  which  vernal  youth  refumcs, 
Feels  the  green  blood  afcen'd  in  ftiture  blooms; 
While  little  feather'd  fongfters  of  the  air 
In  woodlands  tuneful  woo  and  fondly  pair, 
The  mufe  exults,  to  beauty  tunes  the  lyre, 
And  willing  loves  the  fwelling  notes  infpire. 

Sure  on  this  day,  when  hope  attains  fuccefs, 
Bright  Venus  fir  ft  did  young  Adonis  blefs. 
Her  charms  not  brighter,  Chloe,  fure  than  thine  ; 
Though  flufh'd  his  youth,  not  more  his  warmth 

than  mine. 

Sequefter'd  far  within  a  myrtle  grove, 
Whofe  blooming  bofom  courts  retiring  love; 
"Where  a  clear  fun,  the  blue  ferene  difplays, 
And  ftieds,  through  vernal  air,  attemper'd  rays; 
Where  flowers  their  aromatic  incenfe  bring, 
And  fragrant  flourifh  in  eternal  fpring  ; 
There  mate  to  mate  each  dove  refponfive  coos, 
While  this  affents,  as  that  enamour'd  woos, 
There  rills  amufive,  fend  from  rocks  around, 
A  folitary,  pleafing,  murmuring  found  j 


Then  form  a  Km.pid  lake:     The  lake  ferene 

Reftedts  the  wonders  of  the  bliisful  fcene. 

To  love  the  birds  attune  their  chirping  throats, 

And  on  each  breeze  -immortal  mufic  floats. 

There  feated  on  a  rifing  turf  is  feen, 

Graceful,  in  loofe  array,  the  Cyprian  queen  ; 

All  frefh  and  fair,  all  mild,  as  Ocean  gave 

The  goddefs,  tifing  from  the  azure  wave  ; 

Difhevel'd  locks  diftil  celeftial  dewsj 

And  all  her  limbs,  divine  perfumes  diflufe. 

Her  voice  fo  charms,  the  plumy,  warbling  throngs, 

In  liftening  wonder  loft,  fufpend  their  fangs. 

It  fotipds — "  Why  loiters  my  Ad.onis  ?" cry, 

"  Why  loiters  my  Adonis  ?" — rocks  reply. 
"  Oh,  .come  away !"— they  thrice,  repeating,  fay  j 
And  echo  thrice  repeats, — "  Oh,  come  away  !"— 
Kind  zephyrs  waft  them  to  her  lover's  ears; 
Who,  inftant  at  th'  enchanting  call,  eppears. 
Her  placid  eye,  where  fparkling  joy  refines, 
Benignant,  with  alluring  luftre  (nines. 
His  locks,,  which,  in  loofe  ringlets,  charm  the  view, 
Float  carelefs,  lucid  from  their  amber  mie. 
A  myrtle  wreath  her  rofy  fingers  frame, 
Which,  from  her  hand,  hisp»lifh'd  temples  claim  ; 
His  temples  fair,  a  ftreaking  beauty  ftains, 
As  fmooth  white  marble  {hjnes  with  azure  vejns* 
He  kneel'd.  Her  fnowy  hand  he  trembling  feiz'd, 
Jqft  lilted  to  his  lip,  and  gently  fqueez'd ; 
The  meaning  fqueesse  return'd,love  caught  its  lore 
And  enter'd,  at  his  palm,  through  every  pore. 
Then  fwell'd  her  downy  breafts,  till  then  enclosed, 
Faft  heaving,  half-conceal'd  and  half-expos'd  : 
Soft  {he  reclines.     He,  as  they  fall  and  rife. 
Hangs,  hovering  p'er  them,  with  enamour'd  eyes, 
And,   warm'd,  grows  wanton — As  he  thus  ad- 
mir'd, 

He  pry'd,  he  touch'd,  and  with  the  touch  was  fir'd. 
Half-angry,  yet  half  pleas'd,  her  frown  beguiles 
The  boy  to  fear;  but,  at  his  fear,  fne  fmiles. 
The  youth  lefs  timorous  and  the  fair  lefs  coy, 
Supinely  amorous  they  reclining  toy. 
More  amorous  ftill  his  fanguine  meaning  ftole 
In  wi.ftful  glances,  to  her  foftening  foul : 
In  her  fair  eye  her  foftening  foul  he  reads  : 
To  freedom,  freedom,  boon,  to  boon,  fucceeds. 
With   confcious   blufh,  th'   impaflion'd   charmer 
burns;    ,  [turns. 

And,  blufh  for  blufii,  the  impaflion'd  youth  re- 
Theyjoo.k,  they.languifh,  figh  with  pleafing  pain, 
And  wifli  and  gaze,  and  gaze  and  wifh  again. 
'Twixt  her  white,  parting  bofom  fteals  the  boy, 
And  more  than  hope  preludes  tunuhousjoy ; 
Through  every  vein  the  vigorous  tranfport  ratt, 
Strung  every  nerve,  and  brac'd  the  boy  to  man. 
Struggling1,   yet  yielding,   half  o'erpower'd,  flje 

pants, 

Seems  to  deny,  and  yet,  denying,  grants. 
Quick,  like  the  tendrils  of  a  curling  vine, 
Fond  limbs  with  limbs,  in  amorous  folds,  entwine* 
tiips  prefs  on  lips,  carefling  and  careft, 
STow  eye  darts  flame  to  eye,  and  breaft  to  bre^ft. 
All  Ihe  refigns,  as  dear  defires  incite, 
And  rapt  he  reach'd  the  brink  of  full  delight, 
-ler  waift  comprefs'd  in  his  exulting  arms, 
lie  ftorm?,  explores,  and  rifles  all  her  charms; 
S  f  iiij 
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Clafps  in  ecftatic  blifs  th'  expiring  fair, 

And,  thrilling,  melting,  ntftling,  riots  there. 

How  long  the  rapture  lafts,  how  fcon  it  fleets, 
Hqw  ofc.it  paufes,  and  how  oft  repeats; 
"Wh'at  joys  they  bo'h  receive  and  both  beftnw, 
Virgins  may  guefs,  but  wives  experienc'd  know  : 
'From  joys,  like  thefe,  (ah,  why  deny'd  to  me  ?) 
Sprung  a  frcfh,  blooming  boy,  my  fair,  from  thee. 
May  he,  a  new  Adonis,  lift  his  creft, 
In  all  the  florid  grace  of  youth  confcfl! 
Tirft  let  him  learn  to  lifp  your  lover's  name, 
.And,  whtn  he  reads,  here  annual  read  my  flame. 
When  beauty  firft  fhall  wake  his  genial  fire, 
And  the  firft  tingling  fenfe  excite  defire  ; 
V/hen  the  dear  onjecr,  of  his  peace  poffefr, 
Cains  and  ftill  gains  on  his  unguarded  bread  : 
Then  may  he  fay,  as  he  this  vcrfe  reviews, 
So  my  bright  mother  charm'd  the  poet's  mufe. 
His  heart  thus  flutter'd  oft  'twixt  doubt  and  fear, 
Lighten'd  with  hope,  and  fadden'd  with  defpair, 
£ay,  on  fome  rival  did  fhe  fmile  too  kind  ? 
Ah,  read — what  jealoufy  diftra&s  his  mind  ! 
Smil'd  Ihe  on  him  ?  He  imag'd  rays  divine. 
And  gaz'd  and  glad^en'd  with  a  love  like  mine. 
How  dwelt  her  praife  upon  his  raptur'd  tongue ! 
Ah ! — when  fhe  frown'd,  what  plaintive  notes  he 

fung  ! 

And  could  fhe  frown  on  him — Ah,  wherefore,  tell! 
On  him,  whofc  only  crime  was  loving  well  ? 

Thus  may  thy  fon  his  pangs  with  mine  compare, 
Then  wifh  his  mother  had  been  kind  as  fair. 
For  him  may  love  the  myrtle  wreath  entwine  ; 
Though  the  fad  willow  fuits  a  woe  like  mine  ! 
Ne'er  may  the  filial  hope,  like  me,  complain  ! 
Ah  !  never  figh  and  bleed,  like  me  in  vain  ! — 

When  death  affords  that  peace  which  love  denies, 
Ah,  no  ! — far  other  fcencs  my  fate  fupplies; 
When  earth  to  earth  my  lifelefs  corfe  is  laid, 
And  o'er  it  hangs  the  yew  or  cyprefs  fbade  : 
When  pale  I  flit  along  the  dreary  coatt, 
An  hclpkfs  lover's  pining  plaintive  ghoft,  ; 
Here  annual  on  this  dear  returning  day, 
While  feather'd  choirs  renew  the  melting  lay ; 
&Iay  you,  my  fair,  when  you  thefe  drains  fhall  fee, 
Juft  fpare  one  figh,  one  tear,  to  love  and  me, 
Me,  who,  in  abfence  or  in  death,  adore 
Thole  heavenly  charms  I  mull  bthold  no  more. 

TO  JOHN  POWELL,  ESQUIRE, 

BARRISTER  AT  LAW. 

IN  me  long  abfent,  long  with  anguifh  fraught, 
In  me,  though  filen'ce  long  h.is  deudcn'd  thought, 
Yet  memory  lives,  and  calk  the  mufe's  aid, 
To  fnc.tch  our  friendfhip  from  oblivion's  (bade. 
AS  foon  the  fun  fhali  ceafe  the  woild  to  warm, 
As  foon  Llanelly's*  fair  that  wot  Id  to  charm, 
As  grateful  fenfe  of  gocdnefs,  true  like  thine, 

i  e'er  dcfert  a  breaft  fo  warm  as  trine. 
When  imag'd  Cambria  llrikes  my  memory's  eye. 
(•Cambria,  my  darling  fcene  !)  I,  fighing,  cry, 
Where  is  my  Powell  ?  dear  affociate  ! — where  ? 
M  o  him  I  would  unbofom  every  care ; 

*  Mrs.  2. 


To  him,  who  early  felt,  from  beai.' 
Gall'd  in  a  plighted,  faitMefs  virgin's  chain. 
At  length,  from  htr  ungenerous  fetters,  freed, 
Again  he  loves  !   he  wc/os. !  his  hr.pes  fucceed  ! 
j  gay  b^ide^room,  ftill  by  fortune  croft, 
..nt,  in  the  v.-c;jii:ig  widower 

fole  joy  !  her  from  his  bofom  torn, 
What  feeling  heart,  but  learns,  like  his  to  mt 
Can  nature  then,  fuch  fudden  mocks,  fufiain? 
Nature  thus  ftruck,  all  reafon  pleads  in  vain  ! 
Though  late,  from  reafon  yet  he  draws  relief, 
Dwells  on  her  memory  ;  but  difpels  his  grief. 
Love,  wealth,  and  fame  (tyrannic  paflions  all.') 
No  more  enflame  hijn,  and  no  more  enthral. 
He  fceks  no  more,  in  Rufus"  hall,  renown; 
Nor  envies  Pelf  the  jargon  of  the  gown; 
But  pleas'd  with  competence,  on  rural  plains, 
His  wifdom  courts  that  cafe  his  worth  obtains. 
Would  private  jars,  which  fudden  rife,  encrez 
His  candour  fmiles  ail  diicord  into  peace. 
To  party  ftorms  i*  public  weal  refigu'd  ? 
Kach  fteady  patriot -virtue  fleers  his  mind. 
Calm,  on  the  beach,  while  maddening  billows  ra> 
He  gains  philofophy  from  every  wave ; 
Science,  from  every  obji-ct  round,  he  draws; 
From  various  nature,  and  from  nature's  laws. 
He  lives  o'er  every  pail  hiftoric  age  ; 
Ho  calls  forth  ethics  from  the  fabled  page. 
Him  evangelic  truth,  to  thought  excites; 
And  him,  by  turns,  each  claflic  muie  delights. 
With  wit  well-natur'd;  wit.  that  would  difdain 
A  pleafure  rifiug  from  another's  pain  ; 
Social  to  all,  and  moft  of  blifs  poffell. 
When  moft  he  renders  all,  around  him,  bleft 
To  unread  'f quires  illiterately. gay; 
Amoiig  the  learn'd,  as  learned  full  as  they  ; 
With  the  polite,  all,  all-accomplifh'd  eafe, 
By  nature  form'd,  without  deceit,  to  pleafe. 
Thus  fhines  thy  youth ;  iii.d  thus  my  friend, 
In  blifs  as  well  as  worth,  is  truly  great. 
Me  ftill  fliould  ruthleis  iatc,  unjuft,  expofe 
Beneath  thofe  clouds,  that  rain  unnumber'd 
Me,  to  fonie  nobler  fphere,  fhcuid  fortune  rail 
To  wealth  confpicuou*,  and  to  laurel'd  praife , 
Unalter'd  yet  be  iovc-  and  friendfhip  mine  ; 
I  fcill  um  Chloe's,  and  I  ftill  am  thine. 

LONDON  AND  BRISTOL  DEL1NEAT] 

Two  fea-port  cities  mark  Britannia's  fame, 
And  thefe  from  commerce  different  honours 
What  different  honours  fhall  the  mules  pay, 
While  one  infpires  and  one  untunes  the  hiy  ? 

Now  filver  Ifis  brightening  flows  along, 
Echoing  from  Oxford  fhore  each  claflic  long; 
Then  weds  \vith  Tame  ;  and  thefe,  O  London,  fee 
Swelling  with  naval  pride,  the  pride  of  thec  ! 
Wide,  deep,  unfullied  Thames,  meandering  glides 
And  bears  thy  wealth  on  mild  maje'lic  tides. 
Thy  {hips,  with  gilded  palaces  that  vie, 
In  glittering  pomp,  ftrikc  wondering  Ciiir.a's  eye 

*  Tfa?  A-:ilar  +rff:rrd  ibis  title  io  that  »/  London, 
and  Briilol  compared ;    -wLich^  -when  L-  l-_ 

.  is  it. 
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And  thence  returning  bear,  in  fplendid  ftate, 
To  Britain's  merchants,  India's  eaftern  freight. 
India,  her  treafures  from/her  weftcrn  ihores, 
Due  at  thy  feet,  a  willing  tribute  pours ; 
Thy  warring  navies  diftant  nations  awe, 
And  bid  the  world  obey  thy  righteous  law. 
Thus  fliine  thy  manly  fons  of  liberal  mind  ; 
Thy  change  deep-bufied,  yet  as  courts  refin'd; 
Councils,  like  fenates,  that  enforce  debate, 
With  fluent  eloquence  and  reafon's  weight. 
\Vhofe  patriot  virtue,  lawlefs  power  controls; 
Their  Britifh  emulating  Roman  fouls. 
Of  thefe  the  worthiefh  ftill  Telexed  ftand, 
Still  lead  the  fenate,  and  flill  fave  the  land  : 
Social,  not  felfifh,  here,  O  learning,  trace 
Thy  friends,  the  lovers  of  all  human  race  ! 

In  a  dark  bottom  funk,  O  Briftol  now, 
With  native  malice,  lift  thy  lowering  brow  ! 
Then  as  fome  hell-born  fprite  in  mortal  guifc, 
Borrows  the  fhape  of  goodnefs  and  belies, 
All  fair,  all  fmug,  to  yon  proud  hall  invite, 
To  feaft  all  {hangers  ape  an  air  polite  ! 
From  Cambria  drain'd,  or  England's  weftern  ccaft, 
Not  elegant,  yet  cofily  banquets  boaft ! 
Revere,  or  feem  the  Granger  to  revere ; 
Praifc,  fawn,  profefs,  be  all  things  but  fincere ; 
Infidious  now,  our  bofom-fecrets  fleal, 
And  thefe  with  fly  farcaftic  fneer  reveal. 
Prefent  we  meet  thy  fneaking  treacherous  fmiles; 
The  harmlefs  abfent  ftiil  thy  fneer  reviles; 
Such  as  in  thee  all  parts  fuperior  find, 
The  fneer  that  marks  the  fool  and  knave  combin'd ; 
When  melting  pity  would  afford  relief, 
The  ruthlefs  fneer  that  infult  adds  to  grief. 

What  friendfhip  canft  thou  boaft  ?  what  honours 
claim  ? 

To  thee  each  flranger  owes  an  injur'd  name. 

What  fmiles  thy  fons  muft  in  their  foes  excite ! 

Thy  fons,  to  whom  all  difcord  is  delight ; 

From  whom  eternal  mutual  railing  fiows  ; 

Who  in  each  other'e  crimes,  their  own  expofe  : 

Thy  fons,  though  crafty,  deaf  to  wifcom's  call ; 

Defpifing  all  men,  and  defpis'd  by  all ; 

Sons,  while  thy  cliffs  a  ditch-like  river  laves, 

Rude  as  thy  rocks,  and  muddy  as  thy  waves, 

Of  thoughts  as  narrow  as  of  words  immenfe, 

As  full  of  twrbulence  as  void  of  fenfe? 

Thee,  thee,  what  fenatorial  fouls  adorn  ! 

Thy  natives  fure  would  prove  a  fenate's  fcorn. 

Do  ftrangers  deign  to  ferve  thee;  what  their  praife? 

Their  generous  fervices  thy  murmurs  raife. 

What  fiend  malign,  that  o'er  thy  air  prefides, 

Around  from  bread  to  breaft  inherent  glides, 

And,  as  he  glides,  there  fcatters  in  a  trice 

The  lurking  feeds  of  every  rank  device  ? 

JL^t  foreign  youths  to  thy  indentures  run  ! 

Each,  each  will  prove,  in  thy  adopted  ion, 


Proud,  pert,  and  dull — though  briilant  once  from 

fchools, 

Will  fcorn  all  learning's  as  all  virtue's  rules; 
And,  though  by  nature  friendly,  honeft,  brave, 
Turn  a  fly,  felfifh,  fimpering,  fharping  knave. 
3oaft  petty-courts,  where  'ftead  of 'fluent  cafe, 
Of  cited  precedents  and  learned  pleas; 
Stead  of  fage  counfel  in  the  dubious  caufc, 
Attornies,  chattering  wild,  burlefque  the  laws— . 
"  So  fhamelefs  quacks,  who  doctors  rights  invade, 
Of  jargon  and  of  poifon  form  a  trade. 
So  canting  coblers,  while  from  tubs  they  teach, 
"uffoon  the  gofpel  they  pretend  to  preach.) 
Soaft  petty  courts,  whence  rules  new  rigour  drawj 
"Tnknown  to  nature's  and  to  ftatute-law  ; 
Quirks  that  explain  all  faving  rights  away, 
To  give  th'  attorney  and  the  catchpoll  prey. 
Is  there  where  l»w  too  rigorous  may  defcend, 
Or  charity  her  kindly  hand  extend  ? 
Thy  courts,  that,  fhut  when  pity  would  redrefs, 
Spontaneous  open  to  inflict  diftrefs. 
1  ry  mifdemeanours  ! — all  thy  wiles  employ, 
Not  to  chaftife  the  offender,  but  deftroy ; 
Bid  the  large  lawlefs  fine  his  fate  foretel ; 
Bid  it  beyond  his  crime  and  fortune  fwell ; 
Cut  off  from  fervice  due  to  kindred  blood, 
To  private  welfare  and  to  public  good, 
Pitied  by  all,  but  thee,  he  fentenc'd  lies; 
Imprifon'd  languifhes,  irnprifon'd  dies. 


*        % 

*          *          *          * 
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Boaft  fwarming  veffels,  whofe  plebeian  ftate 
Owes  not  to  merchants  but  mechanics  freight. 
Boaft  nought  but  pedlar-fleets — in  war's  alarms,' 
Unknown  to  glory,  as  unknown  to  arms. 
Boaft  thy  bafe*  Tolfey,  and  thy  turn-fpit  dogs, 
Thyj-  Halliers  horfes  and  thy  human  hogs  ; 
Upftarts  and  mufhrooms,  proud,  relentlefs  hearts ; 
Thou  blank  of  fciences  !  thou  dearth  of  arts ! 
Such  foes  as  learning  once  was  doom'd  to  fee  ! 
Huns,   Goths,  and  Vandals,  were  but  types  of 

thee. 

Proceed,  great  Briftol,  in  all-righteous  ways, 
And  let  one  Juftice  heighten  yet  thy  praife ; 
Still  fpare  the  catamite,  and  fwinge  the  whore, 
And  be,  whate'er  Gomorrha  was  before. 

*  A  place  'where  tie  mer chant t  ufedto  meet  to  tranfaft 
tlelr  affairs  before  the  Exchange  ivas  erefied.  See  Gentle- 
iaaii's  Magazine,  vol.  xiii.  p.  496. 

f  Halliers  are  the  per  funs  ii'bo  drivt  or  own 
•witch  ate  hers  ufed  inftead  of  carts. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  HILL. 


AARON  HILL  was  the  eldeft  fon  of  George  Hill,  Efq.  of  Malmefbury  Abbey,  in  Wikfhire,  and 
born  in  Beaufort  Buildings,  in  the  Strand,  London,  February  10.  1784-5.  , 

His  father  having,  by  his  mifmanagement,  deprived  him  of  the  fbcceflion  to  the  family  eftate  of 
about  icoo  1.  a-year,  he  was  left  to  the  care  of  Mrs.  Gregory,  his  grandmother,  "  a  woman  of  un- 
common understanding,  and  great  good  nature." 

At  nine  years  old,  he  was  fent  to  the  fchool  of  Barnftaple  in  Devonftiire,  under  the  care  of  Mr. 
Rayner ;  from  whence  he  was  removed  to  Weftminfter  fchool,  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Knipe,  where 
his  genius  foon  became  confpicuous,  and  often  made  him  ample  amends  for  his  very  fcanty  allow- 
ance of  pocket-money,  by  enabling  him  to  perform  the  talks  of  others  who  had  not  his  capacity. 

He  left  Weftminfter  fchool,  on  account  of  his  narrow  circumftances,  in  1699,  at  fourteen  years 
of  age.  Soon  after,  he  formed  a  refolution  of  paying  a  vifit  to  his  relation,  LordJPaget,  then'am- 
bafiador  at  Conftantinople  ;  and  meeting  with  no  oppofition  from  his  grandmother,  he  accordingly 
embarked  on  board  a  veffel  going  there,  March  3.  1700. 

On  his  arrival,  he  was  received  with  the  utmoft  kindnefs  and  cordiality,  by  Lord  Paget,  who  was 
jio  lefs  pleafed  than  furprifed  at  that  ardour  for  improvement,  which  could  induce  a  youth  of  his 
tender  years,  to  run  the  hazard  of  fuch  a  voyage,  to  vifit  a  relation  whom  he  only  knew  by  cha- 
racter. 

The  ambaflador  immediately  provided  him  a  tutor  in  his  own  houfe ;  under  whofe  care  he  very 
foon  fcnt  him  to  travel  through  Egypt,  Paleftine,  and  the  greateft  part  of  the  Eaft,  being  defirous 
of  gratifying  that  laudable  curiofity,  and  thirft  of  knowledge,  which  feemed  fo  ftrongly  impreffed 
en  the  amiable  mind  of  his  young  relation. 

He  returned  home  with  Lord  Paget,  about  the  year  1703;  and,  on  his  journey,  had  an  op- 
portunity  of  feeing  great  part  of  Europe,  at  moft  of  the  courts  of  which  his  Lordfhip  made  fome 
little  ftay. 

It  is  fuppofed  that  Lord  Paget  would  have  made  fome  provifion  for  him  at  his  death,  had  not 
the  malevolence  of  a  certain  female,  who  had  great  influence  with  him,  prevented  his  kind  inten- 
tions towards  him. 

A  few  years  after,  his  abilities  and  fobriety  recommended  him  to  Sir  William  Wentworth,  Bart. 
of  Yorkfhire,  who  was  then  going  to  make  the  tour  of  Europe,  with  whom  he  travelled  two  or 
three  years. 

In  1709,  he  publilhed  a  Hi/lory  cftle  Ottoman}  Empire,  compiled  from  the  materials  which  he 
had  collected  in  his  travels,  and  during  his  refidence  at  the  Turkifli  court.  This  work,  though  is 
met  with  fucccfs,  he  afterwards  very  feverely  criticifed,  and  xvith  fome  juftice;  for  there  are  in  it 
a  great  number  of  puerilities.  It  is  the  production  of  youthful  genius,  rather  chooling  to  indulge 
the  imagination  of  the  poet,  than  to  make  ufc  of  the  plainnefs  and  perspicuity  of  the  1  orian. 
Sprat,  howt  ver,  ufed  to  obferve  that  "  there  is  certainly  in  that  book,  the  feeds  of  a  great  writer  :". 
a  prediction  which  was  amply  verified  by  the  merit  of  his  fubfe^uent  writings. 
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The  fame  year,  he  poblifhed  his  firft  poetical  piece,  intituled  Camillut,  in  vindication  of  the 
of  Peterborough  ;  who  was  fo  well  pleafcd  with  the  compliment,  that  he  appointed  him  his  fee 
tary,  and  introduced  him  to  Harley,  and  St.  John,  and  other  leaders  of  the  Tory  party,  of 
he  appears  to  have  been  an  adherent. 

In  1710,  he  quitted  the  fervice  of  Lord  Peterborough,  and  married  the  only  daughter  of  Edmi 
Merris,  Efq.  of  Stratford,  in  Effex,  a  young  lady  of  great  merit  and  beauty,  with  whom  he  had 
very  handfome  fortune. 

The  fame  year,  he  was  appointed  Manager  of  the  theatre  in  Drury  Lane,  and,  at  the  defire 
Booth  the  player,  wrote  his  firft  tragedy  of  Elfrid,  or,  the  Fair  Inconjlant,  which  was  favourably 
rexeived  on  the  ftage,  though  he  has  himfelf  defcribed  it  to  be  "  an  unpruned  wildernefs  of  fancy, 
with  here  and  there  a  flower  among  the  leaves,  but  without  any  fruit  of  judgment."  To  this  play 
was  annexed,  in  the  reprefentation,  a  dramatic  piece,  called  The  Walking  Statue ;  »r,  tie  Devil  in  tbt 
Wine  Cellar  :  the  plot  of  which  is  farcical,  and  the  incidents  beyond  the  limits  of  poffibiiity. 

The  year  following,  he  wrote  the  opera  of  Rinaldo,  which  was  performed  at  the  theatre  in  the  Hay.. 
^Market,  of  which  he  was  director,  and  met  with  very  great  fuccefs.  The  mufic  was  the  firft  that: 
Handel  compofed  after  his  arrival  in  England. 

His  genius  feems  to  have  been  admirably  adapted  to  the  bufinefs  of  the  ftage  ;  and  while  he  held 
the  management,  he  conducted  both  theatres,  highly  to  the  fatisfaction  of  the  pablic;  but  having 
a  mifunderftanding  with  the  Duke  of  Kent,  then  Lord  Chamberlain,  he  relinquifhed  it  in  a  few 
jmcnths  ;  and  though  he  was  not  long  after  very  earneftly  folicited  by  a  perfon  of  the  firft  diftinc- 
fkm,  to  refume  the  theatrical  direction,  he  ftill  declined  it. 

It  is  probable,  however,  that  neither  pride  nor  refentment  were  the  motives  of  this  refufal,  but  aa 
ardent  zeal  for  general  improvement,  and  the  public  good,  which  feems  to  have  been  his  darling 
f>aiu*on,  and  to  which,  on  different  occasions,  he  facriticed  not  only  hii  cafe,  but  large  Aims  of 
money. 

In  1713,  he  undertook  to  make  an  oil  as  fweet  as  that  from  olives,  from  beech  nuts,  and  ob- 
tained a  patent  for  the  purpofe ;  but  being  an  undertaking  of  too  great  extent  for  his  private  for- 
tune, he  took  a  fubfcription  of  25,000 1.  on  (hares  and  annuities,  in  fccuriry  of  which,  he  afligned 
over  his  patent  in  truft  for  the  fubfcribers,  forming  a  Company  who  were  to  act  in  concert  with  the 
patentee,  under  the  denomination  of  The  Beech  Oil  Company. 

The  fuccefs  of  this  undertaking,  at  a  time  when  profits  were  already  arifing  from  it,  was  fruf- 
trated,  by  the  erroneous  warmth  and  impatience  of  thofe  perfons  with  whom  he  was  obliged  to  unite 
himfelf;  and  after  three  years  labour  and  application,  came  to  nothing. 

In  1716,  he  published  An  Impartial  State  of  the  Cafe  between  tbi  Patentee,  Annuitants,  and  Sharers  In 
the  Beech  Oil  Company,  by  which  it  appeared  that  all  the  money  that  had  been  employed,  had  been 
fairly  expended  for  the  benefit  of  the  Company,  and  that  the  patentee  had  not  availed  himfelf  of  the 
advantages  to  which,  by  the  agreement,  he  had  been  entitled.  / 

After  the  failure  of  this  project,  he  was  concerned  with  Sir  Robert  Montgomery,  in  a  defigti  for 
eftablifhing  a  plantation  in  that  part  of  South  Carolina,  which  has  fince  been  extenfively  cultivated 
under  the  name  of  Georgia  ;  yet,  through  inequality  of  his  fortune,  it  never  proved  of  any  advan- 
tage to  him. 

In  1716,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Lincoln's  Inn-fields,  The  Fatal  Vtfion ;  or,  The  Fall  of  Siam,  a 
tragedy  ;  which  was  acted  with  fuccefs.  The  fcene  is  laid  in  Siani,  but  the  fable  is  fictitious,  and 
the  characters  imaginary.  The  moral  is  to  expofe  the  dangerous  confequences  of  giving  way  to 
rage  and  raftinefs  of  determination.  It  is  dedicated  to  the  two  critics,  Dennis,  and  Gildon.  He 
prefixed  to  it  this  motto  from  Horace,  to  which  he  declared  his  conftant  adherence, 

I  not  for  vulgar  admiration  write, 

To  be  well  read,  not  much,  is  my  delight. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  the  two  firit  books  of  an  epic  poem,  called  Gideon,  in  twelve 
*n  the  foundation  of  the  tlory  of  the  redemption  of  Ifrael  by  Gidttn,  in  the  book  of  Judges; 
Which  he  afterwaKU  wrote  fis  book?  more,  which  made  eight  j  but  did  not  finifh  it, 


* 
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In  1718,  he  wrote  a  poem  called  The  Northern  Star,  a  panegyric  on  Peter  the  Great ;  for  which 
he  was  afterwards  complimented  with  a  gold  medal  from  the  Emprefs,  Catherine,  according  to  the 
Emperor's  defire  before  his  death.  By  an  advertifement  to  the  fifth  edition  of  this  poem,  printed  in 
3739,  it  appears  that  he  was  to  have  wrote  the  life  of  Peter,  from  his  papers  which  were  to  have 
been  fent  to  him  ;  but  the  death  of  the  Emprefs  prevented  it. 

In  1720,  he  wrote  The  Fata{  Extravagance,  a  tragedy  in  one  act,  which  he  gave  to  Mr.  Jofeph 
Mitchell,  at  that  time  in  great  diftrefs,  and  got  it  acted  at  the  theatre  in  Lincoln's  Inn-fields,  and 
fupported  it  on  the  fuppofed  author's  third  night,  with  all  that  ardour  of  benevolence  which  con- 
ftituted  his  «haracter.  It  was  afterwards  enlarged  into  five  acts,  and  exhibited  at  Drury  Lane,  in 
1726,  with  great  fuccefs.  It  is  one  of  the  moft  interefting  dramas  in  the  Englifh  language. 

In  1723,  he  brought  on  the  ftage,  at  Drury  Lane,  his  tragedy  of  Henry  V.  or,  The  Conquejt  tf 
France  by  the  Englijb ;  which  is  juftly  eftecmed  a  very  good  play.  The  plot  and  language  are  in 
fome  places  borrowed  from  Shakfpeare ;  yet, on  the  whole,  it  is  greatly  altered,  and  a  fecond  plot  is 
introduced  by  the  addition  of  a  new  female  character,  a  niece  to  Lord  Scroope,  who  has  been  for- 
merly feduced  by  the  king. 

In  1 724,  for  the  benefit  of  a  diftreffed  officer  in  the  army,  he  began  a  periodical  paper,  called,  Tbt 
Plain  Dealer,  in  conjunction  with  William  Bond,  Efq.  whom  Savage  called  the  two  contending 
powers  of  light  and  darknefs.  They  wrote  by  turns,  each  fix  eflays ;  and  the  character  of  the  work 
vras  obferved  regularly  to  rife  in  Hill's  weeks,  and  fall  in  Mr.  Bond's. 

"  I  am  particularly  indebted"  fays  Savage,  in  the  preface  to  his  '  Mifcellany,'  "  to  the  author  oF 
*  The  Plain  Dealer,'  who  was  pleafed,  in  two  of  his  papers  (which  I  entreat  his  pardon  for  reprint- 
ing before  my  Mifcellany),  to  point  out  my  unhappy  ftory  to  the  world,  with  fo  touching  a  hu- 
manity, and  fo  good  an  effect,  that  many  perfons  of  quality,  of  all  ranks,  and  of  both  fexes,  diftin- 
guifhed  themfelves  with  the  promptness  he  here  hinted  to  the  noble  minded,  and  not  flaying  till 
they  were  applied  to,  fent  me  the  honour  of  their  fubfcriptions,  in  the  moft  liberal  and  handfome 
manner.  I  ought  here  to  acknowledge  feveral  favours  from  Mr.  Hill,  whofe  writings  are  a  fhining 
ornament  of  this  Mifcellany ;  but  I  wave  detaining  my  readers,  and  beg  leave  to  refer  them  to  a 
copy  of  verfes  called  "  The  Friend,"  which  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  addrefs  to  that  gentle- 
man." 

Mallet  communicated  to  Hill  the  firft  fk,etch  of  his  beautiful  ballad  of  "  William  and  Margaret,'* 
originally  printed  in  The  Plain  Dealer. 

In  1728,  he  made  a  journey  into  the  north  of  Scotland,  where  he  had  been  about  two  years  be- 
fore, having  contracted  with  the  York-Buildings  Company,  to  apply  the  timber  upon  their  eftates, 
©n  the  river  Spey,  to  the  ufes  of  the  navy.  In  this  undertaking,  however,  he  found  various  ob- 
fi^wjes ;  for  when  the  trees  were  by  his  order  chained  together  into  floats,  the  ignorant  Highlanders 
refufed  to  venture  themfelves  on  them  down  the  Spey,  till  he  firft  went  himfelf,  to  (how  there,  wag 
no  danger. 

The  rocks  in  the  river  were  another  impediment,  which  his  fagacity  and  perfeverance  overcame  » 
by  ordering  fires  to  be  made  on  them,  where  they  were  moft  cxpofed,  and  throwing  great  quanti- 
ties of  water  on  them,  they  were,  by  the  help  of  proper  tools,  broken  to  pieces,  and  a  free  paflage 
opened  for  the  floats. 

"  The  fhore  of  the  Spey,"  fays  he,  in  a  letter  to  his  wife,  from  the  Golden  Groves  of  Abernctly, 
Auguft  18.  1728,  "  is  all  covered  with  mails,  from  50  to  70  feet  long,  which  they  are  daily  bring- 
ing out  of  the  wood,  with  ten  carriages,  and  above  a  hundred  horfes,  and  bring  down  from  forty 
to  fifty  trees  a-day,  one  day  with  another. 

44  In  the  middle  of  the  river  lie  at  anchor,  a  little  fleet  of  our  rafts,  which  are  juft  putting  oflf 
for  Findhorn  harbour  ;  and  it  is  one  of  the  pleafanteft  fights  poffible,  to  obferve  the  little  armies 
of  men,  women,  and  children,  who  pour  down  from  the  Highlands,  to  flare  at  what  we  have 
been  doing." 

'The  undertaking  was  for  fome  time  carried  on  with  great  vigour,  and  confiderable  advantage, 
till  the  directors  thought  proper  to  call  cff  the  men  and  ho^fes  from  the  woods  of  Abcrncthy,  ti 
-.  their  lead  mines. 
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What  private  emolument  he  received  from  this  project,  is  m-t  'uiou-n  ;  b; •", 

refitknce  in  the  Highlands,  the  Jj;  ,  Inverncfs,  &c.  complimented  him  \virh 

the  freedom  of  their  refpcdtiye  towns  ;  and  he  met  with  diflinguifucd  civilities  from  the  Duke 
Gordon,  and  other  pcrfons  of  rank  in  that  part  of  t]  .     His  prc; '  ,  in  compli- 

ment tp  Scotland,  arc  generally  known. 

In  his  return  from  the  north,  he  fpcnt  fomc  time  in  Yorkfhire,  where  his  wife  then  wr. 
feme  relations,  for  the  recovery  of  her  health  ;  which  afforded  an  opportunity  to  fomc  perfons  to 
be  guilty  of  a  breach  of  truft,  that  would  have  been  of  very  unhappy  confcquence  to  hb  fortune  ;  but 
he  returned  time  enough  to  frufbate  their  villainous  uitentions. 

During  his" peregrination  in  the  north,  he  wrote  an  allegorical  poem,  intituled,  Tie  Progrtfs 
}V'iSt  a  Caveat  for  t'us  nfe  of  an  eminent  Writer^  which  gave  c.     It  111  :..f:nefs  to  Pope,  who  hud  been 
the  aggrefibr  in  "  The  Dunciad." 

About  die  fame  time,  he  wrote  his  Advice  to  tie  Pacts,  in  which  he  praifcs  worthy  poetry,  cen- 
fures  the  misapplication  of  poetry  in  general,  and  reproves  Pope  for  defending  below  his  genius. 

While  every  meaner  art  exerts  her  aim, 
O'er  rival  arts  to  lift  her  queftion'd  fame; 
Let  half-foul'd  poets'  ftili  on  poets  fal!, 
And  teach  the  willing  world  to  fcorn  them  all. 
But  let  no  mufe,  pre-eminent  asth:n?, 
Of  voice  melodious,  and  of  force  divine, 
Stung  by  wits,  wafp?,  all  rights  cf  rank  forego, 
And  turn  and  fnarl,  and  bite  «"t  every  foe  ; 
No — like  thy  ovn  Ulyfll-s  make  no  fray, 
Shun  monfters — and  purius  thy  ftreamy  way. 

In  173X1  he  had  the  affliction  to  lofe  his  wife,  to  whom  he  had  the  fincereft  and  tendered  at- 
tachment.  By  her  he  had  nine  children ;  foui>  of  whom  (a  fon  and  three  daughters)  furvivcd 
him. 

Her  amiable  worth  and  elegant  accomplifhments  are  fcnciy  delineated  by  Savage,  in  his  Yerfc» 
2T»  tire  EiKCcllent  Miranda^  Confort  of  Aaron  Hill,  Efy.  on  'reading  L:r  Poemi. — 

Each  foftenirg  charm  of  Clio's  fmiling  fong, 
Montague's  foul,  which  ihine*  divinely  ftrong ; 
Thefe  blend,  with  graceful  eafe,  to  fprm  thy  rhyme, 
Tender,  yet  chafte,  fweet-founding,  yet  fublime, 
Wifdom  and  wit  have  made  thy  works  their  care, 
Each  paffion  glows,  refin'd  by  precept  there  ; 
To  fair  Miranda* t  form  each  grace  is  kind, 
The  mufcsand  the  virtues  tune  thy  mind. 

The  thought  of  the  following  epitaph  for  a  monument  he  defigned  to  ere&  cv.er  her  grave,  though, 
not  original,  is  truly  poetical. 

Enough,  cold  (lone  '.  fufEce  her  long-liv'd  name, 
Words  are  too  weak  to  pay  her  virtue's  claim  : 
Temples,  and  tombs,  and  tongues,  fhall  wafte  away, 
And  power's  vain  pomp  in  mould'ring  duft  decay, 
But  e'er  mankind  a  wife  more  perfect  fee, 
Eternity,  O  Time  !  fhall  bury  dice. 

The  fame  year,  he  brought  his  tragedy  of  Atbel-wold  upon  the  ftage  in  Drury  Lane,  written  on  die 
f abject  of  his  Elf  rid ;  or,  Tie  Fair  •  Intinjlant.  The  difference  of  time  and  judgment  is  viliblc  i« 
favour  of  At&eltuolJ.  The  language  is  poetical  and  fpirited,  the  characters  chafte  and  genuine,  and 
the  defcriptions  affeding  and  pidurcfque. 

In  1733,  his  tragedy  of  Zura,  taken  from  Voltaire,  was  a&cd  for  the  benefit  of- Mr.  Bond,  at 
the  Long-room  in  Villars  Street,  York-Buildings,  who  performed  the  part  of  Liifignan,  but  died 
before  the  run  of  the  play  was  over.  It  was  afterwards  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury  Lane, 
I735«  where  the  part  of  Zara  was  played  by  Mrs.  Cibber,  being  her  firfl -attempt  in  tragedy, 
is  juflly  efteemed  one  of  his  belt  plays. 
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In  I73J,  he.  projected  a  periodical  paper,  called   The  Prompter,  dcfigned  to  correct  the  imper- 
I   fe&ions  of  the  ftage,  to  which  he  contributed  the  papers  figned  B. 

In  1736,  hiaJkira,  or,  The  Spamjh  Infult  Rented,  a  tragedy,  taken  from  Voltaire,  was  acted 
B  at  Lincoln's  Inn-fields.  This  play  has  been  much,  improved  in  the  Jingliih  verfion  ;  as  was  gene-. 
I  roufly  acknowledged  by  Voltaire  himfelf :  the  language  is  nervous  and'  forcible,  but  it  abounds  in 
I  declamation,  rather  than  paffion,  which,  however  ftrongly  it  may  be  fupported,  renders  it  tedious  to 
I  an  Englifh  audience. 

In  1737,  he  publifhed  The  Teart  of  tie  Mufes,  a  fitire,  which  he  calls  a  "  Species  of  Poetry  that 
I  can  only  be  reconciled  to  humanity  by  the  general  benevolence  of  its  purpofe,  attacking  particulars 
I  for  the  public  advantage." 

In  1 738,  he  pablifhed  An  Inquiry  into  tie  merit  of  /ffajjination,  with  a  view  to  tie  C&arafier  ofCafar  ; 
I  on  whofe  death  he  had  written  a  tragedy  the  year  before,  named  The  Roman  Revenge,  which  was 
.acted  at  the  theatre  in  Bath,  1753,  with  fuccefs.  "  The  tragedy,"  fays  Bolingbroke,  to  whom  ic 
was  dedicated,  "  is  finely  wrote;  the  charters  are  admirably  well  drawn,  the  fentiments  are  noble, 
beyond  the  power  of  words,  and  the  expreffion,  dignified  as  it  is,  can  add  nothing  to  their  fublime. 
By  inscribing  to  me  one  of  the  noblefl  dramas  that  uur  language,  or  any  age  can  boaft,  you  tranf- 
mit  my  character  to  pofterity  with  greater  advantage,  than  any.  I  could  have  given  it." 

About  this  time,  he  withdrew  himfelf  from  the  world,  and  fettled  at  Plaiftow  in  EfTex,  where 
he  devoted  himfelf  entirely  to  his  fludy,  family,  and  garden  ;  and  the  perfection  of  many  profitable 
improvements  ;  one  of  which  only  he  lived  to  complete,  though  not  to  reap  any  benefit  from  it 
himfelf,  the  Art  of  making  Pot  /'Jb,  equal  to  that  brought  from  Ruflja. 

In  his  folitude  he  wrote  an  heroic  poem,  called  The  Fanciad,  infcribed  to  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough,  1743,  The  Impartial,  a  poem,  infcribed  to  Lord  Carteret ;  a  poem  upon  Faith,  1746, 
the  Art  of  A  fling,  a  poem,  dedicated  to  Lord  Chefterfisld,  1747  ;  a  tract  on  War^  and  another  on 
Agriculture,  which  he  left  unfinjihed,  with  feveral  other  pieces. 

In  1749,  he  revifed  the  eight  books  he  had  finiflied  of  his  epic  poem,  called  Gideon,  and  publifhed 
three  of  the  books  to  which  he  gave  the  title  of  Gideon,  or,  The  Patriot,  with  a  dedication  to  Lord 
Bolingbroke ;  in  which  he  accounts  for  the  alterations  he  had  made  fince  the  firft  publication  of 
two  books. 

He  allb  adapted  to  the  Englifli  ftage,  Voltaire's  tragedy  of  Merope,  which  was  acted  at  Drury- 
Lane,  1749,  with  great  applaufe,  and  was  the  laft  work  he  lived  to  complete. 

This  play,  which  he  has  made  entirely  his  own,  by  his  manner  of  tranflating  it,  ftill  continues  to 
be  acted  with  applaufe,  and  the  ufe  which  has  been  made  of  the  defign,  in  "  Barbarofla,  Creufa, 
Douglas,"  &c.  affords  a  ftrong  evidence  in  its  favour. 

He  juft  lived  to  fee  his  tragedy  introduced  to  the  public,  and  to>  write  a  dedication  to  Lord 
JJolingbroke,  in  which  there  is  a  melancholy  prefage  of  bis  approaching  diffolution. 

Cover'd  in  fortune's  (hade  I  reft  reclin'd, 

My  griefs  all  filent,  and  my  joys  refign'd  ; 

With  patient  eye  life's  evening  gloom  furvey, 

Nof  ihake  th'  out  hafting  fands,  nor  bid  them  ftay } 

Yet  while  from  life  my  fetting  profpects  fly, 

Fain  would  my  mind's  weak  offspring  (him  to  die ; 

Fain  would  their  hope  fome  light  through  time  explore. 

The  name's  kind  paiTport,  when  the  man'a  no  more ; 

Mallet  had  made  intercft  with  the  Prince  of  Wales,  to  have  it  performed  for  his  benefit ;  but 
the  day  before  it  was,  by  the, command  of  the  Prince,  to  have  been  reprefented,  he  died,  Feb.  8, 
1749-50,  before  he  had  completed  his  68th  year,  as.it  is  faid,  in  the  very  minute  of  the  earthquake, 
after  enduring  a  twelvemonth's  torment  of  body,  with  great  fortitude  and  refignation. 

He  was  buried  in  the  fame  grave  with  his  wife,  in  the  great  cloifter  cf  Weftminfter  Abbey,  ncax 
Lord  Godnlphin's  tomb,. 
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A  collection  of  his  Original  Poems  and  Letters,  was  printed  for  tie  benefit  of  tbr  family,  by  fubfc 
in  4  vols.  8vo,    1751  ;  with  a  poetical  dedication  to  the  princefs  of  Wales,  by  his  Daughter,  Mrs. 
Urania  Johnfon,  who  feems  to  have  inherited  a  large  portion  of  his  tafte.  and  amiable  benevolence. 

His  dramatic  works,  including  the  plays  above-mentioned,  and  TLe  Roman  Revenge,  a  tragedy,  1753, 
*TLe  nfcl-vent,  or,  filial  Piety,  a  tragedy,  17j8,  Merlin  in  Love,  an  occafional  prelude,  The  Mufe  in 
JM[ournin$r,  a  comic  opera,  Tit  Snake  in  the  Grafs,  a  dramatic  fatire,  Saul,  a  tragedy,  and  Daraxes,  a 
tragedy,  were  printed  in  a  vols  8vo,  17.59.  A  felection  from  the  mafs  of  his  mifcellaneous 
pofitions  is  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a  collection  of  clafiical  Englifh  poetry. 

The  character  of  Hill  was  in  every  refpect  perfectly  amiable.  H:s  perfon  was,  in  his  youth, 
tremely  fair  and  handfome.  He  was  tall,  not  too  thin,  yet  genteelly  made.  His  eyes  were  a  d: 
Hue,  bright  and  penetrating,  his  hair  brown,  and  his  face  oval.  His  countenance  was  gene 
animated  by  a  fmile.  His  addrefs  was  moft  engagingly  affable,  yet  mingled  with  a  native  ui 
fumed  Jignity,  which  rendered  him  ac  once  rcfpected  and  admired.  His  voice  was  fweet, 
J>is  conversation  elegant ;  and  fo  extenfive  was  hib  knowledge  in  all  fubjects,  that  fcarcely  any  cc 
occur,  on  which  he  did  not  acquit  himfelf  in  a  moft  mallerly  and  entertaining  manner.  His  terr.j 
though  naturally  warm  when  roufed  by  injuries,  was  equally  noble  in  a  readinef*  to  forgive  tht 
and  fo  much  inclined  was  he  to  repay  evil  with  good,  that  he  frequently  exerciftd  that  chrif 
leffon,  to  the  prejudice  of  his  own  circumftances.  He  was  a  generous  maftcr,  a  fine  ere  friend, 
affectionate  hufband,  and  an  indulgent  and  tender  parent :  and,  indeed,  fo  benevolent  was  his 
pofition  in  general,  even  beyond  the  power  of  the  fortune  he  was  bleffcd  with,  that  the  calamit 
of  thofe  he  knew,  and  valued  as  deierving,  affected  him  more  deeply  than  his  own.  In  confeqw 
c'f  this  he  beftowed  the  profits  of  many  of  his  works  for  the  relief  of  his  friends,  and  particul 
iiis  dramatic  pieces,  none  of  which  he  could  ever  be  prevailed  on  to  accept  of  a  benefit  for,  excepc 
his  M:rope,  which,  at  the  very  clofe  of  his  life  was  commanded  to  be  reprefented  for  the  relief 
of  its  author,  from  thofe  difficulties  out  of  which  he  had  frequently  been  the  generous  inftrument 
of  extricating  others.  His  manner  of  living  was  temperate  to  the  greateft  degree,  in  every  rcfpect 
but  that  of  late  hours,  which  his  indefatigable  love  of  ftudy  frequently  drew  him  into.  No  labour 
deterred  him  from  the  profccution  of  any  defign  that  appeared  to  him  to  be  praife-worthy  and 
practicable ;  nor  was  it  in  the  power  of  mibfortune,  which  from  his  birth  he  feemed  deftined  to  en- 
counter, to  overcome,  or  even  (hake  his  fortitude  of  mind. 

He  fcems  to  have  lived  in  perfect  harmony  with  all  the  writers  of  his  time,  except  Pope,  with 
whom  he  had  a  fhwrt  controverfy,  greatly  to  his  advantage,  occasioned  by  the  following  lines  in  ths 
«  Dunciad." 

Then  H —  eflay'd ;  fcarce  vanifh'd  out  of  fight, 
He  buoys  up  inftant,  and  returns  to  light ; 
He  bears  no  token  of  the  fabler  ftreams. 
And  mounts  far  off  among  the  fwans  of  Thames. 

This,  though  the  gentleft  piece  of  fatire  in  the  whole  poem,  and  conveying  at  the  fame  time  an 
oblique  compliment,  he  retaliated  in  his  Progrefs  rf  Wit,  which  begins  with  the  following  lines,  14 
which  Pope's  well  known  difpofition  is  elegantly,  yet  very  feverely  characterifcd. 

Tuneful  A!c\is,  on  the  Thame's  fair  fide, 

The  ladies'  play-thing  and  the  niufe's  pride; 

"With  •merit  popular,  with  wit  polite, 

Eafy,  though  vain,  and  elegant,  though  light; 

Df firing,  and  defervihg  others  praife, 

Poorly  accepts  a  fame  he  ne'er  repays; 

Unborn  to  cheriih,  fneakingly  approves, 

And  wants  the  foul  to  fpread  the  wor^h  he  loves. 

The  "  fneakingly  approves"  in  the  laft  couplet  affected  Pope  extremely;  who,  indeed,  through 
the  whole  controverfy,  feems  rather  to  exprefs  his  repentance  by  denying  the  offence,  than  to  vin-. 
clicate  himfelf,  fuppoiing  it  to  have  been  given. 

"  That  the  letters,  A.  H.*'  fays  he,  "  were  applied  to  you  in  the  papers,  I  did  not  fcn::w,  (for 
][  feldem  read  them)  I  heard  it  only  from  Mr.  Savage,  as  from  youifelf,  and  fen:  my  affurance  tq 


THE    LIFE    OF   HILL.  65$ 

the  contrary.  But  I  don't  fee  how  the  annotator  to  the  Dunciad  could  have  re&ified  that  miftake 
publicly,  without  particularifing  your  name  in  a  book,  where  1  thought  it  too  good  to  be  in- 
ferted,  &c." 

«  I  fhouid  imagine,"  he  add«,  in  another  place,  «  the  Dunciad  meant  you  a  real  compliment,  and 
fo  it  has  been  thought  by  many,  who  have  afked  to  whom  that  paflage  made  that  oblique  panegyric. 
As  to  the  notes,  I  am  weary  of  telling  a  great  truth  ;  which  is,  that  I  am  not  the  author  of  them; 
though  I  love  truth  fo  well,  as  fairly  to  tell  you,  I  think  even  that  note  a  commendation,  and 
ihould  think  myfelf  not  ill  ufed^o  have  the  fame  ivcrds  fald  of  me. — But  I  afk  you  not  to  believe  this, 
except  you  are  vaflly  inclined  to  it.  J  will  come  clofer  to  the  point ;  would  you  have  the  note  left 
out  ?  It  fhail.  Would  you  have  it  exprefsly  faid  you  were  not  nttant  ?  It  fhall,  if  1  have  any  influence 
<m  the  editors." 

"  As  to  your  oblique  panegyric,"  fays  Hill,  M  I  am  not  under  fo  blind  an  attachment  to  the  goc(- 
defs  I  vvas  devoted  to  in  the  Dunciad,  but  that  I  knew  it  was  a  commendation,  though  a  dirtier  one 
than  I  wifhed  for  ;  who  am  neither  fond  of  fome  of  the  company  in  which  \  was  lifted,  the  noble 
reward  for  which  I  was  to  become  a  diver,  the  allegorical  muddinefs  in  which  I  was  to  try  my  ikilJj 
cor  the  inftituter  of  the  games  you  were  fo  kind  to  allow  me  a  (hare  in." 

"  Your  offer  is  very  kind,1'  he  adds,  "  to  prevail  on  the  editor  of  the  Dunciad  to  leave  out  the 
aote,  or  declare  that  I  was  not  meant  in  it ;  but  I  am  fatisfied  : — It  is  over,  and  deferves  no  more  of 
your  application," 

The  controverfy  ended  in  a  perfect  reconciliation ;  and  Pope  ever  afterwards  treated  Hill  with  3. 
degree  of  refpect,  that  implied  a  fenfe  of  fuperiority,  bordering  on  reverence. 

The  paffage  in  the  Dunciad  relating  to  Hill,  Hands  thus  in  the  later  editions : 

Then  *  effay'd  ;  fcarce  vanifh'd  out  of  fight,  &c. 

With  this  note  under  it.  "  A  gentleman  of  genius  and  fpirit,  who  was  fecretly  dipt  in  fome  papers 
of  this  kind,  on  whom  our  poet  beflows  a  panegyric  inftead  of  a  fatire,  as  defwving  to  be  better 
employed  than  in  party  quarrels,  and  perfonal  invectives." 

As  a  great  and  general  writer,  Hill  muft  be  allowed  to  ftand  in  a  very  exalted  rank  of  merit. 
His  tragedies,  particularly  Zara  and  Mtnfa  are  generally  known  and  admired.  His  poems  fecm 
not  to  have  hitherto  obtained  fo  much  notice  as  they  deferve.  Dr.  Warton  has  unjuflly  reprefented 
him  as  "  an  affected  and  fuftian  writer,"  who,  "  by  fome  means  or  other,  gained  Pope's  confidence 
and  friendfhip."  Although  it  may  be  allowed,  that  the  rigid  correctness  with  which  he  conftantly 
re-perufed  his  compofitions  for  alteration,  the  frequent  ufe  of  compound  epithets,  fingularity  of  fen- 
timent,  bold  experiments  in  language,  and  an  ordo  -oerlwum  peculiar  to  himfelf,  have  juftly  laid  him, 
open  to  the  charge  of  being,  in  fome  places  rather  too  turgid,  and  in  others  fomewhat  ftiff  and 
obfcure;  yet,  the  nervous  power,  force,  and  weight  of  fentiment,  opulence  of  imagery,  and  intrinfic 
{lerling  fcnfe  with  which  his  writings  abound,  amply  atone  for  the  harfhnefs  of  the  ftylc,  and  the  pe- 
culiarity of  the  diction.  They  are  evidently  the  production  of  a  genius  truly  poetical ;  they  have 
an  air  of  originality,  which  has  no  refemblance  of  any  contemporary  writer ;  and  the  verification  and 
fentiments  have  a  caft  peculiar  to  themfelves,  which  cannot  be  fuccefsfully  imitated.  The  images 
are  animated,  though  fometimes  indiftinct ;  the  defcriptions  forcible,  though  fometimes  quaint ; 
the  language  elevated,  though  fometimes  forced ;  and  the  numbers  majeftic  and  flowing,  though 
fometimes  encumbered  and  fluggifh.  His  faults  are,  not  want  of  fire  or  cnthufiafm,  of  which  he  ha« 
an  ample  (hare  ;  but  an  elaborate  esactnefs  of  language,  that  rather  obfcures  than  heightens  the 
beauty  and  force  of  the  thought,  and  a  ftudied  refinement  of  fentiment,  fupported  by  the  utmoft 
effort  of  language,  which  has  more  magniBcence  than  fublimity,  more  dignity  than  grace. 

In  extenuation  of  his  faults,  it  ought  to  be  obferved,  that  the  versatility  of  his  genius  was  unfa- 
vourable to  the  attainment  of  excellence  ;  and  that  he  cultivated  poetry  only  as  a  relaxation  from 
the  ftudy  of  hiftory,  criticifm,  geography,  phyfic,  commerce,  agriculture,  war,  law,  chemiftry,  and 
jiatural  philofophy,  to  which  he  devoted  the  grcateft  part  of 'his  time. 

'  -  Jn  3ji  events,"  fays  he,  «  1  will  be  eafy,  who  have  no  better  reafon  to  wifli  well  to  poetry, 

T  t  i} 
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than  my  love  for  a  miftrefs  I  fhall  never  be  married  to;  for,  whenever  T  grow  ambitious,  T  fhaft 
•wifli  to  build  higher,  and  owe  my  memory  to  fome  occafion  of  more  importance  than  my  writ- 
ings." 

Of  the  poetical  pieces  which  he  at  different  times  compofed,  the  prefent  collection  exhibits  but  a 
fmall  number.  The  epic  poem  of  Gideon,  his  greateft  work,  has  been  emitted,  for  a  reafon  which 
he  has  himfelf  given,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Clio,  the  poetical  name  of  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Sanfom  ; 
"  It  will  require  a  good  lhare  of  your  patience,  for  it  is  a  very  long  one.  I  will  have  it  writ  fair, 
book  by  book,  for  your  perufal,  if  you  have  courage  enough  to  refolve  on  going  through  with  fo 
formidable  a  mortification,  as  to  pkk  out  thfjine  things  of  the  flory  from  the  dull  ones  of  the  author." 
It  has  been  praifed  by  Savage  ;  and  muft  be  allowed  to  have  fome  fine  pafiages ;  but  the  meafure  is 
injudicioufly  chofen,  and  the  ftory  tedious  and  uninterefting.  All  the  riches  of  poetic  diction  are  re- 
quired to  inveft  epic  poetry  in  fuitablc  fplendor  ;  but  it  reje&s  the  variety  of  meafure  which  is  appro- 
priated to  lyric  compofition.  The  Fancied  is  not  liable  to  the  fame  objections;  but  a  copy  of  it  could 
not  be  procured.  An  epifode  from  G!J:on,  is  inferted  among  his  Original  Pccmt,  tsV.  but  th«  FanciaJ, 
and  many  of  hia  earlier  pieces,  are  omitted  in  the  collection  of  his  works. 

The  lift  of  his  pieces  which  have  been  felecfted  for  republication,  might  perhaps  have  been  aug- 
mented without  any  injury  to  his  reputation;  but,  it  is  hoped,  the  fcle&ion,  imperfect  as  it  is, 
when  every  deduction  is  made  which  criticifm  requires,  will  make  good  his  claim  to  more  notice 
than  he  has  hitherto  obtained,  and  juftify  the  revival  of  his  writings. 

It  confifts  of  pieces  in  various  kinds  of  compofition,  friious,  fentimental,  humorous,  farirical, 
defcriptive,  and  amatory,  which  have  all  their  brighter  paflages  ;  but  require  no  diftin<5l  confiden- 
tion,  nor  particular  criticifm. 

On  the  character  of  Hill,  it  is  unneceflary  to  enhrge,  as  the  teftimonies  to  his  merit,  by  Boling- 
nroke,  Pope,  Chefterfield,  Voltaire,  Thomfon,  Mallet,  Savage,  Richardfon,  Sewell,  Dyer,  Field- 
ing, Vi&or,  and  Garrick,  are  fuffkiently  known  to  the  general  readers  of  Englifh  poetry.  The 
following  complimentary  epigram  by  Richardfon  does  not  appear  extravagant;  and  it  is  hoped  this 
article  will  not  be  thought  too  long,  when  it  is  remembered  that  Hill,  however  neglected  in  later 
days,  was  celebrated  by  the  moft  eloquent  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  and  commended  by  the 
excellent  author  of  "  Clariffa,"  and  "  Sir  Charles  Grandifon."  ' 

When  noble  thoughts  with  language  pure  unite, 
To  give  to  kindred  excellence  its  n.eht, 
Though  unencumber'd  with  the  clogs  of  rhime, 
Where  tinkling  founds,  f»r  want  of  meaning  chime. 
Which  like  the  rocks  in  Shannon's  midway  courfc,    v 
Divide  the  fenfe  and  interrupt  its  force; 
Well  may  we  judge  fo  ftrong  and  clear  a  rill, 
Flows  higher  from  the  Mufes*  facred  HILL. 
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TO  CLIO.  I 

O^AR'D  in  entangling  mazes  of  thy  charms, 

Teach  me  to  {hake  thefe  filky  chains  away  : 
Slow,  thy  fweet  force,  my  ftubborn  mind  difarms, 

Tillev'n  ambition  bends  beneath  thy  fway. 
What  Ihall  I  do  to  free  my  ftruggling  foul, 

Bow'd  to  the  foft'ning  bias  of  thy  fong  ? 
As  circling  draws  in  whirlwinds  driving  roll, 

So  are  my  hurry'd  paflions  fwept  along. 
Fool  as  I  was  ! — I  felt  thy  diftant  fire, 

E'er  from  thofe  eyes  it  flafh'd  undying  flame ; 
Yet  fure,  faid  I — for  once — I  may  afpire, 

And  view  that  heav'n  whence  all  this  bright- 

nefs  came.  , 

So  the  light  cork  that  on  the  Thames'  fmooth  fide 

Embay'd,  glides  buoyant,  and  juft  fkirns  the 

fhore, 
Edges,  ambitious,  to  the  rapid  tide, 

And  milling  down  the  ftream  returns  no  more. 

Late  my  free  thoughts,  unbounded  as  the  air,   [fky; 

Could,  with  an  eye  beam's  fwiftnefs,  fcale  the 
Wander  in  ftarry  worlds,  and  bufy'd  there, 

From  human  cares  and  human  paflions  fly. 
Down  to  dark  earth's  deep  centre  could  I  roam, 

And   through  her  chafmy  lab'rinths  wind  my 

way; 
See  gold  unripen'd  in  its  duiky  home, 

And  mark  how  fprings  in  veiny  bendings  {tray. 

Oft  as  th'  alarming  trumpet  flruck  my  ear,   [rofe, 
Or  the  big  drum's  dead  beat  hoarfe-thunci'ring 

!My  fummon'd  foul  fprung  out  to  war's  wifh'd 

fphere, 
And  plung'd  me  in  the  ranks  of  fancy'd  foes. 

Wide  as  unmeafur'd  nature's  tracklefs  fpace, 

Untir'd  imagination  reftlefs  flew; 
Difdain'd  to  fix  on  object,  or  on  place, 

And  every  moment  fome  frefli  labour  knew. 
Clio  was  then  unfeen,  unread,  unknown  ;— 

Now,  lovely  tyrant,  fhe  ufurps  my  mind ; 
Devoted  fancy  vov*s  itfelf  her  own  : 

And  my  whole  thought  is  to  one  theme  confin'd. 
Yet,  pow'rful  as  fhe  is— flie  doubts  her  lays; 

,  like  the  fun,  to  her  own  blazing  flame, 


Tranfports  the  lift'ning  foul — engrofles  praife ; 

Yet  humbly  wiflies — an  immortal  name. 
Oh  I  that  I  could  but  live,  till  that  late  day 

When  Clio's  unremember'd  name  fhall  die  1 
Then  fliould  I  hope  full  leifure  to  difplay 

Thofe  unborn  deeds  which  in  my  bofom  lie. 
But,  as  it  is,  our  fleeting  fands  fo  fafl 

Ebb  to  their  end,  and  lead  us  to  decay, 
That  ere  we  learn  to  fee,  our  daylight's  paft, 

And,  like  a  melting  mift,  life  fhrinks  away. 

TO  MR.  POPE. 

THE  glow-worm  fcribblers,  of  a  feeble  age, 
Pale  twinklers  of  an  hour,  provoke  my  rage ; 
In  each  dark  hedge  we  ftart  an  infed  fire, 
Which  lives  by  night  and  mufl  at  dawn  expire. 
Yet  fuch  their  number,  that  their  fpecks  combine, 
And  the  unthinking  vulgar  fwear  they  fhine. 

Poets  are  prodigies,  fo  greatly  rare, 
They  feem  the  taflcs  of  heaven,  and  built  with  care* 
Like  funs  unquench'd,  unrivall'd,  and  fublime, 
They  roll  immortal  o'er  the  waftes  of  time  : 
Ages  in  vain  clofe  round,  and  fnatch  in  fame, 
High  over  all  ftill  fliines  the  poet's  name  : 
Lords  of  a  life,  that  fcorns  the  bounds  of  breath, 
They  ftretch  exiftence— and  awaken  death. 

Pride  of  their  envy'd  climes !  they  plant  renown, 
That  (hades  the  monarch's  by  the  mufe's  crown  : 
To  fay  that  Virgil  with  Auguftus  fhin'd, 
Does  honour  to  the  lord  of  half  mankind. 

So,  when  three  thoufand  years  have  wan'd  away, 
And  Pope  is  faid  to've  liv'd  when  George  boie 

{way, 

.Millions  fhall  lend  the  king  the  poet's  fame, 
And  blefs,  implicit,  the  fupported  name. 

STUNG  BY  A  NETTLE. 
REVENGE,  you  fee,  is  fure,  though  fometimes  flow: 
Take  this — 'tis  all  the  pajn  I'cl  have  you  know  ! 
There's  odds  enough  yet  left  betwixt  our  fmart, 
I  iting  your  fingers,  and  you  fting  my  heart. 

THE  SNUFFERS. 

DESPIS'D  and  worthleis  though  I  feem  to  be-, 
Yon  new-top'ii  flames  owe  their  beft  light  to  ine, 
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Though  fcorn'd— you  fee  I  can  do  fervicc  ftill ! 
Some  good  lies  hid  in  every  feeming  ill. 
And  hence  let  fortune's  fav'rites  learn  to  know, 
That  virtue's  virtue  though  in  rags  it  go. 

TO  A  SATIRICAL  YOUNG  LADY. 

FORBEAR,  loud  thing  !  to  live  in  laugh  and  jeffr, 

Wit  is  like  love — the  fofteft  is  the  Left  ! 

If  thou,  hy  this,  wouldft  lively  thought  proclaim 

If  empty  praiie  is  thy  wild  fancy's  aim  ; 

A  while  this  fait  may  fedon  finale  life, 

JBut  no  man's  tafte  approves  a  piquant  wife. 

Be  wife,  and  march,  and  charm  by  judgment's  aid 

Or  witty,  and  defpis'd,  and  die — a  maid. 

So  the  thin  razors  which  young  learners  pleafe, 

Grow  notch'd  and  edgelefs,  by  unmark'd  degrees 

Till' worn  and  blunted,  by  too  frequent  ufe, 

Th.'  experienc'd  hand  detects  the  fteel's  abufe  ; 

Then' cheaply  thrown  afide,  they  gather  duft,. 

Like  thee  neglected,  till  confum'd  by  ruft. 

TO  THE  EXCELLENT  DAUGHTERS 

OF   A   DECEASED   LADY. 

t.. 

WHY  fliould  ye  thus,  to  prove  but  vainly  kind, 
And  a  weak  body  to  a  fickly  mind? 
Could  but  your  pious  grief  recal  her  breath, 
Or  tears  of  duty  win  her  back  from  death, 
"We  would  not  blame  the  paffion  you  exprefs, 
JBut  fhare  it  with  you,  if 'twould  make  it  lefs ! 

But  oh !  when  certain  death's  uncertain  hoar 
Exerts  hrs  known,  his  unrcfiftcd  pow'r; 
"When  we  are  fummon'd  from  our  cares  below, 
To  joys  which  living  merit  moft  not  know ; 
When  fouls,  like  your  dear  mother's,  quit  their 

clay, 

And  change  earth's  darknefs  for  eternal  day  : 
From  their  blifs-circled  feats,  perhaps,  they  view 
Thefe  humbler  regions,  which   themfclves  once 
knew.  [kind, 

And  fwell'd  with  thoughts,  which  make  the  angels 
Pity  the  pledges  they  have  left  behind. 

'Tis  tr^ue,  the  Jofs  you  mourn  is  vaftly  great, 
But  in  that  loi»  your  country  (hares  your  fate ; 
The  public  good  her  wilhes  would  have  done, 
Made  ev'ry  man  in  ev'ry  land  her  fun  : 
Thence,  lovely  mourners !  give  us  leave  to  prove, 
We  ought  to  iharc  your  grief,  who  ihar'd  your 

mother's  love. 

Yet  may  all  parties  make  their  forrow  lefs, 
And  you,  and  we,  concern  enough  exprefs; 
You  may  with  comfort  calm  your,  ruffled  mind, 
To  think  your  mother  left  her  cares  behind  ; 
And  we,  though  lofers,  {hould  be  thankful  too, 
Since  we  are  Hill  left  rich,  pofleffing  you. 

PARAPHRASE 

ON  THE  THIRD  CHAPTER  OF  HABAKKUK. 

<»OD  of  my  fathers  1  flretch  thy  oft-try'd  hand, 
And  yet,  once  more,  redeem  thy  chofen  land : 
Once  more,  by  wonders,  make  thy  glories  known, 
And,  'niidft  thy  anger,  be  thy  mercy  fhown  I 
O,  I  have  heard  thy  dreadful  actions  told, 
A-aU  my  foul  burns  thy  terrors  to  unfold  1 


At  Ifrael's  call,  th'  Almighty's  thunder  har 
From  Paran's  fumntit  fhook  the  aftonifh'd  wo 
The  flaming  heav'ns  blaze  dreadful  through  the 

fry, 

And  earth's  dark  regions  gleam  beneath  his 
Hijvh,  in  his  undctermin'd  hands,  he  bore   [ftc 
Judgment's  heap'd  horn,  and  mercy'b  ftruggl 
Meagre  before  him,  death,  pale  horror,  trod  ! 
And,  grinning  ihadowy,  watch'd   the  Almight 

nod :  . 

Gafh'ring  beneath  his  feet  flafn'd  light'nings  br 
And  the  aw 'd  mountain  Ihook,  conceal'd  in  fmc 
He  flood ;  and,  while  the  meafur'd  earth  he  ey'd, 
The  darting  nations  dropp'd  their  confcious  pri'*-* 
High-boafting  Cafhan  ftrnck  her  tents,  in  (ha; 
And  Midian  groan'd  beneath  repented  fame. 
He  mov'd  ;  and,  from  their  old  foundations  i 
The  everlafting  hills  before  him  bent; 
He  ftept;  and  all  th'  uprifing  mountains  ftray 
And  roll  in  carthq'jakes,  to  efcape  his  way  : 
From  their  enormous  chafms,  with  roaring  tide, 
Earth-cleaving  rivers  fpout,  and  deluge  wide  : 
The  fea,  alarni'cl,  climb'cl  faft,  its  God  to  fpy, 
And  in  outrageous  triumph  fwtpt  the  fky. 
Confcious  of  wrath  divine,  the  fun  grew  pale, 
And  o'er  his  radiance  drew  a  gloomy  veil. 

Thus  did  my  God  (to  lave  th'  endanger'd  lane 
March  forth,  indignant,  with  vindictive  hand; 
This,  when  I  hear,  chill  blafts  my  foul  o'erfpread, 
And  my  lips  quiver  with  the  rifing  dread  : 
Trembling  all  o'er,  my  limbs  I  faintly  draw, 
Arid  my  bones  crumble  with  ideal  awe.  [yield  ; 
Now,  though  the  fig-tree  ne'er  fhould  bloiFon* 
Though  fterile  coldnefs  curfe  th'  unrip'ning  field 
Though  vines  and  olives  fail  their  loady  cheer; 
Mor  fainting  herds  out-live  the  pining  year; 
Yet  fhall  my  foul  in  God's  fure  aid  rejoice, 
And  earth's  High  Sov 'reign  claim  my  heav'n- 
tun'd  voice. 


MUSE'S  EXPOSTULATION  WITH  A  LADY, 

Wbo  denied  berftlf  the  freedom  cf  Frienty'ip,  from 
delicate  an  apprebenfmn  of  the  World's  mijlaken  Cenfure* 

O  BOKN  to  pity  woes,  yet  form'd  to  give, 
hut  from  whofe  prefence  'twere  a  pain  to  live  \ 

Who  make  all  converfe  tedious  but  your  own ; 

And,  that  withheld,  leave  the  forfaken  none. 
Jrg'd  by  what  motives  would  you  wifh  to  fhun 
"he  fight  and  voice  of  him  wh</fe  foul  you  won  r* 

On  what  falfe  fears  does  this  cold  flight  depend  ? 

What  fancy'd  foe  does  prudence  apprehend  ? 

When  bodies  only  are  to  bodies  dear, 
'he  danger  there  confifts  in  being  near; 
And  when  the  fair  the  foft  contagion  fpy, 
ifcretion  calls  'em — and  'tis  wife  to  fly. 
ut  where  afiociate  fpirits  catch  the  flame, 
light  is  a  cruel,  and  a  fruitlefs  aim. 
ouls  have  no  fexes  ;  and  if  minds  agree, 
Carting  is  dying,  to  fet  fancy  free. 

Nor  let  miftaken  virtue  wrong  the  breaf% 
'hat  opens  kindly  to  f»  fweet  a  gueft  \ 


MISCELLANEOUS 

in  heav'n  a  purer  warmth  exprsfs, 
Than  rcafon  feels,  yvhen  touch'd  by  tcnderncfs. 
Relenting  w  if  dam  dignifies  dcilrc, 
And  rais>'d  Kleas  fan  fhe  brlght'ning  fire; 
Till  the  white  flame,  afcending  to  the  fky, 
Spreads  its  low  fmoke  in  envy's  darken'd  eye. 

Whence  grew  fociety,  fo  vvifh'd  an  art, 
If  the  mirid's  elegance  betrays  the  heart  ? 
Were  it  a  crime  in  fialhmg  fouls  to  rile, 
And  ftrike  each  other  through  the  meeting  eyes? 
Thofc  op'ning.  windows  had  not  jet  in  light, 
Norftream'd  ideas  out,  to  voice  the  fiVht. 

Why  are  you  form'd  fo  pow'rful  in  your  charms, 
|f  beauty  ought  to  fly  the  wifh  it  warms? 
Vainly  did  heav'n  infpire  that  tunelul  tongue, 
With  notes  more  fweet  than  ever  feraph  fung  1 
If,  jufrly,  all  that  harmony  you  hide, 
Your  mufic  ufeleis,  and  its  pow'r  untry'd. 
Have  wit  and  eloquence  in  vain  confpir'd, 
And  giv'n  you  brightnefs,but  to  fhine  retir'd  ? 
Muft  you  be  lovelieft,  yet  be  never  fliown  ? 
Than  all  be  wifer,  yet  be  heard  by  none  ? 
Oh,  'tis  too  delicate  ! — 'tis  falfely  nice, 
To  bar  the  heart  againft  the  mind's  advice. 


But  you  will  fay  that  honour's  call  you  hear; 
That  fame  is  tender — reputation  dear  : 
That  from  the  world's  malignant  blaft  you  fly, 
Fear  the  fool's  tongue,  and  the  difcerner's  eye. 
The  fplcen  of  difappoiiued  wifh.es  dread, 
Or  envy's  whifpers,  by  detraction  fpread  ? 
Alas  '.  what  bounds  can  limit  your  retreat  ? 
Where  will  fought  fafety  reft  your  flying  feet  ? 
Is  there  a  corner  in  the  globe  fo  new, 
That  malice  will  not  find  as  fure  as  you  ? 
The  very  flight  that  fhuns,  attracts  the  wrong  ? 
And. every  ccnfure  fear'd,  you  force  along,       [fay, 
84  There's  caufe,  no  doubt,  for  her  retreat,  they'll 
"  A  fearlefs  innocence  had  dar'd  to  ftay  !" 
Scandal  has,  either  way,  an  edge  to  flnke, 
And  wounds  diftinclion  every  where  alike  : 
Superior  excellence  is  doom'd  to  bear 
The  flings  of  fland'rous  hate,  and  rafh  defpair  : 
'Tis  the  due  tax  your  rated  merit  pays, 
And  ev'ry  judging  ear  will  call  it  praife. 

.  Think — and  be  kind — convert  this  fruitlefs  pain 
To  a  fix'd  firmnefs,  and  a  calm  difdain. 
Since  cautious  abfence  can  no  more  be  free 
J?ron?  falfe  reproach,  than  prefent  fmiles  will  be, 
DijTufe  thofe  gifts  \vhich  heav'n  defign'd  fhould 

blefs, 

Nor  let  their  greatnefs  make  their  pity  lefs. 
Indulging  freedom  ev'ry  fear  difarm, 
And,  with  a  confcious  (corn  of  flander,  charm. 
.Bold  in  your  guarded  ftrength  ypur  heart  unbind, 
And  to  be  fafe — fuppofe  yourfelf  all  mind. 

Yet  needlefs  that !  fmce  fuch  refpe<5l  you  draw, 
That  cv'n  your  tendernefs  is.arm'd  with  awe  : 
jPermitted  love  would  filently  admire, 
And  a  foft  rev'rence  tremble  through  defire ; 
The  warmed  wifhes,  when  infpir'd  by  you, 
Strike— but  as  heav'nly  infpirations  do. 
The  op'ning;  heart  makes  room  for  joys  refin'c!, 
r  And  evvry  grofs  idea  {brinks  bshicd. 
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You  need  not  then  the  gentle  found  reject., 
Should  love's  fear'd  name  be  given  to  Ibftrefoeft: 
When  ill-diftinguiuVd  meanings  are  the  fame, 
How  poor  the  diff  'rer.ce  which  they  draw  from 

name  ! 

There  are,  in  love,  th' extremes  of  touch'd  defire, 
The  nobleft  brightuefs,  or  the  coarfeft  fire  ! 
In  vulgar  bofotm  vulgar  wifhes  move  ; 
Nature  guides  choice,  and,  as  men  think,  they  love. 
But  when  a  pow'r  like  yours  impels  the  wound, 
Like  the  clear  caufe,  the  bright  effect  is  found. 
In  the  loofe  pafijon,  men  profane  the  name, 
Miftake  the  purpofe,  and  pollute  the  flame  : 
In  nobler  bofprns,  friendfhip's  form  it  takes, 
And  fex  alone,  the  lovely  difFrence  makes. 
Love's  generous  warmth  does  reafon's  pow'r  difw 

play, 
And  fills  defire,  as  light  embodies  day. 

Love  is  to  life  what  colour  is  to  form  : 
Plain  drawings  oft  are  juft,  but  never  warm. 
Love,  in  a  blaze  of  tints,  his  light'ning  throws  ; 
Then  the  form  quickens,  and  the  figure  glows. 

AN  EPIGRAM, 


Occafrwed  ly  feme   Verfes  on   a   Monument  in  Wfjl- 
minjler  Abley. 

How  loft  this  pomp  of  verfe  !  how  vain  the  hope, 
That  thought  can  dwell  on  Craggs,  in  view  o£ 

Pope! 

When  upon  Rubicon's  fam'd  bank  is  fliOwa 
Csfar's  prefs'd  foot,  on  the  remember'd  ftone  ; 
No  traveller  once  afks  the  quarry's  name, 
Whence  the  coarfe  grit,  by  chance  diftinguifh'd 

came  ; 

But  thinks,  with  reverence,  here  great  Julius  trod. 
And  hails  the  footftep  of  a  Roman  god  I 
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PLAYING    ON    A    BASS   VIOL. 

WHILE  o'er  the  dancing  chords  your  fingers  flf , 
And  bid  them  live,  till  they  have  made  us  die  ; 
Trembling,  in  tranfport,  at  your  touch  they  fpring, 
As. if  there  dwelt  a  heart  in  every  firing. 

Y'our  -voice,  foft  rifing,  through  the  lengthen'J 

notes, 

The  marry'd  harmony,  united,  floats ; 
Two  charms,  fo  join'd,  that  they  compofe  but  one  ; 
Like  heat  and  brightncfs  from  the  felf-fame  fun. 

The  wifhftil  viol  would  its  wealth  retain, 
And,  fweetly  confcious,  hugs  the  pleafing  pain. 
Envious,  forbids  the  warbling  joys  to  roll, 
And,  murm'ring  inward,  fwells  its  founding  foul. 

Proud  of  its  charming  pow'r,  your  tuneiui  bow 
Floats  o'er  the  chords  majeftically  flow  ; 
Carelefs  and  foft,  calls  out  a  tide  of  art, 
And,  in  a  ftorm  of  mufic,  drowns  the  heart. 

So  when  that  god,  who  gave  you  all  your  (kill, 
To  angel  forms  (like  ycurs)  intrufts  his  will, 
Calm,  they  defcend,  fome  new-meant  world  to 

found, 

And,  fmiling,  fe«  creation  riling  round  I 
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THE  CHANGE; 

TO   THE  LOVELY  CAUSE  OF  IT. 

SWEET  enflaver  !  can  you  tell, 

Ere  I  learnt  to  love  fo  well, 

How  my  hours  had  wings  to  move, 

All  unbufied  by  my  love  ! 

'Tis  amazement  now  to  me, 

"What  could  then  a  pleafure  be  ? 

But  you,  like  God,  new  fenfe  can  give, 

And  now,  indeed,  I  feel  1  live. 

Oh  !  what  pangs  his  breaft  alarm, 
Whom  foul  and  body  join  to  charm  ! 
Dndlefs  tranfportsi  dance  along, 
Sweetly  foft !  or  nobly  ftrong  ! 
Flaming  fancy  !  cool  reflection  ! 
pierce  defire  !  and  aw'd  fubjection  ! 
Aching  hope  !  and  fear  encreafing  ! 
Struggling  paflions,  never  ceafing  ! 
Wifhing  !  trembling  !  foul  adoring  ! 
Ever  bleft,  and  ftill  imploring. 

Let  the  dull,  the  cold,  and  tame, 
All  thofe  dear  diforders  blame  ; 
Tell  'em  that  in  honour's  race, 
Charm'd  by  fome  fuch  heav'nly  face, 
Lovers  always  for  em  oft  ran ; 
Love's  a  fecond  foul  to  man. 
Eale  is  languid,  low,  and  bafe; 
Love  excites  a  generous  chafe  : 
Glory !  wealth  1  ambition  !  wit ! 
Thoughts  for  boundlefs  empire  fit  I 
All  at  Icve's  approach  are  fir'd, 
Bent  more  ftrong,  and  never  tir'd, 
He  who  feels  not  love's  fwcet  pain 
Lives  at  eafe — but  lives  in  vain  ! 

Little  dream  you  what  is  due, 
Angel  form  !  to  love  and  you  : 
"Tis  from  you  I  joy  poflefs  ; 
'Tis  by  you  my  grief  grows  lefs : 
Sadly  penfive,  when  alone, 
I  the  fhades  of  life  bemoan  ; 
If  fome  voice  your  name  impart, 
Care  lies  lighten'd  at  my  heart ; 
Uv'ry  woe  difarms  its  fting, 
And  I  look  down  on  Britain's  king. 

When  my  fancy  brings  to  view 
"Works  which  wealth  and  pow'r  can  do ; 
All  my  fpurr'd  excitements  wake, 
And  fortune  charms  me  for  your  fake. 
Oh  !  I  cry — 'twere  heaven  poifeft, 
To  make  her  great  who  made  me  bleft. 

In  the  morning  when  I  rife, 
If  the  fun-ftiine  ftrikes  my  eyes, 
All  that  pleafes  in  his  view, 
Is  my  hope  to  look  on  you. 

When  the  fable  fweep  of  night 
Drowns  diftin&ion  from  my  fight, 
I  no  inward  darknefs  find  ; 
You  are  day-light  to  my  mind. 

All  my  dreams  are  lives  of  joy, 
"Which,  in  waking,  I  deftroy  : 
You,  a.  flave  to  cuftom  made, 
Are  of  forins  and  rules  afraid  : 
But  your  happier  image,  free 
From  fantaftic  tyranny ; 


Independent,  kind,  and  wife, 
Scorns  reftraint,  and  knows  no  ties. 
Oh  !  the  dear,  the  racking  pain  ; 
Who  that  fleeps  thus  would  wake  again, 

A  SONG. 

OH  !  forbear  to  bid  me  ilight  her, 

Soul  and  fenfes  take  her  part ; 
Could  my  death  itfelf  delight  her, 

Life  ihould  leap  to  leave  my  heart. 
Strong,  though  loft,  a  lover's  chain, 
Charm'd  with  woe,  arid  pleas'd  with  paint 
Though  the  tender  flame  were  dying, 

Love  would  light  it  at  her  eyes; 
Or,  her  tuneful  voice  applying, 

Through  my  ear  my  foul  furprife. 
Deaf,  I  fee  the  fate  1  (bun ; 
Blind,  I  hear  I  am  undone. 

A  SONG. 

Now  ponder  well,  ye  hufbands  dear, 

The  fate  of  wives,  too  bright ; 
A  woeful  caufe  you  have  to  fear, 

Their  day  will  turn  to  night. 
At  firft  all  gay,  and  rais'd  with  joy, 

They  charm  the  poor  man's  heart ; 
With  fmiling  eyes  they  fport  and  toy, 

And  gild  the  nuptial  dart. 

But  ah  !  too  foon  they  quench  their  fire ; 

(Alas !  good  hearer,  weep) 
Then  gape,  and  ftretch,  and  yawn,  and  tire, 

And  hum  their  fouls  to  deep. 

HINT  FROM  SOME  OLD  VERSES, 
On  a  Stone  in  Stepney  Church-wall. 

Two  thoufand  years,  ere  Stepney  had  a  name, 
In  Carthage  walls  I  fhar'd  the  punic  fame  ; 
There  to  the  ftrongeft,  added  ftrength  I  lent, 
And  proudly  propp'd  the  world's  beft  ornament. 
Now  to  cold  Britain  a  torn  tranfport  thrown, 
I  piece  a  church-yard  pile  unmark'd,  unknown  : 
Stain'd,  and  half  funk  in  dirt,  my  fculpture  lies, 
And  moulders,  like  the  graves  which  round  me 

rife.  [claim, 

Oh  !  think,  blind  mortals  !  what  frail  duft  yon 
And  laugh  at  wealth,  wit,  beauty,  pow'r,  and 

fame ; 

Short  praife,  can  fleeting  hopes  like  yours  fupply, 
Since  times,  and  tongues,  and  tow'rs,  and  empiies 

die. 

ON  CLIO'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

O'ER  the  blue  violet,  while  the  amorous  wind 

Bends  and  perfumes  his  wings,  to  fan  this  day; 
Why  has  pale  fickncfs  winter'd  o'er  my  mind, 

And,  with  chill  agues,  check'd  the  warmth  of 

May  ? 
Is  it  not  Clio's  birth-day  ? — Toil  of  thought ! 

Height  beyond  all  that  e'er  ambition  trod. 
Sum  of  refin'd  defire  !  by  angels  taught, 

To  look,  and  think,  and  aft  a  female  god  J 


Oh  '.  my  rapt  foul  fits  trembling  in  my  eyes, 

Starting,  impatient,  at  her  pow'rful  name  : 
Dearer  than  life,  to  that  fweet  found  ic  flies, 

And  health  rides  rofy  on  the  living  flame. 
Wak'd  into  fudden  ftrength,  I  blaze  again, 

Love,  the  reftorer,  drefs'd  in  Clio's  fmile, 
Triumph'd  o'er  nature,  gave  delight  to  pain, 

Sweeten'd  affli&ion,  and  could  death  beguile. 
May  joys  unnumber'd,  as  the  charmer's  fweets, 

Blefs  this  revolving  day's  eternal  round  ; 
Till  the  proud  world  its  dawn  with  rapture  greets, 

Confcious  of  her  who  made  it  firft  renown'd. 
Long — let  'em  fay — long  ere  our  father's  days, 

Three  thoufand  years  ago,  on  this  fweet  day, 
That  Clio,  whom  contending  nations  praife, 

Embloom'd,  by  her  fweet  birth,  the  firft  of  May. 
Britain,  illuftrious  by  the  ftarry  lot, 

Far  in  the  north,  diftinguiuYd  ifland,  lies, 
Now  known  by  later  names — oh,  envy'd  fpot ! 

Why  did  {he  not  in  our  warm  climates  rife  ? 
Sure  fhe  was  heav'nly  grac'd  ;  for  to  this  hour, 

After  fuch  length  of  ages  roll'd  away, 
Fame  of  her  charms,  augments  her  fexed  pow'r, 

And  her  thought's  luftre  gives  our  wits  their 
fway. 

TO  A  LADY, 

DESIRING    HER    LETTERS    MIGHT    NOT    BE 
EXPOSED. 

No  !  thou  beft  foul  that  e'er  this  body  knew, 
Unhappy  I  may  be,  but  not  untrue. 
Bleft,  or  unbleft,  my  love  can  ne'er  decay, 
Nor  could  I,  where  I  could  not  lore,  betray. 
Cold,  and  unjuft,  the  fhocking  cautioo  kills, 
And,  in  one  meaning,  fpots  me  o'er  with  ills. 
Silent,  as  facred  lamps,  in  bury'd  urns, 
The  confcious  flame  of  lovers  inward  burns  : 
Life  Ihould  be  torn,  and  racks  be  ftretth'd  in  vain 
And  vary'd  tortures  tire  their  fruitlefspain, 
F.re  but  a  thought  of  mine  fliould  do  thee  wrong 
Or  fpread  thy  beauties  on  the  public  tongue. 

Yet  thou  canft  fear  me — oh !  be  loft  the  fhame 
Nor  heap  dtfhonour  on  my  future  name  ! 
Have  I  been  never  lov'd  ? — yet,  cruel,  tell, 
Whom  I  betray'd  to  thee,  though  lov'd  fo  well? 
Take  thy  fweet  mifchief  back,  their  charms  erafe 
Oh  !  leave  me  poor,  but  never  think  me  bafe. 
Not  e'en  when  death  fhall  veil  thy  ftarry  eyes, 
Shall  thy  dear  letters  from  my  afhes  rife ; 
Fix'd  to  my  heart,  the  grave  fnall  give  'em  room 
To  charm  my  waking  foul  in  worlds  to  come. 
While  in  my  verfe,  with  far  more  faint  effay, 
Thy  wenders  I  to  after  times  convey ; 
Tell  thy  vaft  heav'n  of  fweets,  and  fing  thy  name 
Till,  fir'd  by  thee,  whole  kingdoms  catch  thy  flame 

EPITAPH  ON  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON. 

MORE  than  his  name  were  lefs. — 'Twould  feem 
to  fear,  Cherf  • 

He  who  increas'd  heav'n's  fame  could  want  it 
Yet  when  the  funs  he  lighted  up  fhall  fade, 
all  the  worlds  he  found  are  firft  decay'd  ; 
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Then  void  and  wade  eternity  fhall  lie, 
And  time  and  Newton's  name  together  die. 


TO   MR.  DYER,    ON   HIS    ATTEMPTING 
CLIO's  PICTURE. 

OUL  of  your  honoured  art !  what  man  can  do 
n  copying  nature  may  be  reach'd  by  you  : 
four  peopling  pencil  a  new  world  can  give, 
And,  like  Deucalion,  teach  the  ftoncs  to  live. 
From  your  creating  hand  a  war  may  flow, 
And  your  warm  ftrokes  with  breathing   a&iom 

glow: 

Jut,  from  that  angel  form  to  catch  the  grace 
And  kindle  up  your  ivory  with  her  face  ; 
All  unconfum'd  to  fnatch  the  living  fire, 
And  limn  th*  ideas  which  thofe  eyes  infpire  ; 
Strong  to  your  burning  circle  to  confine 
That  awe-mix'd  fwectnefs,  and  that  air  divine; 
That  fparkling  foul,  which  lightens  from  within, 
And  breaks  in  unfpoke  meanings  through  her  ffcin. 
This,  if  you  can — hard  tafk,  and  yet  unprov'd  I 
Then  fhall  you  be  adorn'd,  as  now  bclov'd. 
Then  fhall  your  high-afpiring  colours  find 
The  art  to  picture  thought  and  paint  the  wind : 
Then  fhall  yon  give  air  fhape,  imprlfon  fpace, 
And  mount  the  painter  to  the  maker's  place. 

WHITEHALL  STAIRS. 

FROM  Whitehall  Stairs,  whence  oft,  with  diftant 

view, 

Pve  gaz'd  whole  moon-fhine  hours  on  hours  away, 
Bleft  but  to  fee  thofe  roofs  which  cover'd  you, 
And  watch'd  beneath  what  ftar  you  flceping  lay. 

Launch'd  on  the  fmiling  ftream,  which  felt  my 

hope, 

And  danc'd  and  quiver'd  round  my  gliding  boat, 
I  came  this  day  to  give  my  tongue  free  fcope, 
And  vent  the  pafiion  which  my  looks  denote. 

To  tell  my  dear,  my  foul-difturbing  mufe, 
(But  that's  a  name  can  fpeak  but  half  her  charms) 
How  my  full  heart  does  my  pen's  aid  refufe, 
And  bids  my  voice  defcribe  my  foul's  alarms. 

To  tell  what  tranfports  your  laft  letter  gave,    , 
What  heav'ns  were  open'd  in  your  foft  complaint; 
To  tell !-—  what  pride  I  take,  to  be  your  flave, 
And  how  triumphant  love  difdains  reftraint. 

But  when  I  mifs'd  you,  and  took  boat  again, 
The  fympathetic  fun  condol'd  my  woe; 
Drew  in  his  beams,  to  mourn  my  pity'd  pain 
And  bid  the  fhadov/d  ftream  benighted  flow. 

Sudden,  the  weeping  fides  unfiuic'd  their  ftor^ 
And  torrents  of  big  tears  unceafing  {bed ; 
Sad  I  drove  downward  to  a  flooded  fhore, 
And,  difappointed,  hung  my  dripping  head. 

Landed  at  length,  1  fable  coffee  drink, 
And  ill  furrounded  by  a  noify  tribe, 
Scornful  of  what  they  do,  or  fay,  or  think, 
I,  rapt  in  your  dear  heav'n,  my  lofs  defcribe. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

YES — now  'tis  time  to  die---defpair  comes  on; 
Who  keeps  ths  body  when  the  i'oul  is  gone  I 
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She  fcts---fuir  li^'it,  that  fh^w'd  me  all  my  joy, 
And,  like  the  fun's,  her  abfence  muft  >'. 
She,  who  once  wept  my  faacy'd  lofs  of  breath, 
.Now,  crimelefs  murd'rer  !  gives  me  real  death. 

Yet  have  a  care,  touch'd  heart,  nor  figh  one 

thought, 

That  ftains  fuch  goodnefs  with  a  purpcs'd  fault. 
Soft  as  her  tears,  her  gentle  meanings  move ; 
Her  foul  fheds  fweetnefs  though  her  look  is  love. 
Her  voice  is  muilc,  tun'd  to  heav'n's  low  note  ; 
Her  touch  bids  tranfporr,    through  tuch  ait'ry, 

float; 

Her  ftep  is  dignity,  by  pity  check'd  ; 
At  once  fhe  fans  dcfire  and  plants  refpedh 
Unconfcious  of  her  charms,  Jhe  dreams  of  none, 
And  doubling  other's  praifes  fliuns  her  own. 
Modeft  in  pow'r,  as  kneeling  angels  pray, 
Nojfelefs  as  right's  foft  fhade,  though  bright  as 

day. 

Wife  unaffumingly  ;  fercnely  deep, 
Eaf.y  as  air,  and  innocent  as  fieep  : 
Blooming  like  beauty,  when  adorn'd  for  fin  ; 
Yet  like  the  bud  unblown  all  blufh  within. 

O  !  'tis  impoffible,  to  quit  fuch  blifs, 
Yet  live  fuperior  to  a  lofs  like  thi-, ! 
Where  will  me  next  her  thoufandxronqueffs  rrnke? 
On  what  new  climate  will  her  fun-fhine  break  ? 
Where  will  {he  nest  (fweet  taflcer  of  my  care  :) 
Teach  our  charm'd  fex,  to  hope,  to  wiih,  to  dare  ? 
Far  from  her  fruitlefs  guardian's  watchful  eye, 
What  may  {he  hear !  -what  anfwer  :  oh  !  I'll  die. 
Blefs'd  by  her  fight — time's  race  were  one  fliort 

ftage; 
She  gone— one  widow'd  moment  were  an  age. 

A  SONG. 

CLIO  !  fmiling,  foul-invader  ! 

Soft  amufer  of  my  days, 
Be  my  filent  paffion's  aider, 

Teach  my  tongue  to  fpeak  thy  pralfe. 

Thou,  like  heroes,  fcarr'd  all  over, 

Wanting  room  to  fuffer  more  ; 
Pil'd  with  praife,  can'ft  hear  no  lover 

Tell  thee  ought,  untold  before. 
Truth,  with  modeft  bounds  contented, 

Rightly  praifing  thee,  muft  fay, 
More  than  falfehood  e'er  invented, 

When  fhe  wideft  went  aftray. 

WRIT  ON  A  BLANK   LEAF  OF  AN  OB- 
SCENE POEM. 

THE  facred  nine,  Crft  fpread  their  golden  wings, 
In  praife  of  virtue,  heroes,  and  of  kings  ; 
Chafte  were  their  lays,  and  ev'ry  verfe  dcfign'd 
To  foften  nature,  and  exalt  the  mind. 
Loofely  the  moderns  live,  and  loofely  write, 
And  .woo  their  mufe,  as  miftrefs,  for  delight. 
Thick  in  their  lays  obfcenities  abound, 
As  weeds  fpring  plenteous  in  the  ranked  ground  : 
All  who  write  verfe,  to  taint  a  guildds  htsrt, 
Are  vile  prcfaners  of  the  facrccl  an. 
3 


ihe  fick  reader 
And  e'er  the  writer  dies  his  fame  expires. 


TO  MRS.  T- 


-T. 


WHERE  in  rhi.s  land  (' Alzira  cry'd) 

Shall  Indian  virtues  i 
Who  will  be  here  the  Granger's  guide, 

And  lead  her  to  be  bleft  ? 

Seek,  faid  the  whiiucring  rmifc,  fome  fair" 

Of  England's-  bcauteuus  race  •, 
Who  dots  herfelf  thofe  virtues  fhare 

Which  moft  Alzira  grace. 

One  who  has  tafte  as  nobly  flrong, 

And  charms  as  foftly  i 
Will  guard  h;-r  After  foul  from  wron^1,' 

While  graces  graces  meet. 

I  took  the  mufe's  kind  r. 

Look'd  round  the  fair  and  bright, 
And  found  Alzira,  in  a  trice, 

Was  matchlcfs  T t's  right. 

A  SONG. 

O  CELIA  !  be  wary  when  Celadon  fue^, 

Thcfe  wits  are  the  bane  of  ymir  charm^  : 
Beatuy  playM  againft  reafon  will  certainly  lofe, 

Warring  naked  with  robbers  in  arms. 
Yo-irg  Dnrt-ion,  dcfpis'd  for  his  plainnefs  of  part?,, 

I!.i--.  v/orth  that  a  woman  mould  prize  ; 
He'll  run  the  race  out,  though  he  heavily  Harts, 

And  difbnce  the  fhort-winded  wife. 

The  fool  is  a  faint  in  the  temple  of  love, 
And  kneels  all  his  life  there  to  pray  : 

The  wit  but  locks  in,  and  makes  hafte  to  remove, 
'Tis  a  ftage  he  but  takes  in  his  way. 

THE  RECONCILIATION. 

SICK  of  the  wortMefs  world,  and  courting  reft, 
My  fullen  foul, With  penfive  weight  oppteft, 
Difturb'd  and  mournful  fought  the  filent  (hade, 
And  fed  reflection  in  the  breezy  glade  : 
Stretch'd  on  the  graffy  margeut  cf  a  brook, 
Whofe  murrn'ring  feliowfhip  my  aiind  partook, 
Actively  idle  I  repining  lay. 
Gaz'd  on  the  flood  and  figh'd  the  ftrcam  away. 

Who  knows,  I  cry'd,  what  courfe  thou  haft  to 
pafs,  [grafs? 

Sweet  ftream,  that  thou  civcp'ft  foftly  through  thif 
Ho\v  wilt  thou  flow  ! — Anon,  perhaps,  flid  hence, 
Thy  deep'ning  channel  fills  fome  moated  fence, 
Hems  in  fmie  farm,  where  homely  nifties  meet, 
And  their  fweet  bread,  prjze  of  hard  labour,  eat ; 
1  hence,  through  fome  lord's  delightful  garden,  led, 
Thou  may 'ft  thy  vegetative  influence  fpread; 
Where,  as  through  fragrant  bed-,  thy  purlings  flide/ 
The  grateful  flow'rs  fhall  kifs  'em  as  they  glide  : 
There,  charm'd  and  ling'ring,  thou  may'il  wifn  to 

flat, 

And,  ho^rfely  murm'ring,  roll  clifpleas'd  away. 

But  while,  with  carelefs  pace,  thou  journey'fi 

flow, 
Oft  halting  to  look  bat!c  at  this  fair  fhow, 
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Some  precipice,  that  in  clofe  ambufh  lies, 
Thy  virgin  current  fhall  at  once  furprife, 
Crofs  whofe  broad  fhoulders  thrown,  and  tum- 
bling o'er,  [roar. 
Thy  frighted  {bream  (hall  rufh  with  unavailing 
Next  may  thy  filver  current's  brightnefs  die, 
And  muddily  fome  ftagnste  fen  fupply  ; 
Where  fhadowM  reeds  in  thy  flow  flream  fhall 
fhake,                                                  [make : 
And  floods  fly  trembling  from  the  gloom  they 
Frighted,  are  glad  to  'fcape  this  horrid  place, 
Thou  may 'ft  wind  fhort,  and  new-direcl  thy  race, 
Through  verdant  meads,  o'crjoy'd,  may'ft  dan- 
cing go, 

'Till  cattle  lip  thy  whirpools,  as  they  flow  : 
Thence,  for  protection  of  thy  ruffled  charms, 
Thou  may 'ft  rufh  fwift  to  fome  great  lover's  arms; 
Some  ftately  flream  by  keely  courtfhip  preft, 
And  mark'd  with  wealth's  proud  farrows  on  his 
bread :  [brace, 

Grave  Thames  may  next  receive  thy  mix'd  em- 
And  fam'd  Augufta  fee  thy  fully'd  face; 
From  her  vvafh'd  foot  thy  fcatter'd  flood  may  dray, 
And  to  the  fvvallowing  ocean  roll  away  : 
There,  wafted  ftream,  in  wind-driv'n  billows  toft, 
Thy  oft-chang'd  being  fhall  be  wholly  loft. 
•   So,  gentle  brook,  I  cry'd,  does  human  life, 
'Midft  endlefs  changes,  and  in  endlefs  ftrife, 
Glide,  with  impatience,  through  unknown  events, 
'Till  nature  afks  repofe  and  death  confents. 
Why  then  is  fuch  a  life  fo  much  defir'd  ? 
By  what  purfuits  is  vain  ambition  fir'd  ? 
Friendflup  is  loft  on  earth  ;  love  goes  aftray  j  . 
And  men,  like  beafts,  each  on  the  other' prey  : 
JEv'n  the  foft  fex  their  downy  i?ofoms  hide 
With  inward  artifice  or  outward  pride. 
Beauty's  fpoil'd  fhafts  no  more  the  foul  can  hit, 
Dull'd  by  grofs  folly  or  mifguided  wit. 
Nothing  is  now  worth  wifhing  for  on  earth, 

death  is  grown  a  much  lefs  woe  than  birth 
While  thus  I  mourn'd — back  roll'd  th'  aftonilh'd 
brook,  [(hook ; 

The  trees  bow'd   down,  the  earth  beneath  me 
All  heav'n  defcended  to  the  glowing  ground, 
And  radiant  terror  dazzling  ihone  around  : 
Blind  with  the  ftrong  refulgence,  fix'd  I  lay 
Bury'd  in  brigbtnefs  and  o'erwhelm'd  with  day. 
JLiften,  a  found  broke  out — impatient  youth, 
Liften  and  mark  the  voice  of  facred  truth, 
Rous'd  at  that  name,  I  would  have  blefs'd  my  fight, 
But  ftrove  in  vain  to  ftcm  the  tide  of  light; 
Still  as  I  rais'd  my  eyes,  their  balls  ftruck  fire, 
And  wat'ry  gufhings  wept  the  rafh  defire  : 
The  unfeen  phantom's  voice,  fudden  and  loud, 
Startled  the  ear  as  thunder  rends  a  cloud ; 
But  foft'ning  more  and  more,  grew  fweet  and 

kind, 

And  dy'd  away  like  mufic  in  the  wind  : 
1  come,  continues  fhe,  to  bring  thee  peace, 
To  bid  thy  diffidence  in  friendfhip  ceafe  ; 
Again  to  reconcile  thee  ta  mankind, 
New-wing  thy  tranfports,  and  unclog  thy  mind  ; 
To  guide  thy  wand'ring  choice,  to  find  that  joy 
Piftruft  of  which  doe*  thy  fad 


There  lives  .a  charmer,  whom  divinely  fir'd 
E'en  her  whole  fex's  virtues  have  infpir'd ; 
Where  all  that's  manly  joins  with  all  that's  Twees, 
And  in  whofe  breath  engrofsM  perfections  meet ; 
Her  mind  no  confcious  pride  of  merit  ftains; 
O'er  her  wide  foul  unfully'd  reafon  reigns : 
Blind  to  her  worth,  fhe  feels  not  her  own  flame. 
Enriches  merit,  yet  defpifes  fame. 
Her  unaffected  charms  what  words  can  paint  ?  . 
She  looks  an  angel,  and  fhe  fpeaks  a  faint : 
While  fparklrng  gaynefs  wantons  in  her  eye,, 
In  her^wife  foul  the  laughing  Cupids  die. 
A  thoufand  graces  round  her  perfon  play, 
And  all  the  mufes  mark  her  fancy's  way  : 
To  hear  her  fpeak,  the  foul  with  rapture  fills, 
Her  looks  alarm — b«t  when  fhe  writes  fhe  kilt*. 
Pu'fe,  then,  and  meet  her,  as  (he  this  way  ftrays, 
And  thy  own  wonder  ihall  outfpeak  my  praife. 

The  goddefs  vanifh'd  to  her  native  ikies, 
And  the  recovered  fhade  unbarr'd  my  eyes; 
I  look'd,  and  lo  !  within  the  honour'd  wood. 
Lovely  Cleora  hid  in  bay  leaves  flood  ; 
Cleora — but  her  wonders  to-  reveal, 
Were  to  defcribe  what  I  can  only  feel ! 
Now  reconcil'd  to  the  flrunrTd  world  I'll  live  t 
Her  frieadfhip — joys  worth  living  for  can  give, 

ON  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OF  MISS 

CARE,  be  banifh'd  far  away- 
Fly,  be  gone,  approach  not  here : 

Mirth  and  joy  demand  this  day, 
Happicft  day  of  all  the  year  ! 

Summers  three  times  fev'n  have  (none, 
All  outfhin'd  by  Delia's  eyes  : 

Winters  three  times  fev*h  are  gone. 
All  whofe  fnows  her  breaft  fupplies  '. 

Dance  we  then  the  cheerful  round, 

Mufic  might  have  ftay'd  away; 
She  but  fpeaking,  organs  found  : 

She  but  fmiling,  angels  play. 

'Tis  her  birth-day — let  it  blaze  ;. 

Born  to  charm  and  form'd  for  blifs  j 
Live  fhe  lov'd  a  world  of  days, 

Ev'ry  day  as  blefs'd  as  this, 

Let  her  beauty  not  increafe  ; 

Too,  too  ftrong,  already  there ; 
But  let  heav'n  augment  her  peace, 

'Till  fhe's  happy  as  flic's  fair. 

THE  GLOVE. 

TELL  me,  fweet  glove !  what  name  the  charmer 

bears, 
Whofe  downy  hand  thy  fnowy  cov'ring  wears  ? 

'Tis  a  dear  name  I  am  forbid  to  tell, 
But  thefe  diftinguifh'd  marks  may  paint  her  well : 
She  gently  awful,  winmngly  fevere, 
Charms  when  fhe  fpeaks,  yet  rather  loves  to  hearf 
Wife  as  a  god  ;  as  fancy  *d  angels  fair  ; 
Lovely  as  light,  and  foft  as  upper  air. 

Enough,  fweet   glove  I   by  this  plain  pidure 

taugnt, 
H. —e,.  I  find,  is  the  dear  name  I  fought, 


THE    WORKS    OF   HILL. 


RONALb  AND  DORNA : 

BY  A   HIGHLANDER,    TO    HJS   MISTRESS. 
From  a  literal  Tran/lation  of  the  Original. 

COME,  let  us  climb  Skorr-urran's  fnowy  top  ; 

Cold  as  it  feems,  it  is  left  cold  than  you  : 
Thin  through  its  fnow  thcfe  lambs  its  heath -twigs 
crop; 

Your  fnow,  more  hoflile,  ftarves  and  freeze*  too. 
What  though  I  lov'd  of  late  in  Side's  fair  ifle  ; 

And   blufh'd — and  bow'd->-and   Ihrunk   from 

Kenza's  eye; 
All  (he  had  power  to  hurt  with  was  her  fmilc  ; 

But,  'tis  a  frown  of  your'*  for  which  1  die. 
Afk  why  thefe  herds  beneath  us  rufh  fo  faft 

On  the  brown  fea-ware'sflranded  heaps  to  feed  ? 
Winter,  like  you,  with-holds  their  wifiYd  repaft, 

And,robb'd  of  genial  graft,  they  broufe  on  weed. 
Mark  with  what  tuneful  haftc  Shelcila  flows, 

To  mix  its  wid'ning  ftream  in  Donnan's  lake  ; 
Yet,  fhould  fome  dam  the  current's  courfe  oppofe, 

It  inuft,  per  force,  a  lcf»  lov'd  paffage  take. 

Born,  like  your  body,  for  a  fpirit's  claim, 
Trembling,  I  wait,  unfoul'd,  till  you  infpire  : 

God  has  prepar'd  the  lamp,  and  bids  it  flame  ; 
But  you,  fair  Dorna,  have  with-held  the  fire. 

High  as  yon  pine;  when  you  begin  to  fpeak, 
My  light'ning  heart  leaps  hopeful  at  the  found ; 

But  fainting  at  the  fenfe,  falls,  void  and  weak, 
And  finks  and  faddcns  like  yon  mofly  ground. 

All  that  I  tafte,  or  touch,  or  fee,  or  hear, 

Nature's  whole  breadth  reminds  me  but  of  you; 

Ev'n  heav'n  itfelf  would  your  fwcet  likcnefs  wear, 
If,  with  its  power,  you  had  its  mercy  too. 

ABSTRACT  FROM  PSALM  CXIV. 

WHEN  from  proud  Egypt's  hard  and  cruel  hand, 
High-fummon'd  Ifrael  fought  the  promis'd  land, 
The  opening  fea  divided  at  her  call, 
And  refluent  Jordan  rofe,  a  Wat'ry  wall : 
Light  as  met  lambs  the  ftarting  hills  leap'd  wide, 
And  the  flow  mountains  roll'd  themfelves  afide. 
Why,  O  thou  fea  !  did  thy  vaft  depth  divide  ? 
And  why,  O  Jordan  !  fled  thy  back'ning  tide  ? 
Why  leapt  your  lines,  ye  frighted  hills,  aftray  ? 
And  what,  O  mountains  !  rent  your  roots  away  ? 
Hark !  I  will  tell — proud  earth  confefs'd  her  God, 
And  mark'd  his  wcnd'rous  footfteps  as  he  trod. 
While  bent  to  blefs,  He  chcer'd  his  thirfty  flock, 
And  into  floods  of  liquid  length  diffolv'd  the 
loofening  rock. 

THE  SINGING  BIRD. 

POPE,  in  abfence  of  his  pain, 

Eafr,  negligent,  and  gay, 
With  the  lair  in  am'rous  vein, 

Lively  as  the  fmiling  day, 

Talk'd,  and  toy'd  the  hours  away, 
Tuneful,  o'er  Belinda's  chair, 

Finely  cag'd,  a  linnet  hungj 
Breath'd  its  little  foul  in  air, 


Flutt'ring  round  its  manfion 

And  its  carols  fweetly  fung. 
Winding,  from  the  fair  one's  eye, 

On  her  feather'd  flave  to  gaze; 
Meant,  cry'd  Pope,  to  wing  the  fey, 

Yet,  a  captive  all  thy  days, 

How  dolt  thou  this  mufic  raife  ! 
Since  a  prifoner  thou  can'ft  fing, 

Sportive,  airy,  wanton,  here, 
Hadft  thou  liberty  of  wing, 

How  thy  melody  would  cheer  ! 

How  tranfport  the  lift'ning  ear  ! 
No,  reply 'd  the  warbling  fong. 

Rais'd — articulate,  and  clear  ! 
Now,  to  wifh  me  free  were  wrong ; 

Loftier  in  my  native  fphere, 

But  with  fewer  friends  than  here. 

Though  with  grief  my  fate  you  fee, 

Many  a  poet's  is  the  fame ; 
Aw'd,  fecluded,  and  unfree, 

Humble  avarice  of  fame, 

Keeps  'em  fetter  d,  own'd,  and  tame. 
To  our  feeders,  they  and  I 

Lend  our  lives  in  narrow  bound  ; 
Perch'd  within  our  owner's  eye, 

Gay  we  hop  the  gilded  round, 

Changing  neither  note  nor  ground. 
For,  fhould  freedom  break  our  chain, 

Though  the  feif-depcndent  flight 
Would  to  heav'n  exalt  our  drain, 

Yet  unheard  and  out  of  fight, 

All  our  praife  were  forfeit  by't. 

A  SONG. 

GENTLE  love,  this  hour  befriend  me, 

To  my  eyes  refign  thy  dart ; 
Notes  of  melring  mufic  lend  me, 

To  diflblve  a  frozen  heart. 

Chill  as  mountain  fnow  her  boC.m, 

Though  I  tender  language  ufe, 
'Tis  by  cold  indiff'rencc  frozen, 

To  my  arms,  and  to  my  mufe. 
See  !  my  dying  eyes  are  pleading, 

Where  a  breaking  heart  appears  : 
For  thy  pity  interceding, 

With  the  eloquence  of  tears, 
While  the  lamp  of  life  is  fading, 

And  beneath  thy  coldncfs  dies, 
Death  my  ebbing  pulfe  invading, 

Take  my  foul  into  thy  eyes. 

MY  SOUL'S  LAST  SIGHS, 

TO  THE  DIVINE   LOTHARIA. 

LET  plaintive  thoughts  in  mournful  numbers  fldw, 
Profe  is  too  dull  for  love,  too  calm  for  woe. 
Has  (he  not  bid  thee  quit  thy  faithful  flame ; 
Sell  her  and  truth  for  f  quipage  and  name  ? 
Nay,  fhe  has  bid  thee  go — Whence  this  delay  ? 
Whence  this  fond,  fruitlds,  ling'ring  wifh  to  flay  ? 
I-otharia  bids  thet  go — fhe,  who  alone 
Mai;cs  all  life's  futu;e  blefiiags,  meausthee  none  f 
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Begone  then — let  thy  ftniggling  heart  obey, 
And  in  long  didance  figh  fad  life  away. 
Still,  dill,  vain  flatt'ring  hope  mifleads  defire, 
Fed  by  faint  glimm'ring  flioots  of  glow-worm  fire. 
What  though  die  fweetly  writes  to  eafe  thy  grief, 
Or  points  kind  comfort  by  the  folded  leaf: 
Such  pity  mud  thy  grateful  rev'rence  move, 
But  judge  it  right — nor  think  compaffion  love. 
What  though  each  word  die  marks,  like  Ipring's 
foft  (how'rs,  [flow'rs, 

Flows  fweet   as   new-blown   breath   of   op'ning 
Such  borrow'd  founds  die  need  not  have  apply'd, 
Her  own,  more  tuneful,  thou  too  oft  has  try'd. 
To  (peak  in  mufic  ever  was  her  claim, 
And  all  grows  harmony  that  bears  that  name. 
Had'd  thou  e'er  touch'd  her  heart  with  one 

foft  pain, 

And  blefs'd  in  loving  been  belov'd  again, 
All  her  cold  reafoning  doubts  had  ceas'd  to  move, 
And  her  whole  gen'rous  bread  conceiv'd  but  love. 
She  who  believes  not,  loves  not—Feel  thy  fate  : 
Friendfliip  from  her  pains  more  than  other's  hate. 
All  the  kind  pafllons,  wanting  one,  ftie'll  own  ; 
But,  that  one  wanting,  all  the  red  are  none. 
Would  love  and  die  diiperfe  the  threat'ning  dorm, 
Let  her  believe,  and  truft,  and  break  through  form: 
Let  her  command  thy  (lay  to  know  fuccefs,' 
Nor  fear  the  god-like  attribute  to  blefs  : 
Born  to  diftinguidi  her  from  womankind, 
To  court  her  converfe  and  to  tafte  her  mind; 
Fram'd  for  her  empire,  with  her  image  fill'd, 
Charm'd  by  her  form,  and  in  her  temper  (kill'd; 
Piercing  her  tim'rous  heart's  mod  fecret  thought, 
And  knowing,  and  adoring  each  dear  fault, 
How  art  thou  pain'd — to  find  her  foft'ning  will 
Held  againft  love  by  ev'ry  guard  of  (kill ! 
How  art  thou  doom'd  to  lengths  of  op'ning  woe, 
Should  ftie  feel  love— yet  fear  to  tell  thee  fo  ? 
If  die  diftrufts  thy  truth— all  hope  muft  fall, 
Doubting  her  pow'r,  die  difbelieves  thee  all. 
And  none  who  doubts  her  lover  dares  to  love. 
Go,  then — to  climes  cold  as  her  heart  remove ; 
A  didanfr  fate  thy  gloomy  choice  prefers, 
Prefent  thou  can'ft  not  live  and  not  live  hers. 

Farewell,  kind,  cautious,  unrefolvingfair  1 
To  hear  the  blefs'd  will  charm  amidft  defpair. 
'Tis  death  to  go — 'tis  more  than  death  to  (tay, 
Reft  will  be  fooneft  reach'd  the  fird  dark  way. 
Ne'er  may'ft  thou  know  a  pain  ;  dill  cheerful  be, 
Nor  check  life's  comforts,  with  one  thought  of  me 

TO  MR.  JAMES  THOMSON, 

On  Us  ajk'ing  my  advice  to  it-bat  Patron   hejbould  ad 

drtfs  his  Poem,  called  Winter. 

SOME  peers  haye  noble  (kill  to  judge,  'tis  true, 
Yet,  no  more  profpect  bounds  the  mufe's  view  : 
Firm,  in  your  native  ftrpngth,  thus  greatly  fhown 
Slight  fuch  delufwe  props,  and  ftand  alone  : 
Fruitlefs  dependance  oft  has  prov'd  too  late, 
That  greatnefs  dwells  not  always  with  the  great. 
Patrons  are  nature's  nobles,  not  the  date's, 
And  wit's  a  title  no  broad  (sal  creates  :         [flow 
E'en  kiqgs,  from  whofe  high  fource  all  honour 
Are  poor  in  pow'r.  when  they  would  foul^  befilow. 


ie  who  ftoops  fafe  beneath  a  patron's  (hade, 
nines,  like  the  moon,  but  by  a  borrow'd  aid  : 
Vuth  fhould,  unbiafs'd,  free  and  open  deer, 
trong  as  heav'n's  heat,  and  as  its  brightnefs  clear  j 
ieedlefs  of  fortune,  then,  look  down  on  date, 
Jalanc'd  within  by  merit's  confcious  weight : 
Divinely  proud  of  independent  will, 
rince  of  your  wifhes  live  a  fov'reign,  IKil ; 
Oh  !  fwell  not,  then,  the  bofoms  of  the  vain, 
With  falfe  conceit  you  their  protection  gain, 
3oets,  like  you,  their  own  rrote&ors  ftand, 
c'd  above  aid  from  pride's  inferior  hand. 
Time,  that  devours  a  lord's  unlading  name, 
Shall  lend  her  founclnefs  depth  to  float  your  fame  l 
Dn  verfe  like  yours  nofmiles  from  pow'r  expe<Sfef 
3orn  with  a  worth  that  doom'd  you  to  neglect. 
Yet,  would  your  wit  be  prais'd — reflect  no  rr.ore} 
Let  the  fmooth  veil  of  flatt'ry  (Ilk  you  o'er, 
Aptly  attach'd,  the  court's  foft  climate  try  ; 
Learn  your  pen's  duty  from  your  patron's  eye. 
Ductile  of  foul  each  pliant  purpoie  wind, 
And,  following  int'reft  clofe,  leave  doubt  behind  3 
Then  di all  your  name  ftrike  loud  the  public  ear, 
For  through  good  fortune  virtue's  felf  (hines  clear. 

But,  in  defiance  of  our  tade — to  charm, 
And  fancy's  force  with  judgment's  caution  arm, 
Diflurb  with  bufy  thought  fo  lull'd  an  age, 
And  plant  drong  meanings  o'er  the  peaceful  page* 
Impregnate  found  with  fenfe,  teach  nature  artj 
And  warm  ev'n  winter,  'till  it  thaws  the  heart : 
How  could  you  thus  your  country's  rules  tranf* 

grefs, 
Yet  think  of  patrons,  and  prcAune  (ucce^s! 

A  SONG. 

VAINLY  now  ye  drive  to  charm  me, 

All  ye  fweets  of  blooming  May  ; 
How  can  empty  funfliine  warm  me, 

While  Lotharia  keeps  away  ? 
Go,  ye  warbling  birds  ;  go,  leave  me, 

Shade,  ye  clouds,  the  fmiling  (ky  : 
Sweeter  notes  her  voice  can  give  me, 

Softer  funfliine  fills  her  eye. 

VERSES, 

Writ  for  andfent  to  a  Widoiu  Gentlewoman,  on  occafon 
of  hsr  Son's  melancholy ,  upon  their  loffes  and  dtfaf-, 
pointments  in  life. 

WELCOME,  ah  !  welcome,  life's  lad  friend,  decay  J 
Faint  on  tir'd  foul,  and  lapfc,  unmourn'd,  away  ; 
Now  I  look  back,  adiam'd  at  hope's  falfe  blaze, 
That  ftione,  delightful,  on  my  happier  days  ; 
In  their  true  colours  now,  too  late,  I  fee 
What  youth,  and  pride,  and  mirth,  and  praife, 

muft  be  1 

Bring,  then,  great  curer,  death,  thy  dark  relief, 
And  fave  me  from  vain  fenfe  of  hopelefs  grief. 
Shut  me  for  ever  from  the  fuffering  fcene, 
And  leave  long  voids  for  filentred  between; 
Thy  hand  can  fnatch  me  from  a  weeping  fon, 
Heir  to  my  woes,  and  born  to  be  undone  ! 
Place  me  where  I  no  more  his  wrongs  (hall  hear, 
Nor  his  {old.  ibrrowa  reach  my  (helur'd  ear, 
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Thus  while  I  mourn'd,  retir'd  from  hated  light, 
Sleep  came,  and  hid  affliction  in  the  night ; 
The  night,  inftruclive  to  my  bold  complaint, 
in  a  long  dream  did  that  fad  march  repaint, 
That  pomp  of  tears  which  did  for  Sheffield  flow, 
Who  lately  blacken'd  half  our  ftreets  with  woe. 
There,  cry'd  a  pointing  feraph,  look!  compare! 
And  blufh,  forgetful  of  your  light  dcfpair  ! 
What  has  this  mother  loft,  as  far  diftrefs'd 
Beyond  her  fex,  as  late  beyond  'em  bleft. 
Son  of  her  foul !  her  childj  by  mind  and  birth, 
Bright  by  her  fires,  and  guardian  of  her  worth; 
SPromife  of  virtues  to  the  rifing  age. 
Yet,  ah !  how  blafted  is  the  lov'd  pre&ge  I 
Think  of  her  lofs,  her  weight  of  woe  bemoan, 
,  humbly  confcious,  figh  not  for  your  own. 

ST.  MATTHEW,  CHAP.  VI. 
Part  of  the  Sermon  OH  tie  Mount* 

fhining  charity  adorn  your  zeal, 
The  nobleft  impulfc  geu'rous  minds  can  feel : 
But  have  a  care  you  take  this  virtue  tight, 
And  fhun  the  glare  of  the  proud  hypocrite. 
Miftaken  men  !  who,  fond  of  public  fame, 
Difgrace  the  a<2,  while  they  affed:  the  name  ! 
On  earth,  vain-glorious  zeal  may  meet  regard, 
•iJut  heav'n  nor  owns  it,  nor  vouchfafes  reward. 
Thou,  on  the  contrary,  whofe  pitying  breaft 
Wou'd,  as  it  ought,  give  eafe  to  the  diftreft; 
Scarce  tell  thy  right  hand,  what  thy  left  will  do, 
But  be  at  once  refolv'd  and  filent  too. 
Secret,  as  night,  thy  pious  alms  convey  ; 
For  God,  who  lees  by  night,  rewards  by  day. 

So,  when  thy  foul  approaches  God  in  pray'r, 
Be  not  deceiv'd,  as  thofe  falfe  zealots  are, 
Who  daily  into  crowded  temples  prefs, 
And  there,  with  feign'd  devotion,  heav'n  addrefe  j 
But,  when  thou  pray'ft,  all  public  notice  fluui, 
And,  private,  to  thy  inmoft  cloiet  run  : 
There,  clofe  and  earneft,  to  thy  duty  fall, 
And  God  will  fhow  thee  that  he  hears  thy  call. 

Swell  not  thy  forms  of  pray'r  with  wild  dtfires, 
JExcefs  of  fuel  chokes  the  brighteft  fires  ; 
The  erring  heathen  fo  miftake  their  way, 
And  think  they  beft  are  heard  who  moft  can  fay. 
But  fhun  thou  this,  and  know  God's  piercing  eye 
Sees  all  thy  wants  before  thy  words  come  nigh. 
From  rifing  malice  guard  thy  yielding  will, 
Nor  proudly  dare  to  take  revenge  for  ill : 
Thou  muft  forgive,  that  God  may  pardon  thce  ; 
For  none  who  pities  not  fhall  pitied  be. 

Milled  by  av'rice,  feck  not  wealth  to  gain, 
By  hoarding  treafures  which  are  got  in  vaiu  : 
Deceitful  riches,  which  the  m*>th  deftroys, 
Which  ruft  confumes,  or  the  bold  thief  enjoys ! 
In  heav'n's  high  ftorchoufe,  let  your  heaps  be  laid, 
A  wealth  which  no  deftroyer  can  invade ; 
Ko  moth  there  enters,  ruft  corrupts  not  there, 
£Ior  plund'ring  thief  alarms  the  owner's  care  : 
Safe,  therefore,  in  that  place,  your  treafurrs  lay  ; 
For  where  your  riches  are,  your  heart  will  Hay. 
Secure  of  heav'n's  regard,  live  free  from  care, 
|nc?r  toil,  life's  common  Comforts  to  prepare  : 


OF   HILL, 

Banifli  vain  forecaft  for-thy  needful  gain, 

Nor  let  meat,  drink,  and  clothing,  give  thee  paiaj 

Obferve  the  fowls — they  neither  reap,  nor  fow, 

Yet  find  their  wants  fupply'd,  where'er  they  go. 

Look  on  the  lilies  of  the  ripening  field  : 

No  toil  of  theirs  does  thofe  fweet  colours  yield; 

Yet  was  not  Solomon,  when  dreft  to  pleafe, 

So  glorioufly  adorn'd  as  one  of  thefe. 

if,  therefore,  God  fo  feeds  the  feather'd  train, 

So  clothes  die  grafs,  which  withers  on  the  plai  , 

How  much  more  careful  will  he  be  of  you, 

O,  faithlefb  man  1  who  yet  diftrufts  him  too  ? 

TO  THE  LOVELY  MRS.  H E, 

On  ler  Dtfcentfrom  tbefrfl  Saxon  Kings  of  our  7/i 

H  E,  fwect  name  !  whofe  princely  meaning 

fhows,  [flows, 

From  what  high  fpring  your  blood's  rich  current, 
With  needlefs  awe,  reminds  us  of  your  race, 
Since  heav'n  has  ffcampt  dominion  on  your  face. 
Still  in  your  fov'reign  form,  diilintftiy  live 
All  royal  rights  your  father  kings  could  give. 
In  your  commanding  air,  we  mark  their  ftate, 
And,  in   your   words,  their   wiidom    and  their 

weight. 

Warm  in  your  noble  breaft,  their  courage  lien, 
And  all  their  pow'cr  and  mercy  in  your  eye»F 


THE  GARDEN  WINDOW. 

HERE,  Amanda,  gently  bending, 

Sweetly  penfive,  loves  to  lean 
O'er  the  groves,  her  fight  extending 

Through  the  walks  that  fhoot  between, 
Plac'd,  fays  fhe,  within  this  window 

Screen'd,  I  diftant  charms  furvey, 
Taught  by  poor  deceiv'd  Olindo, 

Nothing's  fafe  that  looks  too  gay. 

Here,  I  view,  in  foften'd  loadings, 
Am'rous  tlow'r  to  flow'r  incline, 

Too  remote  to  mourn  their  fadings, 
When  with  hanging  heads  they  pine. 

Here  I  fmell  the  fragrant  breezes, 

Safe  from  ev'ning's  chilly  blaft  ; 
Here  the  noonday  funfhine  pleafes, 

Fearlefs  when  'twill  overcaft. 
Hence  I  hear  the  tempeft  rifing, 

See  the  grovy  greatnefs  fhake, 
Ev'ry  diftant  ill  defpifing, 

While  I  every  good  partake. 
So  commanding  life's  gay  garden, 

Let  me  thorulefs  wear  the  rofe; 
Choice  like  mine  let  fafhion  pardon, 

Tafting  charms  but  ihunning  woes. 

AT  SETTING  DAY— A  SONG. 

SINCE  founding  drums,  and  rifing  wart 

Invite  my  love  to  danger, 
I'll  afk  of  every  fmiling  ftar 

To  fhield  my  roving  ranger. 

While  o'er  the  field,  unfearing 
You  prefs  the  foe  retreating, 


•lace  the  dear  remembcr'd  bounds 
Of  our  more  gentle  meeting. 

J'il  pafs  whole  days  in  yon  Aveet  grove, 

Where  firft  thy  tongue  deceiv'd  me, 
When,  lift'nino-  dumb,  I  bjufh'd  my  love, 

And  no  fear'd  abfence  griev'd  me. 
!     On  ev'ry  bank  thy  fide  hath  preft, 

I'il  Deep,  and  dream  I'm  near  thee; 
And  each  fweet  bird,  that  ftrains  its  breaft, 

Shall  wake  my  hopes  to  hear  thee. 
To  all  our  haunts  I  will  repair, 

And  cold  on  yon  bleak' mountain, 
Trace  all  thy  once- trod  footfteps  there, 

And  weep  o'er  each  fad  fountain. 
There  will  1  teach  the  trees  to  wear 

Thy  name,  in  foft  impreffion, 
And  borrow  iighs  from  ev'ning  air. 

To  iwell  my  foul's  confeflion. 

EPILOGUE, 

for  a  La^y  iv^o  afled  Eudicia, in  tbe  Sitgs  ff  Damaf- 
cus,  ftprefmlcd  at  tbs  Du.le  of  Bedford's  at  Wcoburn. 

I'VE  heard  of  maids,  who  firft  refolve  to  faft, 
And  tnen  weigh  arguments,  when  fads  are  paft ; 
Young,  though  my  reafon  is  not  io,  ir  ft  ray 'd  ; 
!2uJ  firft  found  pleadings  for  the  part  I  piay'd. 
Piay'd,  faid  I, — fecund  thought  thut  word  re- 
tracts; 

Fancies  and  foli.L-s  play,  but  pafiion  ads  : 
Phffion  !  the  fpring  that  ,ali  life's  wheels  employs, 
Winds  up  the  working  thought — and  heightens 
joys.  [blame ; 

Paffion  !   the  great  man's  gr.iJe,  the  poor  man's 
The  foldier's  laurel,  and  the  figher's  flame. 
Paffion  !  that  leads  the  grave,  impels  the  gay, 
JBids  the  wife  tremble,  and  the  fool  betray. 
Ev'n  at  this  hour,  what's  here  our  pa,ftime  made, 
Gives  the  court  bufincfs,and  the  kingdom  trade  ; 
When  factions  quarrel,  or  when  ilatefmen  fail,    " 
Each  does  but  a£t  his  part  at  pafiion's  call. 
Like  our'if,  to  night,  Lord  Puflion  fets  their  tafk; 
Their    fears,   hopts,  flatt'ries,   ail    are    pafiion's 

mafque. 

The  world's  wide  ftage,  for  this  one  practice,  fill'd, 
Sees  fome  act  nobly,  others  play  unfkilPd. 
Triflers  and  fmarts,  who  toy  time's  dream  away, 
£ots,  beaux,  and  hounds  of  party,  thefe  but  play. 
Sons  of  their  country's  hope,fublimely  rack'd 
£\>r  other's  reft. — Thefe  do  not  play,  but  act. 

Who  play  the  pooreft  parts  ? — the  bought,  the 

vain, 

The  light  believer,  and  the  perjur'd  fwain  ; 
The  dull  dry  joker,  the  coarfe  ill-bred  bear, 
The  friends  of  folly,  and  the  foes  of  care.  [j'jft, 

Who  act  their  parts  with  praife — the  firm,  the 
Who  fell  no  fentiments,  and  break  no  truft  ; 
The  Icarn'd,  the  foft,  the  facial,  and  the  kind, 
The  faithful  lover,  and  the  plain  good  mind. 

Such  the  b£ft  actors — form 'd  for  honour's  ftage ! 
"Who  play  no  farces,  and  difgrace  no  age. 
But  copying  nature,  with  true  tafte,  like  ours, 
fkafe,  and  are  pkas'd,  and  wing  the  guihlefs 


M  I  S  C  ELL  A  N  E  0  U  S  JPOE  M  S. 


APOLOGY  FOR  DEATH. 

WHENCE  this  reluctance,  when  we  ceafc  to  ruq 
Life's  flow  fed  race,  and  leaves  its  toy  unwon> 
Death's  but  our  tide  of  ebb,  to  that  dark  fea, 
Time's  fhorelefs  fwallower,  void  eternity! 
Tis  reft  from  labour — 'tis  efcape  from  care; 
'  I  is  fliunn'd  opprefllon,  and  reliev'd  defpair. 
Tis  but  to  rediffolve  to  formlefs  flow, 
And  join  the  mingled  mafs,  that  feels  no  woe. 
Fluid  to  fade,  as  all  things  round  us  do, 
Or  from  old  being  launch,  to  find  out  new. 

Emerging,  or  emerg'd,  life  rolls  awar, 
Foams  into  note,  or  flattens  to  decay. 
Round,  with  unceafing  wheel,  diftinction  glides, 
And  through  time's  maze,  in  (bort  fucceflinn  Hides; 
Flames  irs  hot  hour,  like  humbler  houiehold  fires, 
Shines  but  to  leave  us,  and  in  ufe  expires. 

'Tis  the  flafti'd  fpark  of  thought,  that  burfts  t<| 

fight, 

Strains  foon,  and  big,  and  rufhes  into  night : 
So  the  proud  ftorm,  that  frights  us  with  its  roar, 
Breathes  itfelf  weary,  and  is  heard  no  more. 
See  that  foft  flow'r,  whofe  fighs  perfume  the  gales, 
Bioorns  into  ruft,  and  its  fnuff'd  life  exhales  1 
All  nature  heave*,  and  fets,  like  human  breath, 
And  life's  loofe  links  but  ftretch  the  chain  of  death. 

Why  then  docs  erring  fancy  fright  the  mind  J 
Why  call  that  cruel,  nature  meant  for  kind  ? 
Who  knows  but  fates  we  tremble  at  may  blefs, 
And  length  of  happieft  life  be  found  diftrefs  ? 
Alurder  !  that  blalt  of  thought,  that  bane  of  law, 
Tiie  good  man's  horror,  and  ev'n  villain's  awe  ! 
Murder  !  that  nature  dreads,  and  confcience  flies, 
Perhaps  butfpurs  us  to  fome  waiting  prize  ! 

Elfe,  why  ihould  creature  ftill  with  creature jarj 
And  clafh'd  exiftence  wage  eternal  war  ? 
Bcail  bleeds  by  beaft ;  fillies  on  fifties  prey  ; 
And  birds  act  murder  with  more  waft e  tl 
Ev'n  the  fweet  thrufb,  that  bribes  us,  with  her  foug, 
To  guard  her  dread  of  death  from  beaks  more 

ftrong, 

SavM  from  the  kite,  ftrait  bloodier  grows  than  he, 
And  fnaps  the  fhiv'ring  infect  from  the  tret. 
Life  ftartsbut  up,  to  anfwer  death's  due  call, 
And  one  myfterious  darknefs  wraps  us  all ! 

PASSING  A  LADY, 

IN  THE   PARK,  WITHOUT   SEEING  HER. 

So  flide  our  comforts  by,  unmark'd,  unknown, 
While  our  ill-fate  comes  felt, and  all  out  own  ! 
Too  cruel  world!  where  things  we  wou'd  refufC| 
We  ftart  upon — and,  what  we  wifli  we  lofe  i 
And  yet  Lotharia  would  be  hid  in  vain, 
She  cannot  be  conceal'd  whom  thoughts  retain. 
Air,  and  Lotharia,  every  where  are  found ; 
Held  by  our  breath,  and  to  our  being  bound  ! 
Darknefs  itf.lf  wants  pow'r  to  cover  friends, 
Whom  the  foul  dwells  with,  and  thefenfe  attends, 

TO  THE  LADY  THAT  LAUGHS, 

AT  DYING  IN   METAPHOR. 

AND  why,  fair  trifier,  does  that  meaning  eye 
Smile  in  contempt,  when  lovers  fwear  they  die  jf 


THE    WORKS   OF  HILL. 


'Twixt  death  and  love,  but  one  fmall  diff  'rence 

lies, 

The  foul,  in  both,  from  its  left  body  flies  : 
In  death  'tis  gone,  like  fmokc  diffolv'd  in  air. 
JLoft  in  expanfe,  the  Infer  knows  not  where  : 
In  love  we  trace  it  with  fuch  willing  pain, 
'Twere  to  die  twice  to  take  it  back  again. 

MODESTY. 

As  lamps  burn  filent,  with  unconfcious  light, 
So  modeft  eafe,  in  beauty,  ftiines  moft  bright : 
Unaiming  charms,  with  edge  refiftlefs  fall, 
And  fhe  who  means  no  mifchief  docs  it  all. 

TO  A  LADY, 

Wbofent  back  tie  top  of  a  S-weet  briar  Branch ,  and  re- 
tained the  ivotji  end  of  it. 

WHILE  the  way  of  the  world  is,  to  keep  all  the 

Deft, 

And  then  in  due  form  oblige  friends  with  the  reft, 
You,  Madam,  who  would  lend  ev'n  trifles  a  grace 
Teach  your  meanings  to  borrow  a  Imile  from  your 

face; 

And  polite  to  your  pain,  when  a  prefent  you  fend 
Give  the  thorn  to  yourfelf,  and  the  rofe  to  your 

friend. 

TO  THE  LADY, 

Wlo  fends  me  all  ber  good  Wlfies. 

SUPPOSE  that  the  fun  had  a  tongue,  and  Ihou'd 

fay, 

May  your  journey  be  blefs'd  with  a  very  fine  day  : 
Then,  withdrawing  his,  face,  flip  aiide  with  his 

light,  [night; 

And  furround  me,  at  once,  with  the  coldnels  of 
What  would  Florimel  fay  to  this  trick  of  the  fun? 
1  would  fay,  cry'd  the  charmer, 'twas  cruelly  done. 
Would  you  fo,  anfwer'd  I ! — have  a  care  what  you 

own,  [none. 

Who  have  wilh'd  me  all  bleffings,  yet  granted  me 

Writ  ufion  a  Pane  of  Glafs  in  Wejlmlnjler  Houff,  under 
the  names  of  bis  four  Lbildren. 

An,  happy,  then  while  o'er  their  fmiling  air, 
A  living  mother  breath'd  her  guardian  care  ; 
But,  joylefs,  fince  their  fweet  fupporter  dy'd, 
They  wander  now  through  life  with  half  a  guide. 
Augujl  25.  1731. 

BELLARIA  AT  HER  SPINET. 

SWEETLY  confus'd,  with  fcarce  confenting  will, 
Thoughtlefs  of  charms,  and  diffident  of  ikill ; 
See  1  with  what  blufhful  bend,  the  doubting  fair 
Props  the  rais'd  lid — then  fits  with  fparkling  air, 
Tries    the   touch'd   notes — and,   haft'ning   light 
along,  [wrong. 

Calls   out   a  fhort   complaint,   that   fpeaks  their 
Now  back'ning,  awful,  nerv'd,  credit,  ferene, 
Afferted  mufic  fwells  her  heighten'd  mein. 
Fearlefs,  with  face  oblique,  her  formful  hand 
£iics  o'er  the  ivory  plain,  with  ftretch'd  command; 


Plunges,  with  bold  neglect,  amidfl  the  keys, 
And  fweeps  the  founding  range  with  magic  eafe, 

Now,  two  contending  fcnfes — ear  and  eye 
In  pride  of  feafted  tafte,  for  tranfport  vie; 
But  what  avails  two  delHnM  flaves  debate, 
When  both  are  fure  to  falL,  and  fhare  one  fate  ? 
Whether  the  g'.d  within,  evolving  round, 
Strikes  in  her  notes,  and  flows  diflolv'd  in  found  ; 
Or  filent  in  her  eyes,  enthron'd  in  light, 
Blazes,  confefs'd  to  view,  and  wounds  our  fight. 
This  way,  or  that,  alike  his'pow'r  we  try, 
To  fee,  but  kills  us — aNd  to  hear,  we  die. 

Oh  !  far-felt  influence  of  the  fpeaking  firing, 
Prompt  at  thy  call  the  mounting  foul  takes  wing; 
Waves   in    the    gale,  fore-runs   th'   harmonious 

breeze, 
And  finks  and  rifes  to  the  changeful  keys. 

But,  hark  !  what  length'ning  foftnefs,  thrilling 

new, 
Steals,  'twixt  the  folemn  fwells,  and  threads  'era 

through  : 

'Tis  her  tranfporting  voice  ! — fhe  fings— be  {till, 
Sweet  firings,  forbear! — ye  hurt  her  fweeter  fkill. 
Yet,  no — found  on — the  ftrong  and  fweet  fhould 

join  ; 

With  double  pow'r,  mix'd  oppofites  combine. 
'Tis  plain  !  my  captive  fenfes  feel  it  true  ; 
Ah,  what  dire  mifchief  may  not  union  do  ! 
Cou'd  {he  not  fave  delight  from  half  this  flrain  ? 
Heard  and  beheld  at  once  !— 'tis  hopelefs  pain. 
Fly  and  efcapc — let  one  prefs'd  fenfe  retire ; 
The  rais'd  hat  fhades  it  from  the  darted  fire. 
Alas,  vain  fcreen  —the  foul's  unclouded  ray 
Sees  from  within  by  a  new  blaze  of  day  : 
Sees  the  fpread  roof,  with  op'ning  glories  crown'd, 
And  radiant  deities  defcending  round  ! 
Throng'd  in  bright  lines,  or  wing'd  in  ambient  airj 
Spirits,  in  fairy  forms,  enclofe  the  fair. 

Some,  on  the  keys,  in  am'rous  ambufh  lie, 
And  kifs  the  tune  tipt  fingers  dancing  by. 
Some  hov'ring  wide,  expiring  fhakes  prolong, 
And  pour  'em  back  to  fwell  the  rifing  fong. 
Gods,  in  abridgment,  crowd  their  needlefs  aid, 
And  pow'rs,  and  virtues,  guard  th'  unconfcioua 

maid. 

Pity,  with  tears  of  joy,  fland»  weeping  near  ; 
Kneeling  devotion  hangs  her  lift'ning  car; 
Candour  and  truth  firm  fix'd  on  either  hand, 
Propping  her  chair,  two  fure  fupporters  ftand  ! 
Round  her,  while  wrong'd  belief  imbibes  new 

ftrength,  [length, 

And  hugs  th'   iuflructive  notes,  and   aids  their 
Love,  and  his  train  of  Cupids  craftier  cares, 
Scatter,  with  plumy  fans,  the  dreaded  airs. 
Pride,  from  a  diftant  corner,  glooms  a  leer, 
And  longs,  yet  hopes  not,  to  be  call'd  more  near  : 
But  charity  fits  clofe — a  well  known  gueft, 
Bold,  and  domeftic— and  demands  her  breaft. 
High  o'er  her  cheeks,  to  fhade  their  tempting  glow, 
huine  and  foft  modefty  their  mantles  throw. 
While,  from  her  brow,  majeftic  wifdom  feen, 
Tempers  her  glory,  and  infpircs  her  mein. 

Such,  and  perhaps  more  fweet,  thofe  founds  fliall 

rife, 

Which  wake  rewarded  fuints  when  nature  diea ; 
4 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


'Wten  heaven's  heard  blaft  fhall  fhakc  the  ftubborn 

mind, 
[And  one  mix'd  melody  unife  mankind! 

When  time's  laft  wreck  fhall  fink  in  feas  of  flame, 
[And  void  eternity  refumes  its  name. 

CELIA  IN  THE  GARDEN. 

COME,  walk,  and  roufe  the  languid  year  : 
I  All  nature  blooms  when  you  appear; 

Each  Icaflefs  oak  would  bud  a-new, 

And  pufh  out  fhade,  to  fhelter  you. 

Your  fight  would  fummer's  want  fiipply; 

You  gone — 'tis  winter — and  we  die. 
Yon  warbling  nightingale  complains, 

Your  praife,  too  feldom,  tempts  her  ftrains  5 

The  tow'ring  lark  but  hears  you  fing, 

And  (bars  to  heav'n  with  filent  wing. 

tome,  angels  come  (he  cries) — and  fee 

Yourfelves  as  much  outdone  as  me. 
Each  violet  fighs  itfelf  to  death, 

To  fcent  the  gales  that  fans  your  breath  : 

$top  but,  and  fee  th'  unfolding  rofe, 

With  emulative  blufhes  glows : 
i  While  hood-wink'd  lilies  proftrate  lie, 
j  Afham'd  to  fee  your  breaft  fo  nigh. 

Look  round,  and  fmile — and  ev'ry  flow'r 
|  Smiles  too — and  charms,  with  ten-fold  pow'r. 

Depart,  and  lo !  they  bend  and  fall, 

And  weeping  dew-drop?  wafte  'em  all. 

*Tis  thus  your  love  inflames  my  joy. 

And  thus  your  coldnefs  might  deftroy. 

THE  RECOLLECTED  COMPLAlNER. 


mother  as  I  am,  and  loth  to  part 
With  this  poor  playful  gladd'ner  of  my  heart, 
1  know  too  well,  and  I  confefs  my  crime, 
'Tis  not  my  right,  but  heav'n's,  to  limit  time  : 
Parent  at  once,  of  progeny  and  pain, 
Of  what  would  my  regardlefs  grief  complain  ? 
I  gave  him  birth,  but  ah,  difcern'd  not  why  ! 
Children  are  born,  poor  fuff' rers,  but  to  die  ! 

Pity,  'tis  true,  revolves  their  leapful  fprings, 
Smil'd  thanks,  atoning  pray'rs,  embracing  clings, 
Sallies  of  guihlefs  joy,  gay  gleams  of  fenfe, 
,   Soft  ftroking  flatt'ries— active  impotence  ; 
I  Tricks  of  dumb  love,  which  grateful  wills  exprefs, 
And  all  their  namelefs  pow'rs  of  prettinefsj 
Thefe  the  fond  mother's  feeling  mem'ry  feize, 
And  then  the  tear  of  nature  flows  for  eafe. 

But  reafon'c  voice  corrects  the  bold  complaint, 
Enjoins  fubmiflion,  and  inftructs  rcftiaint. 
Thus  wipes  the  plaintive  parent's  weeping  eye, 
And  bids  the  unpermitted  drop — be  dry. 
What  is  it,  thou  thyfelf,  miftaking  mind  ! 
Haft  found  in  this  bad  world,  or  hop'ft  to  find? 
That  thy  prtfumptuous  wifh  would  dare  retain, 
Whom  heaven's  kind   call  exempts  from  future 

pain  : 
Grant  that  the  worft  thou  fear'ft,  fhould  end  this 

blow, 
I    And  death's  dark  fcreen  defends  thy  child  from 

woe ! 
VnL.VIII. 


Are  not  thy  fad  forebodings,  too,  no  more  ? 
Are  not  thy  fears  for  all  his  perils  o'er  ?         [way  I 
Of  what  proud  wrongs  might  clog  his  life's  long 
What  cringes  might  blaft  him,  or  what  wiles  bet 

tray'I 

What  follies  draw  down  fcorn,  what  vice  difgraccj. 
What  lofs  of  honour  might  befpot  thy  race  ! 
What  want  of  duty  might  neglect  thy  tears  ! 
Whan  want  of  prudence  grind  hTs  waning  years  1 
What  bloody  dangers  might  cut  fhort  his  fame, 
Or  hooting  infamy  prolong  his  fhame  ! 

Look  up,  fond  ibrrower  !  fee  the  morning's  ray; 
Now,  if  you  canft,  fore-judge  the  rifing  day  : 
Shall  its  afcending  fhine  continue  bright  ? 
Or  fhall  o'ercafting  tempefts  call  down  night  ? 
Canft  thou  not  tell  ? — Why  then  doft  thy  bold  guefe 
Prefume  to  call  an  infant's  death  diftrefs  ? 
Blind  to  the  future,  thank  a  watchful  God,     [rod. 
That  inatch'd  the  child  from  fchool,  to  fparc  the. 

THE  RESIGNATION. 

WELL,  be  it  fo  ! — Sorrow,  that  ftreams  not  o'er, 
Spares  but  the  eye,  to  wound  the  heart  the  more  3 
Dumb,  infelt  pangs,  too  well  fupply  the  woe, 
That  grief,  in  fuff'ring  filence,  fhuns  to  fhow. 
Yet  let  my  will's  reluctant  pride  fubmit, 
And  learn,  to  love  the  lot  that  heav'n  found  fit. 
All  I  can  lofe,  God  gave — and,  when  'tis  flown, 
Whom  does  he  wrong,  who  but  refumes  his  own§ 

Should  I  in  fruitlefs  agony  complain, 
Fretting  my  wound  but  multiplies  my  pain  : 
While  they,  who  patiently  embrace  diftrefs, 
Teach  fhame  to  fati>fy,  and  grief  to  blefs. 
Whate'er  has  been,  'tis  madnefs  to  regret  ; 
Whate'er  muft  be,  fhocksleaft  when  brave  lieftme^ 
Learn  then,  my  foul,  thy  courfe  refign'd  to  runj 
And  never  pray  thy  will — but  God's  be  done. 

COPIES 

FOR  CblLDREN   TO   LEARN  TO  WRITE. 

THE  body's  beauty  dwells  in  fhape  and  face, 
The  foul's  in  mildnefs,  modefty,  and  grace  ; 
The  firll  but  charms  an  earthly  lover's  eye, 
The  laft  draws  angels  from  beyond  the  Iky ; 
One,  for  a  moment,  man's  frail  heart  procure*, 
The  other  makes  your  God  for  ever  yours. 

ADVICE 

TO  TIIE  VIRGINS,   TO  GUARD  AGAINST  FLAT-. 
TERY. 

FAIREST,  forgive  the  too  officious  lay, 
That  fend  the  mule  you  charm  to  fmooth  your  way ; 
I,  though  admiring,  act  no  lover's  pavt, 
Nor. bid  foft  founds  feduce  your  lift'ning  heart: 
Candidly  touch'd  my  pen's  obtrufive  fear, 
Nor  dares  to  fhock,  nor  aims  to  foothe  your  ear; 
Needlefs,  'tis  true,  to  bid  fuch  nymphs  beware, 
Who  ev'ry  grace  and  virtue  make  their  care  : 
Yet  mpdeft  excellence  will  oft  defcend 
To  thank  unwanted  caution  in  a  friend. 
A  faithful  pilot,  fervent  in  his  fear?, 
And,  trembling,  anxious  for  the  worth  he  fleers. 
U  u 
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Twere  mortal  pain,  to  fee  fuch  beauty  mourn, 
By  bold  diftrefs,  or  impious  falfehood,  torn. 
JLove's  gay  deluflon  tempt*  a  thoufand  ways; 
Now  wounds  with  foftnefs,  now  dtftroys  with 

praife. 

Thy  veil,  O  flattery  !  hides  a  traitor's  heart, 
And  gives  up  confidence — a  prey  to  art : 
Unbridled  youth,  to  confequences  blind, 
Indulging  body,  hears  no  call  of  mind. 
Feeble  difcretion,  fo  by  warmth  o'er-run, 
Does,  with  a  peacock's  feather,  fan  the  fun. 
Beauty,  that  trufb  too  faft,  is  beauty's  bane, 
A  felf-betrayer,  that  embraces  pain. 
Oh,  hear  fufpicious,  when  the  lover  fue»  ! 
She  moft  attracts,  who  longeft  can  refufe. 
Poife  the  try'd  terms  on  which  his  hope  depends, 
"Prop'd  on  th<?  parent's  coui  fe!,  and  the  frien -i's  : 
So,  leaning  fafe,  and  wanting  fpace  to  ftray, 
Love's  guardian  angels  crown  your  nuptial  day. 
<?i  flv  uld  the  gilded  hypocrite  at  lafl 
Show,  that  he  meant  your  ipotlefs  fame  to  blaft, 
^ly  the  found  tempter,  each  low  lure  defpife, 
And  lift  your  heart's  wrong'd  wifh  above  furprifc. 
Nature,  that  form'd  you  lovelieft,  doubly  kind, 
To  like  perfe&ion  rais'd  your  conquering  mind. 
Fram'd  you  to  truth,  to  virtue  turn'd  yoar  tafce, 
For  honour  drefs'd  you,  and  for  rev'rence  grac'd. 
Freed  m  regaiii'd,  purfuc  the  fhining  track, 
And  leave  the  bafe  repenter  to  his  rack. 
Then  blefs  the  verfe,  that  from  fuch  ruin  fav'd 
An  artlefn  conqu'ror,  by  fuccefs  enflav'd  : 
Now  happy,  painlefs  hours  fhall  unperplex 
The  beft-Wd  pattern  of  the  lovelieft  fer» 

LESBTA'S  LAMENTATION 

,     ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HER  SPARROW. — ALTERED 
,  FROM  MR.  CARTWRIGHT. 

TELL  me  not  of  joy — there's  none, 
Now  my  little  fparrow's  gone  : 

He,  juft  like  you, 

Would  toy  and  woo : 
He  would  chirp,  and  flatter  me: 
And,  till  he  faw  me  look,  and  fmile, 

Lord,  how  fullen  he  would  be  ! 
He  would  catch  a  crumb,  and  then, 
Sporting,  let  it  go  again; 

He  from  my  lip 

Would  fit  and  fTp ; 
From  my  plate  he  lov'd  to  feed; 

Here  would  hop,  and  there  would  run, 

And  ev'ry  look  and  motion  heed, 
Till  my  very  heart  he  won. 
O,  how  eager  he  would  fight, 
And  never  hurt,  though  often  bite ! 

He  perch'd,  alas ! 

Upon  my  glafs, 

And  ev'ry  thing  I  did  would  do  : 
Ruffling  now  his  feathers  all, 
Now  a.f  fudden  let  them  fall, 
And  then  grew  proud,  and  flcck'd  'em  too* 
Would* ft  thou,  Cupid,  reach  a  heart? 
With  his  feathers  wing  thy  dart  ? 

Love  might  that  way 

Sure  wounds  convey, 


But  my  faithful  bird  is  gone  ; 

Mournful  turtles  murmur  on. 

Hop,  ye  red-breafts,  o'er  his  (tone  * 
Ceafe  to  fiug,  and  learn  to  mourn. 

THE  MESSENGER. 
Go,  happy  paper,  gently8  fteal, 

And  !'•)]>  beneath  her  pillow  lie  : 
There,  in  a  dream,  my  love  reveal, 
A  love  that  awe  muft  elfc  conceal, 

In  filent  doubt  to  die. 
Should  fhe  to  flames  thy  hope  confign, 

Thy  fuff  'rii.g  moment  foon  expires, 
A  loujT^r  pain,  alas     is  mine, 
Condemn'*!  in  endh-fs  woe  to  pine. 

And  tecl  unflack'ning  fires. 
But  if  inciin'd  to  hear  and  blefs, 

While  in  her  heart  foft  pity  ftirs ; 
Tell  her — her  beauties  might  compel 
A  hermit  to  forfake  his  cell, 

And  change  his  heav'n  for  her's. 
Oh,  tell  her — were  her  treafures  mine^ 

Nature  and  art  would  court  my  aid; 
The  painter's  colour*  want  her  (bine; 
The  rainb  w's  brow  not  half  fo  fine 

As  her  fweet  eye-lids  (hade  ! 
By  day  the  fun  might  fpare  his  rays; 

No  (tar  make  ev'ning  bright ; 
Her  op'ning  eyes,  with  fwceter  blaze, 
Should  meafure  all  my  fmiling  days, 

And,  if  (he  flept,  'twere  night. 

THE  GNAT. 


in  the  Mill  my  Celia  (hone, 

And  drew  th'  adoring  world  to  gaze, 
A  wanton  gnat  came  buzzing  on, 

To  gambol  in  her  blaze. 
Enliven'd  by  her  lucid  beams, 

And  urging  M;fs  too  nigh, 
Th'  attractive  beauty's  pow'rful  dreams 

O'erwhelm'd  him  in  her  eye 
The  glowing  orb  fwifr  catching  fire, 

Now  heat  was  mix'd  with  light ; 
The  wing,  that  durft  fo  high  afpire, 

She  rubb'd  to  duft  in  fpite. 
Mean  while  the  clouded  fight  (hone  dim; 

Her  fun  through  mifts  appears; 
Moid  anguifh  rofe  above  the  brim, 

And  flow'd  away  in  tears. 

Gnat !  too  happy  thus  to  die  I 
My  Cclia  weeps  thy  fate ; 
She  kills  me  ev'ry  day— yet  I 
No  pity  can  create. 

Myfterious  fey  '  by  cui'icm  led, 

Mere  trifles,  mod  to  prize ! 
O,  truth,  to  turn  a  lover's  head  \ 

They  murder  men,  and  weep  for  flies. 

THE  KISS  THROUGH  A  WINDOW. 
SAV'D  on  a  flioal  the  fhipwreck'd  failor  (lands, 
And  views  with  wat'ry  eyes,  and  wringing  hand*. 
5oul-cheeringprofpe  eta  from the  neighb'ringlandjj 
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But  if  he  tempts  the  waves,  he  toils  in  vain, 
Big,  buoyant  billows  rife  between,  and  float  him 

back  again. 

Oh  !  (hameful  lofs  of  an  invited  kifs  ! 
Can  brittle  glafs  impede  fo  near  a  blifs  ? 
Frail  is  our  am'rous  hope,  if  love  muft  be 
Sublcrvient  to  a  thing  fo  weak  as  thee! 
We  knew  before,  nor  fought  thy  aid  to  prove, 
That  light's  a  nat'ral  enemy  to  love  ! 
But  now,  thy  malice  does  new  arts  employ; 
Firft,  give  the  hope,  then  dafh  the  proffer'd  joy. 
I  Thus  abfent  fanciers  dream  they  meet  the  ghoft 
!   Of  fome  dead  partner,  whom  they  value  mod : 
But  when,  with  op'ning  arms,  they  rufti  to  greet, 
And,  mix'd  in  mut.ual  grafp,  would  warmly  meet, 
Cold  blafts  of  wind  divide  the  ftarting  pair, 
And  the  thin  phantom  flows  away  in  air. 

EPITAPH, 

ON  THE  TOMB  OF  HENRY  JERNEOAN,  ES^. 

AIL  that  accomplifh'd  body  lends  mankind, 
From  earth  receiving,  he  to  earth  refign'd  : 
All  that  e'er  grac'd  a  foul  from  heav'n  he  drew, 
Anti  took  back  with  him  as  an  angel's  due. 

,   THE  HAPPY  MAN. 

HIGH  o'er  the  winding  of  a  cliffy  fhore,      [roar ; 
From  whofe  worn  deep   the  black'ning  furges 
Freeman — fweet  lot !  in  quiet  plenty  lives; 
&ich  in  the  uribought  wealth _  which  nature  gives ; 
Unplanted  groves  rife  round  his  ihelter'd  feat, 
And  felf-fown  flow'rs  attract  his  wand'ring  feet ; 
Lengths  of  wild  garden  his  near  views  adorn, 
And  far  feen  fields  wave  with  domeftic  corn. 

The  grateful  herds,  which  his  own  paftures  feed, 
£ay  their  alk'd. lives,  and,  in  due  tribute  bleed. 
Here,  in  learn'd  leifure  he  relaxes  liFe, 
'Twixt  prattling  children,  arid  a  fmiling  wife. 
Here,  on  dependent  want  he  fheds  his  care, 
Moves  amid  fmiles,  and  all  he  hears  is  pray'r. 
The  world  lies  round  him  like  a  ftibjea  foil; 
Stor'd  for  his  fervice,but  beneath  his  toil. 

Hence,  in  a  morning  walk,  his  piercing  eye 
Skims  the  green  ocean  to  the  circling  iky. 
And  marks  at  diftance  fome  returning  fail, 
Wing'd  by  the  courtfhip  of  a  flatt'ring  gale. 
The  fearlefs  crew  concluding  danger  o'er; 
With  gladd'ning  fhouts  falute  the  op'ning-  more  ; 
They  think  how  bell  they  may  their  gains  employ, 
And  antedate  thin  fcenes  of  promis'd  joy. 
Till  a  near  quick-fand  checks  their  fhorten'd  way, 
Arid  the  funk  mails  point  through  the  rifing  fpray. 
Freeman  ftarts,  fad  !  revolves  the  changeful  fight, 
Where  mis'ry  can  fo  foon  fucceed  delight ; 
Then  lhakes  his  head  in  pity  of  their  fate, 
And  fweetly  confcious,  hugs  his  happier  ftate. 


THE  POWER  OF  ROYAL  PITY. 

Verfes  made  for  a  Young  Gentleman  in  Dfffair,  and 
fent  to  ^ueen  Caroline^  by  N.  C — f — r. 

FROM  a  moift  hank,  beneath  a  filent  fhade, 
Whofe  dark'ning  arch  depending  willows  made, 


A  death-.de voted  youth,  in  day's  cod  d 
Weary  of  infults,  and  from  woes  withdrawn, 
Long  on  the  fallen  furface  fix'd  his  view, 
And  figh'd — refolv'd  to  bid  loath'd  life  adieu. 

'  I'is  but  to  plunge,  he  cry'd,  one  moment  there 
Saves  me  from  forrow,  and  outleaps  defpair ; 
Cover'd  with  calmnefs  in  this  lulling  bed, 
No  fear  (hall  reach  my  heart,  no  pain  my  head  : 
Terror,  and  fliame,  and  want,  {hall  with  me  die, 
And  anguifb,  be  no  more  alive  than  I. 

Yet,  one  dear  mourner  will  my  death  diftrefs, 
Whom  I  would  live  for,  could  I  live  to  blefs  ! 
Her  tears  are  tortures  which  I  cannot  bear ; 
Her  charms  give  madnef?,  and  her  wants  defpair. 

Juft  at  this  word  the  dear  diftrufter  came, 
Picrc'dthe  deep  gloom,  and  catch'd  the  fatal  aim* 
Trembling  with  horror,  yet  by  love  impell'd, 
Timely  fhe  grafp'd  him  ;  and,  eonvulfive  held  : 
Ah  !  let  me  keep  thee,  though  we  beg,  (he  cry'd; 
Life  has  no  want,  but  what's  by  love  fupply'd  : 
Wrenched  with  thee,  there's  recompence  in  pain, 
And  blefs'd  without  thee,  I  were  blefs'd  in  vain. 
Hope,  fuffer,  think,  refolve,  fubmit,  contend, 
Move  every  foe — folicit  every  friend  ! 
Die  not  thus  young — e'er  half  our  days  are  part, 
Love  has  long  years  to  come :  death  pulls  too  fafl, 
I. will  not  feel  diftrefs  while  you  are  kind; 
Nor  bear  a  joylefs  world  you  leave  behind. 

See.'.be  advis'd  :  turn  there  your  hopelefs  eye, 
View  thofe  fweet  rifing  {hades  that  fpread  fo  nigh. 
Think,  did  their  royal  planter  hear  my  pray  r, 
How  would  fhe  pity  my  poor  heart's  defpair  ! 
She  the  beft  wife,  beft  mother,  daughter,  queen  I 
Ah  !  that  fhe,  now,  beheld  this  dreadful  fcene  1 
Think  on  her  fmiles — and  do  but  live  to  try  \ 
And,  if  that  hope  proves  vain — I,  too,  will  die. 

THE  WEDDING  DAY. 

'TwAs  one  May  morning  when  the  clouds  un- 
drawn, 

Expos'd,  in  naked  charms,  the  waking  dawn; 
When  night-fall'n  dews,  by  day's  warm  courtfhip 

won, 

From  reeking  rofes,  climbM  to  kifs  the  fun. 
Nature,  new-bloffom'd,  fhed  her  odours  round, 
The  dew-bent  primrofc  kifs'd  the  breeze-fwept 

ground. 

The  watchful  cock  had  thrice  proclaim'd  the  day, 
And  glimmering  fun-beams  faintly  forc'd  their 
way :  Oent» 

When,  join'd  in  hand  and  heart,  to  church  we 
Mutual  in  vows,  and  pris'ners  by  confent. 
Aurelia's  heart  beat  high  with  mix'd  alarms, 
But  trembling  beauty  glow'd  with  double  charms. 
In  her  foft  breaft  a  modeft  ftruggle  rofe, 
How  fhe  fhould  feem  to  like  the  lot  fhe  chofe, 
A  fmile  fhe  thought  would  drefs  her  looks  too  gay; 
A  frown  might  feem  too  fad,  and  blaft  the  day  : 
But,  while,  nor  this,  nor  that,  her  will  could  bow, 
She  walk'd,  and  look'd,  and  charm'd—and  knew 

not  how. 

Our  hands,  at  length,  th'  unchanging  fiat  bound 
And  our  glad  fouls  fprung  out  to  meet  the  io 
U  u  ij 


THE    WORKS   OF   ft  ILL. 


Joys  meeting  joys  unite,  and  ftronger  fhinc ; 
For  paflion  purify 'd  grows  half  divine. 
JLurelia,  thou  art  mine,  I  cry'd— and  fhe 
Sigh'd  foft-— now,  Damon,  thou  art  lord  of  me. 
But  wilt  thou,  whifper'd  fhe,  the  knot  now  ty'd, 
Which  only  death's  keen  weapon  can  divide, 
Wilt  thou,  ftill  mindful  of  thy  raptures  paft, 
Permit  the  fummer  of  love's  hope  to  laft  ? 
Shall  not  cold  wint'ry  frofts  come  on  too  foon  ? 
Ah,  lay  !  what  means  the  world  by  honeymoon  ? 
If  we  fo  fhort  a  fpace  our  blifs  enjoy, 
What  toils  does  love  for  one  poor  month  employ  ? 
Women  thus  us'd  like  bubbles  blown  with  air, 
Owe  to  their  outward  charms  a  fun-gilt  glare. 
Like  them  we  glitter  to  the  diftant  eye  ; 
But,  grafp'd  like  them,  we  do  but  weep  and  die. 

Left  more,  faid  I,  thou  fhould'ft  profane  the  blifs, 
I'll  feal  thy  dang'rous  lips  with  this  clofe  kifs; 
Not  thus  the  heav'n  of  marriage  hopes  blafpheme, 
But  learn  from  me  to  fpeak  on  this  lov'd  theme. ; 
There  have  been  wedlock  joys  of  fwift  decay, 
Like  lightning,  feen  at  once,  and  (hot  away  : 
But  theirs  were  hopes,  which,  all  unfit  to  pair, 
Like  fire  and  powder,  kifs'd  and  flafh'd  to  air. 
Thy  foul  and  mine,  by  mutual  courtfhip  won, 
Meet,  like  two  mingling  flames, and  make  but  one. 
Union  of  hearts,  not  hands,  does  marriage  make  ; 
'Tis  fympathy  of  mind  keeps  love  awake. 
Our  growing  days  increafe  of  joy  fhall  know, 
And  thick-lbwn  comforts  leave  no  room  for  woe. 
Thou,  the  foft  fwelling  vine,  fhall  fruitful  laft ; 
1,  the  ftrong  elm,  will  brop  thy  beauties  faft  : 
Thou  fhalt  ftrow  fweets  to  foften  life's  rough") 
way,  / 

And,  when  hot  paffions  my  proud  wifhes  fway,f 
Thou, like  fome  bretre,  fhall  Jn  my  bofom  piay.  J 
Thou  for  protection  lhalt  on  me  depend; 
And  I,  on  thee,for  a  foft  faithful  friend. 
I,  in  Aurclia  flrall  for  ever  view, 
At  once  my  care,  my  fear,  my  comfort  too! 
Thou  (halt  firft  partner  in  my  pleafures  be, 
But  all  my  pains  fhall  laft  be  known  to  thee. 

Aurelia  heard,  and  view'd  me  with  a  I'mile, 
Which  feem'd  at  once  to  cherifh  and  revile  ! 
O,  God  of  Love  :  fhe  cry'd,  what  joys  were  thine, 
If  all  life'*  race  were  wedding  days  like  mine  ! 

THE  DREAM. 

SLOW-RIHNG  night  had  her  black  flag  unfurl'd, 
And  ipread  her  iooty  ananile  o'er  the  world  ; 
The  waining  moon  fhod  pale,  a  fickly  light, 
And  (tars  fcarce  twinkled  to  th'  inquiring  light. 
Hull  the  loit  earth  by  darkncfs  over-run, 
Wept  in  cold  dews  the  abience  oi  the  fun. 
The  waves  were  hufh'd;  the  winds  forgot  to  roar, 
And  itorms  uetach'd  in  breezes  courb'u  the  ihore. 
The  mix'd  creation  was  iuvolv'd  in  fleep  ; 
Fifties  roii'd  flumb'ring  through  the  ftagnate  deep, 
Beafts,  birds,  and  ierpents,  various  beds  pofteft, 
Some  in  thick  wood?,  lomc  in  dark  caverns  reii. 
Antipathies  in  common  ileep  took  p.rt; 
Cate  cnrs'd  not  thought,  and  woe  torgot  tofmart. 
Jmnierg'd  in  reft  my  drowfy  fenles  lay, 
And  death's  preud  image  pra&ie'd  ou  my  clay. 


But  while,  difdainful  of  the  mean  a 
No  dull  dcfires  invade  my  wakeful  foul ; 
Adlivc  the  infpirer,  fkilful  to  purfue 
Through  the  wild  tracks  of  mazy  mem'ry  fiei 
There  fcatter'd  images  to  union  brought, 
And  form'd  this  wond'rous  vifion  to  my  the 

1  found  myfclf  at  dead  of  deepeft  night, 
Cheer'd,  by  no  glimm'ring  fpark  of  remnant 
Lock'd  in  that  ancient  venerable  pile, 
Which  holds  her  facrcd  duft,  who,  lately  blefl 

ifle; 

Afccnding  damps  the  gloomy  concave  fought, 
And  hung  imprifon'd  to  th'  impervious  vault : 
While  my  (hod  feet  trac'd  fwift  the  dufky 
Hoarfe  echoes  multiply 'd  the  trampling  foui 
The  fweating  ftones  diftill'd  a  noifome  dew, 
And  earthy  1  cents  my  death-ted  noftrils  drew. 
Cold  frofb  of  fear  pierc'd  keen  through  evV 

part, 

And  fhiv'ring  agues  (hook  my  ice-bound  heart. 
A  hollow  wind  from  whittling  murmurs  bore 
As  gath'riug  din  more  high,  and  ftrove  to  roar! 
The  tatter'd  trophies  farm'd  the  prifon'd  air, 
And  chill  amazement  ftiffcn'd  up  my  hair. 

While  fix'd  I  ftood,  intent  on  rumblings  near, 
And  diftant  groans  alarna'd  my  aching  ear; 
Sudden,  the  temple  fhone,  with  ruihing  light, 
And  new-born  terrors  overwhelm'd  my  fight. 
Ghofts-  from  the  loos'ning  pavement  rais'd 

head, 

And  yawning  graves  difclofe  their  fhrouded 
Shot  up  in  ftreams,  a  mift  of  fpirits  rife, 
As  morning  exhalations  ftreak  the  fkies. 
Soul-freezing  horror  tingled  through  my  blood, 
And  curdling  fear  bound  hard  the  vital  flood ! 
Unbending  nerves  their  dying  vigour  loft, 
And  drooping  life  fcarce  held  her  dang'rous  poftl 
Large  drops  of  fweat,  from  every  finger  fhed, 
And  the  whole  frame  of  nature  Ihook  with  dread  I 
I-rom  the  eaft  end,  where  mould'ring  monz 

lie, 

And  worms,  luxuriant,  feaft  on  royalty ; 
to  here  each  proud  tt  mb  fome  duft  of  princes  be 
There  marches  out^  a  troop  of  fov' reign  ghofts  : 
Each  in  his  fhadowy  hand  a  fceptre  brings, 
I'h'  acknowledg'd  mark  of  pow'r  in  living  kinj 
A  glittering  diadem  each  forehead  wore, 
Their  robes  trail'd  loole,  and  fwept  the  honour* 

floor. 

With  flow  and  (lately  ftride,  the  monarchs  trf 
And  ev'ry  meaner  fpirit  bows  its  head. 
In  foremoft  rank,  as  lateft  known  to  fame, 
The  grave-brow'd  ghoft  of  awful  ANNA  came  ; 
C-ilui  and  ftrcne  the  filent  walks  they  trace, 
And  halt,  regardful,  at  each  folemn  place  : 
Vjfit  each  tomb,  and  in  myfterious  ftate, 
Hail  the  dry  remnants  of  the  wafted  great. 

This  pump  of  death,  thus,  wore  half  night  a^ 
And  came,  at  length,  wha-e  DENMARK'S  body  lay 
There  ANNA  ftaid^  and  looking  careful  round, 
Wirh  fhadowy  fccptre^touch'd the  cou&iousgrour 
Tis  ftrange,  fhe  iigh'd,  tliat  he  whommoft  I  blef 
Has  never  thank'd  me,fince  I  came  to  reft. 

The  willing  ghoft  his  niarbiy  fetters  b/oke, 
And  rote  up,  flowly,  at  the  pow'rful  icroke ; 


MISCELLANEOUS    POEMS. 


An  air  of  forrow  bent  his  ferious  head, 
His  eyes  fome  feeming  tears,  relu&ant,   fhed    ; 
With  folded  arms,  and  difcontented  look, 
Thrice  bow'd  he,  gently,  and  thus  faintly  fpoke  : 
Hail,  happy  fhade  !  reft  here,  unforc'd  to  reign, 
Nor  toil,  to  fave  a  ftubborn  land  in  vain  : 
How  did  juft  pity  fweeten  thy  controul  ? 
How  did'ft  thou  ftrain  thy  virtue-propping  foul  ? 

:  -How  did'ft  thou  wifh  th*  unfinifh'd  courfe  to  run  ? 

j    And  a&  in  will,  what  pow'r  has  left  undone ! 

|     For  this,  fince  death,  detraction  wounds  thy  fame, 

f    And  infolent  reproach  corrodes  thy  name. 

I    Ungrateful  people  !  unrepenting  ftate  ! 

j    Haft  thou,  O  queen  !  deferv'd  th'  ungentle  fate  ? 
He  ceas'd : — Each  lift'ning  monarch  (Hook  his 
head, 

I    While  ftie  to  whom  he  fpoke,  thus  aafw'ring  faid  ; 

I    O  DENMARK  1  wonder  not  at  ills  like  thofe; 

I    Angels,  if  crown'd  in  England,  would  have  foes  ! 

J    Pefert  like  mine,  with  living  glories  paid, 
Can  fear  no  fcandal,  when  become  a  fhade. 
If  aught's  left  wanting  to  my  people's  pray'r, 
Mourn  not  th'  unfinifh'd  progrcfs  of  my  care  : 
When  princes  fome  wifh'd  good  in  vain  purfue, 
By  them  not  done,  'tis  left  for  heav'n  to  do. 
Let  us  in  peace  enjoy  our  filent  bed, 
Truth  always  triumphs  when  fhe  fervcs  the  dead. 

THE  NORTHERN  STAR. 

Bos N  in  an  age,  when  virtue  veils  her  face, 
And  bold  corruption  turn*  the  blufh  on  grace; 
Where  reptile  genius  winds,  at  pow'rs  controul, 
And  fortune's  whelmy  tides  ingulf  the  foal : 
Where  fenfe   by   flatt'ry;    fharue     by    want    is 

weigh'd, 

And  fervile  poets  make  their  art  a  trade, 
Rife,  gen'rous  mufe  !  out-foar  the  venal  view  ; 
For  praife  is  infult  where  'tis  giv'n  undue. 
Though  penfion'd  fame  can  fawn,  till  fools  are 

taught 

To  boaft  th'  imputed  wit  their  brib'ry  bought ; 
Yet  man  to  man's  refpecSt  is  rais'd,  not  born, 
And  dullnefs  dignin'd,  but  doubles  fcorn. 
Ah  1   narrow  hearts  1  that  know    not  wiidom's 

weight, 
But  impudently  call  the  proud  the  great. 

Spread  the  broad  wings  of  truth,  impartial  mufe  ! 
Dare  a  new  theme — nor,  now,  let  fancy  choofe; 
Serious,  and  fad,  the  faults  of  cuftom  mend, 
To  friendlefs  genius  fame's  due  fuccour  lend — 
If,  in  fome  dulky  corner,  thon  fhalt  find 
A  ragged  fortune  hide  a  nobler  mind, 
Difperfe  the  cloud;  and  be  the  labour  thine, 
To  teach  the  fhame-fac'd  virtue,  how  to  fhine. 

Or,  fhould  fome  wealih-encumher'd  churl  with- 
hold 

Th'  enlivening  ufe  of  unpartaken  geld, 
If  meanly  proud,  the  wrerch  difdains  to  weigh, 
The  wife  man's  wants,  againft  the  treafur'd  clay. 
With  ceafelefs  fatire,  goad  his  fneaking  foul, 
Till  his  pride,  fuff'ring,  gives  his  talte  controul. 

Then,  mufe  1  from  life's  low  wrongs,  indignant, 

turn, 
With  loftier  flame,  for  fufPring  nations,  bunn 


On  flatter'd  ftatefmen,  fcowl  a  patriot  eye ; 
Strip  their  badg'd  poets,  when  they  write,  to  lie. 
If,  rais'd  by  chance,  fome  tarnifher  of  fway, 
Blund'ring  through  fhifts,  miftakes  th'  unwinding 

way, 

If,  lumb'ring  clogg'd,  he  drags,  be-mir'd,  along, 
Cow'rs,  to  be  fafe — yet,  injures,  to  be  ftrong, 
Tell  him, — that  hair-breadth  'fcapes,  and  life-long 

fear, 
Buy  pow'r,  and  pomp,  and  infamy,  too  dear. 

Pafs,  pafs,  thefe  fulph'ry  meteors,  of  a  day; 
Their  blaze  too  dang'rous !  and  too   loft,  their 

way  ! 

On  funs,  not  comets,  fix  thy  eagly  ken, 
Touch  the  proud  hearts  of  monarchs,  into  men. 
Thence,  flows  contagion :    light  muft  generate 

light, 

Or  mimic  millions  catch  the  royal  blite  : 
Kings,  who  are  kings,  fhed  iuftre  o'er  mankind ; 
But  dim-cy'd  princes  make  whole  nations  blind. 
— So,  godlike  Caefar  rul'd  ungrateful  Rome, 
And  fhort-liv'd  virtue  (hot  a  blafted  bloom  : 
But,  when  lewd  Nero  ftain'd  imperial  fway, 
Vice,  with  a  rapid  ftream,  fwept  fhame  away. 

Let  the  low  mufe,  that  ftrikes  the  venal  ftrings, 
Tune  her  tame  lyre,  and  fvvell  the  pomp  of  kings. 
Undreading,  thou,  where'er  the  cenfure  falls, 
Enter  proud  palaces  imperious  walls. 
There,— good,  or  cvil---leize  th'  unihadow'd  fa<ft, 
And  call  truth,  truth,  however  princes  a<5l. 

Sublimely  fir'd,  I  fnatch  the  glorious  aim  ! 
'Twere  great,  indeed,  to  give  the  royal,  fame  I 
Bujt,-— where,  O  fpotlefs  light,  of  region's  eye  ! 
Where,  among  princes,  wilt  thou  greatnefs  fpy  ? 
bhail  Britain's  boaft  o'erload  my  lab'ring  lines  ? 
No — with  known  force,  domeftic  glory  fhines  1 
Flatt'ry  were  bafe  :  and  needlefsthe  defign, 
To  fay  (to  angels),  heav'n  is  all  divine. 

Northward,  depaiting  mufe,  extend  thy  flight ; 
There,  a  new  fun  inflames  the  land  of  night ; 
There,   arts  and  arms,  the   worlds  fifth  empire 

raife ; 

There  datelefs  times  fhall  hail  my  prophet  praife ; 
Thy  line,  great  Czar  !  fhall  ftretch  that  fhorten'd 

name, 

To  more  than  Caefar's  pow'r,  and  all  his  fame. 
Taught,  by  thy  plans,  to  reign  vi&orious  ftill, 
And  lengthening  down,  through  time,  thy  death- 

lefs  (kill, 

Legions  of  kings,  fhall  wait  their  doomful  nod, 
As  hofts,  from  Mofes,  watch'd  th'  infpiring  God  ! 

O  !  pride,  celeftial,  of  my  mufe's  praife  1 
Thou  !  beft  invok'd  ! — infyire  my  rifing  lays, 
Kindle  my  glowing  foul,  with  fires,  like  thine, 
And  lend  me  light,  to  make  my  oiTring  fhine  ! 
Though  right  to  mark,  how  tow'rii.g  eagles  fly, 
Afks  the  try'd  fharpnefs  of  an  eagle's  eye  ; 
Though  high-rais'd  view,  can  beft, a  profped  fhow, 
Which  he  but  ill  defcribcs,  who  ftands  too  low  ; 
Yet,  if,  afpiring  to  the  theme, — 1  feel 
Thy  glory's  love  propel  my  trembling  zeal, 
O,  prince  !  the  grateful  arrogance  forgive  ; 
No  genuine  mule,  10  charm'd,  can  filent  live. 

Perifh  the  pride,  in  poor  difHnclion  frown, 
That  makes  rp.an  blind,  to  bleffmgs  uo:  his.ow$* 
U  u  iii 


6)S  THE    WORK 

Briton  and  Ruffian  differ,  but  in  name  : 
In  nature's  fenfe,  all  nations  are  the  fame. 
One  world,  divided,  dillant  brothers  fhare, 
And  man  is  reafon's  fubjedl — every  where. 

So,  does  dark  Nile's  myfterious  torrent  ftray, 
And  oozy  wealth,  in  annual  flood,  convey. 
Memphia's  rich   plains,  imbibe   th'    impregnate 

flow, 

And  pleas'd  Egyptians  fee  proud  harvefts  grow. 
Yet  while  on  -Egypt  partial  harvefts  fmile, 
Egypt's  glad  fons  engrofs  not  all  their  Nile. 
Egypt,  and  all  the  world,  the  river  claim  : 
Egypr  in  influence,  and  the  world  in  fame. 
So,  Ruflia  feels  her  Czar's  intenfcft  heat : 
But  the  warm'd  world  his  diftant  brightnefs  greet. 

Ages,  obfcurely  loft  to  flighted  fame, 
Rob'd  the  dim  empire  of  its  bury'd  name  ; 
One  city's  bounds  ufurp'd  her  monarch's  rights, 
Anil  ftrunk  his  thoufand  ftates  to  Mufcovites. 
Unmeafur'd  realms  lay  hid  in  noifelefs  reign, 
And  Ruflia  cover'd  half  the  world  in  vain  1 
Till  rip'ning  time  this  giant-genius  fent ; 
Divinely  fiz'd.— to  fuit  his  crown's  extent ! 
He  breath'd  prolific  foul,  infpir'd  the  land, 
And  call'd  forrh  order,  with  directive  hand. 
Then  pow'r's  whole  energy,  at  once  fpread  wide, 
And  old  obftruclion  funk  beneath  its  tide. 
Then,  (had'wing  all,  the  dread  dominion  rofe, 
iVhich  late  no  hope,  and  now  no  danger  knows  ! 

Did  not,  O  prince  !  thy  love  of  art's  foft  charm* 
Sufpend  the  keener  influence  of  thy  arms, 
Aftonifli'd  Europe,  envious  of  thy  fway, 
Muft  wink  malignant,  in  thy  ftream  of  day  ! 
But  'tis  thy  generous  talk,  to  fteer  thy  reign, 
Twist  the  two  wide  extremes  of  mean  and  vain. 
To  teach  fierce  conqu'rors  all  that  arts  btftow, 
Yet  hold  back  arms  till  juftice  names  the  fqe. 

Not  Ib,  of  old,  when,  ftern  in  horrid  arms, 
The  needy  north  pour'd  forth  her  Gothic  fwarms ; 
Roughly  they  warr'd,  on  arts  they  could  not  tafte. 
And,  blindly  laid  the  tracks  of  learning  wafte. 
Thisheav'n  remember'd,  and,  with  kind  command, 
Call'd  for  atonement  from  the  barb'rous  land. 
The  prince,  difdainful  of  his  country's  crime, 
Guiltlefs,  fprings  forward,  to  uncurfe  the  clime  : 
And,  nobly  juft,  has  taught  the  nations  more, 
Than  the  world's  empire  ruin'd — loft  befure  ! 

How  vaft  the  tngine ! — and  the  force  how 
great!  [weight! 

That   could,    fo   fwiftly,    move    fuch    pond'rous 
Enormous  boaft  of  kings  !  who, — though  his  reign 
Stretch'd  empire's  endlefs  line,  from  main  to  main, 
Counts  not  his  greatnefs  by  his  country's  length, 
Nor  from  dependent  millions  fteals  his  flrength. 
But,  to  himfelf  (like  heav'n)  his  effluence  owes, 
And  gives — not  takes — what  pow'r  from  number 
flows.  [fchemes, 

Born,   for    eternal   growth-— and    ftor'd    with 
Tot  whit'ning  time,  with  ever-blooming  themes. 
"Wonders  on  wonders  gild  a  glowing  land, 
That  almoft  ow'd  diftin&ion  to  his  hand  ! 
From  frozen  climes,  where  nature,  ftiff  with  cold, 
Kourifli'd  no  hope ;  and  time  in  tears  grew  old  : 
Warm'd  by  the  monarch's  worth,  we  rifing  faw 
Springs -of  guy  virtue— and  ripe  fruitt  of  law  ! 


OF    HILL. 

Doubly  fupreme  !  thy  unreftrain'd  controuj 
Directs  the  body,  and  empow'rs  the  foul  ! 
While  vulgar  kings  their  views  fupinely  fcan, 
And  limit  what  they  would  by  what  they  can; 
Thy  nobler  pow'r,  with  more  than  martial  fway, 
Commands— and  makes  men  able  to  obey  ! 
Tranfporting  thought ! — let  me  indulge  it  long, 
Heiice  realms  grow  mighty  and  their  influe 

flrong. 

Ah  !  why  by  civil  broils  fhould  patriots  bleed, 
For  parts  in  pow'r,  they  nor  enjoy  n-r  need  ? 
Left  fadious  fubjedts  happier  freedom  {hare; 
Mif-reckon'd  flaves  in  fuch  a  fovereipn's  care. 
Slaves  are  blind  buft'lers,  who,  deceiv'd  by  na 
Promote,  unknowingly,  their  fpoiler's  aims  ; 
Who  (tnld  fedition  fets  a  nation  free) 
Hug  the  new  chain — and  call  it  liberty. 
Then— walking   gall'd,    beneath    th'  incuml 

weight, 
Grind  a  curb'd  curfe,  and  bear  th'  impos'd  dc( 

If  juft  Athenians,  by  a  Theieus  led. 
Their  fcatter'd  country's  ftrength-uniting  head  ! 
To  lading  praife  confign'd  his  chcrifh'd  fame, 
And,  conlcious  of  his  bounty,  blefs'd  his  name  ; 
If  hard  Lycurgus,  now  immortal  grown, 
Sheds  deathlels  glory  round  a  realmlefs  throne ; 
If,  Romulus!  thy  mem'ry  triumphs  ftill, 
For  teaching  Rome  to  rob  with  fafer  (kill ; 
For  reining  rapine  in  from  private  barms, 
To  mightier  mifchief  in  confed'rate  arms : 
What  praife,  prodigious  Czar  !  lhall  dar,c  to  tr< 
In  awful  circles,  near  thy  facred  head  ? 
To  whom,  not  one  fmall  portion  finely  kneels, 
In  thanks  for  fcp'rate  benefits  it  feels : 
But  nations,  numberlefs  as  Lybian  fands, 
Share  the  long  bounties  of  thy  reaching  hands — 
Thy  hands  I  t,o  whom  delighted  with  thy  praife, 
God  gave  not  thrones  to  reign  on — but  to  raife. 
Thy  catching  luftre  fires  the  north's  wide  foul, 
And  thaws  the  icy  influence  of  the  pole. 
The  fliaggy  Samoid,  (baking  off  the  fnow, 
Warms  his  cold  breaft  with  ncvv  defirc  to  know. 
The  rugged  Tartar,  from  whofe  fwarthy  bands 
A  gloom  of  horror  us'd  to  (hade  thy  lands, 
Charm'd  by  thy  gen'rous  daring,  checks  his  own, 
Aflumes  new  nature,  and  adorns  thy  throne. 
Beams  of  young  learning,  adive  as  the  wind, 
Radiant,  flame  out,  and  light  up  half  mankind  : 
Stern  fuperftitiou's  mifty  cloud  difpell'd,      [held  :, 
Quits  her  chief  throne,  through   l®ng  dark  age* 
And  Ruffian  arms  a  glitt'ring  terror  caft,     (paft  I 
O'er  realms,  where  fcarce  the  Ruflian  name  had, 
Blulh,  ye  bought  bards  !  of  our  degen'rate  days^ 
Whom  penfion  prpftitutes  to  high-way  praile  : 
Who  fear  it  fruitlefs  for  a  mule  to  roam, 
Thence,  poorly,  pin  your  venal  hearts  at  home  ! 
The  world's  my  country  :  born,  no  matter  where, 
Man  is  a  denizen  of  earth  end  air  : 
Native  to  truth,  'tis  his  all  wnrth  to  (bow, 
And  love  the  hoftile  virtues  of  a  foe. 

Ah  !  how  too  weak  my  willing  verfe  purfnei, 
And  flags  beneath  new  heights  of  op'ning  views ! 
Touch  my  chafm'd  heart,  thcu  God  !  that  didft 

infpire 
His  force !  snd  let  me  feel  th'  impulfive  fire, 
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Sunk  amid  fens,  in  fortune's  ftagnate  tra6t, 
And  curs'd  myfelf,  with  want  of  power  to  act. 
Let  me  at  lead  defcribe.  with  confciou?  blaze, 
And,  from  another's  triumph,  force  fome  praife. 

O  !  great  Eternal  Pow'r,  that  bounds  our  minds, 
What  circling  darknefs  human  fort-fight  blinds? 
Where  are  the  loft  effe&s  of  ftatefmen's  dream-  ? 
Whofe  erring  envy  fpun  fuch  cobweb  fchemes  ! 
Long — each  vain  terror  beat  one  devious  road  ; 
And  figh'd  at  growing  France  with  falle  forebode  : 
While,  unobferv'd,  th  txulting  northern  bear 
Grin'd  over  gen'ral  empire,  rifing  there. 

Henceforth,  let  none  the  ftrength  of  ftates  com. 

pare  ; 

Nor  what  they  may  be,  judge  from  what  they  are. 
Low  the  lord's  genius,  all  his  realms  the  fame  : 
The  king's  breaft  wid'ning,  fwells  his  throne  to 

fame. 

Then,  pow'r  effulging,  diftanc'd  equals  find, 
That  man's  whole  bouucllefs  difference  dwells  in 

mind. 

This  truth, — dread  dark'ner  of  each  rival  throne  ! 
Well  has  thy  life's  long  tradt  of  wonders  fhown  ; 
What  ftidden  fleets  have  {hadow'd  diftant  feas, 
With  flags  that  ftart  to  pow'r.  and  fcorn  degrees; 
Glooming  at  pleafure.  ev'ry  hoftile  fhore, 
Far-trembling  nations  hear  new  thunders?  roar ; 
Th'  intrepid  Swede  does  fortune's  change  upbraid, 
And  fees  th'  affaulted  energy  invade  ! 
The  Dane  finds  gratitude  too  weak  for  fear, 
And  hates  his  helper's  ftrengrh,  difplay'd  tqo  near. 
The  furrow'd  Baltic  a  new  lord  obeys, 
And  to  ftrange  keels  reluctant  homage  pays. 
The  virgin  Cafpian,  he,  bold  lover  !  woes; 
Nor  vainly,  for  her  envy'd  favour  fues  : 
Grafp'd  to  his  wifh,  fhe  has  her  love  confefs'd, 
And  giv'n  him  leave  to  wander  o'er  her  breaft. 
Perfia's  heap'd  wealth  fhall  her  huge  portion  be, 
And  India's  fovereign's  give  her  lord  the  knee. 

From  namelefs  outlets,  endlef*  naval  hofts, 
Black'ning,  ftill  more,  the  fable  Euxine's  coafts, 
Shall  teach  the  Forte's  imperial  walls  to  fhake, 
And  the  fell  fultan's  iron  Iceptre  break. 
Grecia's  loft  foul  (hall  be  reftor'd  by  thee  ! 
Great  faver !  fetting  empire's  genius  free  ! 
Then,  Hellefpont,  whofe  ftrcam  indignant  glides, 
And  a  lubje&ed  world's  two  bounds  divides; 
Shall  feel,  while  reaching  both,  thy  thunder  roars, 
Europe  and  Afia,  trembling  to  her  {bores. 
Then,  may  thy  floating  empire's  conq'ring  fweep 
New  greet  vaft  Ruflia  round  th'  Atlantic  deep. 

So  fpring  the  feeds  of  pow'r,  when  wifely  fown  ! 
So  pregnant  genius  plans  the  future  throne  ! 
Mean  while,   great   founder  !    gath'ring  ftrength 

from  blows, 

They  fpread  thy  glory  who  thy  arms  oppofe. 
The  felf-priz'd  lords  of  China's  boaftful  land, 
Feel  their  pride  (brink  beneath  thy  bord'ring  hand : 
The  tracklefs  wilds,  which  both  vaft  ftates  disjoin, 
Are   ev'n,   when   arm'd   with  (hiv'ring  winter, 

thine ! 

O'er  realms  of  fnow  thy  furry  fquadrons  fljr, 
And  bring,  at  eafe,  the  dreadful  diftance  nigh  ! 
In  vain  oppos'd,  th'  enormous  wall  they  fee; 
Proclaimed  defiance  can  but  quicken  thee, 


Zcmbla's  white  cliffs.— eternal  hoards  of  froft, 
Where  proud  difcov'ry  has  fo  oft  been  loft ; 
Through  every  period  of  the  world  till  now, 
Have  check'd  all  keels  that  would  thoft  oceans 

plow. 

Nature's  laft  barrier  !  they  all  fearch  withftood, 
And  bound  ambition  up  in  freezing  blood 
Referv'd  by  hcav'n,  and  for  thy  reign  defign'd, 
Thy  piercing  eye  fhall  that  dark  paffage  find. 
Or,  eaft's  and  weft's  embracing  confines  Ihown, 
Join  two  emerging  world's  ;  and  both  thy  own. 

Stop,  headlong  mufe ! — Ah  ',  whither  would'fl 

thou  go  ? 

Look  down  with  caution  on  the  depths  below  : 
Profpedts  ti  o  vaft  the  ra(h  prefumer  fright ; 
And,  dazzling,  wound  an  uncolle&ed  fight. 
Congratulate  awhile  our  church's  gain, 
And  mingling  joy,  relax  thy  wonder's  ftrain. 

Shall  then,  at  laft,  beneath  propitious  flcies, 
The  crofs  triumphant  o'er  the  crefcent  rife  ? 
Shall  we  behold  earth's  long  fuftain'd  difgracc 
Reveng'd  in  arms  on  Ofman's  haughty  race? 
Shall  Chriftian  Greece  (hake  off  a  captive  (hame, 
And  look  unbluftiing  at  her  Pagan  fame  ? 
'Twill  be.     Prophetic  Delphos  claims  her  own  : 
Hails  her  new  Csefars  on  a  Ruffian  throne. 
Athens  ftiall  teach  once  more  !  once  more  afpire  ! 
And  Spartan  breafts  rcglow  with  martial  fire  : 
Si  ill,    ftill,   Bizantium's  bright'ning  domes   (hall 

(bine, 
And  rear  the  ruin'd  name  of  Conftantine,      [be  I 

Tranfcendent  prince  !    how  happy  muft  thou 
What  can'ft  thou  look  upon,  unblefs'd  by  thee  ? 
What  inward  peace  muft  that  calm  bofom  know, 
Whence  confcious  virtue  does  fo  ftrongly  flow ! 
Each  fame,  of  ages  paft.  in  ruin  lies  : 
How  timely,  therefore,  does  thy  greatnefs  rife, 
To  fire  (orgetful  thrones,  with  thirft  of  praife  ; 
And  build  example  for  thefe  feebjc  days  !     [fliine, 

Such,   are  the  kings,  who  make   God's  image 
Nor  blufh  to  dare  aflert  their  right  divine ! 
No  earth-born  bias  warps  they  climbing  will ; 
No  pride  their  power — noav'rice  whets  their  {kill. 
They  pmfe  each  hope  which  bids  the  wife  obey, 
And  fhed  broad  bleffings  from  their  wid'ning  fvvay. 
To  raife  th'  afHidted,  ftretch  the  healing  hand, 
Drive  crufti'd  oppreffion  from  each  refcu'd  land. 
Bold  in  alternate  right,  or  fheath  or  draw 
The  fword  of  conqueft,  or  the  fword  of  law. 
Spare  what  refifts  not  ;  what  oppofes,  bend  ; 
And  govern  cool,  what  they  with  warmth  defend. 

How  blefs'd  were  man  1  would  heav'n  hereaf- 
ter pleafe, 

That  all  earth's  princes  fhould  be  form'd  like  thefe! 
Wifh  it,  O  mufe  !  howe'er  the  wilh  be  vain ; 
Itgivesfome  joyto  hope  th' unlikelieft  gain,  [(nine 

Adieu — dread  flame !  that  bids  the  pole  out-? 
The  torrid  brightnefs  of  the  burning  line  ! 
Drawn  by  thy  beamy  force,  I  ftill  would  gaze; 
But  my  eyes  ake  beneath  th'  opprefllve  blaze, 
Defcend,  rafh  mufe  ! — 'tis  decent  to  retire  ; 
Thy  fall  were  dang'rous,  if  thy  flight  were  higher. 

Thou,  too,  great  priuce  !    forbear  th'  ador'd, 

excefs ! 

Reft— for  thy  life,  and  make  thy  glory  lefs, 
U  u  iiij 
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Heav'n  muft  reclaim  thee — nor  thy  abfence  bear, 
When  earth  yields  no  new  wonder  \vorth  thy  care. 

JMourn'd,  the  near  profpedl  !  yet  not  mourn'd 

by  all  ! 

There  are,  whofe  humbler  glory  waits  thy  fall. 
Whei^  thmi,  great  fun  of  royalty  !  (halt  fet, 
And  pay  fad  nature's  laft  and  furcft  debt : 
Then  earth'?  low  lords  may  boaft  their  poordefigns, 
And  ev'ry  upftart  twinkler  think — he  fhines. 

Then,  when  no  more  thy  wonders  wake  mankind, 
33ut  dying  envy  leaves  delight  behind, 
Here,  while  thy  rtep?  admiring  ages  trace, 
Where  (hall  amazement  firft  encomium  place  ? 
Arduous  decifion  !  which  moft  honour  won  ? 
Thy  a&ions,  or  the  fpeed  with  which  they're  done. 

"yyhen    Rome,   that   glitt'ring,    that  immortal 

name  ! 

Afpir'd  to  rule,  and  panted  after  fame ; 
Age  copying  age,  fpun  length  of  patient  will, 
And  ek'd  th*  oft-breaking  thread,  with  lab'ring 

(kill. 

Nor  till  fcv'n  hundred  hard-prefs'd  years  were  paft, 
The  late  propitious  fortune  fmil'd  at  laft. 
Not  fuch  flow  rife,  O  prince!  thy  Ruflia  fears: 
Thou  dragg'ft  not  glory  fro-n  fuch  depth  of  years. 
At  once  refolv'd,  at  once  the  columns  rife, 
Which  lift  thy  dreadful  fabric  to  the  ikies. 
Torm  and  degrees,  let  bounded  fpirits  need  : 
Thy  foul,  eccentric,  moves  with  in-bred  fpeed  : 
Makes  nature  fhake,  and  raifes  in  a  day, 
tVhat  with  lefs  cafe  in  ages  fball  decay. 

So,  whenyming  time  iu  firft  great  birth-day  kept, 
And  huddled  nature  yet  in  chaos  flept ; 
Th'  eternal  Word,  to  fct  diftinAion  Free, 
But  fpoke  th'  almighty  fiat — Let  there  be. 
Millions  of  ways  the  ftarting  atoms  flew  ; 
Like"  clung  to  like — and  fudden  order  grew  : 
Struggling  in  clouds,  a  while  confufion  lay,  ; 
Then  died  at  once  and  loft  itfelf  in  day,    •  • 

THE  PICTURE  OF  LOVE. 

LOVE  is  a  paflion  by  no  rules  confin'd, 
The  'great  firft  mover  of  the  human  mind  : 
Spring  of  our  fate  !  it  lifts  the  climbing  will, 
Or  firks  the  foften'd  foul  in  feas  of  ill: 
Science,  truth,  virtue,  fweetnefs,  glory,  grace, 
All  are  love's  influence,  and  adorn  his  race; 
JLove,  too  gives  fear,  dcfpair,  grief,  anger,  ftrife, 
And  all  th'  unnumber'd  woes  which  tempeft  lift, 

Fir'd  with  a  daring  wifh,  to  paint  him  right,   • 
What  mufe  fhall  I  invoke  to  lend  rae  light  ? 
Something  divine  there  lives  in  love's  loft  flame, 
Beyoiid  our  fplrit's  pbw'r  to  give  it  name ! 
How  fhall  T  paint  it  then  ?  or  why  reveal 
A  pleafure  and  a  pain  which  all  muft.  feel  ? 

Scul  of  thy  fex's  fweetnefs  !  aid  my  hope, 
Pride  of  my  reafon,  and  my  paflion's  fcope  ! 
Thou,  whofe  lead  motion  can  delight  inipire  ! 
And  whofe  fweet  eye-beams  flied  celeftial  fire! 
Thou,  at  whofe  heav'n-tun'd  voice  the  dead  might 

wake ! 

And  from  whofe  face  we  fatal  learning  take, 
Teach  me  thy  godtike  pow'r  the  heart  to  move, 
Bnile  on  my  verfs  and  look  the  world  to  love  I 


Far,  ye  profane,  from  my  chafte  fubjeA  fly, 
Nor  ftain  its  brightnefs  with  a  tainted  eye  ; 
What  if  a  thoufand  ills  the  wanton  prove, 
Whofe  earth-born  heat  ufurps  the  name  of  loi 
Lover?,  indeed,  are  caft  in  no  coarfe  mould, 
How  few  have  yet  been  form'd,  though  tii 

grown  old  ! 

No  wild  defire  can  this  proud  blifs  beftow, 
Souls  muft  be  match'd,  in  heav'n,  though 
below, 

As  fire,  by  nature,  climbs  direct  and  bright, 
And  heams  in  fpotlefs  rays,  a  fhining  light ; 
But  if  fome  grofs  obftruilion  ftop  its  way, 
Smokes  in  low  curls  and  fcents  the  fullied  day 
So  1  >ve  itfelf,  untainted  and  refin'd, 
Borrows  a  tincture  from  the  colour'd  mind ; 
The  great  grow  greater  while  its  force  they  pr 
But  little  hearts  want  room  and  cripple  love. 

Cautious,  ye  fated,  who  frequent  the  fair  ! 
Your  breafts  examine,  nor  too  rafhly  dare, 
Curb  your  untrufted  hearts  while  yet  they're  fr 
Love  is  refiftlefs  when  you  feel  'tis  he.  {< 

Small  is  the  foul's  firft   wound,  from  beaut 
Andfcarce  th'  unheeded  fever  warms  the  heart 
Long  we  miftake  it,  under  liking's  name, 
A  foft  indulgence  that  deferves  no  blame; 
A  pleafure  we  but  take  to  do  her  right,        [lig 
Whofe  prefence  charms  us,  and  whofe  words 
Whofe  fweet  remembrance  broods  upon  our  bre 
And  whofe  dear  friendfhip  is  with  pride  poffei 

Excited  thus  the  fmother'd  fire  at  length, 
Burfts  into  blaze,  and  burns  with  open  ftrength; 
That  image  which  before  but  footh'd  the  miud, 
Now  lords  it  there,  and  rages  unconfin'd. 
Mixing  with  all  our  thoughts  it  waftes  the  day, 
And  when  night  conies,  it  dreams  the  foul  away, 
Pungent  impatient  tingles  in  each  vein, 
And  the  fick  bofom  throhb  with  aching  pain, 

Abfcnt  from  her,  in  whom  alone  we  live, 
Life  grows  a  bankrupt  and  no  blifs  can  give; 
Friends  ;ire  importunate,  and  pleafure's  loft, 
What  once  moft  charm'd  us  now  difgufts  us  moft : 
Fretful  to  filent  folitude  we  run, 
And  men,  and  light,  and  noify  converfe  fbun; 
Penfive  in  woods,  on  river's  fides  we  walk, 
And  to  th'  unlift'r.ing  winds  and  waters  talk; 
How  next  we  fhall  approach  her  pleas'd  we  weigh, 
And  think  in  tranfport  all  we  mean  to  fay  : 
Tenderly  bowing,  thus  will  we  complain, 
Thus  court  her  pity,  and  thus  plead  our  pain  ; 
Thus  figh  at  fancy'd  frowns,  if  frowns  fhould  rife, 
And  thus  meet  favours  in  her  foft'ning  eyes. 

Rcftlcfg  on  paper  we  our  vows  repeat, 
And  pour  our  fouls  otit  on  the  miffive  fheet  : 
Write,  blot,  reftore — and,  in  loft  pieces  rend 
The  mute  entreaters,  yet  too  faint  to  fend  ; 
Unblefs'd  if  no  aclmifiion  we  procure, 
'Tis  heav'n  at  difrance  lo  behold  her  door  ! 
Or  to  her  window  we  by  night  repair, 
And  let  loofe  fancy  to  be  feafted  there ; 
Watch  her  lov'd  fhadow  as  it  glances  by, 
And  to  imagin'd  motions  chain  our  eye; 
Has  fhe  fome  field,  or  grove,  or  garden  blefs'd  ? 
Pleas'd  we  retread  the  paths  her  feet  have  prefs'<i 
Near  her,  by  chance,  at  vifits  or  at  plays, 
Our  ruibhig  fpirhs  crowd  ia  fpeaking  gaze ; 
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j     Light  on  her  varied  airs  our  eye-balls  ride, 
I     Blind  as  the  dead  to  the  full  world  befide. 

If  blefs'd  by  fome  kind  letter  from  her  hand, 
The  cherifh'd  flame  is  into  madnefs  fann'd ; 
Trembling  we  half  devour  the  facred  prize, 
I     And  lend  our  thoughts  and  lips  to  aid  our  eyes ; 
I     No  wild  extravagance  of  joy's  too  much, 

For  aught  once  warm'd  by  her  enlivening  touch. 

Thefe  are  the  fweet  effufions  of  defire, 
"When  abfence  wounds  us,  or  when  wifiies  fire  ; 
But  when  in  prefence  we  pur  vows  addrefs,      " 
"Who  can  the  tumults  of  the  foul  exprefs  ? 
Boundlefs  defire,  aw'd  hope,  and  doubtful  joy, 
Stormy  by  turns  the  veering  heart  employ; 
Sick'ning  in  fancy's  funftune,  now  we  faint, 
And  licence  wounds  us  deeper  than  reftraint : 
Fix'd  in  her  opening  door  furpris'd  we  ftay  ; 
Dumb  and  depriv'd  of  all  we  meant  to  fay  : 
Our  eyes  flafli  meanings  but  our  rooted  feet 
Paufe  till  due  rev'rence  faints  the  hallow'd  heat  : 
Soft  tremblings  feize  us  and  a  gentle  dread, 
Speechlefs  our  thought,  and  all  our  courage  fled. 

Slowly  reviving,  we  from  love's  {hort  trance, 
Softly  with  blufhful  tendernefs  advance ; 
Bowing  we  kneel,  and  her  giv'n  hand  is  preft, 
"With  fweet  cqmpullion  to  our  bpunding  breaft ; 
O'er  it  in  ecftacy  our  lips  bend  low, 
And  tides  of  fighs  'twixt  her  grafp'd  fingers  flow: 
High  beats  the  hurried  pulfe  at  each  forc'd  kifs, 
And  ev'ry  burning  finew  aches  with  blifs  : 
Life  in  a  fouly  deluge  ruflies  o'er, 
And  the  charm'd  heart  fprings  out  at  ev'ry  pore. 

The  firft  fierce  rapture  of  amazement  paft, 
Confuiion  quits  us,  and  defire  grows  faft; 
We  fit,  and  while  her  gaz'd-at  beauties  rife, 
A  humid  brightnefs  fparkles  from  our  eyes  : 
Modeft  difquiet  ev'ry  aclion  wears, 
And  each  long  look  the  mark  of  pafilon  bears ! 
Diforder'd  nature  no  cold  medium  keeps, 
Tranfport  now  reigns,  and  dull  refle&ion  fleeps: 
All  that  we  feel,  or  wifh,  or  a&,  or  fay, 
Is  above  thought  and  out  of  reafon's  way  ; 
Joy  murmurs,  anger  laughs,  and  hope  looks  fad ; 
Kafhnefs  grows  prudent  and  difcretion  mad  : 
Reftlefs  we  feel  our  am'rous  bofom  burn, 
Now  this  way  look  we,  and  now  that  way  turn.    - 
Now  in  fweet  fwell  of  thought  our  lifted  eyes, 
.Lofe  their  low  langour  and  attempt  to  rife, 
Now  finking  fuppliant  feek  the  charmer's  feet, 
And  court  wifiVd  pity  in  their  glanc'd  retreat, 
Oft,  in  fix'd  gaze,  they  dwell  upon  her  face, 
Then  dart  aftonifh'd  from  fome  dazzling  grace ; 
Now  in  bold  liberty  fly  out  unbid, 
Now  aw'd,  'fcape  inward  'twixt  the  clofing  lid. 

If  we  dare  fpeak,  and  would  our  wifh  purfue, 
The  words  fall  feath'ry  like  defcending  dew ; 
The  foft'ning  accents  ev'n  in  utt'rance  die, 
And  the  tongue's  fweetnefu  here  out-charms  the 

eye; 

'Till  mingled  fighs  the  fainting  voice  confound, 
,But  lover's  meanings  fpeak  though  robb'd  of  found. 

Is  there  no  more  ?  oh  !  yet  the  laft  remains  ! 
Crown  of  our  conqueft  '.  fweet'ner  of  our  pains  ! 
There  is  a  time  when  k  vc  no  wiih  denies, 
And  fniUing  nature  throws  off  aH  difguife  j 


But  who  can  words  to  fpeak  thofe  raptures  find  ? 
Vaft  fea  of  ecftacy  that  drowns  the  mind  ! 
That  fierce  transfufion  of  exchanging  hearts! 
That  gliding  glimpfe  of  hcav'n  jn  pulfive  flarts! 
That  veiny  rufh  !  that  warm  tumultuous  roll  1 
That  fire  which  kindles  body  into  foul! 
And  on  life's  margin  {trains  delight  fo  high, 
That  fenfe  breaks  fliort,  and  while  we  tafte  we 

die. 

By  love's  foft  force,  all  nature  is  refin'd, 
The  dull  made  fprightly  and  the  cruel  kinds 
Gently  the  ftubborn  pafllons  learn  to  move, 
And  favage  hearts  are  humaniz'd  by  love  : 
Love  in  a  chain  of  converfe  bound  mankind, 
And  polifli'd  and  awak'd  the  rugged  mind: 
Juftice,  truth,  pity,  opennefs  of  heart, 
Courage,  politenefs,  eloquence  and  art, 
That  gen'rous  fire  with  which  ambition  flames, 
And  all  th'  unfleeping  foul's  dtvineft  aims, 
Touch'd  by   the  warmth  of  love  burn  up  more 

bright, 
Proud  of  the  godlike  pow'r  to  give  delight. 

Thus  have  I  vainly  ftrove,  with  ftrokes  too  faint 
Love  in  his  known  and  outward  marks  to  paint ; 
Unmindful  that  of  old  they  veil'd  his  face, 
And  wifely  cover'd  what  they  could  not  trace. 
Lovely  creator  of  my  foul's  foft  pain, 
Pity  the  pencil  that  afpir'd  in  vain  : 
Vers'd  in  love's  pangs  and  taught  his  pow'r  by 

you, 

Skill'd,  I  piefum'd  that  what  I  felt  I  drew ; 
But  1  have  crr'd  ;  and  with  delirous  aim, 
Would  picture  motion  and  imprifon  flame. 
He  who  can  lightning's  flafh  to  colours  bind, 
May  paint  love's  influence  on  the  burning  mind. 
Then  when  we  mafter  him  and  give  him  law, 
Then  may  we  chain  him  and  his  image  draw  : 
But  who  would  bind  this  god  muft  captive  takff 
A  power  which  all  mankind  can  captive  make : 
|  am  too  weak  of  heart,  yet  I  can  teii 
Thofe  who  dare  feize  him,  where  he  loves  to  dwell, 
I  fee  him  now ;  in  his  own  heaven  he  lies, 
Clofe  at  fweet  ambufli  in  Miranda's  eyes. 

ADVICE  TO  THE  POETS. 

Too  long  provok'd,  immortal  muie,  forgive ; 
Roufe  a  dead  world,  and  teach  my  verfe  to  live. 
Not  the  low  mufe,  who  lends  her  feeble  fire, 
To  flufti  pale  fpleen,  or  light  up  loofe  defire ; 
But  that  bright  influence,  that  expaBfivc  glow. 
Which  firft  in  angel's  numbers  learu'd  to  flow; 
Ere  time  had  ftruck  eternity  with  fhad,e, 
Or  day,  or  night,  or  fpace,  or  form,  was  made  : 
Tun'd  the  rais'd  notes  at  which  creation  grew, 
And  worlds,  and  ftars,  and  funs,  and  heav'ns,  fhot 

new. 

She,  {he,  the  mufe — Oh,  ne'er  to  be  defin'd ; 
Thou  flame  of  purpofe  !  and  thou  flow  of  mind ! 
Thou  path  of  praife.by  heav'n's  firft  fav'rites  trod  ! 
Thou  voice  of  prophets !  and  thou  breath  of  God  I 

I  feel  her  now — th'  invader  fires  my  breaft  ; 
And  my  foul  fwells,  to  fuit  th'  heav'nly  gueft  : 
Hear  her,  O  Pope  !  fhc  founds  th'  infpir'd  decree, 
Thou  great  archangel  of  wit's  heav'n  !  for  thee, 
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Let  vulgar  genii,  four'd  by  {harp  difdain, 
Piqu'd  and  malignant  words,  low  war  maintain, 
"While  ev'ry  meaner  art  txert^  her  a,m 
O'er  rival  arts,  to  lift  her  queftion'd  fame; 
Ler  half-foul'd  poets  ftill  on  poets  fall, 
And  teach  the  willing  world  to  fcorn  them  all. 
Bur  let  no  mufe,  pre-eminent  as  thine, 
Of  voice  melodious,  and  of  force  divine, 
Stung  by  wit's  wafps,  all  rights  of  rank  forego, 
And  turn,  and  fnarl,  and  bite,  at  every  foe. 
JiJf>     like  thy  own  Ulyffes,  make  no  (lay  ; 
Shun  monfters,  and  puriue  thy  ftreamy  way. 
Wing'd  by  the  mule's  god  to  rife  fnblime, 
What  has  thy  fame  to  fear  from  peevifh  rhyme  ? 
Shalt  thou,  decreed  till  time's  own  death  to  live, 
Yer  want  the  npMeft  courage — to  forgive  ': 

Slander'd  in  yai",  enjoy  the  fplc-en  of  foeg; 
Let  thefe  from  ei.vy  hate ;  from  int'reft  thofe  ! 
Guilt,  like  the  firlt,  your  gratitude  requires, 
Since  none  can  envy,  till  he  firft  admires  : 
And  nature  tells  the  laft  his  crime  is  none, 
"Who  to  your  int'reft  but  prefers  his  own. 

Difgrac'd  by  victory  where  we  ftrike  too  low, 
And  meanly  furious  ftretch  the  {looping  blow, 
Pride,  that  provokes  revenge,  mifleads  it  too; 
•Return  of  (fancier  is  the  weak  man's  view : 
The  wife  expe<5t  it  with  a  cold  difdain  ; 
And,  while  they  not  receive,  ret-.rt  the  pain. 

Should  ev'n  hot  rafhnefs  erring  javelins  throw, 
And  ftrike  ou,r  friendly  breaft,  fuppos'd  a  foe  .' 
How  nobler  ftill  to  undeceive  than  blame  ! 
And  chafteq  infult  with  the  hlufh  of  fhame  ? 
Never  ah,  never  fhall  that  worth  be  found, 
"Which  neither  malice  m  r  miftake  can  wound! 

Thus  far  might  ev'ry  ftrength  of  heart  extend ; 
Thus  far  can  ethic  Iprings  our  tempers  bend  : 
Thus  far  the  thoughts  of  faint*  or  kings  rr.ay  rife, 
And  each  known  greatnefs  of  earth's  ulual  fize  : 
But  far  more  tow'ring  ftiil  the  poet's  fires! 
Whofe  breaft  a  ray  from  God's  own  heart  infpires. 

Heroes  and  faints  rife  rare — yet  ftill  they  rife  ; 
And  time's  full  ftream  each  common  art  fupplies. 
Philofophy's  proud  heights  are  hourly  gsin'd, 
And  painting's  charms,  and  mufic's  force  attain'd ; 
But  when  the  deathlefs  poet  is  to  mine, 
Long  laboring  ages  fwcll  the  flow  defi^n. 
At  length  he  comes :  the  birth  of  time  appears ! 
And  heav'n  fmiles  fatisfy'd  a  thoufand  years. 
Strange  greatnefs  this!  with1  which  comparM, 

prieft,  faint, 

King,  hero,  and  philofopher,  found  faint  ! 
He's  none  of  theie,  whom  time  fhall  poet  call, 
Jut  more  than  either,  and  creates  them  all. 
Learn,  poets,   learn,  th'   importance  of  your 

name ; 

And,  confcious  of  your  pow'r,  exalt  your  aim. 
SouUfhaking  fov'reigns  of  the  paflions,  you 
Hold  wider  empire  than  the  Calais  knew. 
While  clam'rous  rhet'ric  but  fufyends  the  mind, 
And  whifp'ring  moral?  figh,  unheard,  behind  ; 
While  frail  philofcphy  but  ftarts  defigns, 
And  revelation's  light  to  diflant  mines, 
Ardent  and  clofc  the  male  maintains  her  fway, 
And  the  confenting  wiihes  make  her  way  : 
Ev'n  pride's  raft)  plunge,  the  poet's  curb  endures; 
Aad  ev'ry  paffagc  to  the  heart  is  yours. 


Scorn,  then,  the  fervile  imitator's  name, 
Nor  humbly  fplendid  were  caft  coats  of  fame  j 
Lean  not  fuftain'd — a  weight  no  mufe  allows  T 
Pilf 'ring  the  faded  bays  from  claflic  brows; 
Nor  creep  contented  in  the  modern  way  ; 
A  dry,  dull,  foft,  U;w,  languid,  tirefome  lay  ! 
But,  ftrongly  facred,  and  fublimely  warm, 
Strike   the  aw'd  foul,  and   the  touch'd  pafliont 

charm ; 

Till  the  ftern  cynic,  foft'ning  at  your  ftrain, 
Feels  himfelf  mov'd,  and  huys  the  pleating  paia. 
While  lazy  lovers  from  their  langour  flart, 
And  gain  a  conq-  rit,  though  they  loft  a  heart. 

Such  wond'rous  change  can  harmony  commat 
For  heav'n  lent  nature  t<«  the  poet's  hand  ; 
Gave  him  the  pafllrn's  boundlefs  pow'r  to  know; 
And,  like  a  god,  diftribute  joy  and  woe  :    [iprin 
Taught  the  tun'd  nerves  at  each  known  found 
And  bound  obedient  to  the  warbling  firing : 
And  the  blood's  current  in  compliance  roll; 
And  the  charm'd  Ipirits  rufh  in  tides  of  foul,  [lent, 

Ye  who  feel  ftr<>ng  this  power  that  heav'n  has 
Be  your  rais'd  hearts  with  equal  ardour  bent : 
Dare  to  praife  virtue,  though  unprais'd  before ; 
Lance  your  keen  latire?  at  oppreflive  pow'r  : 
Be  worth  oblcure  by  your  bright  genius  fought. 
And  gild  its  palenefa  in  your  lun  of  thought : 
Lift  it  to  notice ;  give  it  ftrength  to  move, 
And  teach  dull  greatnefs  how  to  know  and  love. 
With  nerves  of  thought  invig'rate  manly  themes; 
Ner  idly  fport  in  fancy's  empty  beams  ; 
Let  no  bafe  flatt'ry  tempt  your  verfe  aftray, 
Nor  a  light  laughter  a  low  tafte  difplay. 
In  wit's  cold  fhullows  wade,  for  fhame  !  no  more, 
Her  foundlefs  ocean  tempts  you  from  the  fhore  : 
Up  her  vaft  ftetps  launch  with  intrepid  climb, 
And  fwim  through  ages  down  the  ftream  of  time. 

Though  faint,  through  modift  mifts  religion 

fhines, 

Oft  let  her  facre'd  foarings  lift  your  lines : 
Oft  let  your  thoughts  take  fire  at  that  firft  flame, 
From  whofe  bright  effluence  infpiration  came. 
Th'  Almighty  God.  who  gave  the  fun  to  blaze, 
Voic'd  the  great  poet  for  his  Maker's  praife  : 
Firft,  for  his  glory,  form'd  the  world's  extent ; 
Then  form'd  a  language  for  that  glory  meant. 
Hence  have  all  tow'ry  minds,  fublimely  fir'd, 
With  in-born  ftrength  to  their  own  heav'n  afpir'd  ; 
While  confcious  pertncfs,  for  fuch  heights  unfit, 
Safe  to  flight  fubje<5ts  pins  its  puny  wit.     [glows  ? 

Lives  there  a  man,  whofe  breaft  with  honour 
Who,  wrong'd  by  friends,  forgives  and  pities  foes; 
Who,  ftill  dderving,  never  gaii,s  fucctfs, 
But  lives  opnreffc'd,  by  fhunning  to  opprefs  ? 
Who  can  ail  grief  for  his  own  woes  reftrain, 
Yet  melts  in  generous  tears  at  other's  pain  ? 
Teach  him,  O  mufe  !  to  wifh  no  monarch's  fway, 
Greater  in  want,  than  in  dominion  they  !      [mind, 
For,  oh  ! — what  difference  1    'twixt  th'  effulgent 
That  longs  for  light,  left  others  fhould  be  blind, 
And  him,  who,  wanting  nothing,  grafping  all, 
bcems  great  himfelf,  becaufe  all  round  look  fmall ! 

Or  does  a  fofter  fubjed  fuit  your  mind  ? 
Fond  of  the  fair,  and  to  t.~.ir  int'reft  kind  ; 
Pity  feme  maid,  whom  modeft  withes  move, 
Unblefs'd  by  fortune,  yet  infpir'd  by  love; 
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Fair  without  followers,  without  art  fincere, 
Prais'd  without  hope,  and  without  conqueft  dear  : 
There  let  the  mufe  the  rights  «f  beauty  prove, 
For  all  are  equal  by  the  laws  of  love. 
There  let  the' mufe  perfuade  on  virtue's  fide,  ' 
And  teach  lame  love  to  leap  the  bars  of  pride  : 
The  pains  of  pafiion  let  the  mufe  impart, 
And  to  foft  yieldings  mould  the  ftubborn  heart. 

Are    there,    whofe   rais'd   diftin&ion    f weedy 

{nines 

And  whom  hiph  fortune  fills  with  high  defigns? 
"Who  greatly  blefllng  all  o'er  whom  they  rife, 
Smile  on  th'  inferior  world  with  friendly  eyas  ? 
Or  whom  the  love  of  ufeful  arts  infpires  ? 
Or  whom  faith,  gratitude,  or  friendftiip  fires? 
Or  whom  by  charity's  foft  glowings  warm'd  ? 
AH  vice  has  fled  from,  and  all  virtue  charm'd  : 
Thefe,  and  all  thefe,  deferve  the  mufe's  ftrain; 
At  once  a<iorn,  and  are  adorn'd  again. 

Shines  there  a  captain,  form'd  for  war's  controul, 
Born  with  the  feeds  of  conqueft  in  his  foul  ? 
By  envy  driv'n  to  truft  his  in-bred  ftore, 
And  ftill  the  lei's  fupply'd  renown'd  the  more  ? 
'•Gainft  foes  and  friends,  at  once  compell'd  to  guard, 
But  hardeft  prefs'd  by  thofe  for  whom  he  warr'd; 
Victor  alike,  fupported  or  betray'd, 
And  obftinate  in  his  oppreflbr's  aid ; 
Pointing  fuperior  from  the  heights  he  won, 
To  teach  his  rafh  ftipplanters  what  to  fhun. 
Difclaiming  vengeance,  while  fecure  of  fame, 
And  griev'd,  not  angry,  at  his  country's  (hame  : 
Fearlefs  of  flattery  here,  confefs  the  great, 
Aad  to  wrong'd  glory  lend  the  mufe's  weight. 
To  crowns  and  fenates  hold  a  daring  light, 
And,  'fpite  of  M 's,  do  a  M— —  right. 

Should  wit's  high  guardians  e'er  their  charge 

neglect, 

Nor  watch  her  waning,  nor  her  growth  protect, 
Cold  and  unmov'J  fee  tragic  warmth  decay, 
And  epic  fplendour  fade,  unfelt,  away ; 
While  in  their  place  low  taftcs  the  land  defame, 
Jefts  without  words,  and  laughter  without  {hame  ! 
Poets  expell'd  the  ftage,  fupremely  theirs, 
And  the  hays  with'ring  round  the  heads  of  play'rs; 
Then  fliould  the  mufe  indignant  wake  the  throne, 
And  the  whole  thunder  of  her  voice  be  mown. 

O  that  all  verfe  would  fenfelefs  found  expel, 
And  the  big  fubjecl  bid  the  numbers  fwell ! 
But,  ah,  far  ihort  th'  unfolid  tinklers  rife, 
Nor  foa'r,  but  flutter,  in  the  mufe's  {kies  ! 

Shame  on  your  jingling,  ye  foft  fons  of  rhyme  ! 
Tuneful  confumers  of  your  reader's  time  ! 
Fancy's  light  dwarfs  '.  whofe  feather-footed  {trains 
liance  in  wild  windings  through  a  wafte  of  brains  1 
Your's  is  the  guilt  of  all,  who,  judging  wrong, 
Miftake  tun'd  nonfenfe  for  the  poet's  long. 
Provoking  dulnefs !  what  a  foul  has  he, 
Who  fancies  rhyme  and  meafure  poetry  ! 
He  thinks  profanely,  that  this  gen'rous  art 
Stops  at  the  ear,  with  power  to  {hake  the  heart. 

For  twice  nine  cent'ries,  why  has  partial  fame, 
O'er  worthier  Romans,  fweil'd  th1  Auguftan  name  ? 
O'er  Julius,  nobler,  and  of  mightier  mind  ? 
O'er  ev'n  Vefpafian,  darling  of  mankind  ? 
What  but  the  mufe  this  lading  difference  made  ? 
JPleas'd  potts  lent  ihs  world's  great  lord  their  aid  i 


And  from  their  grateful  praife  confent  firft  grew, 
That  he,  who  rais'd  the  arts,  furpafs'd  them  too.     • 

Think,  ye  vain  ftatefmea  1  whofe  felf-pointc^ 

aims 

Die  with  your  duft,  nor  fave  your  bury'd  names, 
Think  on  the  crowds  of  bufy  cyphers  loft, 
Wha  once,  like  you,  their  fov'reign's  fmiles  ea- 

grofs'd  ! 

Cloudily  buftling  fill'd  a  realm  alone,        [throne : 
And,  with    ftare    curtains,   {creen'd  the  darken'4 
'  Fwixt  crowd  and  fubjecT:,  ftood  an  envy'd  wall, 
Bought,  built,  clear'd,  clouded,  and  decided  all : 
Yet,  dead  for  ever,  in  dumb  graves  are  laid, 
And  reft,  forgotten,  with  the  noife  they  made. 

No  Richelieu's  they— nor  knew  the  poet's  pow'r^ 
Nor.  flcill'd  to  plant,  invok'd  the  genial  fhow'r  : 
Hence  their  dry  names  in  happy  hafte  decay, 
And  ev'ry  barren  glory  fades  away. 

In  peace,  fuch  themes  demand  the  poet's  fire. 
Such  fubjedbs  raife  th'  «xahed  art  ftill  higher  : 
But,  if  provok'd  too  far,  fome  wav'ring  ftate, 
Pulh'd  and  infulted  in  perplex'd  debate, 
Feels  her  flow  patience  blufli — and,  tir'd  at  length. 
Weighs   her   mean   wrongs   againft  her  mighty 

ftrength ; 

If  then  wiuYd  war  th'  exerted  genius  warms, 
And  glowing  verfe  would  roufe  a  realm  to  arms^ 
Then  the  joint  mufes  animate  the  fong, 
And  the  whole  godhead  pours  the  found  along  5- 
Then  the  big  notes  in  tun'd  excitement  roll, 
Bid  the  blood  boil,  and  wing  the  wafted  foul : 
Courage  impatient  burns  in  ev'ry  breath; 
And  a  taught  brav'ry  leaps  the  lines  of  death* 

Thefe  are  the  feafons,  O,  ye  mufe-infpir'd ! 
When  ftates  unwariike  mayxto  war  be  fir'd; 
Then  pow'rful  verfe  mould  long -loll  heroes  raifea 
And  kindle  glory  at  the  catching  blaze  : 
Arthur's  great  ghoft  unrefting  and  aftiam'd, 
That  William's  brav'ry  faw  the  brave  defam'd, 
Shining,  redeem'd  in  honour  of  our  land, 
Would  fmile  to  'fcape  the  knighted  tort'rer's  hand, 
Then  might  our  great  third  Ed  ward's  awful  {hade, 
Hem'd  with  ris'n  ftandards  dreadfully  difplay'd. 
Pale  from  his  tomb  in  epic  ftrides  advance, 
And  flioot  cold  horror  through  the  heart  of  France. 
Wide  o'er  the  reading  world  extend  alarms, 
And  warn  proud  ftates  to  {hun  Britannia's  arms. 

Or,  fince  the  mufes  fons  in  courts  are  known, 
And  pleas'd  pay  homage  round  a  reigning  throne., 
Why  are  they  flow  to  fing  the  Saxon  fame  ? 
From  whofe  long  lineage  fov'reign  Brunfwickcame: 
When  their  white  courfer,  by  brave  Hengift  born, 
Did  firft  in  Albion  war's  wav'd  pomp  adorn : 
While  German  aids  thy  cliffs,  O  Britain,  fcal'd 
To  triumph,  where  ev'n  Rome's  great  help  had 

fail'd ! 

To  fave,  and  give  forgetful  England  name ; 
To  plant  a  race,  that  know  not  whence  they  came: 
To  lend  us  language  to  exprefs  our  fires, 
In  grateful  railings  at  our  German  fires. 

Thus,  O  ye  happy  few !  for  glory  born, 
Whofe  ftarry  wreathes  your  country's  fame  ador»» 
Wafte  not,  on  vulgar  themes,  your  breathing  fire. 
But  tune,  for  gen'rous  ends,  your  living  lyre  : 
Teach  the  mittaken  world  a  jufter  rate, 
To  court  your  praifes,  and.  to  dread  your,  hate* 
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Then,  when  kind  hcav'n  infpires  the  vaft  fublime, 
And  your  verfe  lives,  and  claims  the  ftamp  of  time, 
Hift'ry  fhall  die,  and  fcarce  preferve  a  name  ; 
While  poets  flourifh  in  immortal  fame. 

How  have  endanger'd  balancers  of  ftate 
Liv'd  in  light  ign'rance  of  the  mufe's  weight  ? 
How  might  a  guided  ftage  men's  wills  prepare, 
To  brook  tame  peace,  or  wifli  reluctant  war  1 
How  might  thefubtle  fcene  our  paflions  wind! 
And  the  watch'd  arms  of  young  (edition  bind  ! 
How  timely  might  this  pow'rful  art  perfuade! 
How  make  light  lovelier,  and  illumine  made  ! 
Eafe  ftatefmen's  labours,  animate  their  aims, 
Adorn  their  actions,  and  embalm  their  names. 

Should  W *s  felf,  unconfcious  of  the  mufe, 

JProvoke  her  vengeance,  or  her  rev'rence  lofe, 
In  vain  were  votes !  me  could  his  pow'r  defy, 
And  bid  his  blackenM  mem'ry  never  die  : 
Shade  his  beft  virtues,  widen  each  miftake, 
And  hi&  hop'd  fame  from  unborn  ages  take. 
Or  fhe  could  force  unwilling  praife  to  climb, 
And  float  him,  topmoft,  on  the  tide  of  time ; 
Bid  millions  blefs  him  ages  after  death, 
And  give  new  life  in  a  charm'd  people's  breath  : 
"When  no  fkill'd  antiquary  finds  his  buft, 
And  his  proud  buildings  (hall  be  loft  in  duft. 

Pardon,  ye  living  lights  !  where'er  you  fhine, 
Ye  blcft  cleft  !  ye  prophets  of  the  nine  1 
Pardon  that  I,  whom  fainter  flames  infpire, 
Have  thus  prcfum'd  to  point  your  heav'nly  fire  : 
To  make  the  great  more  great,  requires  your  fkill; 
I  want  the  pow'r,  nor  ev'n  poffefs  the  will. 
"While  to  myfelf  I  live  obfcurcly  blels'd, 
Look  round  the  bufy  world,  and  hug  my  reft; 
Plac'd  below  greatncfs,  and  above  diftrefs, 
l.pity  pow'r,  and  hold  fad  happinefs; 
Purfue  no-  int'reft,  no  mean  profpect  raife, 
Keject  no  cenfure,  and  invite  no  praife. 

THE  IMPARTIAL. 

ARE  thefe  the  marks  then  of  our  promis'd  fhamc  ? 
Or  did  detraction  fteal  the  patriot's  name  ? 
"Weak  if  we  were,  how  rofe  we  now  fo  ftrong  ? 
Or  whence,  jf  pow'rful,  were  we  fcoru'd  fo  long  ? 
Burn,  footy  flander,  burn  thy  blotted  fcroll : 
Greatnefs  is  greatnefs,  'fpite  of  faction's  foul. 

I  gaze,  aftonifli'cl  kingdom,  o'er  thy  face, 
And  each  weigh'dKvonder  to  its  fountain  trace. 
Glory  flows  in  where  infamy  was  fpread  : 
And  long  loft  triumph  lifts  her  tow'ring  head. 
"Warm  o'er  the  icy  north  thy  influent  awe 
3Bids  hoftile  leagues  diffolve  in  friendly  thaw. 
Up  Rhine's  ftrong  ftream  Britannic  thunders  wind, 
And  Alpine  mountains  fhake,  and  ftates,  behind. 
Auftria's  plum'd  eagic  beak'd,  and  wing'd  once  more, 
Sees  baffled  Bourbon  driv'n  from  more  to  ihore. 
Sea-fhook  Aufonia  red  with  warring  hofts, 
Starts  from  her  Adrian  to  her  Tyrrhene  coafts. 
Ev'n  Rome's  imperious  mitre  learns  to  bow, 
And  Spain's  Thaleftris  is  but  woman  now  !  [fear  : 

Whence  this  amazing  change  ? — 'twas  late  all 
No  warring  god  invok'd,  inclin'd  his  ear. 
Tyrants  combin'd,  found  freedom's  rights  bctray'd  : 
Faith  faft  expirin'g,  faw  the  falfe  invade, 
Commerce  cajol'd,  reluctance  brib'd,  rage  tame : 
£v'n  empire  trod  on — yet  uncouch'd  by  ihamc ! 


Then  was  the  crifis ;  then  fate's  hand  appeir'd  ; 
Then  might  the  world  be  deaf,  for  Britain  heart 
Wave-worfhipp'd  Britain  !  one  to  all  oppos'd  ! 
By  friends  deferted,  and  by  foes  inclosed  ; 
Fills  the  world's  eye — difpels  the  doubter's  care 
Bids  the  bold  tremble,  and  the  backward  dare  : 
High  to  the  nations  points  their  guardian's  thi 
And  act*,  and  arbitrates,  and  (nines  alone. 

And  have  fuch  fires  inflam'd  a  patient  reign  ? 
Immortal  heav'n  !  and  muft  we  ftill  complain  ? 
Still  muft  we  rail,  and  blacken,  and  fufpect  I 
At  once  curb  vigilance  and  goad  neglect  ? 
D  ep  let  my  foul  deteft  th*  adhefive  pride, 
That  changing  fentiment  unchanges  fide  : 
True  to  contempt  of  truth  repents  within, 
Yet  fcrecr.s  conviction,  and  drains  hard  to  fin. 

Shame  on  this  craft  tofcare  ! — this  toil  to  fe 
O  heart  indignant,  fly  th'  unmanly  fcheme  ! 
Blufh  for  thy  paft  injuftice — (brink  no  more; 
But  wake,  and  wonder,  thou  wert  dark  before  ! 
Learn  from  whofe  hand  th'  unlook'd-for  efih 

came ; 
And,  in  the  teeth  of  infult,  found  his  name. 

What  though  fome  friend  thou  lov'ft  had 

rower  fight  ? 
Truth  knows  no  parties,  and  involres  like  light. 
Shadows  and  name*  fright  cowards — but  the  ftrong 
Ne'er  call  that  lightneb,  which  is  fcorn  of  wrong. 
Dare  to  be  juft,  'tis  all  that  brav'ry  means  ; 
He  ftoops  too  bafelr,  who  to  flatt'ry  leans : 
But  whom  pale  prejudice  has  taught  his  part, 
Born  for  a  flavc,  wears  fetters  on  his  heart ; 
Sees  undifcerning  ;  feels  without  his  touch  ; 
Judges  too  little,  and  decides  too  much. 

Poets  have  nobler  fouls :  fame's  paths  they  (how; 
They  glow  themlelves,  and  teach  the  world  t<j 

glow. 
Satire's  whole  pow'r  their  own — yet  praife  they 

choofe, 

Ev'n  of  unconfcious  kings,  who  flight  the  mufe. 
Proud  of  neglected   force,  each   heav'n   touch'd 

mind 

Open  to  reafon  is,  to  int'reft  blind. 
Self,  all  unthought  of,  can  for  others  think ; 
Swim  till  the  ftate  rides  fafe,  then  fmile,  and  fink. 
Lift  ev'n  the  worth  that  hates  him — love  is  flxown  ; 
And,  for  his  country's  joys,  exclude  his  own  ; 
This  is  to  think  like  mufes,  act  like  man  : 
This  princes  ought  to  feel — and  poets  can. 

Ye,  once  mifguided  !  is  retraction  vain  ? 
Truft  the  brave  injur'd  ;  nor  perfift  to  (lain. 
Why  fhould  fufpicion  penitence  outlive  ? 
None  doubt  forgivenei's,  but  who  ne'er  forgive. 
Heav'n  has  been  wrong'd,  yet  ftill  goes  on  to  blefs; 
For  fins  of  blindnefs  err  beneath  diftrefs. 
So  wrong  d,  fo  pard'ning,  Cart'ret  heeds  no  foe ; 
But  faves — unangry  at  the  rage  below. 

Oft  with  thefe  (hackly  quoils  of  twin'd  intrigue, 
Thefe  nets  for  liberty,  thefe  links  of  league. 
Trite,  venal  cant !  which  envy's  arts  can  teach, 
To  cenfure  ev'ry  pow'r  we  fail  to  reach. 
No  gen'rous  heart,  mifdrawn  to  devious  beat, 
When  truth's  new  luftre  fhines,  difdaims  its  heat. 
Charm  d  and  furpris'd,  I  hug  my  country's  fame; 
Compar'd,  O  heav'n  !  with  years  of  lengthening 
fhamc. 
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Ye  fons,  who  love  her,  weigh  the  threat'ning 

fwell 

Of  Spain,  France,  faction,  calumny,  and  hell ! 
Weigh  with  what  fpeed,  repell'd  from  mound  to 

mound. 

Subfiding  danger  fought  her  bidden  bound  ! 
Hail  the  white  cliffs  of  Albion  held  ferene, 
While  round  her  redd'ning  rolls  the  bloody  fcene, 
I  hail  it  all; — and  hail  th'  acknowledg'd  caufe; 
Hail  the  mind's  reach,  that  gives  earth's  uproar 

laws! 

Safe  mid  furrounding  menace,  guards  mankind ; 
Guides  ev'ry  council,  bufies  ev'ry  wind,        [main, 
Shakes  the  world's  makers,  hears  for  land  and 
And  binds  fell  tyrants,  while  they  bice  their  chain. 
Ye    mufe-made   Mentors  \    rais'd   on   fancy's 

wings, 

To  think  for  heroes,  and  to  reign  for  kings ; 
When  cou'd  your  fons  of  time's  feign'd  births  do 

more  ? 
For  ne'er  true  ftory  reach'd  thefe  heights  before. 

Fav'rites  have  oft,  in  many  a  troubled  ft  ate, 
Poiz'd  the  king's  love  againft  the  people's  hate ; 
Oft  the  firm  leader,  in  fomc  patriot  fcheme, 
Has,  with  bold  fteerage,  ftemm'd  the  royal  ftream: 
And  fometimes  too — yet  rare,  too  rare,  that  praife ! 
The  fafc  at  home,  abroad,  have  gather'd  bays ; 
But  none,  till  Cart'rct  rofe,  e'er  hop'd  to  fee 
One  maft'ring  genius  grafp  th'  unwilling  three! 
Prince  half  confiding — people  all  unjuft — 
Abroad  alldifcord,  and  at  home  diftruft — 
Propp'd  on  himfelf,  like  the  world's  weight  he  lay, 
And  through  contention's  impulfe  (hap'd  his  way  ; 
Heard  the  clafh'd  elements,  defpis'd  their  brawl, 
Roll'd  on  felf-centred — and  inorb'd  'em  all. 
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on  the  tow'ring  Alps'  amazing  height, 
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Whofe  cliffy  tops  our  climbling  eyes  affri 
And  with  chill  horror  ftrike  the  ftartled 
If  there,  Celinda,  thou  had'ft  chanc'd  to  be 
The  piny  product  of  fome  teeming  tree  ; 
Taftelefs  of  human  pity  might'ft  thou  grow,     ' 
And  forc'd  to    bend,  when  ruffling   tempeft? 

blow, 

Nod  angry  at  the  plains  that  fpread  below. 
Ev'n  pines  and  oaks  can  bend  to  ftones,  and  be 
More  flexible,  than  thy  ftrong  hate  to  me  ! 
The  greedy  ocean,  whofe  infatiate  waves 
Flow   to    devour;    whofe   fmootheft    fmiles  are 

graves ; 

Of  all  its  rnonftrous  forms,  has  none  fo  cold, 
Nor  does  one  rock,  in  its  vaft  bofom,  hold, 
That,  had  it  fenfe,  fuch  cruelty  would  fhow, 
To  triumph  in  the  fhrpwreck'd  failor's  woe  : 
Nothing  in  nature  does  fo  fix'd  remain, 
But  love's  foft  fire  can  gradual  entrance  gain 
And  all  but  thee,  once  lov'd,  will  love  again, 

THE  STATESMAN. 

SEE'ST  thou  yon  mountain,  fo  immenfely  high, 
Around  whofe  iky-crown'ci  head  raw  tempeits  fly  1 
Hov#  low'riag  darkly  o'er  the  lhadow'd  plain, 
It  hangs  the  genuine  feat  of  horror's  reign  I 


ts  craggy  fides  hold  thin  a  fterile  foil, 
.Vhich,  promiiing  no  harveft,  tempts  no  toil ', 
''•Jo  grazing  cattle  crop  fubfifteace  there, 
Sfor  flow'r-fed  breezes  feaft  the  hungry  air  ! 
to  foft  meand'ring  current  glides  along, 
To  court  the  meadows  with  its  murm'ring  fong; 
No  lofty  fpires  a  wand'ring  glance  invite, 
$OT  wind-fhook  woods  arreft  the  raviih'd  fight  I 
-\tl  rough  and  wild,  it  rears  its  rocky  head, 
Severely  awful,  and  unlovely  fpread  : 
Jrom  its  cold  top,  foil-fweeping  torfeota  flow, 
?orm'd  by  unfruitful  floods  of  native  fnow  ! 
Sorrow  fits  brooding  on  ita  furrow'd  face, 
And  defolation  covers  all  the  place.  [ftate  ? 

See'ft  thou  all  this,  fond  youth  !  fo  charm'd  with 
Such  is  the  envy'd  blifs  that  gilds  the  great. 
Such  are  the  barren  honours  they  enjoy ; 
For  fttch  diftinclion,  they  their  cares  employ. 
They  move  our  pity,  while  they  tempt  our  fight ; 
High  above  all  indeed,  but  fruitlefein  their  height, 

SOLITUDE. 

WELCOME  cool  breeze,  to  fan  my  glowing  minct, 
Cinder'd  with  feverifh  cares  and  conftant  woe  ! 
Welcome  foft  blifs,  by  gracious  heav'n  defign'd. 
The  out-worn  paths  of  ancient  peace  to  {how, 

The  road  which  wifdom  loves  to  go, 
And  teach  afpiring  man  true  happinefs 
In  thy  fweet  (hades  uninterrupted  reigns, 

Free  from  care-toii'd  nature's  (brains, 
The  downy  god  of  cafe  1 

In  the  innocent  and  life-blifs'd  fwains, 
Unfway'd,  by  low  defire  of  worldly  gainf, 

Their  uncorrupted  fenfes  juftly  pleafe, 
Nor  know  the  penetrating  curfe  of  pains, 
But  travel  fmoothly  up  to  death,  by  mild  and  Cow1 
degrees. 

On  thy  calm  coafts  no  whirlwind  doubts  we  fincfj 
No  terrifying  blafts  to  break  foft  deep, 
No  felf-rais'd  tempefts  (hake  man's  hurry'd  mind, 
For  queftion'd  riches  which  the  wild  winds  fweep^ 
Along  the  furrow'd  bofom  of  the  deep; 
And  which,  ev'n  e'er  we  gain,  we  fear  to  lofe. 
No  watchful  guards  in  thee  we  need  to  keep, 
But  reft  in  peaceful  (lumbers  duly  find, 
Nor  feel  the  killing  cares,  which  great  men  madl^ 
choofe. 

Smoothly  revolving  years, 

Unloaded  with  a  needlefj  weight  of  fears, 
Slide  unperceiv'd  and  fteadily  away  ; 

Safe  in  the  humble  (belter  of  content, 

Our  apprehenfion,  eafy  and  unbent, 
Sometimes  but  feldom  looks  abroad  to  know, 

How  things  about  us  go. 
Sometimes  we  upward  deign  to  caft  our  eye, 
And  view,  with  curious fcorn,  the  gath'ring  clouds, 
Which  warring  princes,  plac'd  for  mifchief  high, 
Supinely  fit  and  bid  againft  each  other  fly : 
From   coverts,    where   our    choice   our  fortune 
fhrouds. 

We  fee  all  this,  and  hear  the  noife  it  makes; 
As  one  well  hous'd,  fees  the  blue  light'ning  fly, 
And  hears  the  rolling  thunder  (hake  the  iky  j 
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While  he,  regardlefs  where  the  tempeft  breaks, 
Without  the  danger,  the  delight  partakes ; 
Thus,  while  on  earth,  our  bodies  happy  ftay, 
While  here  our  joy-fin'd  moments  fwim  away. 

Our  elevated  minds,  above  the  fpheres, 
Iflrget  their  weak-built  tenement  of  clay; 
And  by  the  trying  fire  of  reafon,  grow 
So  pure,  fo  free,  from  thought-diford'ring  fin, 
That  when  from  life  on  their  laft  call  they  go, 
Jn  laige  expanfe  of  foul,  they  upwards  flow, 
And  rather  mix  with  heav'n,  than  dwell  therein. 

ON  MR.  COWLEY'S  INTRODUCING  PIN 

DARIC  VERSE. 
SACRED  foul, harmonious  fwan  ! 
Whofe  fweeteft  notes  long  before  death  began  ; 
And  the  long  tuneful  race  unwearied  ran, 
Long  before  death  began  the  fong ;  and  fHll  the 
fong  improv'd,  [mov'd 

.  And  ftill  new  firings,  and  ftill  new  pleafure 
How,  mighty  mufe  !   didft  thou,  and  thou  alone, 
(For  the  gigantic  talk  was  all  thy  own) 
35ind  means  to  draw  fuch  unexhaufted  ftore, 

from  fprings  which  were  fo  poor  ? 
from  fountains  chok'd  with  blood,  and  made  by 

duft  impure. 

How,  'midft  an  iron  age, 
The  dreadful  and  the  over-afted  ftage, 
Of  iindiftinguifh'd  fcenes  of  rage, 
"Where  driving  merit,  ftruck  by  mis'ry,  fell : 
And  all  that  learning  then  could  teach,  was  how 

to  fufFer  well. 
How,  in  this  toilfome  age, 

i)id'fl  thou,  immortal  man  !  when  arts  were  over- 
thrown, 
When  all  the  mufes  garden  was  o'ergrown, 

And  whole  Parnaffus  tumbled  down, 
Stand  on  its  ruins,  and  creel  a  new  one  of  thy  own. 

Yet,  as  within  the  all-enlight'ning  fun, 
Some  fpots  our  glafies  find,amidft  the  blaze; 
Too  fmall,  tho*  vifible,  to  look  on  long, 
Becaiife  encircled  with  eye-dazzling  rays; 
So  thou,  great  king  of  fancy  !  led  aftray 
By  thy  high  melted  mufe,  uncurb'd  and  gay, 
And  prancing  proudly  on,  in  wit's  unmeafur'd 

way! 
Kdft  err'd  in  judgment,  where  thou  did'ft  defign 

Thy  judgment  moft  fhould  fhine  !      [vine. 
But  all  that's  human  in  thy  verfe,  is  loft  in  the  di- 
Immortal  man  !  thou  doft  too  raflily  blame 
The  wafteful  fpirit  of  thy  gloomy  times, 

Ev*n  of  that  age  6f  crimes, 

Which  gave  the  fate  of  fuff'ring  Charles  to  fame ! 
Short-fightcd  man,  fcarce  ever  aiming  right, 

Though  eagle-ey'd,  in  mortal  fight, 
Oft  thus  miftakes,  for  chance,  hcav'n's  wcll-re- 

folv'd  decree, 
And  does  againfl  it  fight ! 
That  which  lights  to  fhadows  are, 

Or  peace  to  war ; 
Such  was  that  age  to  thee  ! 
Such  contraries  Almighty  wifdom  findsj 

And  ftamps  on  human  miuds ; 
That  virtue's  vifage,  made  thereby  more  bright, 
May,  when  fet  oppofitc  to  fin's  black  night, 


To  ftrike  all  eyes  that  fliall  her  luftre  fee* 
Shine  out  with  double  force,  and  doubly  chi 
ing  be. 

So  fell  the  royal  martyr,  to  convince 

The  wnnd'ring  ages  fince, 
How  bleft  their  fathers  were,  in  fuch  a  prince  ; 
Oh,  wond'rous  myftic,  undifcover'd  maze  !        • 
What  man  can  fearch  his  God's  untrodden  ways  i 
Hence  our  flow  learners  late  are  taught,  loft  wt 

th  idolize ! 

And  hence  our  long  pofterity  fhall  know, 

(What  heav'n  thence  meant  to  fhow) 

How  many  curfes  three  torn  nations  owe 

To  zeal's  hot  fons,  who  really  had  no  eyes, 

And  pride,  who  faw  truth  plain,  and  feeing 

defpife; 

So,  too  immortal  fubjecl  of  my  mufe, 
The  fav'rite  theme  (he  loves  to  choofe  ! 
So,  too,  the  fable  ignorance  of  that  age, 
Like  foils,  which  luftre  can  to  diamonds  give, 
Infpir'd  thy  facred  mufe  with  that  juft  rage, 
Which  greatly  handing  up  to  fame, 
Thine  and  thy  fov'reign's  refcu'd  name, 
Shall  ev'n  thy  Pindar's  praife,  but  in  thy  works 
outlive. 

THE  MIRACLE  AT  CANA. 

Tranjlated from  Crajkaio. 

WHEN  Chrift,  at  Cana's  feaft,  by  pow'r  divine, 
Infpir'd  cold  water  with  the  warmth  of  wine, 
See  !  cry'd  they,  while  in  redd'ning  tide  it  guih'd, 
The  bafhful  ftream  hath  feen  its  God  and  blufti'd. 

ARRIA  AND  P-&TUS,  FROM  MARTIAL. 

WHEN,  from  her  breaft,  cha^e  Arria  dragg'd  the 

fword, 

And  faintly  reach'd  it  her  expecting  lord  ; 
My  wound,  faid  fhe,  but  waftes  unvalu'd  breath, 
Tis  thine,  dear  Paetus,  gives  the  fling  to  death. 

ON  'THE  DEATH  or 
PRINCE  GEORGE  OF  DENMARK. 

SINCE  fhe  by  whom  her  people  all  live  bleft, 
To  forrow's  reign,  has  giv'n  her  ruling  breaft, 

rief  fhould  be  loudly  heard  as  well  as  fecn, 
To  noife  his  death,  and  mourn  our  widow'd  queenj 
The  friends  of  Anna  muft  not  filent  weep ; 
Of  ftreams,  'tis  faid,  the  gentleft  are  moft  deep  ! 
But  grief  is  pafllon ;  and  where  pafllon  reigns, 
Mature  fcorns  decency,  and  breaks  her  chains  : 
Like  fome  fierce  wind-driv'n  fhow'r  true  grief 

appears ; 
Tis  but  a  breeze  that  is  allay'd  by  tears, 

he  does,  indeed,  with  Cghs  and  tears  complain, 
-ike  fpring-born  zephyrs,  mix'd  with  fprinkling 
rain !  [fpread, 

But  we,  the  cloud  with  thunder  charg'd,  (hould 
And  gen'ral  woe  fpeak  big,  tofuit  the  virtue  dead. 
Great  as  his  mercy  fhould  our  pity  be  : 

h  !  who  unmov'd,  can  yon  fair  forrow  fee  ? 
"he  royal  Dane  that  treafure  long  poffeft, 
Dear  to  her  foul,  and  faithful  to  her  breaft ! 
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Free  from  ambition,  innocently  great, 

'Twixt  faction's  ftioals  he  piloted  the  (late  ! 

And  temp'ring  pow'r,  though  lord  of  fov'reigri 

fway, 
Shone  bright,  yet  fcorch'd  not  like  the   fun  in 

May. 

THE  DISCOVERY. 

THIS  comes  to  let  Liberia  know, 

That  beauty  is  fo  much  heav'n's  care, 

That  all  fine  women  fay  or  do, 
Is  mark'd  and  treafur'd  in  the  air. 

Hence  I,  a  ftranger  to  your  fight, 

Whofe  hand  perhaps  you  do  not  know* 

Learn  all  you  do  by  day  or  night, 
As  by  thefe  prefents  I  mall  fhow. 

Your  memory  cannot  but  retain 

Seme  hint  of  little  P  >pe's  bold  mufe, 
Who,  made  by  lady's  fecrets  vain, 

Did  once  a  tell-tale  fubject  choofe. 
Have  you  not  read  him  where  he  prates, 

Of  Arabella's  ravifli'd  hair ; 
And  •  ories  of  thofe  fylphs  relates, 

Whofe  fweet  talk  is  to  guard  the  fair. 

I  am  that  happy  fylph  aflign'd, 

To  fcreen  Liberia's  breaft  from  harms; 

To  flutter  round  her  in  the  wind, 

And  feaft  my  fancy  with  her  charms, 

I  have  you  always  in  my  view ; 

And,  t'other  day  employ'd  my  wit, 
With  namelefs  lines  to  puzzle  you, 

On  the  grief-wither'd  fun-flow'r,  writ 

I,  at  that  time,  in  ambufti  plac'd, 

Snug,  under  Mopfy's  left  ear  lay, 
And  laugh'd  to  hear  how  wrong  you  guefs  d. 

Who  thought  they  came  another  way. 
•Twas  I,  your  faithful  fylph,  'twas  I, 

That,  ever  ftudious  of  your  eafe, 
Mv  flcili  in  verfe,  refolv'd  to  try, 

In  verfe  which  moil  the  fair  can  pleafe. 

Perhaps,  'twill  ftartle  you  to  hear, 

How  I  your  actions  hourly  watch  : 
That  though  you  fee  me  not,  I'm  near  ;^ 

And  fly  each  ftraggling  figh  to  catch'. 
Sometimes  in  this  fhape,  fometimes  that, 

My  various  duties  I  perform  , 
Sometimes  aftridc  your  rambling  cat, 

I  hide  in  fur,  and  made  my  form. 
But,  when  your  ftroking  hand  I  feel, 

From  the  foft  back  I  leap  with  joy; 
My  fairy  fabric  ftill  conceal, 

But  Pufs's  active  paws  employ, 
And  fportful,  with  your  milky  fingers  toy. 

©ft  as  you  fit  to  up  your  tea, 

In  a  fly's  fhape,  your  charms  to  fearch, 
Seeking  ibme  place,  where,  beft  to  fee, 

I,  on  the  lumps  of  fugar  perch, 
There,  while  one  day  divinely  pleas' d, 

I  gas'd  in  raptures  on  your  facey 


Your  fugar  tongs  the  Captain  fciz'd, 
And  me  between  two  lumps  he  fqueez'd, 
Half  dead  upon  the  place. 

But  I  was  even  with  him  foon, 

For  catching  him  all  gay, 
At  the  Park  door  one  afternoon, 

With  hands  too  full  of  play  : 
took  the  figure  of  a  gnat, 

And,  midft  his  am'rous  drains, 
Whiflc'd  from  your  boforrt  where  I  fat, 

And  Hung  his  fingers  for  his  pains. 

But,  oh '  I  tremble  to  relate, 

How,  by  your  fmile-bleft  looks,  bewitch'd,' 
I  lately  'fcap'd  a  far  worfe  fate  ; 

Whik  yoa?  with  red  and  yellow  mix**, 
At  work,  oil  yonder  thfe&old  fu'd< 
Your  filky  mazes  ftitch'd. 

There  I  again,  a  lucklefs  fly, 

Not  dreaming  any  danger  near, 
Lay  balking  in  your  funny  eye, 

My  little  aching  heart  to  cheer. 

When,  on  a  fudden,  through  and  through, 
Your  piercing  needle  carelefs  pafs'd, 

And  the  dragg'd  filk,  fwift-following,  too, 
Bound  down  my  tiny  body  faft. 

There,  had  I  ftay'd,  transfix'd  till  now, 
Nor  mifsM,  nor  mourn'd,  perhaps  by  you! 

But  that  the  ftitch,  the  Lord  knows  how, 
You  lik'd  not,  and,  thank  heav'n,  withdrew. 

When  once  with  you  your  fifter  Celia  flood, 
Celia !  that  fweet  and  lovely  maid  1  [rude, 

Two  thoughtlefs  bold  park-wond'ring  fops  were 
And  you  two  charmers  both  afraid, 
Rulh'd  in.  and  fled  difmay'd, 

I,  then,  fair  charge !  unknown  to  you, 

By  love,  and  vow'd  revenge,  infpir'd, 
Did,  like  a  wafp,  the  fools  purfue, 

And  flily  down  their  throats  retir'd. 
Then  to  their  tongue's  prefumptuous  root  I  flee, 

And  both  with  tingling  venom  fir'd ; 
Now  learn,  faid  1,  when  next  you  fee 

Yon  tempting  pair  adorn  their  gate, 
How  facred  modeft  lovelinefs  ihould  be, 

And  what  the  infolent  profaner's  fate  1 

Thus,  all  day  long,  is  Seraphii 

Liberia's  wakeful  fylph  employ  d  ; 

So  rich  a  charge  claims  ten-fold  fkill, 

And  care,  fo  charm'd,  can  ne'er  be  cloy  €+ 

But,  when  at  night  the  happy  bed 

Receives  her  fnowy  limbs  to  reft,, 
1  fleep's  foft  mift  about  her  fpread  ; 

Then  ftretch  me,  blifsful,  on  her  breaft. 
There,  till  the  full  grown  morning  fmiles, 

In  downy  heavings,  loft,  I  He, 
Or  wander  o'er  thofe  charms  'twixt  while** 

For  which  a  thoufand  lovers  die. 

.At  laft,  unwillingly  I  rife. 

And  feizing  faft  her  rubied  hp, 
In  a  fharp-biting  flea's  difguife, 

I,  from  her  breath  the  neCtar  lip. 
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And  then,  Liberia  ftarting  cries, 

Deuce  take  this  ugly  (harp-mouth 'd  flea  ! 

But,  now  I'm  wak'd,  I  think  I'll  rife  : 
So  dreffes — and  ne'er  dreams  of  me  ! 

Thus  have  I  honeftly  at  laft  confefs'd, 

What  fort  of  little  fcribbling  thing  I  be  ; 
JLeft,  growing  curious,  you  might  wrong  have 

guefs'd. 
And  thought  iome  other  fent  what  came  from  me. 

TO  LIBERIA, 

WITH    A    SQUIRREL. 

THESE,  my  laft  lines,  I  write  with  bleeding  heart, 
For,  oh  !  Liberia  and  her  fylph  muft  part ! 
I  muft  no  more  engrofs  that  envy'd  care, 
Which  angels  now  in  crowds  have  begg'd  to  {hare. 
JJow,  I  no  more  muft  flutter  in  your  fight, 
And,  from  your  eye-beams,  gild  my  wings  with 

light  t 

No  more  in  fields  of  air  when  fylphs  rejoice, 
Dance  to  the  foft  tun'd  mufic  of  your  voice  ! 
Liften  no  more  while  in  the  Mall  you  walk, 
What  the  admiring  crowds  that  meet  you  talk. 
On  your  right  fhoulder's  tip  no  more  fhali  blaze, 
Bright  with  the  flafh  of  eyes,  which  paffing  gaze  ! 
And  when  fomctimes  you're  fad,  no  more  fhall  I 
See  ruyfelf  weep,  by  peeping  in  your  eye  ! 
^Thefe  comforts  paft,  and  mention'd  now  in  vain, 
Serve  but  to  make  remembrance  ache  with  pain  ! 
Little,  alas!  I  thought,  when  laft  I  writ, 
That  I,  fo  foon  my  boafted  charge  muft  quit ! 
But  our  great  king,  whom  all  we  fylphs  obey, 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  commanded  me  away  : 
Far  off,  to  eaftern  {bores  I  was  to  go ; 
Where  the  proud  Turk  keeps  love,  and  woman 

low : 

Where  full  twelve  hundred  rival  beauties  ftrive, 
To  keep  one  lover's  lazy  flame  alive  : 
Where  female  charms  are  taught  the  humble  (kill, 
To  court  the  fancy,  and  not  bow  the  will : 
To  this  new  poft  preferred,  I  was  to  fly; 
And  paft  before  the  haughty  fultan's  eye ; 
There,  in  his  glitt'ring  palace,  gay  with  ftate, 
On  his  new  fav'rite  fultanefs  to  wait : 
But,  ah,  Liberia  !  by  thy  fweetnefs  won, 
Thy  doating  fylph  was  doom'd  to  be  undone; 
Thcfc  proffer'd  honours  had  no  charm  for  me 
I  cou'd  not  tafte  a  joy,  remote  from  thec  ! 
Thou  art  my  pride,  and,  where  thou  art  not  feen, 
Sorrow  would  catch  me,  though  I  ferv'd  a  queen  ! 
This,  when  I  told  our  prince,  he  never  weigh'd 
My  grief's  juft  caufc,  but  thought  I  difobey'd, 
Swift  he  o'ertook  me,  with  an  angry  yow, 
.And  chang'd  me  to  the  (bape  I  come  in  now. 
Scarce  had  I  time  to  write  my  wretched  fate, 
And  begg'd  a  friend  to  bring  me  to  your  gate; 
Helplefs  and  dumb,  ah  !  whither  mould  I  go, 
But  to  her  breaft,  whofe  pitying  foul  I  know  ? 
She  who  to  Puis  and  Mopi'y  kind  can  be, 
Will  fure,  thought  I,  have  fomc  concern  for  me. 
Weak  though  I  am,  feme  gratitude  is  due  ; 
I  claim  your  care,  for  my  paft  care  of  you. 
Elfewhere  I  will  not  my  new  wanrs  fupply, 
And  when  you  ftarve  me  'twill  be  time  to  die. 


I  may  hereafter  fome  fmall  fcrvice  do, 
For  yet  my  body's  weak  and  form  but  new. 
If  you  fhall  pleafe  to  help  me  through  my  y( 
And  with  milk-foften'd  biflcet  fave  my  tooth  ; 
Grateful  when  I  grow  up,  I'll  keep  your's  ftrong^ 
And  crack  nuts  for  you,  all  the  glad  day  long ; 
If  kindly,  you  fhall  blefs  me  with  your  care, 
And  fhield  me  from  the  pinching  wint'ry  air, 
Clofe  round  your  neck,  like  fome  warm  tij 

roll'd, 

Tn  frofty  nights,  I'll  guard  you  from  the  cold; 
And  while  in  your  foft  hand  you  let  me  play, 
I'll  growl  the  Captain's  rivals  all  away. 
Refufe  not  then,  though  chang'd,  to  keep  me 
And  oh  !  remember,  Pug  was  Scraphil. 

7*0  my  dear  and  ever  honoured  MotBert  in  anfiver 
fome  Verfes  -which  fee  fent  me  about  Spirittt  ff( 
Malmfbury  Abbey. 

MABAM,  your  lovely  mufe's  late  employ 
Was  read  with  wonder,  and  a  pride-mix' d  joy  : 
Fortune,  in  vain,  her  batt'ring  engines  bends, 
'Gainft  fouls,  which  fuch  a  wit-rait'd  ftrength  d 

fend*: 

Secure  within,  you  outward  ftorms  defy, 
And  look  ferenely  on  a  ruffled  fky  : 
So  Philomel,  by  night,  difdaining  reft, 
Sings  o'er  the  pointed  thorn  which  galls  her  br 

The  bufy  ghofts  your  fancy  feems  to  hear, 
Have  no  defign  to  fright  your  lift'ning  ear  : 
Nor  fprings  their  reftlefTnefs,  from  Rome's 

pride, 

Nor  vain  regret,  that  fo  long  fince  they  dy'd  ; 
A  purer  race  thefe  buttling  fpirits  are, 
And  a  more  noble  aim  infpires  their  care  ! 
Some  beauteous  band  of  nuns  they  fcem  to  be  : 
Stript  to  the  naked  foul,  and  fo  fct  free. 
Through  death's  dark  fhade  your  fhining  form  thry 

And  trac'  yoar  virtues,  with  a  ravifh'd  eye  ! 
Hence  ev'ry  night  allur'd  by  frefh  defire, 
They  prefs  to  view  the  charms  they  fo  admire* 

A  DIALOGUE 

BETXVKEN  DAMON  AND  PHILEMON, 

Concerning  the  Preference  of  a  Town  Life  to  a 
Life. 

Philemon. 

WHY  does  not  Damon,  unalpiring  fwain  ! 
Choofe  rather  not  to  live,  thaw  live  in  vain  I 
From  bright  examples  thy  ambition  fire, 
Let  others  honour*  whet  thy  dull  defire  ; 
Let  ruftic  fports  engage  the  lab'ring  hind, 
And  cultivated  acres  plough  his  mind  ; 
Let  him  to  uuircquemea  woods  repair, 
And  luuff,  unenvy'd,  his  le  in  mountain  air; 
'Fill  death,  unfought,  o'  •     tKcsliis  heavy  pace, 
And  untamV  'iis  mouid'ringrace, 

Do  thou  to  warme-  ;  i^  s  raife, 

And  tufle  the  i  i     '  _-  praile  ! 

It'  fpaiklir.;c  ;/   . 
hi  mufc-leu  iu^--5  tr/  thy  jour;;cyuig  fkills 
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Or,  if  thy  foul  more  roughly  is  poffeft, 
And  0  niggling  valour  fwells  thy  glowing  breaft ; 
To  war's  red  toils  let  glory  call  thee  hence, 
And  draw  thy  untryM  fword,  in  Britain's  juft  de- 
fence. 

Damon. 

And  why,  Philemon,  to  the  vicious  town, 
Not  that  way  lies  the  road  to  juft  renown  ; 
No  virtue  profpers  in  that  barren  foil, 
That  nurfery  of  unregarded  toil : 
There  fools,  and  knaves,  by  purchas'd  favour  rife, 
And  fliine  beyond  the  valiant  and  the  wife. 
j   Shall  hope  allure  me  to  the  wretched  ftate, 
Of  cringing  at  the  levees  of  the  great ; 
With  fervile  awe  to  court  a  {lately  nod, 
And  treat  fome  glorious  folly  like  a  god  ? 
No  !  fooner  I'll  the  clown's  free  labour's  fhare, 
And  with  their  brutes  a  nobler  burden  bear  ! 
The  wars,  I  muft  allow,  a  gen'rous  thought, 
A  glory  by  fame-thirfty  fpirits  fought ; 
Who  fcorch'd  within,  by  hot  ambition's  flood, 
Quench  paffion's  fever  in  a  lake  of  blood  ! 
*  1'is  great  to  fee  'em  march  through  cannon's  roar, 
While  fweat-waftYd  wounds  all-gild  their  faces 

o'er  : 

To  brave  the  northern  blafts,  and  with  fvvoln  veins. 
Bear  fcorchings  when  the  fultry  dog-ftar  reigns. 
But  will  your  unnerv'd  youth  encounter  thcle  ? 
Ah  no  !  cffeminatefcthey  rufl  in  eafe  ! 
And  fhould  our  fmewy  hinds  forfake  the  field, 
France  will  ftand  high  when  Britain  learns  to 
yield. 

Plilemon. 

Can  Damon  whofe  bright  genius  flrongly  Canes, 
Through  the  ibft  beauties  of  his  tuneful  lines  ; 
Can  he  defend,  or  mufes  blefs  the  ftrife, 
Th'  unglorious  preference  of  a  country  life  I 
'Tis  not  alon-e  for  honour  or  renown, 
The  feat  of  wit  and  pleafure  is  the  town : 
To  her,  ungrateful,  ail  thofe  darts  you  owe, 
Which,  now,  againlt  her  battlements  you  throw. 
For  fure,  no  rural  dictates  could  infpire, 
The  rapt'rous  energy  of  Damon's  fire  \ 
The  cot-bred  foul  with  ignorance  content, 
Is  meanly  milerable  by  confent : 
Proud  in  'his  native  fioth  he  fcorns  to  think, 
And  has  no  end  in  life,  but  meat  and  drink ; 
While  the  brave  learc'd,  whofe  knowledge  bids 

him  try, 

The  myftic  gulf  of  deep  philofophy, 
Wades  'crofe  the  narrow  bound*  to  reafon  giv'n, 
Spurns  back  the   meafur'd  earth,   and  fathoms 

heav'n  1 

Had  glory's  props  in  ages  long  fince  paft, 
In  the  rough  mould  of  country  life  been  caft; 
A  blind  ftupidity  the  world  had  fway'd, 
And  mother  ignorance  been  ftill  obey'd  : 
No  deathlefs  wit  had  crown'd  the  Grecian  ftage, 
Nor  fkili-mix'd  courage  grac'd  the  Julian  age  ! 
No   fun  of  thought   had   ihin'd,    with   gloriou 

beams, 

No  feas  of  knowledge  fpread  their  filver  ftreams ; 
Then  Damon  come,  to  courtly  pleafures  fly, 
Npr   thus  th'   attractive  charms  of  wealth  am 

pow'r  deny. 
VOL.  VIII. 


Damon. 
Oh  !  would  this  tuneful  youth  whofe  numbers 

flow, 

oft  as  the  love-infpiring  zephyrs  blow  ; 
weet  as  maids  look,  wheu  Srlt  they  own  their 

loves, 

imooth  as  the  down  which  feathers  Venus'  doves, 
iweet  as  the  dulcid  ftreams,  from  Hybla  run, 
Or  as  the  bloom,  difplaying  to  the  fun  ! 
)h  would  he  to  our  fylvan  fhades  repair, 
To  tatle  our  wholefome, our  infpiring  air! 
Would  he  but  leave  that  faUe -clouded  foil, 
On  which  Aurora  never  feerm  to  fmilc; 
What  bright,  what  gbriuus  ima  ,e«  would  rife, 
From  all  his  thoughts  to  emulate  the  fkici,! 
or  if  fuch  charms,  there,  in  his  number-  fhine, 
iere,  they  would  prove  ecftatic  and  divine. 
3ut  why  is  Damon  fo  ungrateful  thi  ught  j 
As  if  the  town  his  humble  (allies  taught  ! 
What  rnufe  could  e'er  endureyour  fmoke  and  noifc  j 
Your  night  alarms  and  your  tumultuous  joys  ? 
No  !  'tis  the  murm'ring  brook,  the  lhad'wy  grove, 
And  flow'r-drefs'd  valley,  that  invite  their  love! 
Then  hade,  Philemon,  to  our  blilsful  (late, 
And  learn  to  live,  before  it  grows  too  late. 

Philemon. 
If  truth,  dear  fwain !  with  freedom  might  ad. 

vife, 

Thou  may'ft  be  happy,  for  I  know  thee  wife; 
Quit  for  a  trial  once,  this  meagre  air, 
And  all  impartial  to  thy  friend  repair. 
Then  wiit  thou  ever  fix'd  with  me  remain, 
And  envious  ruflics  tempt  thee  back  in  vain. 
Thus  fome  raw  youth,  on  a  domeftic  ftmre, 
With  terror  hears  th'  encircling  furges  roar; 
Trembling,  he  fees  the  threatening  umpeft  roll, 
And  ev'ry  rifing  billow  lifts  his  foul : 
But  when  a  riper  age  has  call'd  him  o'er, 
To  try  the  pleafure*  of  lome  foreign  fhore. 
Sad  he  returns,  nor  will  at  home  remain, 
But  pants  to  tafte  aband^n'd  joys  a^ain. 
Your  mufe,  in  vain,  of  boailed  proipfct  Cngs ; 
Your    flow'ry   tneacjows,    and    ynur   murm'ring 

fprings: 

Poor  fhort-liv'd  fcenes  of  fhadow-fkimming  joy, 
Whofe  pride  a  change  of  leafon  can  deftroy  ! 
The  rifing  floods  your  valleys  over-flow, 
And  winter  fpreads  your  hills,  with  fheets  of  fnow: 
Autumnal  winds  ilrip  bate  your  gawdy  trees, 
And  coid  Decembtr  nights  your  purling  currents 

freeze 

But  we,  more  happy,  conftant  buffings  fhare. 
Nor  hang  our  comlorts  in  the  changeful  air  : 
Our  diff'ring  feafons  have  their  different  fpnrt, 
The  park,  the  play,  the  tavern,  and  the  court  1 
Our  rolling  hours  can  fweetly  wear  away, 
The  utmoft  moments  of  the  lougeft  day  : 
When  tir'd  with  buiinefs,  we  would  care  decline, 
We  drown  the  weight  of  thought  in  gen'rous  wins : 
By  that  made  fprightly,  to  the  park  repair, 
And  eloquently  filent,  court  the  fair  : 
Thence,  to  the  theatre,  infpir'd  we  move, 
And  feaft  at  once,  on  mingled  wit  and  love  ! 
Thefe  and  a  thouiand  namekfs  new  delights, 
Make  our  days  fruitful,  and  enrich  our  nighti  \ 
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While  you,  'midft  few  repeated  paftime?  live, 
Nor  ever  tafte  the  joy  which  changing  pkafures 

give. 

Damon. 

'Tis  true,  Philemon,  our  autumnal  ftorms 
Difrohe  our  trees,  and  ftrip  their  quiy'ring  forms  : 
'Tis  true,  our  livelieft  beauties  are  but  fliorc, 
Short  as  the  joys  which  recommend  your  court  • 
But  thefe  new  charms,  in  following  fprings  obtain, 
While  thofe,  once  fet,(hall  never  rife  again, 
lu  vain  your  plays  allure  ;  all  there,  that's  fine, 
Does  faintly  to  our  artlefs  beauties  fhine. 
Their  fcenes  as  grofsly  imitate  our  groves, 
As  their  lewd  actors  our  foft  paft'ral  loves. 
frequent  their  comedies  to  pltafe  the  town, 
Defcend  to  borrow,  hence,  fome  wit-grac'd  clown. 
The  park,  their  folly's  larger  ftage  charms  lefs ; 
An  ill-mix'd  fcene  of  noife,  grimace ,  and  drefs ! 
The  court,  'tis  true,  fhir.es  out  with  tempting 

ftate; 

For  ruin,  angling  there,  to  catch  the  great, 
Hides  the  hook,  wifely,  with  attractive  bait 
The  joy  which  wine  can  give,  like  fmoky  fires, 
Obfcure  their  fight  whofe  fancy  it  infpires. 
Thus,  like  old  Sodom's  fruit,  that  feat  of  fin, 
Your  pleafures,  fair  without,  are  worms  and  dull 

within. 

Philemon. 

Aflift  me,  facred  fitters !  aid.  my  voice, 
And  guide  loft  Damon  to  a  nobler  choice  ! 
The  crowds  of  ruftics,  who  to  town  repair, 
And  quit,  for  vulgar  hopes,  their  native  air, 
Are  grofs-formM  vapours  heavily  cxhal'd, 
Where  profit's  funny  influence  has  prevail'd; 
But  thofe  alone,  my  friend,  are  beams  for  me 
Which  draw  fuch  limpid  innocence  as  thee  ! 
What  pleafures  reap  you  from  the  unprun'd  field, 
Which  cities  cannot  more  completely  yield  ? 
If,  to  frme  peace-bleft  cot  we  would  retire, 
An  hour's  fhort  journey  crowns  the  foft  defire  : 
There,  ftrait  we  tafte  the  fweets  fo  prais'd  by  you, 
And  then  return  to  thofe  yeu  never  knew  ! 
Ev'n  heav'n  approves  not  folitude,  elic  why 
Did  his  great  will  direct  fociety  ? 
Why  did  the  ancients  elfc  to  towns  repair, 
And  quit,  for  houfes,  tents  and  open  air  ? 
Would  the  great  Hebrew  favourite  of  Heav'n, 
To  whom  both  pow'r  and  wifdom's  charms  were 

giv'n, 

Would  he  on  Sion's  hills  have  fix'd  his  feat, 
Had  rural  pleafures  been,  in  truth,  moil  fweet  ? 

Damon, 

While  here  the  rofy-fronted  morning's  light 
Shines  o'er  the  hill?,  and  charms  the  diftant  fight; 
While  heav'n's  gay  chorifters  in  clouds  arife, 
And,  with  harmonious  warblings,  fhake  the  Ikies; 
While  we  our  mirth  with  moderation  crown, 
And  fhun  th'exceffes  cf  the  dangerous  town. 
Why  would  Philemon,  unadvis'd,  obtrude 
On  us  the  unfelt  xvoes  of  folitude  ? 
What  though  the  Hebrew,  whom  you  well  call 

great, 

Made  Sion,  for  her  temple's  fake,  his  feat  ? 
What  knowledge  did  his  city  life  impart  ? 
Bus  tha:  *t\vas  empty  all,  and  vanity  of  heart ! 


Cowley,  that  finning  bard,  had  try'd  and  kno\ 
The  whole  heap'd  pleafure  of  your  boafled  toi 
And,  finding  all  its  beauties  falfe  and  bafe, 
Retir'd,  and  ever  after  loath'd  the  place. 
Great  Dioclefhn,  when  he  reach'd  the  height 
Of  human  glory,  {hook  off  cumb'rous  ftate, 
Wak'd  into  man,  and  ftiun'd  th'  alluring  bait. 
To  rural  peace,  his  learch  he  next  addrefs'd, 
And  there  his  crown  defpifmg  choice  was  bk 

Philemon. 

Immortal  Cowley 's  tuneful  verfe  I  own, 
Spoke  pow'rful  arguments  againft  the  town  ; 
So  ./Efop's  fox  in  vain  exerts  his  pow'r, 
And  then, like  Cowley,  cries — thsgrapesarefoi 
Had  court  indulgence  ihiil'd  as  he  dcfir'd, 
He  never  had  to  rural  fliadesretir'd. 
Your  Dioclefian,  from  pkbcian  birth, 
Rais'd  to  the  rule  of  a  dependant  earth, 
Stagger'd,  with  giddy  fteps,  beneath  the  weight 
And,  trembling  at  his  danger,  caft  his  ftate  I 
But,  if  examples  can  thy  genius  fire, 
And  move  the  rufty  fprings  of  dead  defirc ; 
Behold  great  Plato,  whofe  acknowledg'd  fame 
Has,  from  his  worth,  immortaliz'd  his  name : 
Eig  with  town  hopes  to  Dionyfius  fly, 
And  to  ambition  tune  philofophy. 
Far-fam'd  Charibdis  threatened  him  in  vain4 
Nor  Scyiia's  terrors  fright  him  back  again. 
Sicilian  grandeur,  like  the  golden  fleece, 
Drew  all  the  men  of  excellence  from  Greece  j 
Pythagoras  to  town  invites  his  friends, 
And  Socrates  our  city  life  defends. 
But,  left  you  fhoulu  the  pow'r  of  truth  deny, 
And,  in  a  caufe  fo  bad,  unmov'd  reply  ; 
Know,  theugh  aficmbled  nature's  fweets  combiuV 
And  art  the  country's  honour  had  defign'd, 
Their  joint  endeavours  would  allure  in  vain, 
While  heav'n-fought  Anna  does  with  us  remain  : 
For  as  thofe  parts  where  Phoebus  fulleft  fhincs, 
Though  rough  and  wild,  are  ftor'd  with  fih 
mines,  [lar 

Whofe  wealth,  attradive,  draws  from  lovelic 
Advent'rous  thoufands  to  thofe  barren  ftrands : 
So,  though  the  city  no  delights  pofleft, 
Did  Anna  choofe  it  for  a  place  of  reft, 
Millions  would  hurry  thither  and  be  bleft. 

Damon. 

Farewell,  ye  once  belov'd,  retir'd  abodes ! 
Ye  murm'ring  fprings !  and  unfrequented  woods  f 
Farewell,  ye  winged  choirs  that  warble  there, 
And  fill  with  melody  the  fluid  air ! 
Ye  foft  amufements  which  indulge  and  pleafe, 
And  life's  bent  fprings  relax  with  blifbful  eafe  1 
Farewell,  ye  rural  fports,  the  eager  chafe, 
The  mountain  falcon,  and  the  nimble  race ! 
Philemon  calls,  the  charming  fwain  invites, 
And  wakes  my  drowfy  foul  to  new  delights. 
Impregnated  with  fire,  from  his  bright  lines 
My  mind  unfreezes,  and  my  bofom  fhines. 
We  not  to  all  our  country  pleafures  mve 
Such  foft  delights  as  in  thy  numbers  flow. 
.Lefs  bright  the  rofy  blufhes  of  the  morn 
Than  thofe  ideas  which  thy  thoughts  adorn. 
Not  tuneful  Philomel,  fo  mufical, 
Nor  murm'ring  fprings,  with  fwcetcr  accent?, 
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The  god  of  oracles  infpires  thy  fongs, 
And  all  is  truth  which  to  that  god  belongs. 
Let  others  then  th'  unequal  ftrife  maintain, 
And,  with  Philemon's  mufe  contend  in  vain  : 
I  yield  ;  and  in  his  conqueft  take  more  pride, 
Than  if  I'd  conquer'd  all  the  fwains  befide. 
Farewell,  ye  once  belov'd,  retir'd  abodes, 
I'll  to  Augufta  now,  the  darling  of  the  gods  ! 

Philemon. 

Welcome,  dear  Damon  !  in  a  high  degree ; 
Welcome,  fweet  fwain  !  to  London  and  to  me. 
To  love  the  late  fhun'd  field  I  now  begin, 
For,  yielding  thus,  you  more  than  conqueft  win. 
Such  tender  warmth  in  thy  foft  foul  I  fee, 
That  I  could  dwell  in  woods,  to  dwell  with  thee. 
Secure  of  thee,  I  may  with  eafe  defy 
Th'  attempt  of  any  future  enemy. 
Abandoned  nymphs  will  now  forfake  the  plains, 
And  dew-drench'd  valleys  weep  departed  fwains  : 
Envy  fhall  leave  the  lonefome  cottage  free, 
For  wit  and  virtue  both  muft  follow  thee. 

A  DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN  DAMON  AND   PHILEMON. 
Concerning  the  preference  of  Riches  to  Poverty. 

Damon. 

ACCURSEP  gold  !  till  thou  begot'ft  offence, 
All  nature  fmil'd  with  artlefs  innocence. 
Men's  days  flid  fmoothly  on  in  foft  delights, 
Nor  fear'd  they  villains  to  dislurb  their  nights: 
No  blooming  virgins  then  were  bafely  fold, 
Slaves  to  the  fordid  tyranny  of  gold  !         [prefs'd, 
But  fwains,  with  honeft  hearts,  kind  truths  ex- 
And  nymphs,  unblufhing,  their  felt  flames  confefs'd : 
Aftrsea  then,  with  unftain'd  glory  reign'd; 
The  judge's  ear,  by  brib'ry  yet  ungain'd. 
No  avarice,  with  her  foul  train,  was  known, 
But  his  was  theirs,  and  ours  was  no  man's  own. 
War  had  not  yet,  with  ftains  of  blood  and  rage, 
Her  mangled  offspring  brought  upon  the  ftage  ; 
But  all  beneath  the  peaceful  olive  fat, 
FilPd  and  delighted  with  their  blifsful  ftate. 
But  when  thy  birth,  O  gold  !  difturb'd  the  world, 
Nature  was  into  fwift  confufion  hurl'd  : 
Her  charms  were  loft,  and  her  all-pleafing  forms 
O'ei whelm'd  by  tempefts,  or  difguis'd  by  ftorrns  : 
Noife  and  deftrudlion,  with  gigantic  ftrides, 
And  all  their  horrid  children  at  their  fides, 
March'd  round  the  frighted  globe  in  fearch  of  theea 
And  plow'd  up  murder,  fhame,  and  perjury  1 
Philemon  then  th'  inglorious  chafe  refrain, 
Nor  wafte  thy  life  in  fearch  of  fordid  gain. 

Philemon. 

Gold  !  thou  gay  quinteffence  of  earth  refin'd ; 
Which  heav'n,  to  balance  ftruggling  pow'r,  de- 

fign'd. 

Till  thy  decifive  weight  deprefs'd  the  fcale, 
Contenders  did  alternately  prevail. 
NOW,  reign'd  as  lord,  fome  chance-afcending 

fwain  ; 

Another  conquers  him,  yet  wins  in  vain ; 
A  third  dethrones  'em  both,  nor  can  his  pow'r" 

maintain. 

Each  would  be  chief,  but  all  unhelp'd  by  thee, 
Stick  in  the  mire  of  mean  equality,, 


Gold  firft  thefamifh'd  mouth  of  learning  fed, 
And  drew  the  curtain  which  dark  ign'rance  fpread. 
No  lab'ring  induftry  alarm'd  the  day, 
For  there  was  no  reward  fuch  toil  to  pay. 
None  to  the  fearch  of  knowledge  would  afpire, 
Since  wit's  increafe  could  raife  their  wealth  no 

higher. 

Supine  ftupidity  forbade  all  ftrife, 
And  fleep  refrefh'd  not,  but  imprifon'd  life. 
But,  fince  thy  worth,  O  gold  !  was  greatly  known, 
Arts  have  fprung  thick,  and  hope  is  wider  grown. 
Men,  bleft  with  thee,  the  murm'ring  world  com- 
mand, 

And  tread  down  difcord  in  each  rebel  land  : 
In  hopes  of  thee,  the  ftupid  aim  to  think, 
And  fin's  broad  eye,  for  profit,  learns  to  wink. 
The  fea's  vaft  depth,  for  thee,  we  boldly  found, 
And  fleep,  undreading,  upon  hoftile  ground. 
For  thee,  the  hind  with  plenty-fpreading  hand, 
Lifts  lazy  nature  from  his  fluggifh  land  : 
Thou,  gold  !  can'ft  melt  the  frofty-breafted  fair, 
And  dry  damp  forrows,  and  foul-drenching  care  s 
In  fhort,  by  gold  alone  we  happy  live ; 
O  Damon  !  joys  are  goods  which  only  gold  can 
give. 

Damon. 

Thus  does  the  glitt'ring  fiend  debauch  our  wills, 
And  fmiles  to  fee  usftroke  his  fling-hid  ills  : 
Bafe  dirt !  the  fools  who  are  enflav'd  by  thee, 
Slaves  to  a.  flave  confefs  themfelves  to  be. 
'Tis  true  thou  art  the  origin  and  fource, 
Whence  pow'r  firft  rofe,  and  which  maintains  her 

courfe  : 

But,  what  is  power,which  wealth,  not  juftice  gives  J 
How  ill-diftinguiuVd  fuch  a  fov'rcign  lives. 
Could  men  but  read  the  Gallic  monarch's  breaft, 
And  trace  fwift  tumults  through  his  broken  reft, 
How  would  they  curfe  his  fhadow-circled  ftatc, 
And  laugh  at  envy,  which  maligrfs  the  great. 
Sometimes,  O  fhame !  the  fair  thy  pow'r  adore, 
And  feign  to  love,  where  they  difdain'd  before. 
But,  ah  1  the  tempters  who  this  charm  have  try'd, 
Gain'd  not  the  woman,  but  the  woman's  pride. 
Can  then  Philemon,  whofe  alluring  ftrains, 
Lov'd  t»y  the  nymphs,  and  envy'd  by  the  fwains, 
Might  reconcile  antipathies,  and  move 
The  cruel  hearts  of  favages  to  love. 
Can  he  efteem  that  baneful  ore  divine  ? 
Or  kneel  difhonour'd  at  blind  fortune's  fhrine  ? 
No — rather  in  her  lewdeft  form,  defcribe 
That  ftain  affixing   foe  to  virtue's  fnow-wafVd 
tribe. 

Plilemttn. 

Damon,  I  love  thee,  and  thy  welfare  feek; 
Thence  lend  my  truth  the  liberty  to  fpeak  : 
Juft  as  I  wifh,  my  friendfhip  would  advife, 
And  have  thee  rich  and  mighty,  as  thou'rt  wife  : 
Thy  keen- wrought  edge  of  fatire  cuts  too  deep, 
Not  always  ills  we  from  wealth's  harveft  reap. 
Gold  is  the  gift  of  heav'n  ;  and  heav'n  is  wife, 
And  knows  the  worth  of  virtue's  far-wifh'd  prize. 
The  ftarts  which  fhake  the  Gallic  monarch's  breaft, 
Thofe  night-born  tumults  which  diftracl  his  reft, 
Spring  not  from  gold,  my  Damon,  but  from  prid-?. 
Which  fwsll'd  ambition  with  too  high  a  tide, 
JCsij 
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Had  he  been  pleas'd  with  glories  gain'd  before, 
Fate  had  not  dafh'd  his  hopes  in  fearch  of  more  : 
Though  gold  the  ergine  of  man's  fortune  is, 
The  pilot  wifdom  muft  direct  the  blifs  : 
Calm  moderation  ought  to  meafure  choice, 
And  high-flown  wifhes  ftoop  at  reafon's  voice. 
The  fun,  which  at  fuch  diftance  paints  the  year, 
Would  fcorch  it,  Damon,  if  it  came  too  near. 
You  may,  with  eafe,  o'er  {hining  millions  reign, 
And  never  he  a  flave  to  flowing  gain. 
But  he  whofe  birth  dire&ing  ftars  decree, 
That  he  (hall  wear  cm*  life  in  poverty, 
JLet  him  be  cafl  in  nature's  choiceft  mould, 
And  lord  of  every  gift  of  heav'n  but  gold  ; 
While  that  al^ne  he  wants,  to  crown  the  reft, 
Not  all  his  other  charms  can  make  him  bleft, 

Damon 

Philemon's  lines  do  gold  fo  far  outfhine, 
So  far  mote  radiant,  dazzling,  and  divine, 
That  ev'n  the  praife  he  gives  it  ferves  to  (how, 
What  more  to  wifdom  than  to  wealth  we  owe  I 
But  oh  !   *tis  falfe  that  gold  can  give  us  friends, 
Flatt'ry  and  friendfhip  have  wide-diff'ring  ends  : 
They  who  crowd  round  us  while  our  hopes  look 

gay. 

Will  in  the  duflc  of  fortune  fhrink  away. 
Tlmon,  the  brave !  the  gen'rous  '  and  the  great ! 
Tinon.  the  wife  !   but  wife,  alas  !  too  late  ! 
Who  dragg'dof  wealth'*  proud  drofs  almighty  load, 
And  fhed  his  blefling-  round  him  like  a  god  ! 
Timon  who  heal'd  the  woes  of  half  mankind  ! 
What  curs'd  returns  did  wretched  Timon  find  ! 
foment  is  blifs,  I'll  with  Philemon  hold; 
jBut  'hat  was  never  purcha-'d  yet  by  gold ; 
Our  affluence  but  ftrves  to  fpur  defire, 
And  dang'rpus  flights  iraiu'dbut  tempt  us  higher. 

Philemon. 

Oh !  let  me  triumph  in  a  golden  fate ! 
|f  I  am  rich  I  can  be  vyifcly  great. 
With  nice-tim'd  aids  can  fainting  worth  affift, 
And  make  the  wretched  happy  when  I  lift ; 
But  if  on  fortune's  barren  ftrands  I  lie, 
^ly  fruitlefs  ^jty  fhall  unpity'd  die  ! 
"You  tell  me,  Damon,  friends  are  bought  and  fold, 
And  that  affifrance  comes  and  goes  with  gold. 
If  help  in  life  affords  the  greateft  blifs, 
fcure,  that  which  buys  that  help  the  greateft  com- 
fort is. 

Damon. 

^     All  your  ftrong  arguments  no  propf  produce, 
Of  gold's  intrinfic  value  but  its  ufe  ! 
Your  generous  foul  your  friends  would  entertain, 
And  general  blifs  wi'h  wide-fpreatf  aids  maintain, 
Call  forth  dim  virtue  on  the  world  to  fhine  ! 
'J  JTis  great !  'tis  wpnd'rous  great !  'ti«  all  divine  I 
But  ftill,  Philemon,  this  fubiime  delight,  ^ 

Springs  not  from  gold's accefs, but  from  irs flight!  V 
You  praife  the  ufe,  yet  cannot  bear  the  figiif.     _) 
Should  villains  aid  me  f  me  worfe  foe  to  kill, 
I'o  love  the  acft,  Lut  hate  the  villain  ftill; 
I'd  prize  a  truth  feiit  in  the  devil's  name, 
But  ftill  abhor  that  devil  from  whom  it  came. 
So  gold,  pernicious  in  its  nature,  may 
By  iouU  like  your's  be  bent  a  nobler  way  : 
Thus,  as  the  needle,  by  magnetic  force 
£hjce  touch'dj  (till  to  the  magnet  guides  its  courfe. 


Trembling,  while  wand'ring  thence,  and  finds 

reft, 

'Till  clafp'd  and  faften'd  to  its  darling  breaft. 
So  though  our  thoughts  on  dtff'rent  points  de-' 

fign, 

Meeting  at  laft  we  in  one  centre  join,      [thine. 
And  in  the  union  lofe  the  terms  of  mine 

Philemon. 

I  praife,  dear  fwain,  the  ufe  of  gold,  'tis  true ; 
But  ufe  includes  intrinfic  value  too  ; 
'Whence  but  from  ufe  does  eftimation  rife  ? 
And  ?v'ry  thing  i»  worth  what  ev'ry  thing  fupplies. 
'  Tis  true,  a  diamond  cannot  keep  out  cold, 
Nor  can  we  eat  or  drink  our  heaps  of  gold ; 
Y^t  blefs'd  with  either,  Damon,  we  can  buy 
What  neiiher  in  their  nature  can  fupply. 
And  fince  for  wealth  the  joys  of  life  are  iold, 
There's  an  intrinfic  value  fure  in  gold. 
I  hold  with  Damon  gold  fhould  be  a  flave, 
I  treat  as  fuch  the  moderate  fums  I  have. 
And  as  kind  fortune  fhall  increafe  my  ftore, 
I'll  make  a  flave  of  that  and  ten  times  more. 
Yet  gold  poflcffes  every  healing  pow'r; 
Not  love  alone  falU  in  a  golden  fhow'r. 
Gold  makes  men  wife  as  well  as  gives  'em  rule ; 
For  who  e'er  knew  a  wealthy  man  a  fool  ? 
Ev'n  in  the  fhades  below  the  rich  were  bleft, 
And  born  by  Charon  to  the  fields  of  reft. 
While  the  poor  beggar,  fhiT'ring  on  the  fhore, 
Wanting  his  penny  found  no  paffage  o'er. 
So  poverty  with  fhame  to  death  was  hurl'd, 
And  drew  down  fcandal  to  the  other  world. 
But  fince,  my  Damon,  whom  the  mufcs  blcfs, 
Affects  not  g<  Id  and  bids  me  love  it  lefs, 
I'l   liften  to  hisfweet  bewitching  voice, 
And  guide  my  foul  to  meet  him  in  his  choice. 
Since  then,  nor  you  nor  I  can  happy  be, 
You  with  much  gold,  nor  I  with  poverty, 
Let's  bend  our  fearch  to  find  fome  freer  fate, 
And  crown  our  wiflies  in  the  middle  ftate. 

TO  A  LADY, 

Deftring  to  knote  what  Love  ivas  lite, 

LOVE  is  a  treacherous  heat,  a  fmothering  fpark, 
Blown  up  by  children's  breath  who  (bun  the  darki 
At  firft,  the  fire  is  innocentlty  bright, 
Glows  gently  gay  and  fcatters  warm  delight : 
But  left  neglected  and  unquench'd  too  long, 
The  nourifti'd  flame  grows  terrible  and  ftrong; 
Till  blazing  fierce,  it  fpreads  on  every  fide, 
And  burns  its  kindler  with  ungrateful  pride. 

PLAIN  TRUTH. 

CHLOP,  you  talk  with  joy  of  Celia's  face, 
Admire  her  wit,  and  ape  her  fancy'd  grace; 
The  praife  you  give  is  fure  fincere  refpedr, 
Your  pra<ftice  proves  what  airs  your  thoughts  af* 

fed.     ' 

But  fince  you  know  that  friendfhip  fliould  be  free, 
Give  her  this  hint,  and  fay — it  came  from  me. 
A  face  like  her's,  if  manag'd  well,  might  pleafe, 
Bu«-  no  charm  ftrikes  that  is  not  arm'd  with  eafe. 
Striving  too  eagerly,  fhe  ftrives  in  vain  ; 
Thefe  ftudied  airs  put  beauty  to  the  ftrain  : 
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Would  fhe  Wound  fure  and  conquer  with  a  grace, 
Tell  her,  the  carelefs  runner  wins  the  race. 

CELINDAIN  THE  SNOW. 

CELINDA  riding  in  a  fnowy  day, 

The  wind-driv'n  flakes  about  her  hov'ring  flew, 
Some  to  her  tempting  bofom  made  their  way, 

And  melting,  chill'd  her  beauties  through  and 
through. 

Some  aiming  with  lefs  art  her  clothes  befet, 

And  froze  to  little  buttons  as  they  fell ; 
Others,  which  could  not  fuch  fair  quarters  get, 

Flew  by  unbleft  and  mifs'd  the  ihlv'ring  belle. 
Q^ite  tir'd  at  laft,  and  freezing  as  fhe  rode, 

Her  ivory  teeth  all  chattering  in  her  head ; 
Was  ever  fuch  a  day  ?  {he  cry'd,  good  God  ! 

If  it  much  longer  fnows  I  (hall  be  dead. 
Madam,  faid  I,  'tis  true,  your  lovely  breaft 

Is  far  more  us'd  to  give  than  fuffer  pain  ; 
Yet  of  this  accident  to  make  the  beft, 

Tis  better  I  fhould  preach  than  you  complain. 

All  nature's  works  in  fome  degree  alike, 

Confefs  the  wifdom  of  their  Maker's  will, 
And  bear  hid   meanings  man's  dark  mind  to  ftrike 

With  myftic  hints  that  try  comparing  {kill. 
Thus  fome  with  envy  fill'd,  enveoom'd  look,  [fee . 

And  gnaw  themfelves  when  happier  men  they 
Some  can  fuccels  in  orhers  gladly  brook. 

Though  they,  perhaps,  fteep'd  o'er  in  miferybe. 
Others,  again,  by  outward  winds  unfhook, 

All  chances  but  their  own  indifferent  fee. 
So,  my  Celinda,  'tis  with  the  {harp  fnow, 

Thofe  feath'ry  flakes  have  each  a  fev'ral  aim ; 
The  envy-acted  ice  your  bofom  glow, 

And  rufh,  malicious,  to  affault  the  flame. 

But  fliock'd  to  find  themfelves,  when  netted  there, 
So  far  exceeded  in  their  boafted  white  ; 

•  With  melting  grief  their  humbled  pride  they  bear, 
And  weep  themfelves  to  death  to  fhun  the  light. 

Others,  of  this  white  tribe  that  fee  and  know, 
With  rev'rence  fhun  that  blifs-warm  breaft  of 
thine, 

But  ftrive  t*  adorn  thy  drefs  with  fome  new  fliow, 
And  froze  to  glitt'ring  gems  about  thee  Ihine. 

A  third  fort,  unattra&ed  ev'n  by  thee; 

And  cold  indeed  fuch  fnow  we  ought  to  call; 
With  dull  indiff'rence  all  thy  charms  can  fee, 

And,  difregardful,  round  thee  Scattering  fall. 

Celinda  lift'ning,  anfwer'd  with  a  fmile, 
You  poets  keep  your  fancies  always  warm ; 

Could  but  this  inward  heat  the  froft  beguile, 
We  need  not  (lop  at  yonder  fmokey  farm. 

TO  CELINDA, 
In  Excufe  for  looking  on  ler  at  Church. 

IF  fix'd  on  your's  my  eyes  in  pray'r  you  fee, 
You  muft  not  call  my  zeal  idolatry  ; 
For  fince  our  Maker's  throne  is  piac'd  fo  high, 
TJbiat  only  in  his  works  vhc  Gud  we  fpy  ; 


And  what's  moft  bright,  fnoft  gives  him  to  our 

view, 
I  look  moil  near  him  when  I  look  on  you. 

GOOD-FRIDAY. 

AM  I  awake?  or  is  my  foul  mifled, 

Through  the  bold  tracks  of  mem'ry's  mazy  deep, 

The  empty  realms  of  mimic  fleep, 
Horrors  by  wild  imagination  bred, 
Skim  ftiadowy,  and  about  me  circling  fpread, 
Oh  :  who  can  tell  the  caufe  of  thefe  new  fears  ? 
Whence  thefe  loud  groans  which  tortur'd  fancy 
heats  ? 

Whence  this  loud  thiind'ring  in  my  ears  ? 
Why  feems  the  ftarting  fun  to  hold  back  day  ? 
Why;does  he  leap  at  once  out  of  his  fire-pav'd  way? 

And  half-extinguifh'd  upward  fly, 
To(hrowd  hi«  beams  behind  a  fabbledfky  ?  [htirl'd  ? 
Why  every  Way  at  once  are  thefe  fwiit  lightning* 

Trembling  nations  to  amaze, 
And  terribly  adorn  with  quiv'ring  blaze, 
The  horrors  of  a  {hade-benighted  world  ? 

Why  breaks  yon  rifing  ocean  o'er  the  lands  ? 
Difdainful  of  its  old  appointed  bounds  :       [fands, 
Why  does  it  open  far  behind  its  brine-delighted 

And  leaving  dry  its  roomy  bed, 
Let  loofe  at  once,  high  lift  its  frightful  head, 

To  feck  forbidden  grounds  f 

And  hugely  fwelling  from  afar,  with  earth-aflault- 
ing  roar,  [the  kingdoms  o'ef. 

Rife  o'er  the  fwallow'd  mountain  tops,  and  fweep 
Why  does  this  circle-fpreading  earthquake  fwell, 
Deep-flowing  like  a  fubterrancous  tide  ? 

Frighted  fancy,  canft  thou  tell, 
Why  this  hfong  foe,  afham'd,  his  face  (houldhide? 

'Tis  not  fure  for  want  of  pride, 
He  {hakes  down  cities  with  his  mildeft  (bocks; 
Plows  in  the  hill  he  rolls  beneath,  and  harrows  up 
the  rocks ! 

Unfeen,  he  dreadful  does  appear; 
The  marble-hearted  mountains  quake  for  fear  : 
And  as  they  find  the  danger  drawing  near, 
With  huge  unwieldy  terror  leap  alide, 
And,  {hook  with  agues,  caft  their  fnowy  pride. 

The  dead  themfelves,  by  nature's  charter  bleft, 

With  promis'd  beds  of  lafting  reft, 
Are   from  their  graves,   their  dark  long  homes 

thrown  up  and  difpoffeft. 
See  the  pale  ghoits  of  our  forefathers  rife  ! 

Horribly  ferene  they  glide, 
And  fnuff,  with  fhadowry  noftrils,  fcents  of  day, 
Which  fled  fo  lately,  all  at  once,  away. 
See  how  to  earth  they  bend  their  beamlefs  eyes, 
And  feem  to  wander,  guidelef*,  every  way, 
Unwilling  through  our  hated  world  to  ftray, 
In  fearch  of  the  forgotten  graves  where  once  their 
bodies  lay. 

Too  confcious  foul !  I  feel  it  now : 
Well  may  the  flubborn  pride  of  nature  bow. 

Well  may  trembling  nations  moan, 
And  mem'ry.  fick  with  confirmation,  groan. 
God,  who  to  man  his  ev\y  bi.-fii:,g  gives. 
From  whom,  ungrateful,  he  receiv'd  his  breath  : 
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That  God,  by  vrhom  alone  man  lives, 
That  very  God,  this  day,  by  man  met  death. 

THE  DISPARITY, 

»ROM  A  HINT  OF  SIR   HENRY  WOTTON. 

YE  ftarry  fparks,  on  which,  by  night,  we  gaze, 
That  meanly  fatisfy  our  diftant  eyes, 

More  by  your  number  than  your  blaze, 
Ye  common  people  of  the  ikies : 

What  are  ye  when  the  fun  {hall  rife  ? 

Ye  warbling  rangers  of  the  groves, 

That  fweetly  ftrain  your  litle  throats  : 
And,  perch'd  on  boughs,  to  fing  your  loves, 

Charm  the  ftill  foreft  with  your  notes ; 
Who  will  admire  your  tuneful  lays, 

When  Philomel  her  voice  (hall  raife  ? 
Ye  violets  that  in  early  fpring  appear, 

And,  cloth'd  in  purple,  wait  upon  the  fun, 
Adorning  earth's  damp  face,  with  blooming  cheer, 

And  making  ev'ry  verdant  bank  your  own, 
What  are  ye  when  the  rofe  is  blown  ? 

So,  when  my  charmer  {hall  be  feen, 

Gaz'd  on,  and  vronder'd  at  by  all, 
Beauty  muft  own  her  rightful  queen, 

And  ev'ry  fair  ufurprefs  fall : 
iFor  fhe  was  fure  by  heav'n  defign'd, 

Th'  eclipfe  and  glory  of  her  kind. 

BELINDA'S  GRAVE. 

HERE,  woe-mark'd  fpot !  once  dear  Belinda  lay; 
Here  her  cold  bofom  mix'd  with  colder  clay ; 
And  here,  defpairing  and  afflicted  I 
Planted  this  tree,  which  now  makes  hade  to  die  : 
While  this  lov'd  cyprefs  a  fad  flicker  made, 
Oft  would  I  lofe  myfelf  beneath  its  fhade; 
Guide,  with  a  painful  pleafure,  each  dear  (hoot, 
And  w*ater  with  my  tears  the  rich-fed  root. 
Sigh  through  the  boughs,  like  fome  moid  April 

breeze, 

And  the  grafp'd  trtmk  in  am'rous  rapture  fqueeze. 
And  when  fome  warbling  fongfter,  nefted  there, 
Belinda's  voice,  methought,  {hook  foft  the  air  ! 
The  murm'ring  branches,  bending  from  the  wind, 
Breath'd  a  cool  comfort  o'er  my  love- {hook  mind. 
Thus,  fcven  long  years,  I  learnt  to  hear  and  fee 
My  loft  Belinda,  in  her  funeral  tree. 
But,  mad  at  laft,  and  all  impatient  grown, 
To  make  my  fruitlcfs  paflion  ftill  more  known  : 
Fatally  fond,  I  put  a  cruel  mark, 
And  carv'd  my  name  upon  the  filrinking  bark. 
Wretch  that  I  was !  the  tree,  from  that  curs'd  day, 
In  fad  refemment,  pin'd  itfelf  away  ! 
And  that  new  life,  which  dead  Belinda  gave, 
Wither'd  with  pain,  crept  downward  to  htr  grave. 

THE  ROYAL  SEPULCHRE. 

ts  this  the  boaftful  pride  of  mortal  flate  ? 

Is  it  for  this  we  covet  to  be  great  ? 

What    fhort-liv'd    blifs    from    cnvy'd  grandeur 

fpring?, 

When  thefe  poor  relics  once  were  mighty  kings ! 
O  frail  uncertainty  of  earthly  povv'r  ! 
Where  graves  can  majefty  itfcli"  devour  ! 


How  naked  now  does  royalty  appear  ! 
Alasf  how  vaft,  how  fad  a  change  is  here  ! 
Tell  me,  dumb  duft,  how  wide  was  thy  command 
Where's  now  the  fceptrethat  once  fill'd  this  handi 
Where  are  thofc  brawny  guards  which  aw'd  tl 

ftate  ?  [wait 

Where  the  gay  crowds  which  once  were  pruud 
Can  narrow  limits,  dark  like  thefe,  contain 
The  chang'd  extent  of  thy  contracted  reign  * 
Canft  thou,  at  whofe  leaft  frown  a  nation  (hook, 
And,  trembling,  watch'd  the  light'nings  of  thj 

look  : 

Canft  thou,  a:  laft  grown  humble,  be  content 
To  let  bold  fearch  profane  thy  monument  ? 
And  common  men,  grown  rude  and  wanton  too, 
Thus  poife  your  dully  bones,  and  wonder  at  the 

view. 

MAY-DAY. 

WELCOME,  dear  dawn  of  fummer'» rifmg  fway, 
Fair  fav'rite  of  the  year  !  foul-foft'ning  May  ! 
Late  I  have  learnt,  by  love's  fwect  queen  infyir'd, 
Why,  from  my  youth,  this  day  my  bofom  fir'd  ; 
'Twas  for  her  birth  that  blooming  nature  fprung, 
'  Twas  in  her  notes  the  {ky's  foft  rangers  fung. 
The  breeze  blew  foft,  to  figh  her  foul's  fwect 

frame, 

And  the  boughs  bent  in  homage  to  her  name. 
Thick  {hot  the  meads,  to  paint  her  fruitful  mind, 
And  fiow'rs,  that  roll'd  her  breath,  enrich'd  the 

wind; 

For  her  the  fun  wakM  out  to  blefs  our  ifle, 
And  lighted  up  half  heav'n  to  paint  her  fmile. 
Oh  !  we  are  lovers  all !  our  Celia  reigns, 
And  the  warm'd  world  is  fick  with  my  fweet 

pains. 

MOSES'S  SONG  OF  THANKSGIVING, 

On  the  overthrow  of  Pbaratb  in  the  Red  Sea , 
FROM   EXODUS,  CHAP.  XV. 

Tbefrjl  Part  only. 

TEMPLES  and  altars  let  us  raife, 

Ours,  and  our  father's  God,  provokes  our  praife. 

God  is  our  ftrength,  God  is  our  theme  : 

Where  is  Egypt's  fall'ri  efteem  ? 

Pharaoh  wakes  from  his  proud  dfeam  ; 

Wakes  to  feel  a  warrior's  hand. 

Lord  of  a  povv'r  more  vaft  than  his,  that  fhaket 
hiswond'ring  land  ! 

Vainly  the  following  foes  our  God  defy'd, 

Their  rapid  wheels  in  vain  tore  up  the  ftrand  ; 

In  vain  they  mock'd  the  waving  wand; 

Not  all  their  noife  could  the  loud  fea  withftaiid  ; 

The  wat'ry  world  flow'd  fearlefs  o'er  their  pride, 

A  drowning  army  beat  th'  involving  tide. 

On  wave-wafti'd  chariots,  half  fuftam'd,  the  trem- 
bling captains  ride. 

Up-lifted  hoofs  paw'd  loofe  the  liquid  way, 

And  round  'em,  black'ning  through  the  foam,  the 

floating  legions  lay. 

Down,  down,  th'  ungrounded  footfteps  go  ; 
Straiu'd  to  feel  for  fends  below, 
Sands  where  wat'ry  mountains  flow ! 
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Sinking,  like  rocks,  they  clog  the  deep  with  prey, 
High-cov'ring  rofe  the  briny  flood,  and  fwept  their 

rage  away. 

Saving  God  !  thy  hand  was  here  : 
Thou  prote6Hng,  who  can  fear  ? 
Threat'ning  aloud,  the  thund'ring  legions  rofe, 
And  at  thy  chofen  fhook  th'  extended  fpear  : 
Behind,  amaz'd,  we  faw  th'  o'ertaking  foes, 

Hearts  anticipating  blows. 
But  while  thy  blaft,  O  bafe  defpair  !  blew  keen, 

Safely  from  heav'n  (hot  down  between  ! 
Dreadful,  in  wrath,  thy  lifted  arm  but  fhoner 
And  all  th'  unnumber'd  thoufands  melt  away  ; 
O'er  ftubbly  fields,  fo  wind-driv'n  fire  rolls  on, 
And  fweeps  the  blazing  breadth  with  crackly  fway. 
Th'  Almighty's  voice  but  fpoke  a  loud  command, 
And  ftrait  th'  unlinking  furges  backward  rife. 
High  climbing  waves  in  quiv'ring  mountains  fland, 
And  hang  their  billowy  horrors  in  the  Ikies. 
In  murm'ring  cleft  th'  obedient  deep  yawns  wide, 
And  fhad'wy  glooms  lour  dark  from  either  fide. 
Down  through  the  horrid  vale's  moift  concave  led, 

Safe  and  dry  bold  Ifrael  tread ; 
Gay,  'twixt  terrors,  round  her  fpread, 
Her  tearful  eye  now  fmil'd  once  more  and  hail'd 

her  guardian  God. 
Hark  !  aloft  the  wond'ring  foe  ! 
Look  !  they  cry'd,  all  pointing  lowj 
Shall  the  cowards  'fcape  us  fo  ; 
'Twixt  the  dividing  waves  they  go  ! 
Their  forc'rer  cleaves  the  fea  with  magic  fkill  : 

Hafte,  prevent,  o'ertake  and  kill. 
They  hear,  they  march — they  dare  the  mad  com- 
mand ; 

The  fhouting  fquares  invade  the  cover'd  ftrand  ; 
'Chariots,  impel  I  d  on  fiery  wheels,  gore  wide  th'  in- 

ajmber'd  fand. 

!Mix'd  horfe  and  foot,  in  bann'ry  pomp  defcend  ; 
See,  from  each  horn  th'  inclining  length'ners  bend, 
Loofe  ilides  the  weeping  oofe  to  fhun  their  weight. 
And  the  deep  murm'ring  mourns  th'  unufual  ilate_ 
Hark  !  the  burfting  thunder  fpeaks ! 
Waves  your  wat'ry  ranks  difband  1 
Oh  !  behold  how  vain,  how  weak 

Strength  that  dares  its  God  withftand  ! 
Down  at  once  from  either  hand, 
Hoarfe  founding  hills,  o'er  hills  let  loofe,  devour 

the  vanifh'd  fand  ! 

Helplefs,  ingulf'd,  th'  immerging  fquadrons  roll : 
Pharaoh,  proud-finking,  drinks  down  brine  that 

chills  his  fiery  foul. 

ivlix'd  on  th'  involving  furge,  a-while  they  ftrive, 
Then,  like  funk  plumbets,  to  the  bottom  dive. 
Of  all  the  gods,  no  god  like  ours  is  found  1 
Join  heav'n  and  earth,  applaufe  like  his  let  men 
and  angels  found. 

DAVID'S  ELEGY 
For  the  Death  of  Saul  and  Jonathan, 

a  KINGS,  CHAP.  1. 

O  ISRAEL  !  how  does  all  thy  beauty  fade  ! 
How  are  the  mighty  fall'n,  the  flrotig  betray'd  ! 
Ne'er  may  this  woe  in  Oath's  full  flrcets  be  told  ;  j 
Never  let  Afcalon  our  fate  unfold,  I 


Mountains  of  Gilboa  !  may  ye  drink  no  dew ; 
Let  rain's  mourn'd  want  turn  red  the  verdant  hue  ; 
Let  your  vines  wither,  and  your  olives  die, 
And  your  parch'd  fields  no  grainy  wealth  fupply  ; 
For  there,  abandon'd  Saul,  brave  monarch,  bled, 
As  if  no  awful  oil  had  hemm'd  his  head. 

Never  in  vain  drew  Jonathan  his  bow; 
Never  Saul's  fword  fell  fruftrate  on  a  foe : 
Lovely  and  loving,  one  dear  life  they  led, 
Nor  parted  dying,  but  together  bled. 
Swifter  than  eagles,  to  the  fight  they  flew, 
Stronger  than  lions,  they  could  foes  purfue. 

Daughters  of  [frael !  weep  the  lofs  of  Saul: 
In  fcarlet  and  in  gold  he  cloth'd  you  all : 
Peaceful,  beneath  his  warlike  fhade,  you  fmil'd ; 
And  triumph'd,  by  their  toil,  whofe  hofts  he  fpoil'd* 

Thee,  Jonathan,  my  brother!  thee  I  mourn; 
With  grief  ftill  growing  mufl  thy  lofs  be  borne. 
Soft  and  delightful  partner  of  my  foul : 
Two  halfs  divided  made  us  one  dear  whole. 
Vail  was  thy  love,  and  wonderful  to  me  ; 
And  never  woman  lov'd  as  1  lov'd  thee. 


TO  A  LADY, 

ON  CALLING  ME  JEALOUS. 


I 


HE  whofe  whole  treafure  one  dear  vcffel  bears, 

Through   feas    on    which  deftru&ive   pirate* 

fwarm, 
Mufl  be  excus'd  a  thoufand  fears  and  cares, 

And  bend  his  foul  to  ev'ry  ftrong  alarm. 
Ill  do  they  love,  and  feel  thee  at  their  heart, 

Who  feem  unmov'd,  while  others  hope  thee 

theirs ; 
My  kindling  bofom  burns  with  open  fmart, 

For  my  proud  foul  her  unveil'd  meaning  wears. 
Nice  as  thy  own,  and  all  refin'd  as  thine, 

My  tow'ring  pafiion  climbs  with  gen'rous  flame  j 
But,  flirinking  from  ncgleA,  in  fad  decline, 

Burns  downward,  and  forgoes  a  fruftrate  aim. 
Tender  as  infant  fighs,  in  fiumb'ring  eafe, 

My  foft'ning  foul  admits  and  owns  thy  fway : 
'Tis  my  life's  fweeteft  care  thy  tafte  to  pleafc, 

And  in  thy  funfhinc  melt  my- griefs  away. 
Woes  are  too  weak  to  wound  me  through  thy 
fmiles;  [me; 

The  pole's  fix'd  froft  were  warm  as  heav'n  to 
I  tread  down  malice  through  her  mazy  wiles, 

And  triumph  over  all  things  charming  thee. 
What  taik  fo  dangerous,  or  what  toil  fo  vaft, 

Would  not  thy  love  infpire  me  to  defy  : 
Soul'd  with  immortal  fire  my  flame  muft  laft, 

And  I  fhould  conquer  worlds  beneath  thy  eye. 
Othat  my  ftruggling  thoughts  which  heave  within, 

Could  borrow  but  a  voice  and  fpeak  my  foul; 
Then  would  this  heart  thy  gratef.ul  paflions  win, 

Till — ch,  vaft  empire  !  I  fhould  claim  the  whole. 
Yet  as  it  is  indulge  my  trembling  fear, 

And  give  thy  lover's  counfel  leave  to  fpeak: 
Fools  are  all  falfe,  nor  long  can  hold  thee  dear, 

For  foon  they  find  whateer  they  know  to  feejcj 
iX  x  iiij 


*»* 
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Boaftful,  ungenerous,  vain,  and  grofsly  mean 
On  all  thy  charms  they  only  feed  their  fenfe  ; 

Thou  art  by  them  but  as  mere  woman  feen, 
Blind  to  thy  heav  n  of  inward  excellence. 

Sudden  the  wretches1  fmoky  flames  expire ; 

Such  earthy  fuel  mull  <  t  n.urfe  decay; 
But  I,  while  adoration  lifts  dffire, 

JLight  up  a  love  that  ne'er  can  burn  away. 

ALONE  IN  AN  INN  AT  SOUTHAMPTON. 

Afrit  15.  1737. 

TWENTY  loft  years  have  flol'n  their  hours  away, 
Since  in  this  inn,  ev'ti  in  this  nom   I  lay  : 
How  chang'd  !  what  then,  rapturt,  fire,  and  air, 
Seems  now  fad  filence  all  and  blank  defpair  ! 
Is  it  that  youth  paints  eveiy  view  too  bright, 
And.  life  advancing,  fancy  fades  her  light  ? 
Ah,  no  !—»no'  yet  is  day  fo  far  declin'd, 
Nor  can  tiric's  creeping  coldnefs  reach  the  mind. 

' Tis  that  1  mifs  th'  infpirer  of  that  youth  ; 
Her,  whofe  foft  fmile  was  love,  whofe  foul  was 

truth. 

Her,  from  whofe  pain  I  never  wlfh'd  relief, 
And  tor  whofe  pleafure  I  could  i'mile  at  grief. 
Profpe6ts  that  view'd  with  her  infpir'd  before, 
Now  feen  without  her  can  delight  no  more. 
Death  fnatch'd  my  joys,  by  cutting  off  her  (hare, 
But  left  her  griefs  to  multiply  my  care. 

Penfive  and  cold  this  room  in  each  chang'M  part 
I  View,  and,  fhock  d  from  ev'ry  obje <ft,  ftart  •  [day, 
There  hung  the  watch,  that  beating  hours  from 
Told  its  fweet  owner's  ItfTening  life  away. 
There  her  dear  diamond  taught  the  fafh  my  name  , 
^Tis  gone  '  frail  image  of  love,  life,  and  fame. 
That  glafs,  fhe  drefs'd  at,  keeps  her  form  no  more  ; 
Not  one  dear  footftep  tunes  th'  unconfcioua  floor, 
There  fat  ftie — yet  thofe  chairs  no  fenfc  retain, 
And  bufy  recollection  fmarts  in  vain. 
Sullen  and  dim,  what  faded  fcenes.  are  here  ! 
I  wonder,  and  rctracM  a  ftarting  tear, 
Gaze  in  attentive  doubt — wit!,  anguifh  fwell, 
And  o'er  and  o'er  on  each  \*eigh'd  objed  dwell. 
Then  to  the  window  rufti,  gay  views  invite, 
And  tempt  idea  to  permit  delight. 
But  unimpreffive,  all  in  forro-w  drown'dj. 
One  void  forgetful  defert  glooms  around. 

Oh  life  '.—deceitful  lure  of  loft  defires  ! 
How  fhort  thy  period,  yet  how  fierce  thy  fires! 
Scarce  can  a  paflion  ftart  (we  change  fo  faft), 
Xre  new  lights  ftrike  us,  and  the  old  are  paft. 
Schemes  following  (themes,  fo  long  life's  tafte  ex- 
plore, 

That  e'er  we  learn  to  live,  we  live  no  more. 
\Vho  then  can  think — yet  figh,  to  part  with  breath? 
Or  fhun  the  healing  har.d  of  friendly  death  ? 
Guilt,  penitence,  and  wrongs,  and  pain,  and  ftrife, 
Form  the   whole  heap'd  amount,  thou  iiatterer, 

life! 

Is  it  for  this,  that  tofs'd  'twixt  hope  and  fear, 
Peace,  by  new  Ihipwrecks,  numbers  each  new  year  ? 
Oh  take  me,  death  !  indulge  dcfir  d  repofe, 
And  draw  thy  filent  curtain  round  my  woes. 

Yet  hold — one  tender  pang  revokes  that  pray'r, 
Still  there  remains  one  claim  tu  tax  my  care. 


- 


Gone  though  fhe  is,  fhe  left  her  fuul 

In  four  dear  tranfcnpt*  of  her  copyM  mind. 

They  chain  me  down  to  life,  new  talk  fupplyy 

And  leave  me  not  at  leifure  yet  to  die  '. 

Bufied  for  them  I  yet  forego  releafe, 

And  teach  my  wraried  heart  to  wait  for  peace. 

But  when  their  day  b-eaks  broad,  I  Welcome  nij 

Smile  at  difcharge  from  care,  and  fhut  out  ligl 

THE  SHIPWRECK. 

'TWAS  on  the  day  whofe  unatifpicious  fate, 
With  difmal  news  alarm'd  Britannia  s  ftate; 
And  in  our  admiral's  fhipwreck  let  us  fee, 
That  courage  cannot  ftem  mortality  ! 
The  fea's  grim  fov'reign  in  a  calmer  place, 
Unbent  the  wrinkly  terrors  of  his  face  : 
Where,  ftrefch'd  at  eafe,  the  wanton  monarch 
And,  hemm  d  with  nercids,  laugh'd   the   hour 

away; 

Soft  knots  of  unform'd  coral  fwell'd  his  bed, 
And  oozy  famphire  crown'd  his  bufhy  head. 
A  watchful  guard  the  beft  arm'd  fifties  keep, 
And  wind-rock'd  billows  lull  d  their  lord  to 
While  thus  he  lay,  thick-gathering  ihouts 

heard 

From  ev'ry  part  the  fcaly  nation  fteerM ; 
With  fudden  force  the  fwclling  fea  ran  high, 
And  moving  mountains  fwept  the  darkened  flcy. 
Difturb'd,  the  monarch  rais'd  his  wond'ring 
And  ftarted,  doubtful,  from  his  briny  bed  : 
Angry,  his  awful  trident  thrice  he  (hook, 
And  fwift  p-ificffion  of  his  chariot  took  : 
Fix'd  in  the  (lately  feat,  he  drives,  he  rates  ! 
Vise  frighted  fteed*.  divide  the  foamy  waves; 
And  plunging  fiercely  through  retorted  tides, 
Dafh  the  drops  both  ways  from  their  panting 

Soon  he  arriv'd,  where  (hoals  on  fhoals  amaz' 
In  gath'ring  fwarm,  as  on  fome  wonder,  gaz  d : 
Triumphant  tumult  fpoke  unuiual  joys. 
And  growing  numbers  fwell  d  the  favage  noife. 
The  god  adva;  c'd  ;  and,  as  he  nearer  drew, 
The  ihooting  fifties  fled  his  awful  view  ! 
He  came  ;  and  curious  what  the  caufe  could  be, 
That  had  at  once  alarm'd  th*  aflembled  fea  ! 
He  faw — and,  ftarting  back,  declin'd  his  head, 
The    well-known   Cluu'fly,    Britain's  admiral, 

dead! 

Stretch'd  on  the  fands,  the  Wave-fwol'n  warrior  lay, 
To  death's  wide  jaw  an  unexpected  prey  ! 
Swift  he  defrends,  o'ei joy'd  at  what  he  found, 
And  rais'd  the  body  from  th*  unwilling  ground ; 
Invok'J  the  foui  to  re-inform  his  bread  : 
The  late  ejt&ed  fpirit,  greatly  bleft, 
Return'd,  and  joyful  its  own  feat  pofiefs'd; 
The  waking  htro  felt  aftrange  iurj-rife, 
And  ftarting,  open'd  wide  his  lea-wafh'd  eyes  : 
.Look'd  round,  with  curious  horror  all  amaz'd, 
While  thus  the  god  befpoke  him  as  he  gaz'd. 

Illu  ;  r ious  rival  of  my  wat'ry  throne  1 
Welcome  to  regions  more  than  half  your  own. 
Long  have  my  leas  been  pra-ilis'd  to  your  fway ; 
Scarce  would  my  doubtful  Haves  my  laws' obey, 
Unknowing,  till  furpris'u,  tlicy  faw  y  >u  die, 
Who  was  mod  god  of  oceans,  you  or  1 ! 
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Live  now  confefs'd,  from  this  propitious  hour, 
Imperial  partner  of  divided  pow'r.  [pride, 

Grateful,  the  chief  bow'd  low,  unmov'd  with 
And  to  the  gen'rous  offtr  thus  reply 'd  : 
You  tempt  me  with  a  pow'r  I  would  not  l«fe, 
Had  I  my  queen's  confent  that  pow'r  to  ufe. 
.She  bid  me  rule  the  feas  to  my  laft  breath, 
But  gave  me  no  commiflion  after  death. 

THE  FRENCH  PROPHETS. 
PROPHECY,  no — 'tis  luxury  of  foul ! 
J4o  cataracts  down  religion's  rivers  roll !       [clear, 
Her  ftreams,  though  deep,  are  ever  fmooth  and 
And  from  their  bottoms  all  things  plain  appear. 
On  luperftition's  fea  thefe  veffels  ride, 
Foul  with  the  dafhings  of  her  muddy  tide. 
What  marks,   what  tokens,  can  they  boaft  from 

heav'n  ? 

Knowledge  is  ftill  with  infpiration  giv'n ! 
While  thcfc  the  dufky  paths  of  ignorance  tread, 
And  impudently  prophecy  for  bread  ! 
With  counterfeited  fhocks  of  foul  they  fwell, 
And  in  ferc'd  fweats,  convullive  falfehoods  tell. 
To  heights  like  this  religion  would  not  fly  ; 
Ev'n  zeal  grows  madnefs,  when  'tis  fcrew'd  too 
high. 

Now  law,  methinks,  moft  wholefomely  fevere, 
Might  truth's  fair  garden  from  this  rubbifh  clear  ; 
Which  long  defpis'd,  may  ftrike  too  vig'rous  root, 
And  into  groves  of  godly  error  fhoot ! 
'Twere  eafy,  now,  to  fweep  loofe  weeds  away, 
Which  may  deftroy  the  flow'rs  by  fhort  delay. 

So,  in  the  bottom  of  fome  goodly  plain, 
Flows  a  fmall  rill,  increas'd  by  caiual  rain  ; 
Near  which,  with  careful  fleps,  and  founding  hands, 
Some  cautious  clown  with  needlefs  terror  ftands ; 
Loth  to  attempt  a  nimble  paflage  o'er, 
While  ftill  the  fwelling  ftream  increafes  more  ; 
Till  faint  eflays  protracting  time  in  vain, 
The  rifing  river  drowns  the  cover'd  plain. 
Then  ftagg'ring  with  affright  he  gazes  round, 
And  forc'd  to  pafs  at  laft  miftakes  his  ground  : 
Till  deeply  wading  toward  the  wide  mifs'd  ihore, 
The  current  fweeps  him,  and  he's  feen  no  more. 

CELIA  TO  AMINTOR. 

SINCE  God,  whom  we  continually  offend, 
Is  ftill  fo  merciful,  that  he  forgives, 

Man  fure  a  pitying  ear  may  juftly  lend, 
When  woman  penitent  in  forrow  lives. 

The  mournful  dove,  when  abfent  from  her  mate, 
Sits  brooding  melancholy  all  alone  ; 

Pines  and  bemoans  her  feparated  ftate, 

And  all  the  groves  can  ne'er  the  lofs  atone. 

So  I,  depriv'd  of  all  I  hold  moft  dear, 

My   much-mourn'd   lover,   and   my   tend'reft 
friend, 

Hear  reafon  whifper  in  my  confciou?  ear, 
That  only  your  bleft  fight  my  grief  can  end. 

Sure,  if  I  fee  you  not  before  I  fleep, 

A  fecond  Niobe  I  fhall  become; 
Fly  then,  Amintor,  give  my  woe  relief; 

Rather  than  vex  you,  1'il  be  always  dumb. 


AMINTOR'S  ANSWER. 
F  you  too  frequently  provoke  your  God, 

That  God,  who  merciful,  forgives  you  ftill, 
f  ou  muft  expect  at  laft  to  feel  his  rod; 

His  rod,  the  fittcft  fcourge  of  head-ftrong  wilt, 
3ut  I,  long  vers'd  in  women's  winding  ways, 

Unmov'd  with  patient  phlegm  their  follies  fee ; 
And,  like  men  tir'd  with  dirty  wint'ry  days,    [be. 

Would  wiih  'twere  fpring,  but  know  it  cannot 
No  longer  then  in  fpite  of  nature  pine ; 

Thofe  tiny  eyes  can  fpare  no  room  for  tears ; 
Your  wand'ring  dove  has  fnatch'd  the  firft  glad 
fign, 

And  with  the  peaceful  olive-branch  appears. 
For  fhould  your  tuneful  clack  be  ftricken  dumb, 

More  wonders  would  arife  than  you  have  fhown; 
Not  Celia  only  ftatue  would  become, 

But  all  th'  aftonifh'd  town  would  turn  to  done. 

TO  MIRANDA,  AFTER  MARRIAGE ; 

WITH     MR.    LOCK'S    TREATISE    OV     EDUCATION, 

SINCE  every  day  with  new  delight  I  fee 

Thefe  lively  little  images  of  thee, 

I  would  their  tender  minds  to  virtue  bow, 

And  have  'em  never  kfs  belov'd  than  now. 

Take  then,  thou  gentle  partner  of  my  care, 

A  glafs,  to  fhow  thee  what  thefe  infants  are  : 

By  this  juft  light  direct  their  opening  way, 

Left  road-  met  folly  lead  their  fteps  aftray :    [owe, 

Firft,  teach  'em  what  to  heavVs  high  throne  they 

Then — whence  on  earth  the  wife  man's  comforu 

flow: 

Teach  'em,  while  fortune  fmiles  to  ufe  her  right, 
And  nobly  fcorn  her  when  fhe  takes  her  flight. 
The  rare-found  charms  of  friendihip  let  'cm  know, 
And  learn,  that  love's  foft  drefs  is  lin'd  with  woe. 
Form  with  progreffive  care  the  wid'ping  mind, 
And,  growing,  bid  'em  leave  the  world  behind ; 
Till  having  learn'd  whate'er  becomes  the  free, 
You  laftly  teach  'em,  how  ta  charm  like  thee. 

EPITAPH 

ON  A  TOUNG  LADY,    WHO  DIED  UNMARRIES, 

RIPE  in  virtue,  green  in  years, 

Here  a  matchlefs  maid  lies  low  : 
None  could  read,  and  fpare  their  tears, 

Did  they  but  her  fweetnefs  know. 
Humbly  wife,  and  meekly  good, 

No  earthly  lover's  arms  liie  bleft ; 
But  full  of  grace,  her  Saviour  woo'd, 

And  hides  her  blufhes  in  his  breaft. 

AUGUSTA'S  COMPLAINF  TO  HER 
THAMES. 

NEAR  the  foft  folitudes  of  Hampton's  plain, 
Where  the  moift  batiks  perpetual  fpring  maintain; 
The  gentle  Thames  ha»  forrn'd  a  deep'niag  bay, 
Where  fportful  ftreams  in  wan<on  whirlpools  play. 
In  this  fwect  place  the  clouds  no  terrors  wear ; 
Here  no  bold  tempeils  difcompofe  the  air; 
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No  ruffling  billows  here  affault  the  fhore, 
Nor  wint'ry  floods  with  fwell'd  ambition  roar  ; 
But  all,  ferene  and  calm,  is  form'd  to  pleafe, 
And   the  fmooth  ftream   refledls    the   bord'ring 

tree? ; 

Hither  no  winds,  hut  zephyrous  breaths  repair, 
Soft  as  the  Cghs  of  love-fick  virgins  are! 
Here  fafety  reigns,  and  on  the  filcnt  brink, 
Cud- chewing  cattle  watch  their  fleeting  drink  : 
While  fifties,  confcious  of  no  foes  to  fhuu, 
Turn  up  their  fcaly  nnfes  to  the  fun.  [bred, 

Here,  fick  with  grief,  which  Anna's  abfence 
Augufta's  genius  hid  her  mournful  head  ; 
And,  with  low  accents,  fpeaking  inward  pains, 
Thus  to  the  gliding  river  fhe  complains  : 
When  gentle  ftream  to  fhun  the  briny  tide, 
Anon  thy  fea-met  waves  (hall  backward  glide ; 
Then,  gent'-e  ftream  be  kind,  one  moment  ftay, 
And,  on  thy  furface,  bear  my  fighs  away ; 
Tell  the  great  miftrcfs  of  this  happy  iflc, 
Augufta,  ftript  of  joy,  forgets  to  fmile.  [ftafe, 

What  though  yon  tow'ring  fpires  have  ris'n  in 
The  city's  genius  feels  an  humbler  fate. 
Shou'd  art  and  nature  toil  to  make  me  fair, 
Cou'd  I  tafte  glory,  and  my  queen  not  there? 
But,  oh  !  too  fondly  I  to  thee  complain  ; 
Thou  know'ft,  unkindly  know'ft,  'tis  all  in  vain  ! 
Thy  ftreams  their  eye-bewitching  pleafurcs  join, 
To  raife  thy  Windfor's  ftate  to  ruin  mine  ! 
Windfor  has  other  boafts,  but  help'd  by  thee, 
Grows  proudly  charming  and  out-rivals  me. 
But  turn  fweet  current !  bid  thy  waters  ftray, 
And  guide  their  mazy  bends  fome  other  way. 
Strip  the  gay  cottage  of  its  boaftful  pride, 
Nor  longer  through  th'  imperious  profpe&  glide. 
So  to  thy  care  this  glcry  (hall  remain, 
T'  have  given  Augufta  hack  her  queen  again. 

Grave  Thamefis  thrice  fhook  his  dripping  head, 
And  flowly  rifirjg  from  his  oozy  bed,  [ran, 

While  the  hufh'd  ftream  with  awful  rmoothnefs 
He  to  the  mournful  genius  thus  began  : 

Yon  queen  of  cities  ought  to  learn  content ; 
Her  gratitude  fliou'd  thci'e  ccmplnir.ts  prevent. 
Have  I  not  rais'd  her  to  an  envy'd  ftate  ? 
Is  fhe  not  rich,  licentious,  pow'rful,  great  ? 
.  And  would  fhe  thus  make  every  bliis  her  own  ? 
And  muft  our  Anna  live  for  her  alone. 
l)o  not  yon  fun-beams  with  unwearied  race, 
Whelm  their  enliv'ning  light  from  place  to  place  ? 
Why.  then,  muft  Britain's  glory  ceafc  tp  move, 
And  blefs  her  world  with  her  divided  love  ? 
Go,  go,  retire !  your  tears  with  pain  I  fee, 
And  this  complaint  rcnew'd  fhall  dang'rou*  be  ! 
He  faid,  and  gliding  from  her  prefence  went, 
And  fad  Augufta  ftrove,  but  could  not  be  content. 

TO  THE  UNKNOWN  AUTHOR 
Of  the  beautiful  tic"w  Piece,  called  Pamela. 

BI.EST  be  thy  pow'rful  pen,  whoe'er  thou  art, 
Thou  flcill'd  great  moulder  of  the  mafler'd  heart ! 
Where  haft  thu  u  lain  conceai'd  ?  or  why  thought 
At  this  dire  period  to  unveil  thy  wit  ?  [fit, 

O '.  late  befriended  ifte  !  had  this  broad  blaze, 
With  earlier  beamings  blefs'd  our  fathers  days, 


HIJLL. 

The  pilot  radiance  pointing  put  the  fource", 
Whence  public  wealth  derives  its  vital  courfe 
Each    timely  draught   fomc    healing  pow'r   had 

fhown, 

Ere  general  gangrecn  blacken"d  to  the  bone. 
But  fcft'ring  now,  beyond  all  fenfe  of  pain, 
'Tis  hopelefs,  and  the  helper's  hand  is  vain. 
Sweet  Pamela  !  forever  blooming  maid  ! 
Thou  dear  enliv'ning  (yet  immortal)  fhade  ! 
Why  are  thy  virtues  fcatter'd  to  the  wind? 
Why  are  thy  beauties  rhfti'd  upon  the  blind  ? 
What  though  thy  flutt'ring  fcx  might  learn  from 

thee, 

That  merit  forms  a  rank  above  degree  ? 
That  pride,  too  confcious,  falls  from  ev'ry  claim, 
While  humble  fweetnefs  climbs  beyond  its  aim. 
What  though  religion,  fmiling  from  thy  eyes, 
Shows  her  plain  pow'r,  and  charms  without  dil*- 

guife  ? 

What  though  thy  warmly-pleafirig  moral  fcheme, 
Gives  livelier  rapture  than  the  loofe  can  dream  ? 
What  though  thou  build'ft  by  thy  perfuafive  life, 
Maid,  child,  friend,  miftrefs,  mother,  neighbour, 

wife  ? 

Though  tafte  like  thine  each  void  of  time  can  fill, 
Unfunk  by  fpleen,  unquicken'd  by  quadrille? 
What  though  'ti»  thine,  to  blefs  the  lengthen'd 

hour, 

Give  permanence  to  joy,  and  ufe  to  pow'r  ? 
Lend  late-felt  blufhes  to  the  vain  and  fmart, 
Andfqueeze  cramp'dpity  from  themifer's  heart  ? 
What  though    'tis   thine,  to  hufh  the  marriage 

breeze, 

Teach  liberty  to  tire,  and  chains  to  pleafe  ? 
Thine  though  from  ftiffnefs  to  divefl  reftraint, 
And  to  the  charmer  reconcile  the  faint. 
Though  fmiles  and  tears  obey  thy  moving  fkill, 
And  paffion's  ruffled  empire  waits  thy  will. 
Though  thine  the  fancy'd  fields  of  flow'ry  wit, 
Thine  art's  whole    pow'r  in  nature's  language 

writ. 

Thine  to  convey  firing  fhought  with  rnodeft  eafe, 
And,  copying  converfe,  teach  its  ftyle  to  pleafe  ; 
Though  thine  each  virtue  that  a  God  could  lend; 
Thine  every  help  that  every  heart  can  mend  : 
Tis  thine  in  vain,  thou  wak'ft  a  dying  land, 
And  lift'ft  departed  hope  with  fruitleis  hand. 
Death  has  no  cure — thou  haft  miftim'd  thy  aim  t 
Rome  had  her  Goths — and  all  beyond  was  fhame. 

ON  CORINNA'S  FIRST  ATTEMPT  IN 
POETRY. 


WITH  eyes  unbrib'd,  by  your  enchanting 

I  trac'd  impartial  your  foft  numbers  through. 

Your  loofe-drefs'd  fancy  in  each  fparkling  line, 

Gildg  the  gay  current  of  your  deep  dcfign. 

Your  poem,  ftrongly  fine,  and  foftly-  bold, 

Is  filkworm's  labour  fpun  with  threads  of  gold. 

Go  on,  bright  maid !  nor  doubt  the  world's  ap- 

plaufe ; 

Wit  arm'd  with  looks,  like  yours  the  critic  awes. 
Though  years  may  knit  and  lengthen  yourfuccefs, 
i'hink  not  ycur  youth  will  your  due  praife  op. 
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Ev'n  the  broad  fun,  when  firft  his  glories  rife,  -j 
With  ftruggling  tincture,  ftreaks  the  eaftern  I 

fkies;  ( 

But  foon,  through  heavVsenlighteji'd  orbs,  the  f 

conquering  luftre  flies.  J 

THE  VALENTINE. 

WHY,  be  it  fo  !  it  matters  not  what  name 
I  Yon  river  bears,  fmce  ftill  it  flows  the  fame. 
!Whate'er  I  call  you,  this  I'm  fare  I  feel, 
|  No  name  can  fpeak  of  you  with  half  my  zeal. 
I  In  vain,  love's  meaning,  this  or  that  we  call, 
The  comprehenfive  lover  takes  in  all! 
Yet  fmce  to  cuftom's  bent  we  all  incline, 
You  (hall,  to  pleafe  you,  be  my  valentine. 
And  fince  my  charming  trifler  aflcs  a  gift, 
The  myftic  value  of  this  prefent  fift. 
Accept  thefe  gloves,  and  if  they  worthlefs  feem, 
Learn,  thus,  what  pleas  they  bring  for  your  e- 

fteem. 

Their  fpotlefs  white  preferr'd  their  choice  to  me, 
As  the  beft  emblem  of  your  chaftity. 
Their  fmoothnefs  may  almoft  the  honour  win, 
To  reprefent  the  velvet  of  your  fkin.  [find, 

j  Their  fupplenefs,  which  join'd  with  ftrength,  you 
'  Is  the  juft  fabric  of  your  well  mix'd  mind. 
The  kid,  that  wore  'em,  had  fome  faint  pretence, 
To  be  the  type  of  your  fweet  innocence. 
How  then  can  I  a  fitter  prefent  choofe  ? 
Or  you  thefe  emblematic  gloves  refufe. 
One  ftronger  reafon,  too,  my  fear  has  found ; 
Women,  they  fay,  oft  flight  the  breaft  they  wound. 
And  when  dark  abfence  fhades  us  from  their  view, 
They  look  not  after  us,  but  feek  out  new. 
To  fhun  this  fate  thefe  gloves  your  lover  fends, 
That  you  may  have  him  at  your  fingers  ends. 

THE  REVENGE. 

HIGH  on  the  fummit  of  a  craggy  rock, 
Whofe  harden'd  fides  refill  the  billows  fhock ; 
Whofe  cliffy  brow,  mens  eyes  with  horror  view, 
O'erlooking,  proudly,  land  and  oeean  too  : 
There  ftands  a  roomy  cave  by  nature  made, 
To  knit,  in  juft  embraces,  light  and  fhade  : 
Its  fpacious  mouth  the  fun's  up-rifing  greets, 
Admits  his  luftre,  but  repels  his  heats  ! 
No  glaring  gold  on  this  rough  portal  fhines, 
But  creeping  ivy  round  its  entrance  twines. 
Wall-fiow'rs,  wild  thyme,  and  juniper  grow  there, 
And  with  their  odorous  influence  feed  the  air. 
Surrounding  groves,  at  diftance,  graceful  rife, 
Shades  for  the  little  fongfters  of  the  ikies. 
And  near  the  cave,  a  torrent gufhing  o'er, 
t)afhes  the  fea  beneath  with  tributary  roar. 

Stretch'd  on  a  bed  of  frefh-blown  rofes  here, 
Serene  the  region,  and  the  profpect  clear, 
Refts,  when  grown  weary  by  her  fummer  toil, 
The  wakeful  genius  of  our  happy  ifle. 
Hence,  her  unbounded  fight  can  trace  the  fhore, 
And  look  high-pofted  the  proud  ocean  o'er. 
And  hence,  while  hoftile  winds  grow  hoarfe  in 
vain,  [main. 

Guide  fate  her  wide-watch'd  Britons  'crofs  the 

'Twas  here  of  late,  on  an  ill-fated  day, 
The  awful  nymph,  o'ercharg'd  with  bviinefs,  lay  j 


Now  fwelling  winds  deficient  fails  to  fill; 
Now  foft'ning  tempefts  with  reductive  flcill, 
Now  with  wide  bleflingslooksflie  through  the  ifl-3 
And  calls  forth  harvefts  with  a  fruitful  fmile. 
Then  t'wards  Augufta's  fpires  fhe  loves  to  lean, 
And  guide  ftray'd  comforts  to  Augufta's  queen. 
But,  whether  tir'd  with  her  long  line  of  care, 
Or  lull'd  to  reft  by  the  unacted  air, 
A  rifing  languor  o'er  h?r  fenfes  creeps, 
And  in  a  fatal  hour  the  guardian  fleeps. 

Now  was  the  time  !  the  prompted  Gallic  foe 
Call'd  out  to  ftrikc  a  chance-invited  blow, 
With  fhameful  odds,  in  ftrength  advanc'dtomeet, 
Th*  unfearing  convoys  of  a  Britifh  fleet ! 
With  deadly  Jhock  th'  unequal  fquadrons  join, 
And  death- wing'd  fires  fly  fwift  from  either  line. 
In  jetty  pomp  black  terrors  force  their  way, 
And  fulph'ruus  fmoke  puts  out  the  eye  of  day. 

Juft  in  the  thunder  of  the  growing  fight, 
The  waking  genius  ftarted  at  the  fight ! 
In  fad  furprife  fhe  rolls  her  fparkling  eyes, 
Springs  from  her  couch,  and  to  the  ocean  flies! 
Arriv'd,  incumbent  on  the  ruffled  air, 
She  fees  rude  globes  the  floating  foreft  tear : 
Her  fons  o'ermatch'd,  like  men  untaught  to  yieldj 
Scud,  unrefolv'd,  about  the  watry  field  : 
The  fpaciousfeas  with  fcatter'd  veffels  charg'd, 
To  double  length  the  breaking  line  enlarg'd. 
Averfe  to  fly,  nor  deaf  to  fafety's  call, 
They  hang,  like  fcatt'ring  clouds,  about  to  fall. 
But  while  the  foe,  encourag'd  at  his  view, 
Preffing  triumphant  on,  would  dare  purfue ; 
Again  united  they  the  fight  reftore, 
Again  dart  vengeance  fiercer  than  before  : 
Again  the  big-mouth'd  cannon  rends  the  iky, 
And  the  unconquer'd  fuff'rers  rufh  to  die. 

Thus,  while  the  hunted  panther  fpent  wit 
Looks  round  diftreft,  and  meditates  a  flight ; 
If  then  prevented,  he  with  fudden  roar 
Turns  back,  and  dyes  the  field  with  hoftile  gore  j 
Difdaining  life  upon  the  fpeara  he  flies, 
And  heap'd  on  piles  of  vidims  proudly  dies. 
All  this  the  trembling  nymph  with  grief  beheld; 
At  length  her  care  the  victor's  force  repell'd ; 
Then  waftes  no  time  the  ruin'd  to  deplore, 
But  guides  the  rich  remainder  fafe  to  fhore  : 
Thence  to  the  cave  with  threat'ning  tranfport  flew. 
Revolving  \vhat  her  hop'd  revenge  fhould  do  ! 
There,  while  dtprefs'd  with  melancholy  thought, 
Her  working  fancy  dilFrent  projects  taught,^ 
From  heav'n's  bright  orb  a  youth  divinely  fair, 
With  wings  extended,  cleav'd  th'  enlighten'd  air; 
Juft  at  the  mourning  charmer's  feet  he  ftay'd, 
Look'd  lovely  on  her,  bow'd  him  low,  and  faid : 

Mourn  not  this  little  lofc,  nor  blame  thy  fate ; 
Decreed  revenge  {ball  on  thy  wifb.es  wait : 
Look  up,  bright  maid  !  read  Ramilies  writ  thtrc, 
And  pay  thyfelf  large  int'reft  for  this  care  ! 
He  faid  :  and  ftrait  hiswings  their  plumes  advance, 
And  bear  him  glitt'ring  through  the  wild  expanfe; 
The  ravifh'd  nymph  beholds  his  ftarry  flight, 
And  fill'd  with  promis'd  glory  bleft  the  fight. 
JOSTLING  IN  SNOWY  WEATHER. 
FORGIVE  me,  Chloris!  nor  my  rudenefs  blame ; 
Strange  as  it  is,  this  froft  has  bred  a  flame  i 


yoo 
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Driv'n  from  your  breaft,  I  glow  with  new  defirc  ; 
And  melt  like  ftraggling  fnow  that  falls  on  fire. 
Had  you  been  black  you  might  have  fliunn'd  this 

blow; 

For  diff'rent  colours  would  each  other  (how  ; 
But,  oh  !  you're  fair,  and  cold,  and  foft,  and  every 

way  like  fnow. 

LIBERIA  WATCH'D  AT  MIDNIGHT. 

As  from  a  window  in  the  wane  of  night, 
With  ftarry  views  I  feafted  wand'ring  fight, 
1  faw  Liberia  watch  the  rifing  day, 
Whofe  luftre  was  to  light  her  friend  away ! 
That  friend  whofe  kindred  paflion  ferv'd  to  prove 
The  promis'd  ardour  of  her  brother's  love  ! 
That  brother's  love,  which  though  it  meets  regard, 
Remains  uncrown'd  with  the  yet-hop'd  reward  ! 
AB  in  fome  overcaft  and  difmal  day, 
We  ftart  to  fee  the  fun  at  once  break  way ; 
So,  at  that  hour,  to  fee  fuch  charms  advance, 
When  ghofts  are  faid  to  rife,  and  fairies  dance ! 
With  more  than  ufual  pleafure  fill'd  my  fight, 
And  mix'd  fome  wonder  with  much  more  delight ! 
While  arm  in  arm  they  trac'd  the  garden  walk, 
The  love-hufli'd  air  hung  lift'ning  to  their  talk, 
The  dancing  breeze  which  had  till  then  been  gay, 
At  their  appearance  figh'd  and  dy'd  away. 
As  they  drew  near  the  moon  more  ftrongly  (hone, 
To  view  their  brightnefs,  not  to  boaft  her  own. 
A  gen'ral  ftillnefs  feem'd  to  foothe  their  cares, 
And  nature's  face  grew  fad,  to  fuit  with  theirs : 
Shrill-barking  Mopfy  fmother'd  her  own  joys, 
Fearing  tu  drown  her  miftrefs*  charming  voice  : 
Liberia  fpoke,  but  feem'd  to  fpeak  in  vain, 
As  if  unable  to  defcribe  her  pain  ! 
When  grief  is  true,  no  words  its  force  can  paint ; 
A  filent  forrow  far  outfpeaks  complaint  \ 
A  thoufand  leaves  the  deftin'd  fitters  took ; 
A  thoufand  unfpoke  meanings  fill'd  each  look  : 
Oft  they  gaz'd  upward  to  the  dawning  flcy. 
And  curs'd  th'  expeded  hour  for  drawing  nigh : 
If  now,  thought  I,  fome  gentle  zephyr  blew, 
Thus  fhould  it  whifpcr  as  it  round  her  flew  : 
Think,  fince  your  pitying  foul  does  abfence  hate 
Abfence  from  you  muft  (harper  pangs  create  ! 
Think,  if  to  lofe  the  fifter  gives  you  woes; 
"What  lofing  you  the  brother  undergoes '. 
Who  every  night  from  your  lov'd  prefence  fent, 
Does  long  repeated  abfences  lament ! 
And  if  this  parting  does  yourfelf  difpleafe, 
Be  taught  by  fympathy  to  give  him  cafe. 

TO  LORD  GEORGE  GRAHAM  ; 

On  Lit  A8i»n  near  OJtend,  on  the  24/16  of  June  1745 

'TWAS  finely  tim'd'  third  Edward's  brighteft  days 
Had  from  fuch  captains  claim'd  increafe  of  praife, 
But  now,  'tis  tenfold  greatnefs  thus  to  rife, 
Where  fenfe  of  vicVry,  loft  in  purfe-craft  lies  ! 
Where  war  but  pilfers,  and  but  bags  contefl ; 
And  public  honour  is  the  public  jeft. 
At  fuch  a  time,  to  dare  the  fneerer's  joke  ; 
To  rufh  on  danger  when  but  toes  provoke ; 
Vnbrib'd  by  profit's  impulfe,  fight  for  bays, 
And  court  no  premium  but  his  country's  praife, 


Tis  prodigy  !   'tis  out  of  nature's  road  j 
Fis  (corn  of  prudence,  and  offence  to  mode. 
Shake,  Dunkirk  !   and  retraft  thy  bold  ext 
Doom'd  to  due  duft,  (lands  each  proud  battlemt 
Swell  high,  propitious  furge,  hide  Tournay's  dains,'- 
And  walh  off  infult,  from  our  cow'rd  campaigns.   \ 
Look  up,  y  e  fea-driv'n  ghofts!  whompleas'd  Toulon) 
Saw  fink  in  fruitlefs  fight,  forgot  toe  foon  ! 
O'er  the  fait  wave  triumphant  thunders  hear, 
Hail  the  wifiVd  vengeance  that  at  lad  draws  near!-') 
While  France  ftarts  wide,  and  wonders  whence  it ! 

came, 

Pale  to  her  trembling  genius  point  a  Graham  1 
Tell  her,  'tis  his  to  feel  his  country's  fire, 
Hold  her  paft  fame  in  view  to  urge  it  higher  : 
Fell  her,  rewaking  glory  waits  his  call, 
To  pour  atonement  o'er  the  pride  of  Gaul ; 
Reclaim  afferted  ocean's  queftion'd  fway, 

And  teach  the  doubtful  nations  to  obey.       II 

Say,  pity  ing  Heav'n.  that  fav'ft  a  blund'ring  ftate, 
Whom  halt  thou  late  infpir'd  to  lend  us  weight? 
Blow,  ye  broad  winds,  expand  his  op'ning  light, 
Tell  MS,  whence  rofe  he  ?   Do  his  country  right; 
Born  on  thy  bleaks,  Albania  !   nurfe  of  kings  !    - 
From  gen'rous  Itock  this  gen'rous  fcion  fprings. 
Son  of  thy  foul,  Montrofe  !  There, known,  too  well ! 
Prop  of  a  crown  when  three  loft  kingdoms  fell  I 
Far  be  the  omen  from  thy  filial  fire, 
In  every  wreathe  but  death's  tranfcend  thy  fire,1 
Far  from  thy  great  forefather's  fuff'rings  rais'd, 
For  more  than  all  his  virtues  lov'd  and  prais'd; 
Down  through  time's  tide  tranfmit  his  length'ninj 

fame  : 
O  horn  above  his  fate  to  lift  his  name. 

Oh,  Mallet  this  was  he — fweet  heav'n-fac'd  boy: 
Thy  friend  congratulates  thy  confcious  joy  : 
Pride  of  thy  care,  thou  led'ft  his  earlielt  youth, 
To  court  plain  glory,  whire  as  robelefs  truth  ; 
To  fcorn  dark  lifts,  which  men  diftinftion  call, 
And  climb,  felf  finew'd — or  not  rife  at  all. 
Courage  by  nature  his — thou  taught'ft  him  tafte, 
And  innate  warmth  with  polifh'd  brightnefs  grac'd. 
Breath'd  o'er  his  lift'ning  heart  reflection's  breeze, 
Gave  him  defire  to  know,  with  pow'r  to  pleafe : 
Thine,  half  the  triumphs  of  his  rifing  fame ! 
And  Britain's  future  flag  (hall  blefs  thy  name. 

IN  A  BLANK  LEAF  OF  A  BOOK 

SENT   TO   MIRANDA. 

Go,  happy  book, 

Who,  void  of  life,  art  from  life's  cares  fo  free, 
Thou  canft  before  my  lovely  charmer  lie, 
Unfcorch'd  by  all  the  lightnings  of  her  eye. 
'Midft  her  infpiring  touch  thou  canft  remain, 
Taftelefs  of  pleafure,  and  fccurc  from  pain  : 
While  abfent  beauty  breaks  thy  author's  reft, 
And  hope  and  fear  by  turns  diftradl  his  breaft. 
My  angel  miftrefs  muft  henceforth  be  thine, 
And  I  devote  thy  offerings  to  her  (brine : 
On  varied  themes  divert  her  wand'ring  eye, 
As  o'er  thy  honour'd  leaves  her  glances  fly  : 
But  when  her  thoughts  on  fofter  fubjecls  rove, 
And  lead  her  where  thy  pages  talk  of  love  ; 
Ob  !  then,  fo  mindful  of  thy  author  be, 
To  bid  her  in  a  whifper  think  on  me. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


70* 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  WIT  ; 


A  CAVEAT. 


(TUNEFUL  Alexis,  on  the  Thames'  fair  fide, 
The  ladies  play-thing  and  the  mufes  pride; 
With  merit  popular,  with  wit  p'  lite, 
Eafy  though  vain  ;  and  elegant  though  light  : 
Defiring,  and  deferving  others  praife, 
Poorly  accepts  a  fame  he  ne'ei  repays; 
Unborn  to  cherifh,  fneakinpjy  approves, 
And  wants  the  foul  to  fpread  the  worth  he  loves. 
This  to  the  juniors  of  his  tribe  gave  pain, 
For  mean  minds  praife  but  to  be  prais'd  again  ; 
Henceforth  renouncing  an  ungracious  Baal, 
His  altars  fmoke  not,  and  their  off'rings  fail : 
The  heat  his  fcorn  had  rais'd,  his  pride  inflam'd  ; 
Till  what  they  worfhip'd  firft  they  next  defam'd  ; 
IDepos'd  at  length,  from  Pindus'  top  he  roll'd, 
While  infed:  witlings  pleas'd,  his  fall  behold, 
And  each  cold-croaking  Heliconian  frog 
Leaps  fcornful,  and  beftrides  th'  unreigning  log. 

Far-faU'n  Alexis,  who  fo  ill  afpir'd, 
Sick  of  fuccefslefs  war,  from  wounds  retir'd, 
Where,  while  in  fleep,  his  forrows  ebb'd  away, 
And  hufh'd  in  darknefs,  indignation  lay  ; 
i  Fancy,  fair  miftrefs  of  the  poet's  mind, 

For  ever  changing,  yet  for  ever  kind  ; 
i  Soft  o'er  his  dreams  her  formful  radiance  fhed, 
And  his  rapt  foul  through  heav'n's  thin  purlieus 

led; 

Seated  befide  the  flar-invading  dame,  [flame. 

Whole   fleeds,  wind-footed,  paw'd  the   lambent 
High  as  a  widow'd  lover's  grief  can  climb, 
Her  air-built  chariot  rofe,  and  hung  fublime 

Unveiling,  thence,  the  world's  bleak  waftes  be- 
low, 

They  faw  the  ftream  of  life  beneath  'em  flow  ; 
Dim  from  the  fable  fea  of  birth  it  rofe, 
Jn  a  flow,  filent,  fullen,  dread  repofe  : 
For,  round  th'  emerging  fource  that  glimmcr'd 

pale, 

Mountains  of  midnight  darknefs  roll'd  a  veil : 
But,  as  the  evolving  furge  fwell'd  into  day, 
Quick'ning  it  mev'd,  and  roar'd,  and  rufh'd  away. 

Broad  on  the  left  from  low  oblivion's  fhore, 
Quickfands  and  rocks  reach'd  half  the  current  o'er: 
Lucid,  like  truth,  the  treach'rous  water  fhonc, 
And  o'er  gay  gilded  fhoals  ran  tuneful  on  ; 
Pebbles  of  gem-like  hue,  with  painted  pride, 
Glow'd  through  the  wave,  and  burnt  amid  the  tide ; 
Wantonly  kind,  the  fun's  enliv'ning  beams 
Shower'd  in  light  fpangles  on  the  dancing  ftreams, 
While  infe&  nations,  gnats,  and  wafps,  and  flies, 
Ting'd  in  the  rainbow's  ever-changing  dyes, 
Sheathing  their  flings,  and  fmiling  like  the  fair, 
Peopled  the  funfhine,  and  adorn'd  the  air. 

Lefs  lively,  on  the  right  the  ftreams  deep  flow, 
There  no  falfe  colours  mix'u  their  varied  glow; 
No  gawdy  bottom  catch'd  the  downcaft  eye  : 
Above  no  fiutt'ring  infect  wing'd  the  iky  ; 
Serenely  folemn  all— One  equal  whole 
Flafh  d  not  upon  the  fenfe,  but  touch  d  the  foul: 
Inftead  of  rocks  green  iflands  flourifh'd  here, 
&knt  and  fruitful  as  the  full-grown  year  j 


In  place  of  flies,  grave  fwans  of  fndw-like  hue, 
Sweetly  majeftic  in  flow  circles  flew; 
But  though  thefe  ifles  the  diftant  profpedl  cheer'd, 
No  bay,  no  port,  no  landing-place  appear'd; 
Kind  birds  alone  gave  entrance  o'er  the  mound, 
Nor  from  the  ftream  below  was  inlet  found. 

Then  fancy  thus — Fame's  future  regions  thefe, 
Where  nothing  furfeitR,  yet  where  all  things  plcafe; 
Here  memory  ftands  fix'd  while  time  runs  on, 
And  worth  blooms  frefh  when  life  itfelf  is  gone ; 
Danger  keeps  diftance,  foften'd  fpleen  grows  kind, 
Ambirion  temperate,  and  love  refin'd  : 
Nor  pride  nor  jealoufy  can  here  annoy, 
Nothing  is  ecftafy,  though  all  is  joy  : 
Peace  without  languor,  labour  void  of  pain, 
Glory  unenvied,  and  unflander'd  gain. 

Though  diff'ring  thus  the  ftreams  unfocial  fides, 
Yet  one  broad  gulf  abiorb'd  the  double  tides; 
From  birth  devolving,  death's  blind  fea  below, 
Boundlefs,and  formlefs,  fnatch'd  the  mingled  flow; 
Both  rounding  oceans  backward  feem'd  to  tend, 
And  vaft  beneath  their  fable  furges  blend  : 
But  far  more  frightful  this! — whofe  dark  pro- 
found, 

A  depth  eternal !  life  wants  line  to  found  : 
Unbottom'd  fhade  roll'd  loofe,    o'er  fwallowed 

light— 

Fancy  grew  giddy,  nor  fuftain'd  the  fight : 
But  ftarting  into  fear,  tranfpos'd  remark, 
And  fought  the  fource  lefs  dreadful,  though  as  dark. 

Thick  on  the  riling  ftream's  emitted  tide, 
Millions  of  fhapelefs  bodies  feem'd  to  glide  ; 
Whofe  breathing  bulks  to  life  and  motion  blown, 
Shot  into  human  forms  completely  grown ; 
Mix'd  rank  and  fex  fprung  through  the  liquid  jet, 
But  pouring  outward,  clear  diftin&ion  met; 
Some  wading  naked,  trode  the  flipp'ry  plain, 
Some  cut  the  fluent  wave — fome  tir'd  with  pain, 
Failing  to  float,  or  wade,  neglected  fell, 
And  funk  unfnatch'd  at  in  the  troubled  fweli : 
To  others,  rifmg  happier  and  ferene, 
Fortune,  dark  buftling  pow'r,  obfcurely  feen, 
Reach'd  with  blind  bounty,  and  with  hafty  hand, 
Thin  boats — and  buoy'd  'em  o'er  the  fhining  fand  : 
Of  different  form  thefe  buats — a  fingle  oar 
Diftinguifli'd  fome — fome  wing'd  their  fides  with 

more  : 

Others,  with  oars  and  fails  conjoin'd,  made  way, 
And  mow'd  the  murm'ring  furge  with  fwcepy 

fway  : 

While  fome  flow  pole-men,  o'er  their  toil  reclin'd, , 
Pufh'd  their  check'd  barks,  and  lab'ring,  lagg'd 

behind. 

While  forne  efTay'd  to  crofs,and  veering  wide,"^ 
Would  with  ftrong  item  the  ftubborn  ftream/ 
divide,  l" 

And  flowly  flanting,  fought  the  filent  fide ;         J 
Swift  to  the  fhelvy  fhore  light  gallics  flew, 
As  the  fierce  channel's  rapid  current  drew, 
Twixt  rocks,  and  whirlpools,  driv'n  obliquely  gay, 
And  through  the  fhoaly  funfhine  danc'd  away. 
CaugU  by  a  gulfy  void  f.hat  gloom 'd  b-Jow, 
Thefe  from  the  current's  fair  defcendirg  flow, 
In-drawn  at  once  by  darknefs  fwallow'd  o  er, 
Sunk  from  their  funny  fcene  and  rofe  no  more  : 
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Still  gsp'd  tli'  unclofing  deep,  o'er  millions  gone, 
Yet  ftill  inlatiate,  hourly  fwallow'd  on  ! 
Titles,  diftin&ions,  forms,  rufh  mingled  down, 
3Sfot  levity  itfelf  wants  weight  to  drown  ; 
Gamefters,  beaux,  cafuifts,  jinglers,  jefters,  drinkers, 
Fox-hunters,  politicians,  and  free-thinkers, 
Prudes,  devotees,  coquets,  grave,  light,  young1,  old, 
In  one  mix'd  night,  the  covering  waves  infold  : 
Swept  from  the  noife  they  fought,  to  reft  they 

fhun'd, 

They  plunge  for  ever  into  death's  profound  ; 
While  abler  pilots,  who  refolv'd,  ftood  o'er, 
And  edging  broad,  gain'd  flow  the  fafer  fhore  : 
Snatch'd  from  their  finking  feats,  were  borne  to 

land, 

By  watchful  fwans,  whofe  wings  the  (urface  fann'd : 
There,  on  green  iflands  reign'd,  efcap'd  from  cares, 
Lords  of  a  blooming  world,  for  ever  theirs. 

Wide  o'er  the  fcene,  Alexis  winds  his  eye, 
Swift  as  the  progrefs  of  the  gliders  by  ; 
A  ftrange  confu£on  rofe — of  all  who  paft, 
With  earuefs  emptinefs  and  barren  haile, 
Few  crofs  the  flood,  repugnant  ftrove  to  freer, 
Fewer  h?.d  fcrength  of  cars  to  hold  them  near  ! 
Tir'd  by  the  current's  ill-refifted  force, 
Or  bulg'd  by  envious  prowa  which  crofb'd  their 

courfe, 

The  boMeft  keels,  purfuing,  or  purfu'd, 
Entangling  and  perpkx'd,  were  loft  in  feud  : 
Whiie^  others,  hecdlefs  of  their  fieeping  oars,    • 
Drove  in  light  negligence,  nor  fhun'd  the  (hores  ; 
But  pendant  o'er  the  helm  each  fhoal  explor'd, 
And  fnatch'd  in  tranfport,   fhclls  and  ftcnes  on 

board : 

Or  leaping  wanton,  catch'd  the  glittering  prey, 
That  buzz'd  and  gambol'd  in  their  fportive  way. 

Mean  while,  moft  mournful  of  the  motley  fcene^ 
Chenlh'd  effect  of  pride,  and  food  of  fpleen ! 
Boat  ever  boat  deftru&ive  paffage  made, 
And  weeping  pity  mourn'd  defective  aid  : 
Sailing  preiumcrs,  preffing  proudly  on, 
Bore  down  each  envied  rower  who  neareft  fhone, 
The  oar-wing'd  veffel  tye'd,  with  dumb  difdain, 
The  creeping  pole-man's  flow-availing  pain, 
And  lordly  wanton,  with  invafive  beak, 
Sunk  the  faint  ftruggler,  criminally  weak  ! 
He  too,  in  concert  with  fuperior  hate, 
Loth  to  exert  lefs  guilt  than  match'd  his  ftate, 
Triumphant,  in  his  turn,  fought  equal  prey, 
.And,  o'er  the  naked  wader  forc'd  his  way. 

Alexis  pondering  in  fufyended  thought, 
What  meaning  all  thefe  mazy  mixtures  taught, 
Sudden  a  fhout,  from  every  diftant  fide, 
Eddied  the  air,  and  broke  the  back  ning  tide; 
Acclamatory  thousands  role  alarm  d, 
All  eyes  attracted,  and  each  hearing  charm'd ; 
Pointing  in  tranfport,  all  their  helms  forfook, 
And  on  one  object  hung  their  length'ning  look. 

Down  from  the  gloomy  fource  in  fide-long  float, 
Proudly  descending,  mov'd  a  glitt'ringboat : 
Her  Clken  fails  a  colour'd  radiance  threw, 
And  ting'd  the  funny  beams  through  which  they 

flew; 
While  oars  of  filver  dafh'd  the  wat'ry  fpray, 

raia'd  in  gemmy  fhow'rs,  and  dazzled  day  : 


High  on  the  painted  ftcrn  a  youth  appear'd, 
Who  rather  happily  than  ftrongly  fteer'd  ; 
Faint  and  unftriking  was  his  anguifh'd  mien, 
Sadden'd  by  ficknefs,  and  o'ercaft  with  fpleen ; 
'  Yet,  from  his  eyes,  there  beam'd  a  living  ligl 
j  Keen  and  intent  as  a  fir'd  eagle's  fight : 
|  And  from  his  voice,  (for  as  he  fail'd  he  fung] 
Such  magic  founds  of  melting  mufic  fprung, 
That  the  huftTd  heav'n  all  downward  feem'd  to 

bend, 
And,  againft  nature,  the  charm'd  earth  afcend. 

Carclefs  he  look'd,  yet  heedful  of  his  way, 
Broke  the  kind  current's  unobftru&ing  fway, 
That  kif-'d  his  oars,  and  haften'd  to  obey  : 
Scarce  was  his  courfe  oblique,  for  each  glad  beat:, 
That  envious  ftcm'd  all  other's  rival  float, 
Fix'd  and  enchanted,  when  this  youth  drew  nig'h, 
Hung  on  his  paffing  notes,  and  help'd  him  by  ;: 
The  mufcfi  row'd  him,  and  the  graces  care 
Trimm'd  his  light  fails, and  fpread  them  to  the  air; 
In  his  boat's  bottom,  green-ey'd  envy  lay, 
And  ferv'd  as  ballaft,  while  fhe  clogg'd  his  way; 
Down  from  her  chariot,  light-  wing'd  fancy  flew, 
And  o'er  him,  loofe,  her  ftarry  mantle  threw; 
Pleafure,  p-aifc,  beauty,  'twixt  his  Ihrouds  trod 

And  danc'd  the  meafur'd  moments  foft  away ; 
Sportful  as  zephyrs,  in  his  fmiles  they  ftrove, 
And  the  young  loves  forfook  their  mother's  grove. 

Thus  fortunate,  thus  favour'd,  and  thus  bright^ 
Luckily  negligent,  and  aptly  light ; 
He  touch'd  no  fhoal,  fafe  rounded  every  rock, 
Dcfpis'd  all  danger,  and  fuftain'd  no  fhock  ; 
Till  to  that  calmer  coaft  approaching  nigh, 
And  gliding  'twixt  green  iflands  fafely  high, 
Circles  of  fcov'ring  fwans  with  joyful  note, 
Clapp'd  their  broad  wings  in  triumph  o'er  his  boat, 
Charm'd,  that  fo  foon,  he  reached  their  folemn  fide, 
Ere  yet  one  third  of  the  ftream's  length  was  try'd. 

Steering  from  ifle  to  ifle,  with  joylefs  awe, 
Thin  o'er  each'  height,  their  white  rob'd  lords  he 

faw, 

Pleas'd,  without  tranfport.how  the  palms  they  bore, 
To  hail  his  paffage  near  their  filcnt  fhore  : 
Cold  and  uncharm'd,he  fought  his  fav'rite  crowd, 
Immenfely  diftant  now,  though  late  fo  loud  : 
All  was  ferene,  the  air  was  hufh'd  around, 
The  waters  calm  ! — Loft  ev'n  his  mufic's  found  ! 
Back  to  the  life,  impatient  looks  he  caft, 
And  long'd  for  ev'ry  fhining  infecll  paft ; 
Diftant  he  faw  them,  wings  o'er  wings  difplay, 
And  in  light  chales  thread  the  colour'd  ray  : 
Eager  for  thefe,  contending  pilots  ftrove, 
And  catch'd  them,  carelefshow  their  veffels  drove; 
Then  with  their  trophies  drefs'd  each  gaudy  fail, 
While  humming  drones,  in  fwarms,  their  fortune 

hail; 

Record  paft  leaps,  foretel  their  next  efTays, 
And  buz,  melodious,  in  the  fly-men's  praife. 

Warm'd  and  mifled,  by  this  falfe  fire  of  fame, 
His  beaming  eyes  with  emulation  flame  ; 
And  have  I,  recreant,  thus  renoimc'd  a  field, 
Where  baffled  danger  can  fuch  glory  yield  ? 
Lives  there  a  catch-fly  of  yon  vent'rous  prefs, 
More  brave  than  I  am  ?  or,  who  fears  them  lefs  ? 
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/Show  me  the  warring  wafp,  whofe  threatening 

wing 

I  dare  not  ftrike  at,  and  provoke  his  {ting  ! 
Swans  give  me  way  !  your  ftiorelefs  iflands  keep, 
Too  fafe  your  clime  is,  and  too  calm  your  deep  ; 
I  choofe  a  rapid  glory,  not  a  flow, 
/Shoals  are  fought  harbours,  where  thefejewelsgrow. 

He  faid,  and  riling,  puftvd  with  liquid  fweep 
Th'  inverted  helm,  and  goar'd  the  groaning  deep  : 
Flaming  creel,  re-fought  the  furgy  fide, 
And  bounded,  threat'ning,  o'er  the  foaming-tide  ; 
Sailing  athwart  the  fwarms,  and  Ikipping  high, 
He  fnatch'd,  triumphant,  every  tempting  fly  : 
Gave  his  loole  rudder  to  the  current's  claim, 
And  drove,  difdainful,  through  his  rival's  game  ; 
Prefs'd  by  invaded  walps  excited  (lings, 
He  warr'd,  revengeful,  on  the  falling  wings : 
Through  dull  of  flaughter'd  gnats,  he  fought  in 

fhade,  [made  •, 

And  fqueez'd  them,  deathful,  on  the  wounds  they 
Fleets  of  cold  oppofites  from  all  fides  join, 
And  wedg'd  againft  this  general  foe  combine; 
Vainly  indignant  they  refift  his  fway, 
Yet  block  his  paiTage  and  obftruct  his  way : 
Still  though  he  ftagnates  he  the  fight  maintains, 
"While  drones,  applaufive,  with  their  dudile  {trains, 
Homage  the  rifing  hero's  new  renown. 
And  prince  of  fly-catchers  the  champion  crown. 
The  fwans,  mean  while,  which  from  the  calmer 

fide, 

Forfaken,  faw  him  truft  the  fatal  tide ; 
Mournful,  with  pendent  wing,  his  triumph  griev'd, 
And  wilh'd  his  wafted  vigour  lefs  dcceiv'd  : 
Trembling  they  mark'd  his  veffel  downward  bent, 
Hang  o'er  th'  engulfing  oceans's  dark  defcent, 
While  he,  regardlefs  {till,  new  trophies  won, 
And  bent  to  conquer,  faw  not  what  to  fhun. 

Fancy  {till  bufied,  {lill  enamour'd,  {laid, 
And  ftill  concurring,  lent  his  raflinefs  aid ; 
To  her  far  diltant,  touch'd  Alexis  cry'd, 
And  with  frrain'd  voice,  to  reach  her  notice  try'd  : 
?'  O  !  five  him,  warn  him,  bid  him  turn  and  think, 
"  Let  not  his  bark  in  yen  black  ocean  fink ! 
"  Teach  me  to  call  him  by  his  pow'rful  name, 
"  Point  out  his  danger,  quench  his  devious  flame ; 
?'  Rafti  fpleen  of  heart,  that  could  fuch  war  ad- 

vife  ! 

"  Blind  rage!   to  lofe  hirnfelf  and  catch  but  flies  ! 
"  Oh  teach  my  tongue  his  name  :" — Then  fancy 

heard, 

And  fmiling,  at  her  chariot's  fide  appear'd  : 
?'  Why  doft  thou  afk,  (he  cry'd,  what  nations 

know, 

"  Even  all  whom  wit  or  worth  infpire  below  ? 
"  His  is  a  name  that  dwells  on  cv'ry  mind, 
"  Tunes  every  tongue,  and  fails  with  every  wind  ! 
"   Not  furer  is  that  river  life's  extent, 
"  Or  by  thofe  oceans  birth,  and  death, 
"  Not  furer  fortune,  is  that  dark  pow'r's  name, 
"  That  left  oblivion,  and  that  right  fide  fame. 
*'  Than  that,  no  fon  of  wit  dares  juftly  hope, 
"  Fame  dwell  in  folly's  paths,  but  thou,  O  POPE  ! 

Alexis  (tarting,  heard  his  own  lov'd  name, 
^elt  his  pride  flirink,  and  blufivd  with  confcious 

fhame ! 


Pitck'd  from  the  chariot,  lofb  to  fancy's  call, 
And  had  not  waiting  judgment  broke  the  fall 
Contempt's  cold  vale  had  caught  him  wak'd  and 

ftunn'd, 
And  deep  intomb'd  him  in  his  own  profound. 

THE  ART  OF  ACTING. 

DEB1CATED  TO  THE  EARL    OF    CHESTERFIELD. 

WHY  deep  the  filent  pow'ra  that  guard  the  ftage, 
While  yawning  opiates  lull  the  taftelefs  age  ? 
Shall  trite  cold  themes  catch  fire  from  wit's  eflays. 
Ytt,  hov'ring  chillnefs  damp  theatric  blaze  ? 

Mourn  it,  ye  fons  of  fpken,  whole  hands  (mif. 

taught) 

Tore  up  this  feed  of  fenfe,  this  plant  of  thought : 
Whence  reafoning  (hoots  might  bloom  life's  garden 

o'er, 

And  weedy  wildnefs  choke  her  walks  no  more.-* 
Horror  (at  alien  woes)  by  genius  mov'd, 
To  fenfe  of  home-felt  blifs,  be  there  improv'd: 
Wits  ent'ring  hand  diffect  (edition's  bread, 
Show  the  malignant  fprings  and  call  forth  reft. 

There  the  touch'd  heart,  in  fecret  filence  chid, 
Might  learn  to  hate  the  guilt  it  once  but  hid  : 
There,  fcorn  from  note  of  pity's  praife — catch 

grace, 
Start  and  paufe  confcious — in  pride's  flack'ning 

race. 

There  heedlefs  beauty,  warn'd  of  man's  falfe  fire, 
Might  chain  down  wav'ring  love,  and  edge  defire : 
Each  maid's  mild  eye  correcl  her  heart's  warm 

truft, 

Dull  perts  grow  penfive,  and  falfe  thinkers  juft. 
There  (now)  fits  mummery,  thron'd  on  paffion's 

urn ! 

There  noifier  fires  than  wit's  (unbright'ning)  burn: 
There  vice  with  laughter  (hares  divided  rule, 
And  only  fcrious  purpofe  marks  the  fool ! 

Vain  the  loft  pray'r  that  courts  a  mufe's  aid, 
By  foes  untafted,  2nd  by  friends  betra'y'd: 
Patrons  immcrs'd  'twixt  faction's  rapid  tides! 
Poets  in  flattery's,  pow'r  abforb'd  in  pride's! 
Gone  is  the  learned  leifure  once  rever'd, 
And  the  {till  voice  of  genins  fighs  unheard. 

Happier  lerne  !  mourn  our  drains  no  more; 
Richly  rcveng'd,  thou  drain'ft  a  nobler  ftore. 
Poor  in  our  turn,  fee  wit's  loft  channel  dry, 
Robb'd  of  her  fountain—  for  thy  full  fupply. 

Yet,  while  home  ruin  wrings  the  heart  diflreftj 
'Tis  recompence  to  fall  for  others  bleft  : 
Lefs  thy  doom'd  diftance  (foul  of  abfent  joys) 
Pains  the  (hook  realm,  whofe  hope  it  half  deftroys; 
Confcious  thou  go'ft  to  warm  one  filter's  fears 
To  tranfports,  lafting  as  the  others  tears. 

Long  in  fad  filence  on  the  willows  hung, 
Now  ihe  refumes  her  harp,  for  praife  new  ftrungs 
Tires  her  tun'd  hand  to  pour  her  grateful  foul, 
Wide  as  her  chief  can  charm,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Genius,  from  ages  hers,  'midft  want  and  wrongs, 
How  will  fhe  now  tranfcend  paft  poets  fongs ! 
At  once  of  every  nations  grace  made  free, 
By  every  added  mufe,  beftow'd  with  thee ! 
There,  'midft  the  toils  of  empire's  manag'd  weight, 
Law's  lights  extended,  and  embellifh'd  ftate; 
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Find  a  calm  hotir  to  lend  the  ftage  thy  care, 
And  times  unborn  fhall  feel  a  Stanhope  there. 

Dark'ning  mean  while,  our  mufe's  lamps  expire, 
Blank  i$  their  profpect,  and  unfann'd  their  fire  : 
Friendlefs,  negle&ed,  laugh'd  at,  and  unfelt, 
No  now-crown'd   conq'ror  cares  where   Homer 

dwelt. 

Banifh'd  from  court,  From  fenate,  city,  fcene, 
Wit's  fons,  all  tongue-tied  !  mute,  even  Harlequin ! 

Yet,  let  the  thinker  fcorn  fuch  dumb  fufpenfe, 
Nor  (flattering  cuftom)  fncak  his  aid  from  lenfe  : 
Wing'd  for  the  future  o'er  the  prefent  rife, 
Spurn  the  times  cloud,  and  ftrike  benigner  fkies. 
Not  always  fhall  ambition's  muddied  brain 
"Work  to  perfuade — yet  hold  example  vain  ! 
Bribe  to  each  further'd  intereft's  venal  cue, 
Yet  dream  diverfion  all  the  ftage*s  view. 
The  time  fliall  come  (indulge  it  foon  flow  fate  '.) 
"When  power  fhall  tafte  that  wit  can  think  with 

weight : 

The  time  fhall  come  (not  far  the  deftin'd  day) 
When  foul-touch'd  actors  fhall  do  more  than  play: 
"When  paflion,  flaming  from  the  afferted  ftage, 
Shall  to  taught  greatnefs  fire  a  feeling  age  : 
Tides  of  llrong  fentiment  fublimely  roll, 
Deep'ning  the  dry  difgraces  of  the  foul : 
Pity,  fear,  forrow,  wafh'd  from  folly's  foam, 
Knock  at  man's  bread,  and  find  his  heart  at  home. 
Then  plaintful  grief  fhall  drop  her  whiney  drawl, 
And  heart-felt  anger  nerve  the  infenfate  bawl; 
Then  fhall  the  moving  art  old  powers  poffefs; 
Wake  valour,  call  forth  joys,  and  ftamp  diftrefs. 
Then  fhall  the  player  take  pains  in  pieafure's  right, 
Sweat  for  his  praife,  and  labour  to  delight : 
Then  ihall  he  thank  the  hand  (in  death  long  cold) 
That  fir'd  his  languor,  and  his  fame  foretold. 

T afteful  ev'n  now,  there  want  not  fome  choice 

few  [view: 

Whofe  hope-warm'd  hearts  can   hail  the  diftant 

Hearts  that  th«  fubject's  lov'd  importance  know, 

And  feel  the"  fire  they  bear  with  confcious  glow. 

Why  was  the  ador  flain'd  by  law's  decree  ? 
!,oft  time's  recov'rer  !  truth's  awak'ner  he! 
Paflion's  refiner  !   life  s  (heal  coaft  Itirvey  d — 
The  wile  man's  pleaier,  and  the  good  man's  aid. 
Prccep^  and  practice  in  one  teacher  join'd, 
Bodied  referablance  of  the  copied  mind  ! 
Nature  confirms,  art  dignifies  his  claim, 
And  only  cant's  low  crawl  defiles  his  name. 

If  but  by  comprchenfion  we  poffcfs, 
And  evtry  greater  circles  hold  the  left, 
No  rank's  high  claim  can  make  the  player's  fmall, 
Since,  acting  each,  he  comprehends  them  all. 

Off  to  due  diftance  half  ye  (talking  train  ! 
Blots  of  a  title  your  low  taftes  profane  ! 
No  dull  <:old  mouther  fhares  the  actor's  plea, 
Rightly  to  feem  is  tranfiently  to  be. 

How  ftiall  this  goal  be  reach'd,  that,  teen  moft 

nigh, 

Sjtiil  glides  more  diftant  from  th'  advancing  eye  ? 
Like  the   fky's  ka-dipt   arch,    heaven's  fancied 

bound, 

For  everfail'd  to,  and  yet  never  found. 
How  fliall  trac'd  practice  hit  th'  untrodden  way, 
"Where  life  is  travelled  out,  in  arts  to  ftray  ? 


Arduous  the  taflc,  and  aflcs  a  climbing  braiff, 
A  head  for  judgment,  and  a  heart  for  pain, 
E'er  fenfe,  imprefs'd,  reflects  adopted  forms, 
And  changeful  nature  (hakes  with  borrow'd  ftoi 
E'er  ductile  genius  turns  as  paflions  wind, 
And  bends  to  fancy's  curve  the  pliant  mind. 

Mark  when  th'  expanding  feed  from  ear 

moift  bed, 

Starting  at  nature's  call,  prepares  to  fpread;  [cend. 
Firlt,  the  prone  root  break*  downward,  thence  af- 
Shot  jlcms,  whofe  joints  collateral  boughs  extend  : 
Twigs  from  thofe  boughs  lend  leaves — each  leaf 

contains 

Side-lefs'ning  ftalks,  tranfvers'd  by  fibry  veins. 
So,  from  injected  thought,  (boots  paflion's  grt 
No  fprout  Spontaneous,  no  chance  child  of  floth; 
Idea  lends  it  root — firm  on  touch'd  minds, 
Fancy  (fwift  planter'.)  firft  th'  impreffion  binds; 
Shap'd  in  conception's  mould,  nature's  prompt ; 
Bids  fubject  nerves  obey  th'  infpiring  will : 
Strung  to  obfequious  bend  the  mufc'ly  frame 
Stamps  the  fhown  image.     Pleafure,  pity,  (bar 
Anger,  grief,  terror,  catch  the  adaptive  fpring, 
While  the  eye  darts  it,  and  the  accents  ring. 

See  art's  (hort  path  ! — 'tis  eafy  to  be  found, 
Winding  delightful  through  the  mazy  round  ! 
Tempt  the  try'd  (kill,  to  no  fole  proof  confin'd; 
Shift  the  fhort  (badowings  o'er  your  figur'd 

Mournful,  recal  fome  friend's  lamented  fate  ; 
Sad  on  each  feature  hangs  the  mind's  felt  w< 
Seek  you  ftrong  fenfe  of  joy  ?  looks  firtt  impart, 
Then  the  nerve  ftricture  bounds  it  from  the  heart: 
Does  rage  inflame  ?  no  vifage  can  conceal 
What  the  mark'd  mufcle  bids  the  fpirit  feel : 
Still  as  the  nerves  conftrain  the  looks  obey, 
And  what  the  look  enjoins  the  nerves  difplay: 
Mutual  their  aid,  reciprocal  their  drain, 
Will  but  commanding,  face  and  nerves  explain. 
Light'mng  and  thunder,  fo  concurring,  ftrike; 
Oue  their  joint  origin,  though  form'd  unlike  : 
So  to  the  look  th'  attentive  nerve*  reply, 
As  from  the  flafh  fucceeding  thunders  fly. 
'  i  is  caufe  and  conftqtience  ;  nor  flows  more 
From  beauty's  imile  than  the  touch'd  actor's  face; 
Poife  the  rule's  pra&ice  ;  turn  it  o'er  and  o'er; 
Nor  think  it  tedious,  though  concciv'd  before  : 
'  Fis  but  to  look  and  will.     Th'  imprinted  eye 
Moves  the  (truck  mufcles.  and  the  limbs  comply; 
Geflure  is  meaning's  ape — grave,  furious,  gay, 
Changeful   as   cloud-form'd   fhapes   when  wi 

make  way ; 

Imaged  conception  frrft,but  face  inflames, 
1  hen  the  niein  paints  it,  and  the  tone  proclaims, 

Is  there  who  douh's  an  art  thus  briefly  fhown  i 
Call  out  pro<  f '»  pow'r,  and  make  that  art  his  own  : 
Bid  him,  with  mournful  brow,  fwell  founds  of  joy, 
Half  the  mock'd  fenfe  th'  unbracing  nerves  de- 

itroy  : 

Tun'd  to  the  tearful  ey's  retentive  woe, 
Rapture's  check'd  phrafe  fhall  quench   its  fiery 

glow  : 

Painfully  plaintful,  each  flat  note  fhall  die, 
And  his  look's  anguifii  give  his  words  the  lie. 
Next  uhile  foft  fmiles  icftrain  his  voic'd  effay. 
Bid  angry  founds  give  rage  its  thund'ring  way; 
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Vainly  mouth'd  menace  fwells  th'attempted  ftorm, 
Kind  as  confent  th'  unfright'ning  accents  form  : 
While  his  look  frown'd  not,  fenfe  could  found  but 

fweet ; 

No  nerve  concurring  hclp'd  th'  unfinew'd  heat. 
But  had  his  eyes  th'  impatient  fire  difplay'd, 
Each  note  had  fnatch'd  it,  and  each  ftop  convey'd: 
Thus  one  plain  practice  paints  whole  nature  right, 
And  all  her  changeful  pictures  move  delight. 

Is  there  who  loves  not  joy? — There  then  begin, 
Search  the  foul-pleafing  paffion's  pow'r  within; 
Find  your  fmile's  force  before  fome  faithful  glafs, 
Heedful  to  let  no  faint  impreffion  pafs  :        [train, 
There  to  touch'd  gladnefs  thought-form'd  features 
'Till  each  crifp'd  fibre  feels  th'  enrapt'ring  drain; 
Then  (ftretch'd)  behold  your   op'ning  forehead 
Bacle'ning  in  boaftful  fenfe  of  fparkling  eyes,  [rife, 
Broadly  majeftical  your  bread  expands, 
Brac'd  your  prefs'd  joints — neck,  knee,  feet,  fhoul- 

ders,  hands, 

Treading  on  air,  each  ftep  new  fcul  difplays, 
Your  limbs  all  lighten,  and  your  looks  all  blazer- 
Then  fpeak; — joy  anfwers  ;  every  found  its  own  ; 
JVTufic  and  rapture  mix'd  in  tranfport's  tone  ! 
fall  from   this  height  (ah!  'tis  but  fortune's 

road!) 

Down  to  deep  fenfe  of  forrow's  pungent  goad ; 
Damp  your  loofe  feature's  into  thought's  diftrefi, 
Fade  fancy's  glofs  to  dim-ey'd  wretchednefs  : 
The  fad  look  fick'ning,  ftraight  the  fpirits  break, 
Unbending  nerves  grief's  lax  imprefiion  take  : 
Faint  hangs  the  clouded  eye,  fhort  fteps  drag  flow, 
And  every  hcedlefs  gefture  bends  with  woe  : 
Now  to  the  heart-touch'd  fenfe  the  voice  com- 
plains, 
And  fighing  pityers  catch  th'  infectious  pains. 

Say,  fhould  fome  flack'ner  of  the  paflion's  care, 
I  form'd  for  gay  flights,  and  ftruggiing  from  de- 

fpair, 

Eow'd  from  his  native  bent  to  doubt's  new  part, 
Find  fear's  cold  caft  affign'd  a  fearlefs  heart  ? 
What  could  he  do  ?   where   houfe  th'  intrufive 

gueft  ? 

Let  his  eye  lodge  him — 'twill  prepare  his  breaft. 
From  the  foul's  optic  fhoots  th'  admitted  fhape, 
Nor  let  one  tim'rous  wavering  ftate  efcape. 
Fear  is  elufive  forrow,  fhunning  pain  ; 
I  Active,  yet  ftopp'd,  it  dims  the  doubtful  brain  ; 
[  Spirit  fnatch'd  inward,  flagnating  by  dread,  [lead : 
I  Slow  through  the  limbs  crawls  cold  the  living 
Form'd  to  the  look  that  moulds  th'  aflumer  s  face, 
I  His  joints  catch  tremblings,  life's  moift  firings  un- 
brace ; 

!  This  road  and  that  th'  alarmful  paffion  tries, 
|  Halts  in  the  motion,  flutters  in  the  eyes  ; 
(Checks  the  dipt  accent's  hefitative  way, 
•'And  on  th'  evafive  mufcles  hangs  dehy. 

Anger  is  pride  provok'd  (fo  felt,  fo  known), 
Strange  !  its  ftage  influence  is  fo  faintly  fhovvn  ! 
|  Yet,  with  what  abfent  fenfe  of  all  its  flame 
)  See  we  rage  meek,  fire  cold,  and  fury  tame  I 
(Bid  the  face  redd  ning  warm'd  idea  take, 
i  Straight  the  foul's  wildfires  all  ebftrudliun  break  : 
!  Stung  by  inflicted  thought's  imagin'd  pain, 
|  Hard  heave  the  mufcles,  rolling  eye-balls  {train  : 
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Twixt  the  clos'd  teeth,  indignantly  fuppre  ft, 
Or  ftorm-like  loud  out  pours  th'  unguarded  breaft  : 
Slack'ning  exclaiming,  fwift,  flow  refllefs  change, 
Wings  the  voic'd  tempeft  in  its  whirlwind  range  ; 
Quick  turns  and  flartings  face  and  air  deform, 
And  thick  fhort  breathings  paint  the  infclt  florin. 

Nor  fea,  nor  life,  eternal  tempeft  fweeps, 
Hufh'd  calms  fucceed  it,  and  the  thunder  fleeps  : 
Such  the  foft  filent  tide,  that  floods  the  mind, 
To  mov'd  companion's  pain-touch'd  warmth  in* 

clin'd  : 

Aidful  idea  fpririgs  to  pitied  woe, 
Thence  every  quiv'ring  fmew  learns  to  glow: 
Back  from  the  panting  laofom  to  the  eye, 
Kind  figh-wing'd  dews  in  foft  fenfation  fly  : 
So  from  earth's  op'ning  breafts,  in  fiow'r-drefs'd! 

May, 

Steams  the  fipt  fragrance  to  the  fun's  felt  ray  ; 
Lightly  fuftain'd,  to  morn's  faint  clafp  it  clings, 
Yet  oft  (let  go)  falls  back,  oft  upward  fprings  : 
So  learn  to  fteal  foft  pity's  copied  grace;       [face; 
Languor's  moift  cloud  marks  firft  the  mournful 
Then  hope's  kind  tenfion  warms  the  mufcly  meinf 
Dragg'd  diff  'rent  ways  contending  contrafts  lean  ; 
Clafh'd   looks  'gainft  movements  paint  internal 


. 

'Twixt  the  heart's  anguifh  and  the  help's  delight: 
Then  touch'd  attention's  hark'ning  hufh  creeps 

round, 
And  breathlefs  mouths  devour  th'  expected  found. 

Nature  lofes  change  —  Cold  night  fucceeds  to 
And  pity's  dark'ning  oppofite  is  fcorn  :       [monij 
Far  be  this  brow-ftretch'd  arrogance  of  air 
From  mifery's  doomful  claim,  in  fons  of  care. 
Ah  !  minds  (too  apt)  turn  but  the  look  within, 
We  find  pride's  image  there  as  fare  as  fin  ! 
Yet  with  fuch  bias  rolls  man's  will  from  right, 
1'hat  fearch  firft  miffes  what  is  moft  in  fight  : 
Elfe  how  unnecdful  to  defcribe  a  rage 
No  player  wants  power  to  feel  —  but  on  the  ftage. 

Cautious  (life's  fpeaking  picture)  wear   thai 

ftain, 

Rightly  to  fhow  be  thine,  but  not  retain  ! 
Scorn  is  calm  carelefs  anger  flagg'd  of  wing, 
Brufh'd  fenfe  of  harmlefs  wrong,  too  weak  to  fting  : 
Safe  in  fufpended  power,  eas'd  warmth  difclaims 
Exertion,  and  with  flack  remiffnefs  flames  : 
Now  fmiles,  now  frow«ns,  yet  both  with  eye  ferene, 
While  half-ftrung  nerves  play  fprings  pf  painlefs 
fpleen. 

Clofe-following  fcorn,  ama2ement  ought  to  rife; 
Angels  feel  wonder,  men  fhould  dare  defpife  ! 
Born  to  miftakcs,  and  erring  out  life's  fpan, 
Man,  as  if  heaven  were  his,  looks  down  on  man, 
Say  then  what  wonder  is—  trace  its  taught  caufe, 
Mark  its  true  features,  and  make  known  its  laws. 
Wonder  is  curious  doubt—-  will's  chedk'd  retreat, 
Shrinking  from  danger  it  prepares  to  meet; 
*Tis  fear's  half-brother,  of  refembling  face, 
But  fix'd,  unwavering,  and  bound  down  to  place;. 
Earned,  alarmful  gaze,  intently  keen, 
Notes  the  weigh'd  object,  yet  diftrufts  it  feen  ; 
As  in  pale  churchyards,  gleam'd  by  filent  night, 
Should  fome  crofs'd  fpeftre  fhade  tiie  moon's  di* 

lish, 
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Shudd'ry,  the  backVmg  blood,  revolving  fwift, 
Clogs  the  prefb'd  heart — flretch'd  fibres  fail  to 

lift: 

Loft  in  doubt's  hard'ninp  froft,  ftopt  motion  lies, 
"While  fc-nfe  climbs  gradual  to  the  training  eyes. 

Hatred  is  fallen  fury  long  retain'd; 
'Tis  willing  mifchief  warily  reftrain'd  ; 
'Tis  thought's  corrofion  acridly  perplex'd; 
'Tis  fclf  in  pain,  left  others  live  unvcx'd. 
This  to  touch  vivid-^-(pencil !  pleas'd  and  free, 
Paint  the  coil'd  ferpent  thou  abhorr'ft  to  fee.) 
Veil  the  malignant  leer  that  burns  with  fpite, 
Bid  the  brow's  lour  o'erhang  the  Cck'ning  fight; 
Swell  the  blown  cheek,  th'  unopeninglip  reftrain  ; 
Strctch'd  the  wide  ncftril   marks  th'  impatient 

pain. 

Ardent,  yet  heedlefs,  half  th'  averted  eye 
Skims  the  loath'd  object,  and  difdains  it  nigh. 
Hard  back-brac'd  nerves  in  fett'ry  fervour  t«il, 
And  the  cnrv'd  fyftem  heaves  in  check'd  recoil. 
Haft   from   taught   pain — fhun   hatred's  baneful 

fhade, 
And  to  love's  funfhine  lend  the  mufe's  aid. 

Love  is  intenfc  dcfire,  by  rev'rence  check'd; 
Tis  hope's  hot  tranfport,  ftrcak'd  with  fear's  re- 

fpecl; 

'Tis  pafiiou's  every  foul-felt  power  disjoin'd ; 
*  Tis  all  th'  affembled  train's  whole  force  combin'd. 
?Tis  like  f«jft  air,  through  which  admitted  light 
Peoples  pleas'd  fancy,  and  lends  fhape  to  fight : 
Yet,  like  that  air  difturb'd,  man's  quiet  breaks, 
Tempefts  his  reafon,  and  hi*  triumph  fhakes. 

You  who  infufe  this  pow'r  muft  firft  have  felt; 
Jsfo  heart,  unmov'd  itfelf,  bids  others  melt : 
Yet>  would  chalk'd  outline  {ketch  th'  imagin'd 

grace  ? 

Dumb  earneft  gaze  tongues  o'er  th'  unvocal  face : 
Soft'njng  in  apprehcnfton's  awe- check'd  air, 
Each  limb  bcfeeches,  each  flow  fiep's  a  prayer: 
While  high-brac'd  raptures  imag'd  pride  conltfs, 
Meeknefs  fits  guardian  o'er  the  mild  addrefs : 
Poubt  diflipating  hope,  to  blanch  defire, 
Hangs  the  mind's  curb  upon  the  body's  fire. 
Snatch 'd  from  the  fcene,  claim  this  the  box's 

care ; 

It  paints  and  warns  for  every  beauty  there  : 
But  there  love's  fhafts  (of  late)  all  pointlefs  lie, 
Blunt  from  bold  tnein,and  dead'ning  in  the  eye  ; 
Naked  of  heart,  and  hateful  of  delay, 
Brring  time-fhort'ner  !  meeting  wifh  half  way  ! 
Woman,  outftradling  art's  old  lureful  {kill, 
Mann'd  o'er  with  invitation,  drives  back  will; 
Falls  her  paft  price,  owns  patient  ho^e  buys  dear, 
Hawks  for  quick  market,  and  hawls  chapmen  near; 
Talks  loud,  ftruts,  elbows,  calls  a  grace  a  fool ; 
Drefs'd  like  a  fcarecrow,  manner'd  like  a  mule  : 
Pall'd,  the  prefs'd  cheap'ner  drtads  th'  out-bluf- 

tring  air, 
Eyes  the  braw'd  fwaggerer,  and  rejects  her  ware. 

Turn,  coarfe  conceiver  !  all  unfex'd  by  mode, 
$v!aid  that  trot'ft  Uglying  in  the  rnonfter's  road  ! 
Proud,  yet  immodeib  !  light,  rude,  witlefs,  pert, 
Bold,  jotllin'g,  hoid'ning,  blufhnefs,  pow'rleis  flirt! 
Emptier  than  air  thy  coloury  gewgaws  play, 
While  every  hour's  new  foims  pulli  old  uway  : 


Trifler  !  for  cards  and  contradictions  boyn  I 
Panting  for  conqueft,  yet  compelling  fcorn  ! 
Lab'ring  from  nature  to  grow  loath'd  by  art, 
And  for  man's  manners  forfeiting  his  heart!  [j 

But  hold — contempt  wrong  plac'd  becomes  un- 
Perhaps  flage  whiners  gave  love's  friends  difguft; 
For  (goblin-like)  there  lovers  walk  unihown, 
Talk'd  of  in  every  play,  yet  feen  in  none : 
Loft  in  unfeeling  cold  affected  drawl, 
They  touch  no  tenderncft,  attempting  all. 
Lump'd  lazy  liftlefs  indolence  one  caufe, 
And  one  th'  admiring  fool's  misjudg'd  appl 
Vhy  fhould  pain  fweat  for  praiie,  proud 

win, 

Ry  the  rais'd  footftep  and  exalted  chin  ? 
By  the  heav'd  halt,  that  fwing*  its  load  alonj 
Clumfily  folemn,  and  ferenely  wrong  ? 
By  the  big,  broati,  round,  mellow,  trounding 
That  means  no  paffion,  and  conveys  no  foul : 
Half  fwclls,  then  finks,  like  Tails  of  (hips  becalm' 
A  dry  dead  fweat,  ruan's  mummied  voice  em- 
balm M. 

Shame  on  the  whirling,  Heep-ind'  ilive  tone  !    • 
Not  by  fuch  glow-woim  ^limie  love'o  fires  are 

fhown  : 

Heart,  voice,  mein,  vifagc,  all  pay  love  their  aH, 
Cupid  exadls  more  fttidl  alliance  made  ; 
'Twixt  the  mind's  ftates  than  once  'twixt  Euro 
Who  bound  all  princes,  yet  left  none  uufree. 
Not  fuch  loofe  treaties  plt-afe  th'  al!-but.klir.£  god, 
PuncTtual  he  yokes  tun'd  founds  to  meauuig's  nod:  ' 
Pardons  no  void  vain  voluble  harangue, 
And  hates  to  hear  the  unaiming  bowftriiMr  fwang. 

Say,  female  fhades  of  love, who  haunt  the  Usgf,  ,- 
What  fiend,  clofc  trending,  tags  dcfire  with  f^^  I 
11  in  your  hnfpitable  boloms  bred, 
Th'  unrefting  fury  thrives,  by  beauty  fed, 
Tell  the  dire  name — But  if  you  liK'nt  feel 
Th'imprefDve  tooth,  and  no  gnaw'd  thought  re£ 
veal,  [bite, 

Speak,  tell-tale  mufe.    Thou  fhar'ft  th'  envenom'4 
for  jealoufy  ne'er  fleeps  when  poets  write. 

The  Janus  jealoufy  two  faces  wears, 
Each  diff'ring,  apt  as  form'd  by  diff'rent  cares;  • 
While  infant-wing'd  the  callow  harpy  lies, 
Tdo  dim  for  daylight,  too  unfjedg'd  to  rife  : 
'Tis  doubt-mix  d  anger,  ftrugghng  to  confide, 
Floating  half-funk  on  pity's  pleading  tide  : 
Here  hope-fed  foftnefs  loothes  the  affiant  heart, 
There  rage  vindicative  bids  the  fpirit  fmart : 
'Twixt  the  two  wav'ring  fcales,  by  turns  depreft, 
The  eye's  fhort  wand'rings  mark  the  mind  d%> 

ftreft; 

Languidly  flrung,  flow-nerv'd,  half-finewy  ftrain, 
Paints  an  unfcttled,  half-determin'd  pain  : 
Whence  roys'd  refentment,  catching  hafty  flame, 
Cool'd  by  met  pity,  blufhes  into  iliame  : 
But  dpes  wcigh'd  proof  confirm  th'  ideal  wrong, 
Then  the.  eye  lightens,  and  the  brace  binds  ilrougi 
Not  vepgcance  burns  more  turbulently  ftcrn, 
Though  (through  it)  pain'd  affection  fighs  concern. 

Thus  has  the  mule,  in  pafljon's  changeful  dref«| 
J^ed  ent'ring  art  through  nature's  dark  recefs; 
Fair  to  her  eye  oneiource  of  action  fhown, 
Whence  every  bra;;ch'd  meander  flows  hsr  cv: 
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JBrief  let  predfion's  fcale  contract  the  view; 

(Then  grafp  it  mem'ry,  and  remit  the  clue. 
I     Previous  to  art's  firft  act  (till  then  all  vain) 
^JPrint  the  ideal  pathos  on  the  brain  ; 

Feel  the  thought's  image  on  the  eyeball  roll; 

Behind  that  window  fits  th'  attentive  foul  : 

Wing'd  at  her  beck  th'  obedient  mufcles  fly, 
»Bent  or  relaxing  to,  the  varied  eye  : 
iPrefs'd,  moderate,  lenient,  voice's  organ'd  found 
^To  each  felt  impulfe  tones  the  tuneful  round  : 
iForni'd  to  the  nerves,  concurring  mein  partakes, 
|So  the  mov'd  actor  moves,  and  pafliou  fhakes. 

THE  DEDICATION  OF  THE  BEECH-TREE, 

Occasioned  by  the   late  Difcovery  of  making   Oil 
from  tie  Fruit  of  that  Tree. 
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in  thy  (tarry  orb, 
Great  ruling  planet  of  our  brighten'd  fphere, 
The  mufe  invokes  thee,  and  demands  thy  ear  \ 
i.  Her  Harley's  ear  !  O  yet  confefs  the  name  ! 
•Thy  titles  borrow  luftre  from  thy  fame. 

Fearlef*  to  fall,  my  rein-loos'd  fancy  foars 
HHigh  as  thy  deeds,  nor  common  aid  implores. 
jaLet  confcious  fawners  blow  their  fmolty  fire, 
•And  vainly  bid  th'  unlift'ning  gods  inipire, 

•  My  mufe,  difdainful  of  their  fullied  wings, 

•  Views   the   vaft  height,    and   dauntlefs   upward 

fprings, 

llnfpir'd  likr  angels  by  the  worth  fhe  {ings. 
Yet,  Oh  !  Tiiftake  not  my  aipiring  lays  5 

•  They  would  but  fpeak  my  duty,  not  your  praife  ; 

•  Praifes  like  yours,  who  lives  and  does  not  know; 
I  The  poorefl:  debtors  count  the  lums  they  owe  ; 

•  But  I,  impatient  of  the  growing  fcore, 

I  Would  pay  you  fomething  ere  I  owe  you  more. 

Accept,  great  guider  of  the  ftormy  ftate, 
I  An  off'xing  worthy  of  the  brave  and  great  : 
I  Accept  what  heav'n,  propitious  for  your  fake,    ' 
•Smiles  on  this  peace-blefs'd  land,  and  bids  her 
take  : 

•  This  art  of  old  had  been  fome  altars,  due, 

|  Now,  fir'd  with  purer  zeal,  ftie  kneels  to  you. 

•  That  awful  pow'r  who  guards  our  Anna's  throne, 
j  And  to  that  Anna  made  your  virtues  known, 

I  To  place  fuch  worth  above  all  wilh'd  controul, 
[  Blefs'd  the  long  labours  of  your  peaceful  foul. 
I  But  one  thing  wanted,—  rfam'd  Minerva's  tree,  • 
I  The  gift  of  peace  from  gods  to  men  like  thee  ; 
I  That  oleous  plant,  the  pride  of  funnier  clmxes, 
I  Chief  in  the  poets  fongs  of  ancient  times; 
I  Too  long  profan'd  for  thy  chafte  brow  to  wear, 
M  Fled  the  cool  influence  of  the  northern  bear., 
I  Heaven's  voice  was  heard,  deficient  nature  groan'd, 
t|  Felt  his  new  will,  and  the  correction  own'd. 
if  The  humblcft  foreft  of  our  favour'd  land 
•'I  Grew  proud  beneath  this  bounty  of  his  hand  j 
I  Confefs'd  the  fecret  he  vouchfaf'd  to  teach, 
i  j  Difdain'd  the  olive,  and  enthron'd  the  beech. 
Hail,  happy  tree!  wou'd  after-ages  know, 
To  whom  their  fons  thy  oily  hai  vefts  owe, 
{  Oxford's  lov'd  name,  deep  on  thy  bofom  grave, 
j  Who  from  his  country  did  his  country  fave  ; 
j  "Who  gave  our  harafs'd  land  its  long-wifh'd  reft, 
j  feud  forc'd  unwilling  nations  to  bs  blelij 


Whofe  known  efteem  of  arts  gave  birth  to  thee, 
Omen  of  greater,  which  e'er  long  fhall  be. 

Thy  pious  hand,  which  made  war's  thunder 

ceale, 

Shall  cultivate  the  nobler  arts  of  peace ; 
Till  murm'ring  faction  owns,  with  thanklefs  joy, 
'  Tis  far  more  great,  to  build  than  to  deftroy. 
Nor  fhall  thy  rifing  country's  fons  alone, 
Thy  wifer  care  of  their  loft  int'reft  own, 
The  boundlefs  bleflings  of  thy  lib'ral  hand, 
Shall  fhed  their  influence  on  our  fruitful  land  : 
The  long-mourn'd  abfence  of  th'  ini'piring  plant, 
Whofe  pow'rful  juice  ungrinds  the  edge  of  want, 
Whofe  ibv'reign  tlrength  nukes  glad  the  lab'rcrs 

toil, 

Shall  now  no  more  reproach  our  injur'd  foil ; 
Our  teeming  glebe,  if  I  a  right  divine, 
E'er  long  (hall  fwell  with  floods  of  gen'nrus  wine, 
France  (hall  no  more  her  courted  vineyards  boail; 
But  look  with  envy  on  our  northern  coaft, 
Which  now  enrich'd,  with  matchlefs  oil  and  corn, 
Unequal'd  vintages  fhall  foon  addrn. 

Nor  this  alone  !  on.  on,  prophetic  fire  ! 
Though  boundlefs  is  the  flight,  difdain  to  tire; 
Unwearied  all  his  glorious  aims  purfue, 
'Till  fick'ning  envy  dies  to  fhun  the  view, 

Fir"d  with  the  fure  prefage,  methinks  I  fee 
The  ftruggling  eaft  refign  her  morian  tree ; 
The  rougheii  Dryads  of  our  oaken  ifle, 
Charm'd  with  the  gentle  ftranger^  learn  to  fmile  ; 
The  dancing  boughs  their  breezy  homage  pay, 
The  oak  nods  welcome,  and  the  beech  gives  way. 
And  now,  glad  fpring,  by  rifing  warmth  renew'd, 
The  various  infect  feeks  its  leafy  food, 
Spins  out  its  little  life's  induftrious  thread, 
In  grateful  toil,  to  find  its  feeder's  bread. 
Dies  a  rich  recompenfe  of  female  care, 
And  leaves  its  filken  trealures  to  the  fair  ; 
The  fair,  long  mindful,  whence   th'  advantage 

came, 

Shall  teach  their  fons  to  fpeak,   by  lifping  Har- 
ley's name.  [join'd, 
From  views,  like  thine,  with  thy  vaft  knowledge, 
What  bleffings.  may  not  happy  Britain  find  ? 
Fierce  emulation  {hall  new  pow'rs  impart, 
Till  ev'ry  wilh  grows  poflible  to  art ; 
Rivers  fhall  roll,  where  now  huge  mountains  grow, 
And  tides,  new  channel'd,  wonder  how  they  flow. 
For  thee,  proud  Thames  h,is  wealthy  arms  ihaU 

fprcad, 

And  take  the  fwift  Sabrina  to  his  bed. 
Enamour'd  Trent  fhall  love-fick  Avon  meet, 
And  diftant  feas  in  mix'd  alliance  meet. 

Dear,  to  thy  care,  ev'n  th'  unhoping  Scot 
Shall  blefs  the  union,  and  hold  faft  the  knots 
Britain  no  longer^ fhall  explore  from  far, 
The  coolly  magazines  of  naval  war; 
High  on  the  mountains  of  her  northern  fhore, 
The  gummy  pine  fhall  fhed  her  pitchy  ftore ; 
Tall  firs,  which  ufelefs,  have  long  ages  grown, 
Shall  fright  the  feas,  and  vifit  worlds  unknown ; 
Till  the  check'd  fons  of  .Norway's  timber'd  ftate, 
Learn  love  by  force,  while  we  difarm  their  hate. 

And  here  rejoice,  ye  Caledonian  fhores, 
Whofe  empty  Brands  my  friendly  mufe  deplore;: 

Y  y  j'i 


\ 


T.  BE    WORKS    OF   HI  LI,. 


Shortly,  ftrong  fleets  fiall  p!mv  your  ftormy  feas, 
Anil   wraith's   warm  breath   your  icy   p.;rts   un 


The  Bc.ltfic  ihoiler  jhal!  no  more  pnrfue          [y°u 
Thofe  finny  (hoals  wh;ch  cr*;iri   \ciir  guide*  and 
Summon'd  tpgreatnefi,  woithy  of  your  lame, 
Nor  ill-fupported  in  the  gen'rous  aim, 
Approaching  time  Ihnll  fee  you,  juftly  brave, 
Aflei't  the  right  which  God  and  na»ur.-  ^-ve. 
Then  (hall  that  fire  which  now  your  bo.'bm  fills, 
With  virtues  uft'lefs  on  your  barren  ,'; 
Now-nerve  the  grafp  of  application's  ! 
And  roufe  the  latent  glorie*  of  yrur  land. 
Wide  lies  a  rra&  beneath  the  funny  line, 
Where  rays  direct  wi:  'ine; 

Where  ribs  of  Olver  bh.d  the  :  •  'ains, 

And  virgin  Wealth  unmix'd  \vith  av'ricc,  reigns. 
This  the  proud  Spaniard  never  yet  pnf; 
So  much  has  heav'n  the  happy  native-  bieffd  ; 
Referv'd  for  Britifh  role,  their  ii'Himus  free>, 
Divides  the  northern  from  the  foirh-rn  f-a. 

N<>r  this,  the  hapiefs  traft,  th.1  direful  foot, 
Dear  to  the  brave,  the  unpermirtrd  Sc<  t. 
North  of  thar  fad,  that  iH-rsmember  d  (bore, 
A  happier  work  does  happier  hands  implore.    - 
Here  fhall  the  fons  of  our  a  Jvcrt-'rou*  lai-d, 
Through  unborn  ages  ftretch  decrcrd  command; 
Here  (hall  they  draw  both  oceans  to  tiieir  fw:iy, 
And  through  repugnant  mountains  c'jt  their  way  : 
'Tis  done  !  methinks  I  hear  rheir  cannons  roar, 
Jioflile  repiners  fliun  the  envied  fhore, 
And  round  vail  capes  a  tedious  courfe  purfue  ; 
While  we,  and  only  we,  poflefs  the  ne^v. 
Hence  {hall  the  fhorten'diiiRahce  guard  our  health, 
Secure  </ur  traffic  and  increafe  our  wealth  : 
The  weftern  bullion  to  our  merchants  fold, 
Shall  fend  us  weight  for  weight  in  eaftern  gold. 
Nor  then  (hall  Afia's  aromatic  ftore 
Pile  the  proud  markets  «)f  a  nti^Iib'ririg  flsore  ; 
All  fliall  b-  curs,  and  while  we  all  maintain, 
No  bloody  war  (ball  the  chafte  vi&'ry  ilain. 

O  blind  profantrs  of  obtruded  hlif,  I 
Who  •wanting  Ib'ul  to  fathom  depth  like  this, 
Inftead  of  owning  debts,  you  cannot  p-iyT 
Strike  at  the:  friendly  hand  which  points  the  way. 

forgive,  thou  great  infpirer  of  my  Jbng, 
If  ending  here,  thy  wider  view*  I  wrong  ; 
If  arts  more  wiflrd,  or  worlds  lefs  known  there 

were. 
Thy  ntflus  ultra  had  not  rcfted  there. 

HOR.  LIB.  I.  ODE  V. 

^uis  mult  a  gracilis. 

COOL  within  the  grotto  toying, 

v    Soft  'on  icatter'd  r'ofes  laid, 

What  young  bud  arf  thou  deftroying  ; 

Why  to-day  thofc  cliarms  diiplay'd  ? 
Trimly  plain  in  fubtlu  fweetneis, 
;   What  f<;nd  heati  is  here  bc'ict  ? 
Wfty,  with  negligent  comp!eteucl3, 

Loofcly  curiS  that  trefiy  net  ? 

Soon  by  differ  ings  taught  to  know  thee, 
v"  O  !  'yc  changtl'ul  tjcds  !  he  cri^s, 


Too,  n.o  ' 

i.r.te  the  fond  :- 

Then  with  foolifh  -  "'i^gi 

He  compares  thy  funft.:ne  pafl, 

-!i'>:'f  ilor.n:-   .f  fpleen's  preparing, 

Which  thy  ptcicnt  looks  o'ercad  ! 
Silly  rrufter  !  vain  fuppofrr  ! 

In  hi?  am'rous  empty  mind, 
Soft  he  forms  thee  jf>y's  diipofer  : 

Bver  grateful,  hufh  d  and  kind. 

But  alas !  and  fliame  upon  thee  ! 

Little  drt-ams  he  what  a  fky, 
Heaping  cl.iud«in  whirlwinds  on  thee. 

Soon  lhall  dim  thy  future  eye. 

Pity,  gods !  thofe  faithful  creatures, 

'i  t:  unbroke  to  woman's  arts: 
Fondly  trufting  lovely  features. 

And  for  fruited  exchanging  heart*. 

As  for  me,  by  heaven  befriended, 

Lor;g  ago  I  'fcap'd  the  ftonu  : 
Saff  with  all  my  fails  extended, 

Flying  from  that  fraudful  form  : 
Broid  my  pidurM  ftory  flaming. 

Now  {hall  love's  gay  temple  grace  ; 
From  ibme  pillar's  height  procLuuua^ 

Warnings,  to  the  lifing  race. 

VERSES 

ON  THE  DEATH  OT  MR.  DENNIS. 

ADIEU!  unfocial  excellence  !  at  lafb 
f!iy  foes  are  vanquifh'd,  and  thy  fears  ar. 
\'.ir^t,  the  grim  recompcnce  of  truth  li'ce  thine, 
Shall  now  no  longer  dim  thy  deflin'd  fiiiue. 
Th*  impatient  envy,  the  difclainful  air! 
The  front  malignant,  and  the  captious  (tare ! 
The  furious  petulence,  the  jealous  ftart, 
The  mift  <  f  frailties  that  obfcur'd  thy  heart, 
Veil'd  in  thy  grave  fhall  unrcmcmber'd  lie, 
For  thefe  were  parts  of  Demn\  born  to  die  ! 

But,  there's  a  nobler  Seity  bflijnd, 
Us  reaibn  dies  not — snd  has  friends  to  find  f 
Though  here,   revenge  and  pride   withheld 

praifc,  [days  i 

<Io  wrongs  fhall  reach  him  through   his  iutui 
'Ific  fifing  ages  fhall  redeem  his  name, 
And  nations  read  him  into  falling  fame  ! 
In  his  dtff  cts  untaught !  his  labour'd  page, 
Shall  tiiC  flew  gratitude  of  time  engage. 
Perhaps  fome  ilory  of  his  pitied  wi.-e, 
Mix'd  in  faint  fhadcs  may  with  hi*  memory  g< 
To  touch  futuruy  with  gen'rous  fliamc, 
And  backward  caft  an  unavailing  blame, 
On  times  too  cold  to  tafte  his  ftrcngth  of  art : 
Yet  warm  conremners  of  too  weak  a  he 

Reft  in  thy  duft,  contented  with  thy  lot, 
Thy  good  remrmber'd,  and  thy  ba  '. 
'  Pis  more  than  C;efar  aod  his  world  cou'd  give  ! 
Spread  o'er  his  vntuss  his  lew  errors  live  : 
1  ill  reafonirg  brutes,  whole  fpeck  of  foul  vvj 


To  loJrje  the  jufc  conception  of  his  dooru^ 


Dare  with  lewd  licenfe  noife  his  queftion'd  fame, 
And  blot  the  facred  revVence  of  his  name. 

WRIT  ON  A  WINDOW, 

In  tie  Highlands  of  Scotland. 

SCOTLAND  !  thy  weather's  like  a  modifh  wife! 
1'hy  winds  and  rains  forever  are  at  itrife  : 
So  termagant  a-vvhile  her  thunder  tries, 
And,  when  file  can  no  longer  1'coid — {he  cries. 

VERSES 

a?  Mr.  Savage  ;   and  fcnt  to  my   Lady  Mac- 
his  Ivlother. 


HOPELESS,  abandon'd,  aimlef?,and  opprefs'd, 
Loft  to  deliglit,  and  every  way  diilrelVd  : 

rofs  his  coid  bed,  in  wild  diforder  thrown, 
Thus  figh'd  A!exis,  friendlefs,  and  alone. 

Why  do  I  breath  ?  what  joy  can  being  give, 
When  ihc  who  gave  me  life  forgers  I  live ! 
Feels  not  thcfe  wint'ry  blafts — nor  heeds  my  fmart; 
But  flints  me  from  the  flicker  of  her  heart  ? 
bavv  me  cxpos'd  to  want !  to  fhame  !  to  fcorn  ! 
To  ills  : — which  make  it  inifery  to  be  born  !. 
jCaft  me,  regardlefs,  on  the  world's  bleak  wild, 
And  bad  me  be  a  wretch  while  yet  a  child  I 

Where  can  he  hope  for  pity,  pea-ce  or  reft, 
Wr>.o  moves  no  foftnefs — in  a  mother's  bread  ? 
C»(lom,  law,  reafon,  all !   my  cauie  forfake  ; 
And  nature  fleeps,  to  keep  my  woes  awake  ! 
Crimes,  which  the  cruel  fcarce  believe  can  be, 
The  kind  are  guilty  of,  to  ruin  me  ! 
Even  flie  who  bore  me  blafts  me  with  her  hate, 
And,  meant  my  fortune,  makes  herfelf  my  fate  ! 

Yer.  has  this  fweet  negledler  of  my  woes 
"the  fofteft,  tend're't  breaft,  that  pity  knows  ! 
Her  eyes  filed  mercy  wherefo'er  they  fiiine, 
And  her  foul  melts  at  every  v/oe — but  mine. 
Sure,  then,  forne  i'ccret  fate  for  guilt  unwill'd, 
Some  fentence  pfe  ord?in'd  to  be  fulfill'd, 
Plung'd  me  tims  deep  in  for  row's  fearching  flood, 

d  walh'd  me  from  the  memory  of  her  blood. 

But,  oh  !   whatever  caufe  has  niov'd  her  hate, 
Let  rue  but  iigh  in  filence  at  my  fate  ; 
The  God  within,  perhaps,  may  touch  her  bread  ; 
And  when  me  pities,  why  can  be  diilrefs'd  ? 

ON  LADr  MARY  WORTLKY  MONTAGUE'S  BRING- 
ING WITH  HER,  OUT  OF  TURKEY,  THE  AR.1'  Off 
INOCULATING  THE  SMALL-POX. 

WHEN  Greece  reviving  into  fhort  delight, 

Felt  pride  and  comfort  at  our  mufe's  fight, 
JThe  rival  d  nine  no  fooner  faw  her  face, 
(But  ev'n  their  envy  gave  their  wonder  place. 
1  Charm' d  into  love  of  what  eclips'd  their  fame, 

They  wak'd  Apollo  with  her  powerful  name. 
See,  gc  \  of  Grecian  wit  1  Urania  cries, 

Haw  fweet  a  mufc  the  wetlern  world  fupplies  : 
j  Say,  fhoulj  fhe  afk  fome  favour  from  your  throne, 
\  What  could  you  bid  her  take,  that's  not  her  own  ? 
j  Sparkling  in  charms,  the  heavenly  {hanger  view, 
jSograc'd,  me  fcarco  can  owe  a  beam  to  you. 

I  Beauty  with  love  her  power  to  your's  prefers; 
-^nd  wit  and  learning  are  already  her'*, 
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Rous'd  at  her  name,  receding  from  her  eyes, 
The  gaaing  god  rofe  flow  in  foft  furprife  ! 
Fair  miracle  !  (he  laid) — and  paus'd  a  while  : 
Then  thus — fweet  glory  of  your  envy'd  ifle  ! 
Charm 'd  and  oblig  d  loth  we  ungrateful  feem, 
Bear  hence  at  lead  one  mark'ot  our  edeern. 
One  of  my  three  great  claims  your  wifh  may  fif ; 
Whole  voice  is  muiic.  and  whole  thoughts  are  wit. 
Phyfic  alone  remains  to  grant  you  here— 
A  Ikill  !  your  godlike  pity  will  endear.  [cure, 

For/n'd  to  give  wounds,  which  mud  no  eafe  pro- 
Atone  yourinflu'nce  by  new  art*  to  cure. 
Beauty  s  chief  foe,  a  fear'd  and  fierce  difeafe  1 
Bows  at  my  beok,  and  knows  its  god  s  decrees. 
Breath'd  in  this  kifs,  take  power  to  tame  its  rage, 
And  from  its  rancour  free  the  refcued  age  ; 
High  o  er  each  fex  in  double  empire  fit ; 
Protc&Un  j  beauty,  and  infpiring  wit. 


TO  CLELIA,  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

ON   THE   PULLING  DOWN    ST.  MARTIN'S  CHURCH. 

WHILE  from  the  noify  crowd  you  lean  retir'd, 
In  tilent  fhades  by  love  of  thought  infpir  d, 
I,  vex  d  by  various  care<j,  to  bufmefs  chain'd,     ^ 
Mourn'd  your  loll  convert,  and  in  town  remain'd: 
Dark  as  the  midnight  world,  your  funihine  gone, 
Guidel'els  in  fallen  gloom,  I  \vander 'd  on  : 
Paflion's  wild  influence  ebb'd  and  flow'd  my  mind, 
As  feas  drive-  diff 'rent  with  the  changing  wind  : 
But  to  what  point  foe'er  my  will  was  bound, 
In  vain  I  turn'd  th'  unrefticg  compafs  round  : 
Doubtful  a  while  th'  wav  ring  needle  hung, 
Then,  trembling,  backward  to  your  image  Iprurig, 

Fet/five  I  view'd  a  facred  pile  of  late, 
Which  falls,  like  man,  to  rife  in  nobicr  flate ; 
The  doors  thrown  wide,  it  feem'd  unveil'd  to  lie, 
And  reverend  minftruck  myilartled  eye. 
Ent  ring  amidft  tne  bufy  hammer's  found, 
I  law  time's  dully  trophies  icatter'd  round : 
Each  violated  pillar  ftood  b&dew'd  ; 
And  wept  in  fulemn  grief  a  fate  fo  rude. 
From  tbrnbs,  by  force  disjoin'd,  reluctant  ftones 
Roll'd,  mix'd  with  clouds  of  dud,  and  human  bones  J 
From  fakhlcfs  walls  defacd  inscriptions  fled, 
And  to  long  night  confign'd  the  namelefs  dead  : 
The  pew's  pale  iijuares,  in  their  whole  lengthen'4 

row, 

Gave  way,  and  opened  a  fad  fcene  below  ! 
Beauty,  youth,  wealth,  and  power,  reduc'd  to  clay, 
Larded  with  bones,  yet  mbid,-unihelter'd  lay  : 
Remnants  of  eyeiefs  ikulls,  with  hollow  flare, 
Mock'd  the  proud  looks  which  living  charmer* 

wear  : 

Coffins  rofe  broke,  unfaithful  to  their  truft, 
And  floih  flew  round  me  in  unjointed  dud. 
Scarce  a  foort  fpan  beneath  that  opening  floor, 
Where  kneeling  charmers  pray'd  the  week  before; 
Where  forms  like  yours  rejoic'd  th'  admiring  eye, 
Fo-ms  once  like  yours,  in  naked  atoms  lie. 
O  fate  of  failing  life  1  O  flatt'ring  dream  ! 
What  vrint'ry  funfhine  is  thy  ftudowy  gleam  ! 

Thus  while  I  mus'd,  thy  foul  approached  my  ear; 
Thy  foft-wing'd  foul,  that  always  hovers  near. 
See'd  thou,  it  figh'd— how  thele  fad  relics  he  i 
And  doft  thou  fcur  that  Cltelia  thus  can  die  i 
Vyiij 


WORKS    OF    HILL. 


No — (he's  all  mind ;  and  her  immortal  name, 
Eluding  death's  fhort  reach  {hall  tread  on  fame. 
Tongues  yet  unthought  of,  Cielia  (hall  adorn, 
And  charm  adoring  nations— yet  unborn. 
Heroes,  at  whofe  refolves  the  world  will  fhake, 
Shall  treat  thy  fex  with  reverence  for  thy  fake  ; 
And  each  fair  tyrant  who  would  emprtfs  be, 
Porm  but  one  wifh — to  think  and  look  like  thee. 

ANSWER  TO  THE  RESOLVE. 

WHILST  empty  coxcombs  blaft  a  woman's  fame, 
In  ev'ry  ftate  and  ev'ry  age  the  fame  : 
With  their  own  folly  pleas'd,  each  fair  they  toaft, 
And  where  they  Icaft  are  happy,  fwear  they're 

mofb ; 

No  diff  'rence  marking  'twixt  the  gay  and  lewd, 
But  dreaming  all  who  fly  would  be  purfued  : 
"While  thus  they  vainly  think,  and  vahny  live, 
Loft  to  that  reverence  love's  foft  leflbns  give  ; 
Let  this  great  maxim  be  my  paflion's  guide; 
IVIay  I  ne'er  hope  where  I  am  ne'er  deny'd, 
Nor  gain  a  woman  willing  to  be  try'd. 


ANSWER    TO  A   SCURRILOUS   OBSCENE  POEM, 
Intituled,  An  Efijlle  from  Mrs.  Robinfon  to  Senefmt 

FROM  thy  loofe  lines  I  turn  my  eyes  away, 
Nor  know,  o'erfpread  with  blufhes,  what  to  fay: 
The  modcft  mufes,  wounded  by  thy  ftrain, 
For  me,  and  for  themfelves,  do  thus  complain. 

O'thon,  our  country's  folly  and  expence  I 
Dull  foe  to  tragedy  and  godlike  fenfe  ; 
Too  lo:ig,  mean  mercenary  fhade,  too  long, 
Has't  thou  thefe  ifles  enchanted  with  thytfong. 
Mufic's  foft  god  unbinds  the  charm  he  rais'd. 
He  bleft  thy  tongue,  and  while  he  bleft  we  prais'd 
By  thee  polluted,  he  difclaims  his  choice, 
And  will  no  longer  warble  in  thy  voice. 
His  trembling  notes  where  melting  foftnefs  hung 
And  every  grace  will  feek  a  chafler  tongue. 
No  more  the  lover  {hall  thy  fong  repeat, 
No  more  the  fair  one  figh — 'tiswond'rousfweet 

Oh,  guilty  Senefino  !  thou  no  more 
Shalt  bravo  !  bravo  !  hear— -or  loud  encore. 
The  loofe  and  dull  fhall  all  thy  audience  be ; 
The  chafle  and  witty  fhall  refent  for  me. 
All  unattended  fhall  thy  awkward  form, 
To  fad  uncrowded  fcenes,  or  whine,  or  ftorm. 
Thy  wretched  ha  !  fhall  unapplauded  grow, 
And  ill-plac'd  bays  fall  with'ring  from  thy  brow. 
Know,  Songfter,  Julius,  God-like  chief,  difdains 
Thy  fhrill,  unnatural,  ungraceful  drains : 
"With  rage  redoubled,  Pompey's  ghoft  muft  burn, 
To  find  fuch  tears  profane  his  facred  urn. 

Remember,  echo,  form  thou'lt  know  the  time, 
Striped  of  thy  robes,  thy  legions,  and  thy  rhyme  ; 
Thou  poor  machine  of  mean  delufive  found 
When  I  fhall  fee  thy  temples  all  unbound 
And  thofc  who  heroes  adt,  like  heroes  crown'd 

Thou  to  thy  famifh'd  Italy  fhalt  go, 
And  rival  Fauft  us  in  the  fhadcs  below. 


.:d>  t 

jwn'd.  J 


THE  CHOICE,  TO  A  FRIEND. 
OH  greatly  blefs'd  !  who  can,  as  fate  requires, 
By  ductile  wildom  temper  your  dcfires ! 


5alanc'd  within,  you  look  abroad  fereflff, 
And  marking  both  extremes  pafs  cleur  between; 
Oh,  could  your  lov'd  example  teach  your  ikill ! 
And  as  it  moves  my  wonder,  mend  my  will  1 

would  my  paffions  grow,   my  lot    might 
pleafe, 

And  my  fick  foul  fhou!d  think  itfelf  to  eafe, 
Jut  to  the  future  while  I  ftrain  my  eye, 
Each  prcfent  good  flips  undiftinguifh'd  by. 
Still  what  I  would,  contends  with  what  I  can  ; 
And  my  wild  wifhes  leap  the  bounds  of  man. 

If  in  my  power  it  lies  to  limit  hope, 
And  my  unchain'd  defires  can  fix  a  fcope ;     [f 
This  were  my  choice — oh  '.   friend,  pronounce 
For  I  have  wants  which  wealth  can  never  cur 
Mean  is  that  foul  which  its  own  good  can  fill ; 
A  profp'rous  world  alone  could  feaft  my  will. 
He's  poor  at  beft  who  others  mifery  fees, 
And  wants  the  wiftVd-for  power  to  give  it  eafc, 
He's  rich  who  fole  fupreme  and  unconfin'd, 
Can  with  unbounded  influence  blefs  mankind. 
A  glory  this,  unreach'd  ! — but  on  a  throne  1 
All  were  enough — but  lefs  than  all  is  none. 
This  my  firft  wifh — but  fince  'twere  wild  and 
To  grafp  at  glitt'ring  clouds-with  fruitlefs 
More  fafely  low  let  my  next  profpecl:  be  ; 
And  life's  mild  evening  this  fair  fun-fet  fee. 
Far  from  a  lord's  loath'd  neighbourhood— a  ftate, 
Whofe  little  greatnefs  is  a  pride  I  hate  !       [plac'cLjT] 
On  fome  lone  wild   fhould   my  ftrong  houle  be    1 
Surrounded  by  a  vaft  and  healthy  wafte  : 
Sterile  and  coarfe  the  untry'd  foil  fhould  be ; 
But  forc'd  to  flourifh,  and  fubdued  by  me. 
Seas,  woods,  meads,  mountains,  gardens,  ftreams, 

and  fkies, 

Should  with  a  changeful  grandeur  charm  my  cye», 
Still  where  I  mov'd,  new  marks  of  my  paft  pains 
Should  plume  the  mountain  tops,  and  paint  tha 

plains  j 

Greatly  obfcure,  and  fhunnJng  courts,  or  name 
Widely  befriended,  but  efcaping  fame. 
Peaceful  in  ftudious  quiet  would  I  live ; 
Lie  hid  for  kifure,  and  grow  rich  to  give. 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  CLARISSA. 
PAINTERS  to  poets  owe  their  nobleft  praife  ; 
Mute  are  their  tints,  till  voic'd  by  living  lays  : 
Paflive  the  femblant  forms  but  feem  to  breathe  ; 
Delufive  furface  holds  no  depth  beneath. 

Far  other  lines  Clariffa's  painter  drew ; 
Far  other  force  his  penfive  colours  knew  : 
There  in  round  fulnefs  active  pictures  glovr, 
Turgid  with  fpeaking  life,  and  thinking  woe. 
His  the  foul's  pencil,  whofe  warm  ftrokes  impart 
Mind  to  the  form,  and  paffion  to  the  heart. 
A  delegate  creator,  calm  he  lies, 
And  fees  the  worlds  he  calls  for  round  him  rife. 

Oh,  might  he  live  till  his  Chrifla's  death  1 
But  lite  immortal  fuits  not  mortal  breath. 
Let  him  but  live  till  all  who  read  are  taught, 
What  aided  influence  beauty  draws  from  thought. 
Thou  would  his  length'ning  years  all  bounds  defy, 
And  nature  and  her  friend  together  die. 
So  would  he  charm  whole  time— yet  vainly  too, 
Reach   every  coofcious   heart — to  change— how 
few  : 
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Let  him  not  hope  too  much — nor  heaven  nor  he 
Jet  human  minds  from  human  frailties  free  : 
[Though  e^ch  can  own  where  all  the  reft  are  hit, 
[And  every  flaw,  remote  from  fclf,  admit  : 
(Though  marks  external  catch  the  vifual  ray, 
All  in-fhut  objects  fhun  the  fearch  of  day. 
Each  uglieft  likenefs  for  another  fhown, 
(Strikes  all ;  but  none  find  eyes  to  note  their  own. 
Yet  his— whate'er  ftage,  prefs,  or  pulpit  can  ; 
Whate'er  the  heart's  touch'd  feelings  lend  to  man  : 
All  that  from  all  is  learn'd,  one  genius  givesj 
And  in  collective  right  of  virtue  lives.  [ply'd, 

Whence  was  his  more  than  magic  power  fup- 
So  fkill'd  to  ftart  life's  game  on  every  lide  ? 
Where  could  his  line  th1  unmeafur'd  vaftncfs  find, 
To  fathom  all  the  depths  cf  all  mankind  ? 
Piercing  as  light  from  heaven,  to  earth  he  flows, 
And  every  ftain  and  every  beavlty  fhows. 

The  three  great  powers  that  fhake  the  human 

heart, 
Are  mufic..  eloquence,  and  paintive  art: 

I  Picture  and  eloquence  already  charm, 

i  In  eVery  tearful  page  divinely  warm. 
Oh,  let  tun'd  numbers  fill  th'  illuftrious  trine  1 
In  fome  new  work  let  added  mufic  fhine ; 
Let  his  next  wreath  the  poet  s  ivy  claim, 
/Vnd  his  own  verfe  immortalize  his  name. 
Verfe  fo  infpir'd,  infpiring,  and  combinM, 

[  Would  pout  th'  enrapt'ring  virtues  o'er  the  mind  ; 
Roufe  from  their  roots  in  earth,  hearts  hard  as 

fteel, 
And  teach  once  more  the  trees  and  beafls  to  feel ! 


TWO  GENEROUS  MASTERS  ST.  QUINTIN, 

On  their  tender  Affeftlon  to  each  otier,  in  their  Progrefi 
through t  and  Recovery  from  the  Small-Pox. 

SEXES  are  needlefs  aids  in  love's  pure  claim, 
Since  fouls  (not  bodies)  light  our  focial  flame. 
Lamps  of  imprifon'd  life  mifplac'd  we  fhine, 
Leap,  lean  our  lengthening  points — and  long  to 
join. 

So  long'd  your  brother  minds  to  mix  embrace, 
As  light  meets  light,  and  fpace  is  loft  in  Ipace. 
peath,  with  fufpended  hand,  beheld  your  itrife, 
Call'd  off  difeafe's  rage,  and  fet  free  life. 
"Why  fhould  they  die,  the  ghaftly  paufer  cry'd, 
"Whom  names  but  feparate,  and  but  forms  divide  ? 
See  with  what  fpring  th1  elaftic  flrugglers  flew ; 
Clung  to  their  fate,  and  to  death's  horrors  grew  ! 
In  vain  eruptive  fires  their  faces  fcreen  ; 
Fever's  hot  anguifh  Vainly  burnt  between. 
Wolves  that  behind  fome  thicket  fcent  their  prey, 
Not  with  more  fierce  delight  o'er  thorns  make 

way, 

Than,  lur'd  by  danger,  one  with  rapture  fought 
Th'  infectious  gratp  that  his  beft  half  had  caught. 
There  fmii'd  their  twitted  fouls,  farewell  all  fear  ; 
We  rile  together  to  a  heaven  not  here. 

No — let  'em  (lay,  to  earth's  dim  duft  confin'd, 
Crofs'd  in    theb  clouded  way  t'ward  realms  of 

mind. 

'Twas  not  death's  drift  to  ftrike  for — added  blifs, 
Ifl  next  world  angels— You're  but  men  in  this. 


SENT  TO  A  LADY 

WITH  A  POCKET  LOOKING-GLASS* 

SEE,  my  foul's  ferene  invader, 

See  the  face  I  firfl  ador'd  : 
Heaven  for  love  and  pity  made  her, 

And  with  angel's  graces  ftor'd. 
Mark  her  forehead's  twful  rifing, 

See  her  fuul-fubduing  eyes, 
Every  look  and  air  ftirprifing, 

Modeft,  lively,  foft,  and  wife. 
Next  to  you  I  own  I  love  her  ; 

But  your  fweet  difcerning  eye, 
Muft  not  now  be  jealous  of  her  : 

She's  ne'er  feen  but  you  are  by. 

TO  DAVID  MALLET,  ESO^ 

On  a  mijiaken  fupfofttion  that  1  lad  for  got  him. 

WIT  like  yours — and  yet  forgot  ? 
Dreamy  doubt  ?  believe  it  not. 
Faith  in  filence  loves  to  dwell, 
Fill'd  with  fenfe  it  fhuns  to  tell. 
Shoaly  waters  loudefl  dafh  ; 
Diftant  light'nings  longeft  flafh  : 
Spare  pretence's  empty  drum, 
Deepeft  joys  are  oft'neft  dumb  : 
Bodies  part — but  mutual  mind 
Stretch'd  immenfcj  contiguous  join'd, 
Ever  tangent,  always  feen, 
Souls  embrace,  with  worlds  between. 
Pride,  indeed,  avows  it  fit, 
Men  forgotten  ihould  forget : 
Reafon  more  to  juftice  owes; 
Reafon  loves— becaufe  it  knows. 
Debt  can  ne'er  for  traffic  ftay  ; 
Unreceivipg  it  muft  pay  : 
Tafte  of  otner's  worth — fhould  none 
Lend  a  weight  to  aid  our  own — 
Don't,  howe'er,  the  balance  fail, 
Tofs  in  felf  to  turn  the  fcale. 

THE  ACTOR'S  EPITOME. 

IF  comprehenfion  beft  can  pow'r  exprefs, 
And  that's  ftill  greateft  which  contains  the  lefs; 
No  rank's  high  claim  can  make  the  player's  fmallj 
Since  acting  each  he  comprehends  them  all. 

Off,  to  due  diftunce,  half  the  {talking  train  1 
Blots  of  a  title  your  low  taftes  prophane  : 
No  dull  cold  mouther  fhares  the  actor's  plea, 
Rightly  to  feem  is  tranfiently  to  be. 

Arduous  the  tafk,  and  afks  a  climbing  brain ; 
A  head  for  judgment,  and  a  heart  for  pain  : 
E'er  fenfe  imprefs'd  reflects  adopted  forms, 
A  changeful  nature  fhakes  with  borrow'd  ftorms. 
Then  ftrong-mark'd  paffions  figns  external  bear, 
And  ftamp  affum'd  distinctions  on  the  player; 
Joy,  grief,  fear,  anger,  pity,  fcorn,  and  hats, 
Wonder,  fhame,  j.taloufy,  and  love's  foft  weight. 

Thefe,  wham  he  paints,  did  he  but  firft  conceive, 
Each  on  his  fancy  would  its  image  leave  ; 
Thence  ductile  fibres  catch  the  expreffive  fpring, 
And  the  eyes  dart  it,  and  the  accents  ring. 
Y  y  iiij 
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You  who  would  joy's  triumphant  pride  exprefs, 
What  mod  you  wifh,  imagine  you  poffefs. 
Strait  flames  th'  idea  to  the  kindling  eye, 
And  every  nerve  in  concord  braces  high  : 
Treading  on  air,  each  joint  a  foul  difplays ; 
The  looks  all  lighten— and  the  limbs  all  blaze. 

But  you  who  act  unhoping  grief's  diftrefs, 
Touch  fancy  with  fome  home-felt  wretchcdnefs. 
Then  flack'ning  nerves  the  loofe  impreflion  take  ; 
Each  fad  look  fickens :  the  fhock'd  fpirits  break  : 
Dim  faHs  the  faded  eye ; — the  fteps  drag  flow, 
And  ev'ry  hcedlefs  gefture  heaves  with  woe. 

Fear  is  but  a&ive  grief,  avoiding  pain, 
Yet  flies  too  faintly,  and  avoids  in  vain  : 
While  fl  agnate  fpirits,  thick'ning  as  they  fpread, 
G'cr  the  cold  heart,  crawls  flow,  the  living  lead. 
What  though  the  eye's  prompt  ray  kcenlight'ning 

dart; 
JTis  fruitlcfs:— -loos'ning  fibres  lame  the  heart. 

Anger  is  pride  provok'd  beyond  controul, 
When  fome  felt  infult  fires  the  fmarting  foul : 
Then  the  will's  warmth,  repelling  fancy'd  fhame, 
Strings  the  nerves  hard,  and  bids  the  eye-balls 

flame ; 

Then  marks  of  menace,  air,  and  face  deform  ; 
And  fhort  thick  breathings  paint  the  iiifelt  ftorm. 

Pity  is  adtive  fenfe  of  alien  grief ; 
Think  fome  dear  dying  fuff'rer  begs  relief : 
Aidful  idea  fprings  to  fuccour  woe, 
And  ev'ry  quivering  fmew  learns  to  glow, 
While  mild  as  fighing  faints,  the  fadd'ning  face 
Clouds  into  anguifh  with  relenting  grace. 

Scorn  is  cold  anger,  carelefs  and  at  eafe, 
Calm  fenfe  of  wrongs  too  harmlefs  t«  difplcafe ; 
Bold  in  undoubted  fafety,  'twould  clifclaim 
Defiance — and  with  proud  remiffnefs  flame. 
JSow   fmiles,  now  frowns, — yet  both  with  eye 

ferene ; 
And  lets  the  nerves  play  loofe  with  painlefs  fplcen. 

Hatred  is  fullen  fury  long  rctain'd; 
'Tis  willing  mifchief  warily  rcftrain'd  : 
This  to  paint  flrong  the  back-brac'd  nerves  fhould 

toil 

In  fetter'd  ftrain,  and  heave  in  curv'd  recoil ; 
While,  with  impatient  frown,  th'  averted  eye 
Shuns  the  loath'd  object  it  difdains  too  nigh. 

Pain-feekirg  jealoufy  feels  doubtful  rage, 
"Which  truflful  pity  ftruggles  to  affuage ; 
Thence  frets  uncertain  pain,  with  penfive  glow, 
And  look  and  action  fhare  divided  woe. 
Sad  in  the  face  the  heart's  felt  foftnefs  reigns, 
While  each  tugg'd  finew  angry  vengeance  flrains. 

Wonder  is  curious  fear — Suppofe  by  night, 
Some  pale  met  fpedre  crofs'd  the  moon's  din 

light. 

Sudden  theback'ning  blood,  retreating  fwift, 
Swells  the  prcfs'd  heart  : — each  fibre  fails  to  life  ; 
Loft  in  Ihort  paufe  arreftcd  motion  lies, 
And  fenfe  climbs  doubtful  to  the  ftraining  eyes. 

Love  is  at  once  intenfe  and  flack  defire ; 
There  hope  inflames,  while  reverence  cools  the  fire. 
Fear  of  repulfe,  bold  fenfe  of  joy  withdraws ; 
Sighs  in  each  accent ;  every  movement  awes. 
Soft,  earceft  looks  blu^h.  o'er  th'  inclining  face, 
And  fiaewy  uanfp  crt  borrows  {hade  from  grace. 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER  IN  VERSE. 

ALMIGHTY  Father  !  of  high  heaven  poflefs'd  : 
Be  thy  name  holy,  and  thy  power  confdb'd. 
Teach  us,  on  earth,  to  know  and  do  tliy  will ; 
As  he  aven's  bright  train  thy  great  commands  fulfil. 
Gracious  our  daily  bread  of  life  beilow  ; 
And  fliow  us  mercy,  as  we  mercy  fliow  : 
Guard  us  from  firon^  temptation's  powerful  call; 
Nor,  when  we  meet  with  evil,  let  us  fall. 

AN  ADDRESS 

FROM  THE   STATUES  AT   STOWE, 
To  Lord  Ceb/'jam,  on  bit  return  to  Lit  Garden* 
FROM  every  mufe  and  every  art  thy  own  ; 
Thy  bowers  our  theatres,  thy  mind  our  throne  : 
Hail  to  thy  virtues,  rnanumiz'd  from  ftatej 
Hail  to  thy  Icifure,  to  be  wifely  great. 
Fetter'd  by  duties,  and  to  forms  cnflav'd, 
How  timely  has  thy  life  a  remnant  fav'd  \ 
To  taftt  that  freedom  which  thy  fword  maintain'd;  j 
And  lead,  in  letter 'd  eafe,  a  life  unpain'd  : 
So  Scipio,  Carthage  fall'n,  rtfign'd  his  plume, 
And  Ihul'd  at  the  forgetfulnefs  of  Rome. 

O,  greatly  blefs'd  1   whole   evening  fweetliefJ 

fhines, 

And  in  unclouded  flowncfs  calm  declines : 
Now  free  reflection,  with  reverted  eye, 
Wan'd  frcm  hot  noon-tide,  and  a  troubled  fky, 
Divides  life  well — the  largeft  part  long  knc/vu 
Thy  country's  claim — the  laft  and  belt  thy  own- 

Go,  like  the  maflers  of  the  world,  go  fhine  ; 
Be  Charles'  life,  and  Dioclefian's  thine  : 
Form  thy  own  power,  dependent  peace  create, 
And  fhade  diftinclion  from  the  ftorms  of  : 
With  pray'rg  and  praife,  thy  toil  (like  heaven's) 
be  paid,  [made. 

And  guard  the  growing  world  thy  hands  have 
There,  while  detach'd,  thy  felf-fupported  foul 
Refumes  dominion,  and  efcapes  controul; 
Moves  with  a  grandeur  monarchs  feck  in  vain, 
Above  all  forms,  all  dangers,  and  all  pain: 
The  mufe  fhall  find  thee  in  thy  blefg'd  retreat, 
And  breathe  this  honcft  wifh  at  Cobham's  feet : 
Frefh  as  thy  lakes,  may  all  thy  pleafurts  flow  ; 
And  breezy,  like  thy  groves,  thy  paffions  blow; 
Wide  as  thy  fancy  be  thy  fpreading  praife  ; 
And  long  and  lovely  as  thy  walks — thy  days. 

TO  LADY  W , 

On  feting  her  in  the  Park,  after  her  recovery  from  <r 

long  Itlncfs, 

PLBAS'D  at  ycur  wifh'd  return, to  cheer  the  fhade, 
For  your  long  life,  a  penfive  neighbour  pray'd; 
Shock'd  and  difgufted  at  the  modern  fair, 
Vacant  of  thought  and  turbulent  of  air  ; 
He  hail'd  your  health,  reftor'd  who  live  to  prove, 
How  women  once  cumpell'd  the  wile  to  love. 
How  unaffected  eafe  in  motion  charms ! 
How  knowledge^  holds  the  heart  that  fweetnefs 

warms ! 

How  thinking  fpirit  quickens  every  grace, 
Till  the  foul  lightens  thro  ugh  the  meaning  face  I 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


to  obferve  what  now  the  fex  employs, 
Whofe  wit  is  laughter,  and  whofe  converfe  noife. 
Who  loudly  ignorant,  and  coatfely  light, 
Repel  men's  reafon,  and  offend  their  fight ; 
Make  youth  diftafteful,  dignity  defpis'd, 
And  every  claim  of  beauty  pafs  unpriz'd  : 
Charm'd,  he  beheld  once  more  your  air  fublime, 
In  all  but  wifdom,  ftill  unchang'd  by  time. 
Patterns,  like  you,  may  teach  the  faithlefs  eye, 
What,  in  your  abfence,  wou'd  be  judg'd  a  lie; 
Shou'd  it  be  told  thefe  quenchers  of  love's  fire, 
That  woman  once  was  loft  and  mov'd  defire  ; 
By  modeft  tendernefs  compell'd  refpeft, 
And,  arm'd  with  influence,  never  fear'd  neglect. 
That  friend,  and  lover  both,  flic  cou'd  impart 
Peace  to  the  mind,  and  paff:on  to  the  heart, 
'T would  now  be  thought  a  dream — but  that  in 

you 

They  fee  fuch  proof,  that  they  mull  own  'tis  true. 
Live  then  a  lengthening  age  of  painlefs  hours, 
Your  fcx's  envy — and  the  wifh  of  ours. 

TO  MR.  GARRICK, 

On  kls  united  Ideas  of  Aflor  and  Writer. 

FcRM'd    for  each  other's  aid,  thefe  powers  but 

meet, 

As  nature's  felf  {hows  light  corr.bin'd  with  heat : 
Oh  !  born  to  grace  their  union,  let  'em  fhare 
Thy  thoughts  exertion,  and  reward  thy  care. 
The  willing  arts  bid  all  their  praife  be  thine, 
For  thee,  tun'd  difcords  into  mufic  join ; 

|    What  others,  lab'ring  hopelefs,  hardly  gain, 
'Twas  thine  at  once  to  ftart  for  and  obtain, 

I    To  infbnt  growth  without  gradation  drawn, 
High-noon  leapt  backward  to  embrace  the  dawn  ; 
Time  and  experience  funk  to  fpeed  thy  way, 
And  genius  crafp'd  creation  in  a  day. 

Nor  let  malignant  envy  blaft  thy  claim, 
Since  wit  and  virtue  triumph  in  thy  fame. 
Oh  !  let  no  rogue  of  damn'd  lago'srace, 
To  wile-try 'd  torture  rack  that  honeft  face  : 
Seem  what  thou  art,  brave,  faithful,  amorous,  gay ; 
The  rmblcft  pafilons  pleafe  the  npbleft  way. 
Heart  humaniz'd,  head  clear,  hands  clean,  foul 
£   v         great, 

Sharp  fenfe,  mild  manners,  eafe,  adorning  weight, 
Sun  of  our  ftage  ihine  on  :  we  feel  thy  light : 
Thy  warmth  how  fruitful,  and  thy  beam  how 

bright ! 

Each  guilt  thou  paint'ft  by  borrow'd  art  is  fhown; 
But  every  goodnefs  native,  and  thy  own. 

ON  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON. 
O'fiR  nature's  laws  God  caft  the  veil  of  night, 
Out-blaz'd  a  Newton's  foul— and  all  was  light. 

TO  CLIO, 

Ca  her  fraiftng  Mr.  Dyer,  and  flowing  me  fame  of 

his  ferfes. 

MATCHLESS  infpirer  of  my  mufe  and  me, 
Thou  heaven  of  blended  fmiles  and  majefly  ! 
Thou,  by  whofe  light  all  others  worth  is  fhown, 
While  thou  art  dark  as  midnight  tgthy  own. 


Praifing  defert,  like  his,  you  charm  m«  too, 
And  for  your  bltfling  him  my  thanks  are  due. 
Mean  aie  the  minds,  who  but  their  own  pofTcfs, 
And  reap  no  joy  from  other's  happinefs. 
I  groan  beneath  their  pains,  whom  forrow  wrings, 
And  when  their  hope  is  rifing,  mine  has  wings. 

O  Clio  I  to  deferve  fuch  praife  from  thee, 
Points  out  thy  friend,  a  bofom  one  for  me ; 
My  fym pathetic  foul  reveres  his  name, 
And  my  warm  heart  beats  anxious  for  his  fame. 
Sweet  are  his  thoughts,  and  fuft  as  evening  air  ; 
Joy  gilds  his  fmiles — his  fighs  invite  defpair  : 
Strong  is  his  fenfe,  and  his  reflection  deep, 
Wide  as  his  profpeCils — as  his  mountains  fteep  : 
Oh,  may  he  ftill  be  bleft  with  thy  efteem  ! 
Oh,  may  thy  charms  for  ever  be  his  theme  ! 
Vaft  is  my  wonder  at  his  fancy's  flight, 

Till  I  remember  whence  his  ftore  was  drawn ; 
Clio,  the  infpirer  Clio  1  lent  him  light, 

And  fpread  foft  influence   o'er   his  wid'nin^ 

dawn. 
Warm'd  by  the  enlivening  luflre  of  her  beams, 

His  rip'ning  reafon  burnt  with  conkious  glow; 
Blaz'd  in  the  radiant  charmer's  {tarry  ftreams, 

And  fhed  diifufive  heav'n  on  all  below. 
Oh  !  thou  foft  fun  of  wit,  and  love's  gay  clime, 

Point  but  one  ray  of  thy  broad  fhine  on  me ; 
Then  fhall  my  kindl'd  foul  flame  out  fublime, 

And  glitter  proudly  with  thy  friend  and  thee. 

ON  TWO  LOVELY  AND  LOVING  SISTERS. 

WHEN  equal  charms,  in  different  colours  drefs'd, 
Have  twro  fweet  filters,  rival  perfons,  blefs'd : 
How  kind  is  heaven,  their  minds  with  love  t* 

ftrike, 
And  teach  'em  both  to  look  and  think  alike. 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  ALBANIA, 

A  POEM. 

Addrejftd  to  the  Genius  of  Scotland,  and  dedicated  to  Gif- 
neral  Wads. 

KNOWN,  though  unnam'd,  fince  fhunning  vulgar 

phrafe, 

Thy  mufe  would  fhine,  and  yet  conceal  her  rays; 
Think  thyfelf  hid,  and  hope  in  vain  to  be 
Unfeen,  like  light,  that  fhows  us  all  we  fee. 

But  while  thy  readers  arc  deny'd  thy  name, 
They  feel  thy  genius,  and  atteft  thy  flame. 
They  pity  too,  in  death,  thy  notelefs  friend, 
Poor  by  the  generous  aid  thy  wealth  wou'd  lend* 
Prefac'd  by  thee,  his  feeble  lights  expire; 
Ev'n  in  producing,  thou  obfcurft  his  fire. 

Not  but  the  mufe  had  warm'd  his  youthfulfong! 
Bold  were  his  notes,  and  his  ideas  ftrong; 
But  where  domeftic  dearnefs  warp'd  his  lays, 
And  partial  birth  mifled  the  patriot  praife  ; 
Wilt  thou  not  join  to  blame  the  bounded  zeal, 
That  bids  us  only  for  our  country  feel  ? 

Yes thou  wilt  cenfure  this  too  fcanty  care, 

That  ftmts  out  pity,  and  appropriates  prayeiv 
Thou  wilt  enlarge  affedrion,  till  it  fees 
Beyond  itfelf,  and  pants  for  public  eafe. 
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Stretch  liberty  to  difengage  mankind, 
And  ev'n  from  nature's  biafsfree  the  mind. 

What  though  (we  know  not  why)  f'oft  inbred 
pride,  [guide; 

Makes  home  feem  fweeteft,  and  can  choice  mif- 
Till  native  darkncfs  erring  tafte  conftrains, 
And  Lapland  defarts  rival  Perfia's  plains. 
Let  the  foul's  reach  the  heart's  reftraint  reprove, 
And  widen  to  the  world  our  country's  love. 

Bafe  are  thefe  local  limits  to  men's  hearts, 
That  canton  out  humanity  in  parts. 
Truth  has  no  diftricts  to  divide  her  toil ; 
And  virtue  is  at  home  in  every  foil. 
Since,  on  one  common   globe,  we   neighb'ring 

dwell, 

What  narrower  line  fhou'd  man  from  man  expel. 
Each  born  alike,  and  fons  of  nature  all, 
Human  can  ne'er  from  care  of  human  fall. 

But  paffion's  rapine,  nature's  union  breaks, 
Not  foil  but  int'reft  all  this  difference  makes : 
Born  brothers,  each  from  each  wou'd  fomething 

draw, 

Till  ravag'd  equity  is  fhrunk  to  law. 
Blindly  forgetful,  that  the  whole  is  duft, 
We  hate  for  parts,  nor  feel  ourfelves  unjufl : 
Confine  repute  to  place,  and  praife  or  rail, 
As  felf  or  ftranger  turns  the  varied  fcale; 
Till  fenfe  grown  hardened  in  her  partial  plea, 
Juftice  is  crippled  into  bribery. 

Thou  ! — fon  of  liberty  ! — can'fl  fhun  this  fhelf ; 
Loos'ning  reflection,  and  out-launching  felf: 
Can'ft  burft  the  chain  of  cuftom  round  the  heart, 
And  from  worft  flavery — (that  of  reafon) — ttart. 
Thou,  on  thy.  country's  hills,  can'ft  praife  bellow, 
Yet  ftoop  not  the  encomium  to  her  fnow  ! 
So- wants  confefs'd,  but  ftrengthen  merit's  claim, 
And  right  from  wrong  diftinguifh'd  fixes  fame. 

When  rock-fenc'd  Scotland  boafts  her  hardy 

race, 

Or  Englifh  beauty  claims  but  matchlefs  grace ; 
When   France  the  praife  of  fprightlieft  wits  af- 

fumes, 

And  German  plainnefs  fpreads  its  honeft  plumes ; 
Concurring  plaudits  grant  unqueftion'd  dues, 
And  truth  and  reafon  fan&ify  the  mufe. 

But  fhou'd  Teutonic  heavinefs  afpire, 
From  French  vivacity  to  ravifh  fire, 
Or  Caledonia's  manlike  virgins  vie, 
With  the  foft  funfhine  of  an  Englifh  eye, 
Juftice  wou'd  blufh  at  nature's  erring  pride, 
And  each  forc'd  trophy  be  by  truth  deny'd. 

More  juft  thy  mind,  more  gen'rous  is  thy  mufe! 
Albanian  born,  this  Englifh  theme  to  choofe : 
No  partial  flattery  need  thy  verfe  invade, 
That  in  the  ear  of  Scotland  founds  a  Wade. 

Such  as  thy  mufe,  fuch  is  thy  patron's  aim  ; 
Nor  north  nor  fouth  can  bound  his  fpirifs  claim. 
Warm'd  from  within,  he  burns  with  Roman  fires; 
Shines  for  the  world,  and  for  mankind  afpires  ; 
Adorning  power,  he  beautifies  a  ftate ; 
Endears  dominion,  and  abfolvesthe  great. 
Kind  by  his  care,  rapacious  licenie  grows, 
And  polifli'd  jealoufy  no  hatred  knows  : 
Felt  in  their  hearts,  to  love  of  faith  he  charms, 
And  foftly  conqu'nng,  needs  no  aid  gf  arm*. 


When  (ages  hence)  his  lafl  line's  length'nef 

dies, 

And  his  loft  duft  reveals  no*  where  it  lies  ; 
Still  fhall  his  living  greatnefs  guard  his  name, 
And  his  works  lift  him  to  immortal  fame. 
Then  {hall  aftonifh'd  armies,  marching  high, 
O'er  caufeway'd  mountains  that  invade  the  fky, 
Climb  the  rais'd  arch,  that  fweeps  its  diflant  throw; 
Crofs  tumbling  floods,  which  roar  unheard  below, 
Gaze,  from  the  cliff's  cut  edge,  through  midwa] 

air, 

And,  trembling,  wonder  at  their  fafety  there  ! 
Pierce  fenny  deeps  with  firm  unfinking  tread, 
And  o'er  drain'd  defarts  wholefome  empire  fpre 
While  charm'd,  the  foldier  dwells  on  wonder 

^  pak'd, 

Some  chief,  more  knowing  and  more  touch'd- 
Shall,  (pointing)  to  the  attentive  files,  explain, 
How  (many  a  cent'ry  fince) — in  George's  reign, 
Wade's  working  foul,   that   grac'd   his  prince' 

throne, 
Built  thefe  vaft  monuments — and  fpar'd  his  own. 

VERSES  WRITTEN  ON  WINDOWS, 

In  federal  Parts   of  the  Kingdom^    in   a   journey 
Scotland. 

LETTERS  from  abfent  friends  extinguifh  fear, 
Unite  divifion,  and  draw  diftance  near  : 
Their  magic  force  each  filent  wifh  conveys, 
And  wafts  cmbody'd  thought  a  thoufand  ways  : 
Could  fouls  to  bodies  write,  death's  power 

mean, 
For  minds  could  then  meet  minds,  with  heaven  be 

twecn. 


ORDER  !  thou  eye  of  action  !'  wanting  thee, 
Wifdom  works  hoodwink'd  in  perplexity  ; 
Entangled  reafon  trips  at  every  pace, 
And  truth  bcfpotted,  puts  on  error's  face* 

TENER-HAN»ED  ftroke  a  nettle, 

And  it  flings  you  for  your  pains  ; 
Grafp  it  like  a  man  of  mettle, 

And  it  foft  as  filk  remains. 

'Tis  the  fame  with  common  natures, 

Ufe  'em  kindly  they  rebel : 
But  be  rough  as  nutmeg-graters, 

And  the  roguci  obey  you  well, 

How  is  the  world  decciv'd  by  noife  and  fhow ! 
Alas  !   how  diff'rent  to  pretend  and  know! 
Like  a  poor  high  way  brook,  pretence  runs  loud 
Buft'ling,  but  fhallow,  dirty,  weak,  and  proud  : 
While,  like  fome  nobler  ftream,  true  knowledge 

glides, 
Silently  ftroug,  and  its  deep  bottom  hides. 

WHIG  and  Torry  fcratch  and  bite, 

Juft  as  hungry  dogs  we  fee  : 
Tofs  a  bone  'twixt  two  they  fight, 

Throw  a  couple  they  agree. 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 

%VOMF.N  talk  of  love  for  fafhion, 

So  they  do  of  fpirits  walking  : 
But  no  more  they  feel  the  paflion, 

Than  they  fee  the  ghoft  of  which  they^re  talking. 


HAVE  a  care,  gay,  young,  and  wanton, 
Give  no  ground  for  love  to  plant  on ; 
Guard  againft  the  fair  deceiver, 
See  and  hear,  but  don't  believe  her : 
Or  if  nothing  feems  unjufter, 
Than  to  love,  and  yet  diftruft  her  : 
On  your  fide  to  turn  the  laughter, 
Try  her  fir  ft,  and  truft  her  after. 

HERE  in  wet  and  windy  weather, 

Mufe  and  I  two  mopes  together, 

Far  from  friends,  and  fhort  of  pleafure, 

Wanting  every  thing  but  leifure  : 

Scarce  content  in  any  one  fenfe, 

Tell  the  fhowers,  and  fcribble  nonfenfe. 

WHERE'ER  the  diamond's  bufy  point  could  pafs> 
See  what  deep  woundshavepierc'd  the  middle  glafs! 
While  partial  and  untouching  all  the  reft, 
Higheft  and  lowed  panes  fhine  unimprefs'd  ! 
No  wonder  this  ! — For  e'en  in  life  'tis  fo;       •    -j 
High  fortunes  ftand  unfeach'd — unfeen  the  low,  \. 
But  middle  ftates  are  marks  for  every  blow.       j 

As  in  a  journey  juft  begun, 

We  think  the  diftance  vaft, 
"Vet  while  we  travel  gaily  on, 

Jnfcnfibly  'tis  paft. 

So  in  our  youth  we  meafure  flow, 

Long  views  of  promis'd  breath  : 
'Till  like  a  fhadow  out  we  go, 

And  vanifh  into  death. 

WERE  women  wife,  their  names  on  glafs, 

Light  froth  of  empty  fafhion  ! 
Would  to  their  lovers  forrow  pafs, 

For  proofs  of  brittle  paflion. 

Love  fhould  in  fecret,  like,  the  fun, 
Burn  though  a  world  fhould  (hade  it; 

But  fliows  its  fource  of  heat  to  none, 
Except  that  God  who  made  it. 

THE  DISTINCTION  OF  AGES. 

THE  feven  firft  years  of  life,  (man's  break  of  day) 
Gleams  of  fhort  fenfe,  a  dawn  of  thought  difplay  ; 
When  fourteen  fprings  have  bloom'd  his  downy 

cheek, 

Hiefoft  and  blufhful  meanings  learn  to  fpeak  ; 
From  twenty-one  proud  manhood  takes  its  date, 
Yet  is  not  ftrength  complete  'till  twenty  eight ; 
Thence  to  his  five-and-thirtieth,  life's  gay  fire 
Sparkles,  burns  loud,  and  flames  in  fierce  defire  : 
At  forty-two,  his  eyes  grave  wifdom  wear, 
And  the  dark  future  dims  him  o'er  with  care; 
On  to  the  nine-and-fortieth,  toils  increafe, 
And  bufy  hopes  and  fears/difturb  his  peace; 
At  fifty-fix,  cool  reafon  reigns  entire, 
Then  life  burns  fteady,  and  with  temp'rate  fire ; 


But  fixty-three  unbinds  the  body's  ftrength, 
E'er  th'  unwearied  mind  has  run  her  length; 
And  when  from  feventy,  age  furveys  her  laft, 
Tir'd  fhe  flops  (hort — and  wifhes  all  were  paft. 


THE  MUSE  TO  THE  WRITER. 

A  TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF 
DUBAUTAS. 

SCARCE  was  the  April  of  my  life  begun, 

When  anxious  to  immortalize  my  name, 
Fleafure  and  foft  repofe  I  learn'd  to  fliun, 

And  lab'ring  upward,fought  the  mounts  of  fame. 
But  as  a  traveller,  in  viewlefs  plains, 

Stops  amid  crofling  roads,  and  doubts  his  way  ; 
Penfively  fearchful,  and  unfure  remains, 

Eager  to  journey  on,  yet  loth  to  ftray. 

So  ftop'd,  and  fo  unfix'd,  I  mark'd  around, 

The  flow'ry  paths  that  led  to  groves  of  bays ; 
But  paufing,  doubtful,  long  confufion  found, 

Which  beft  to  choofe  of  all  thofe  tempting  ways. 
One  while  my  genius  plann'd  the  glowing  fcene, 

And  from  the  Grecian  fource  example  drew ; 
Taught  pride  to  pity,  ignorance  to  mean, 

And  form'd  the  many,  by  the  fuff  "ring  few. 
Anon  domeftic  difcord  fnatch'd  my  pen, 

My  country's  woes  I  now  afpir'd  to  feel ; 
Hiftoric  truths,  and  wrongs  of  injur'd  men, 

Impell'd  my  juftice,  and  inflam'd  my  zeal. 
Then  finking  fudden,  from  the  glorious  height, 

Low  mercenary  praifes  quench'd  my  fire ; 
Poorly  a  flatt'rer,  I  for  profit  write, 

And  to  my  fortune  tune  my  tortur'd  lyre. 

At  length  grown  lazy,  I  by  love  was  caught, 
And  finding  age,  and  taile,  and  will  to  fit, 

In  warm  light  fallies,  wanton  leffons  taught, 
And  to  the  fize  of  Cupid  crop'd  my  wit. 

While  roving  thus  uncenter'd  and  unftaid, 

I  lik'd  by  turns,  and  did  by  turns  refufe; 
Sudden  before  me  a  defcending  maid  , 

Confefs'd  the  fhape  of  a  celeftial  mufe. 
All  that  we  dream  of  angels  form'd  her  air ; 

Sweet  was  her  gefture  and  her  ftep  divine : 
But  when  (he  fpoke,  fhe  would  have  charni'd  de- 
fpair, 

And  taught  the  gloom  of  wither'd  age  to  fhine. 

High  from  her  head,  afpir'd  a  ftarry  crown, 

Immenfely  beaming  its  effulgence  round  ; 
An  azure  mantle  flow'd  obliquely  down, 

And  bright  with  lamps  of  filver  fwept  the 

ground. 
Mortal !  fhe  cry'd,  Urania's  face  behold ! 

Urania — mufe  of  all  the  heavenly  nine  ; 
Beft  fkill'd  the  paths  of  glory  to  unfold, 

And  make  the  poet  (like  his  art)  divine. 
I  through  the  dancing  numbers  breathe  a  foul, 

And  to  the  found  of  reafon  tune  mankind  ; 
I  teach  true  pleafures,  falfe  ones  to  controul, 

And  warm  the  yielding  heart,  to  (lamp  the 
/  mind. 


Mark  me,  and  keep  my  irosgs  long  in 

And  when  departed  to  my  {tar. 
Strike  this  new  harp,  and  from  it  draw  d-.light, 

By  founds  that  hli'ning  angels  love  to  hear. 

Long  have  I  monrn'd  my  fitter's  fully'd  fame, 
By  friendlds  mi.'th  or  choc; Ids  malice 

Cramp'd  by  coki  ftetteries  th.\r.  biiu1,;  their  name 
Or  by  wild  warmths  of  Joofe  dclir'*  pi  ofun'd 

But  moft  I  grieve  that  rebel  'vafte  of  wit, 
Which  boldiy  puihing  ks  infernal  claim, 

"With  darknefs  for  fuch  blind  {-refumption  fit, 
Turns  its  own  ai  ms  on  heaven  with  impious  aim 

J.earnt  are  the  vulgar  arts — but  poets  draw,  [fire 
From  heaven  alone  the  gifc  that  wings  the 

Jiot  the  beft  lights  that  ever  learning  faw, 
Could  living  verfe  by  ftudy'd  ftrength  infpire 

Thence  'tis  that  Homer,  powerlefs,  poor,  and  blinc 
Beggar,  himfelf  has  taught  e'en  kings  to  fhine 

Buoy  d  finking  heroes  by  frefh  floods  of  mind, 
And  ftretchd  the  human  grafp  with  reach  divine 

Thence  'tis  that  Ovid  could  not  fpeak  in  profe, 

But  wept  in  mealure,  and  expir'd  in  verfe  : 
Thence  the  Jeffaean  lyre  to  mufic  rofe, 

Which  feraphs  in  their  Maker's  ear  rehearfe. 
Read,  meditate,  reflect,  grow  wife — in  vain ; 

Try  every  help;  force  fire  from  every  fpaik; 
Yet,  fhall  you  ne'er  the  poet's  power  attain, 

If  heav'n  ne'er  ftamp'd  you  with  the  mufes  mark 
Man  muft  be  out  of  man  fu'olimely  fwell'd, 

Whofe  wrecklels  verfe  would  1'wim  the  ftornis 

of  time, 
By  force,  not  fury,  meaningly  impell'd, 

To  fcorn  the  puny  proftitutes  of  rhyme. 

The  warmth  of  fury  but  compaffion  moves, 
And  lefs  than  man  makes  man  to  man  appear  : 

But  warmth  of  genius,  man  from  man  removes, 
And  lifts  his  wid'ning  foul  to  Heaven's  high 
fphere. 

Mark  this  foft  flute — when  void  of  vocal  wind, 

In  tunelefs  {Hence  refts  the  fleeping  found  : 
Yet,  when  thus  breath'd  in,  hark  '.  what  power 

'twill  find, 
To  waft  the  modulated  raptures  round ! 

So,  till  the  whifp'ring  Godhead  bids — begin, 
The  poet's  tilent  fpirit  {lands  unbent : 

But  when  he  feels  th'  infpiring  power  within, 
Tuneful  he  fpreads  the  tranlpoits  heaven  has 
lent. 

Since,  therefore,  all  that  makes  his  genius  fhine, 
Is  heaven's  own  gift, — how  dares  he  fubje&s 
choofe, 

Safe  and  unworthy  of  that  warmth  divine, 
And  poorly  noxious  to  the  paffive  mufe  ? 

Why  is  his  pen  employ'd  on  idle  themes  ? 

"Why  is  his  fancy  light  ?  his  purpofc  low  ? 
Why  does  he  wafte  his  fire  in  fruitlefs  dreams  ? 

And  with  a  tide  of  wanton  wifhes  flow  i 

Why  does  he  itoop  to  praife  unletter'd  pride  ? 

Why  celebrate  defects  in  thofe  who  rule  ? 
Why  does  his  wit  fofc  am/rous  trains  provide, 

And  bid  love's  wild-fire  catch  from  fool  to  fool  ? 
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Ah 


too  much  tliat  he  himfelf  ha*  crimes, 
Which,  11  .npumlh'd  go  ; 

Why  would  .  j^uiit  to  diftant  times, 

And  teach  an  unborn  race  to  merit  woe  ? 
As  on  the  yielding  wax  the  feal  we  find, 

Left  in  fironjj  likeneii  with  imprinted  glow  ; 
So  does  the  reader  fteal  the  pott's  mind, 

And  to  the  Liafs  lent  inclining  go. 
Shame  on  your  pens,  ye  flexible  of  heart ! 

Whuie  pocrnefs  dots  not  hart  yourfelves  alor 
But  teuchcs  blockheads  to  defpife  your  art ; 

Judg'd  by  falfe  patterns  you  have  lightly  fhowi 
Confcious  of  this,  would  you  but  turn  at  Jaft, 

And  hid  true  genius  with  true  luftre  fhine ; 
All  would,  admiring,  lofe  th'  impreffion  paft, 
And  feel  and  own  you  of  a  itamp  divine. 
Then  as  my  Mofes  his  Jehovah  fung, 

And  Ifrael  wafied  by  the  guardian  rod: 
Poets  from  every  kindling  tountry  fprung, 

Shall  in  a  thoufand  tongues  uncover  God. 
O  you,  who  would  the  deathlcfs  laurel  win, 
No  king's  vile  badge,  but  time's  all-rev'rend 

crown ! 
fligh  as  the  fountain  of  your  verfe  begin, 

And  with  the  god  you  write  for,  fhare  renown. 
This  is  a  fubjedt,  that  outftrerching  thought, 
Through  depths  unfounded,  wit's  long  plummet 

draws : 
There  by  immenfc  effects  immenfely  taught, 

Pour  out  your  ftraining  foulo,  and  claim  applaufe 
There,  and  there  only,  find  the  road  to  fame ; 

Tin-  hardieft  themes  the  nobleft  glory  yield  : 
On  low  light  fubjtcb  fcorn  to  build  a  name  ; 

But  ent  ring  boldly,  plough  th'  untrodden  field, 
Vainly  (hall  envy  blaft  your  budding  praife  ; 
Malice  and  hatred  vainly  prefs  you  down  ; 
Slow  fhall  you  rife,  indeed,  but  fure  to  blaze, 

A:id  hourly  broad'ning  reach  decreed  renown, 
invy's  a  cur,  that  at  all  ftrangcrs  barks; 

But  on  the  known  and  licens'd  creeps  to  fawn  : 
tshov'ring  fmoke  hangs  hard  on  kindling  iparks, 
But  when  the  fire  burns  up  'tis  ftrait  withdrawn. 
)n  then,  be  mine — Urania  hears  your  prayY ; 

Glows  in  your  bread  and  fans  it  gen'ruus  flame  : 
Write  to  be  read— be  times  to  come  your  care, 
And  bloom  for  ever  fragrant  ftiil  the  fame, 
le  faid :  and  breath'd  ambrofial  o'er  my  face  : 

The  circling  fweetnefs  fwell'd  my  raviuYd  mindy 
ic  rofe,  and  left  me  in  an  empty  fpace  ; 
But  left  her  pow  rful  influence  ftill  behind. 

AN  Ol)E  TO  ASTR^E  : 

FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  DUBARTAS, 

?ATRE3T  pattern  from  above, 
'Though  I  only  live  for  love, 
'is  not  for  thofe  fparkling  eyes; 
'Though  the  ftars  that  gild  the  fkies, 
*hen  the  twinklers  fhine  moft  bright,. 
So  compar'd  have  loft  their  light, 
nmgh  the  fun  in  all  his  blaze, 
Sees  that  finiicj  and  hides  his  ray*, 
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Ti-  not  that  ray  fancy  dips, 

In  the  rainbow's  red  thy  lips, 
I    ?Tis  not  cv'n  thy  lips  that  pleafe  : 

Though  the  happieft  Hybla  be<:-s, 
When  they  rob  the  flowYy  fpring, 

Never  ply'd  the  hufy  wing1, 
Charg'd  with  honey  half  fr»  fweet, 

As  it  would  be  thofe  lips  to  meet. 
Tis  not  your  negledl  of  air, 

Far  outcharming  others  care  ; 
Nor  thofe  locks  that  fall  refijn'd, 

Catch'd  and  courted  by  the  wind  : 
Though  the  drifts  of  glitt'ring  fand, 

Strow'd  o'er  Afric's  yellow  ftrand, 
Ne'er  to  charm  ambition,  roll'd 

Half  fuch  tempting  veins  of  gold. 

Tis  not  to  thofe  polifh'd  rows, 

Twist  whefe  op~enin«js  mufic  flows, 
That  1  find  my  offerings  due, 

Vows  fo  tender  and  fo  true  ! 
Though  the  pearl-producing  eaft 

Ne'er  did  .Europe's  wonder  feaft, 
Spite  of  all  its  toothy  (lore, 

With  fuch  ivory  before. 

Tis  not  that  declining  waift, 

Nor  that  neck  ib  iweetly  grac'd  j 
Nor  the  pantings  of  that  breaft, 

(Soft  as  pity,  and  as  bleft  !) 
J  could  even  that  breaft  defy  : 
Though  were  Ljeda's  fwan  but  nigh^ 
Ai!  its  down  would  fail  to  fhow, 
Half  fo  white  and  foft  a  fuow. 

When  that  forehead  I  behold, 
(Smooth  as  flatt'ry  and  as  cold  !) 

Tis  not  its  majeftic  frown 

Throws  my  heart's  defences  down  ; 

Though  the  filver  moon  at  height, 

Shines  lefs  awful  through  the  night. 

Than  the  meanings  of  that  brow 

Shoot  correction  at  me  now. 

Tis  not  that  this  azure  vein 

Marks  your  arm  with  heav'n's  own  flam, 
While  along  the  white  it  flows, 

Swell'd  with  triumph  as  it  goes  ; 
'Tis  not  this  engaging  hand, 
Holds  my  heart  in  foft  command  ; 
Though  to  hear  it  touch  the  lute, 
Jlocks  would  fpeak-  and  birds  grow  mute. 

Teach  me,  then,  myfterious  fair, 

What  your  power  to  charm,  and  where  ? 

Jf  this  flame  of  my  defire, 

Did  not  at  your  eyes  catch  fire  : 

Jf  thofe  lips  (how  fweet  they  be  !) 

Have  not  thus  entangled  me; 

Tell  me  what  my  heart  could  move  £ 

Teach  me  whence  arofe  my  lc*t  ? 

Jf  thofe  ringlets  of  your  hair 

Did  not  firing  thi*  amorous  fnare  5 

Jf  that  beauteous  mouth  has  fail'd, 
Nor  thofe  ivory  teeth  prevaii'd  ? 

^Tell  me  what  relifUefs  caufe, 

Jelt  unknown  my  fancy  drav;$J 


Still  unpleas'd  but  where  you  are, 
Still  untaught  what  pleafes  there  '. 

Since  thofe  breafts — (how  foft  they  rife !) 

Reach  no  farther  than  my  eyes ; 
Since  I  count  a  thoufand  charms, 

None  of  which  my  heart  difarms  : 
Let  your  ftill-uncounted  (lore  •: 

Guide  my  fearch  to  find  out  more, 
Till  the  caufe  I  learn  to  know, 
Plcafing  caufe  !  that  charms  me  fo. 

Ah  !   'tis  found — delightful  truth  ! 

Senfe  with  beauty,  temp'ring  youth.— < 
Tis  that  peerlefs  foul  of  thine, 

Breaks  like  day-light  into  mine  ; 
Charg'd  with  heav'ns  ethetial  flame  1 
Full  of  charms  without  a  name  ! 
Tis  thy  converfe  turn'd  to  move, 
Ciaims  refpe&  and  forces  love. 

EPIGRAM, 

On  giving  tie  Name  of  Georgia  to  a  Part  of  Carolina  f 

WHILE  rip'nin?- flow  the  future  purpofe  lay, 
And  confcious  filence  plann'd  the  op'ning  way; 
Kind  o'er  the  rifing  fcheme  an  ange!  hung. 
And  dropt  this  counfel  from  his  guardian  tongue; 

Wifh  you  this  way  the  royal  pair  inciin'cl? 
To  Carolina  be  a  Georgia  join'd— 
Then  fhall  both  colonies  fure  progrefs  make, 
Endear'd  to  either  for  the  other's  fake : 
Georgia  fhall  Carolina's  favour  move  ; 
And  Carolina  bloom  by  George's  love. 

A  LETTER 

From  a  departed  Spirit  to  the  Author  (Mr.  Pope)% 
of  a  Lady's  Charafler,  lately  publijbed  in  a  TburJ* 
day's  Journal, 

STIPT  to  the  naked  foul,  efcap'd  from  clay, 
From  doubts  unfetter'd,  and  diffolv'd  in  day; 
Unwarm'd  by  vanity,  unreach'd  by  ftrif^, 
And  all  my  hopes  and  fears  thrown  off  with  life  3 
Why  am  I  charm'd  by  friendfhip's  fond  effays, 
And  though  unbody'd  confcious  of  thy  praife  J 

Has  pride  a  portion  in  the  parted  foul  ? 
Does  paflion  ftiil  the  formlefs  mind  controul  ? 
Can  gratitude  out-pant  the  filent  breath  ? 
Or  a  friend's  fbrrow  pierce  the  glooms  of  death  | 
No — 'tis  a  fpirit's  nobler  tafte  of  blifs  ' 
That  feels  the  worth  it  left  in  proofs  like  this  : 
That  not  its  own  applaufe,  but  thine  approves, 
Whofe  practice  praife?,  and  whofe  virtuejlpvea! 
Who  liv'ft  to  crown  departed  friends  with  famet 
Then  dying  late,  fhali  all  thou  gav'ft  reclaim, 
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LET  my  exalted  harp  be  d/-ubly  ftrung  ! 

High-tuoe  thy  praife,  my  foul !  and  let  thy  Go4 

be  funtj ! 
See  !  how  •-&•  r.d  his  throne  the  confcious  rays 

Shoot  quiv'ring,  with  continuous  curve,  and  trem- 
ble in  the;;- blaze!  [difplays! 

See  1    >vha;    foul-ihaking  niPiefty,   eflfuJgcut   h^ 
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Cloth'd  with  embodied  light,  fee  !  where  he 

(lands ! 

Pointing  wide  his  dread  commands ! 
As  earth's  dim  flames,  o'erwhelm'd  by  dream- 
ing day, 

Beneath  the  fun-beams  die  away ; 
The  fun  full  met,  with  cover'd  face,  retires, 
Burns  inward  and  rolls  back  his  frighted  fires! 
Gracious,  th'  unequal  eye  of  man  to  (kreen  '. 
6ce !  where  the  maker  kindly  (hades  the  too  re- 

fplendent  fcene  ! 
And  like  a  curtain  widely  drawn,   fpreads    out 

whole  heaven  between. 
Look  1  now,  amazing  !  where  he  glides  ! 
Look  !    where  yon  gathering  hod  of  clouds  he 

dreadfully  beilrides  I 

And,  awful  on  thofe  felf-roll'd  chariots  rides ! 
He  moves  !  he  walks  upon  the  fwift-wing'd 

wind  ! 

He  fteps,  from  world  to  world  at  once,  and  leaves 
even  thought  behind ! 

A/Iyriads  of  hoverirg  angels  crowd  the  God-grac'd 

fcene  to  fill  ! 

Angels  \  fit  heralds  for  th'  Almighty's  will ! 
Ten  thoufand  firey  light'nings  fweep  his  way ! 

Nimble  couriers  of  his  fway  ! 
And  round  his  temples,  hifling   fwift,    in  blue 

meanders  play 

The  firm-fix'd  balance  of  the  felf  pois'd  globe, 

To  neither  bias  partial  fway'd,  [obcy'dl 

Became  thus  juft,  at  his  great  word,  and  laflingly 

•At  his  command  the  covering  deep,  drew  off  the 

world's  wet  robe ; 

Gave  back,  and  fill'd  the  channels  he  had  made  ! 
But  peeping  o'er  the  hills  relu&ant  {laid; 
Pifpleas'd  with  its  new  bounds,  but  more  afraid, 

Its  old  to  re-invade  ! 
E'en  yet  the  ftubborn-hcarted  flood,  no  more 

High-liccns'd  as  before, 
Difdains  to  give  its  proud  repining?  o'er : 
Oft,  with  bold  murmurs,  it  alarms  the  (hore, 
And,  now  and  then,  with  rebel  rage  breaks  out  in 

general  roar  ! 
But  when  prefumptuous  billows  fwell  too  high, 

And  fprinkle  heaven's  eternal  eye  : 
Stretght  all  the  thunders  of  God's  voice  in  loud 

refentment  rife ; 

The  darting  flood  hears,  (hakes,  and  flies ! 
Down  finks  the  quafh'd  afpirer  from  the  ikies, 

And  hufh'd  in  humble  flatnefs  lies  ! 
Yet  if  the  Sovereign  will  but  nods,   black  oceans 

quit  their  bed  1 
Foamy  they  laih  each  other  on,  with  high  dif- 

covering  head, 
And  curling   climb   the   dcepy  hills,    and    o'er 

drown'd  mountains  fpread ; 
Thence  call'd  again,  again  they  rufh,  confeffing 

God's  controul ! 

Again  let  loofe,  re-feek  their  fandy  beds, 
Tumble  for  hafte  o'er  one  another's  heads ! 
A.nd,f  weeping  with  refiftlefs  breadth,  o'er  delug'd 

kingdoms  roll ! 

fierce  as  they  are,  they're  fubje<5l  to  his  check  ! 
know  th'  appointed  bounds,  and  watch 
th'  imperious  beck ! 


From  the  huge  treaf'ry  of  the  briny  deep, 
Through  thoufand  earth-form'd  lab  Vintlis  taught 

to  flide, 

In  fearch  of  fprings  the  falr-dript  waters  creep^ 
And  trickling  thence  into  fwcet  rivers  glide. 
Smooth-travelling  to  feek  their  mazy  way, 
And  devious  'twixt   th'  enamour'd  hills,  (lowly 

delightful  dray  ; 
Thefc  God  appointed  thus  to  flow,   exhauftlefs 

ftores  of  drink, 
Where  every  bead  may  quench  his  third,  tha". 

feeks  the  fmiling  brink  ! 

And  in  the  fhady  groves,  which  on  their  bor- 
ders rife, 

He  hous'd  the  warbling  fongfters  of  the  fkies  ! 
The  priue-fwoln  mountains,  which  ambitiouw 
grow,  [below ; 

And    ncijjhb'ring   heaven    difdain    the    world 
Nor  will  to  humble  brooks  refrediment  owe, 
He  waters  with  th'  asiherial  feas  or  coronets  of 

fnow  1 
Amazing  goodnefs !  where'a  the  fmalleft  fpace, 

That  does  not  feel  and  boad  his  grace  ? 
For  cattle's  food  green  flourifhes  the  flow'r-em- 

broider'd  mead ; 

For  man's  free  ufe  is  every  fruit  decreed  : 

For  him  th'  infpiring  grape  was  taught  to  bleed  j 

Bread- bear  ing  corn  makes  glad  the  labourer's 

toil ;  [oil. 

And  his  rough  flcin  grows  fupple,  fmooth'd  with 

When,  at  fix'd   times,  up  rolls  the  changeful 

moon, 
God  (hoots  her  (hadowy  gleam  through  night's 

black  noun  ! 

Rapid  as  is  the  ever-wheeling  fun, 
He   dares    not   meafurc   heaven   one   thought 

too  foon? 

Yet  at  God's  word  the  flag  of  day  is  furl'd, 
And  licens'd  darknefs  rifes  o'er  the  world  : 

Then  does  the  gloomy  fored  quake, 
And  all  th'  affembled  favage  kind  their  holiday 

then  make  : 

Leaf- trembling  trees  in  filent  horror  (hake, 
And  panting  herds  creep  terrified  away, 
While  the  ftcrn  lion,  hungry,  roars  and  ftalks  a- 

broad  for  prey. 
God  fuffcrs  him  the  needful  prey  to  take, 

And  then  new-wakes  the  day  : 

Out  breaks  the  fun,  and  to  their  dens  the  beads 

fly  fwift  away.  [found  '. 

Almighty  Power !  how  doft  thou  thought  con- 

What  human  fearch  can  trace  thy  mazy  round  ? 

How  wifely,  and  how  vaftly,  Lord  !  are  all  thy 

wonders  done  : 

Not  earth  alone  does  with  thy  wealth  abound. 
But  all  above,  and  all  beneath  the  fun. 

The  fea's  wild  herds,  as  well  as  thofe  on  land, 
Rough-moulded  fons  too  of  thy  formal  hand, 

All  live  and  move  by  thy  command,   [ing  eye  ; 
The  horrid  wonders  of  that  fcene  fatigue  the  ach- 
There  wavc-tofs'4  (hips  the  op'ning  depths  defy  ; 
And  circly    through   th*  imprifon'd  winds  thei^ 

diff'rent  courfes  ply  : 
There  does  Leviathan  wide-wallo.Wing  lie  ^ 
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And  while  his  broad  unwieldy  fports  the  fcaly 
people  fly,  [at  the  fky. 

He,  dreadful  monfter !  fucks  in  feas  and  (pouts  'cm 
On  thee,  obedient,  all  thy  creatures  wait ; 
And,  in  due  feafon,  all  by  thee  are  fed  : 
Thy  fingle  bounty  does  their  blifs  create  ; 
They  gather  what  thy  op'ning  hand  has  fpread ; 
If  thou  but  hid'ft  thy  face  they  fall  away  : 

Thou  tak'ft  their  breath  and  they  decay  ; 
I     At  once  return  to  unform'd  duft  and  old  paternal 

clay. 

Again  thou  doft  but  fpeak  thy  potent  will, 
And  life,  rekindling,  glows  within  'em  dill ! 
For  ever  (hail  thy  glorious  power  endure : 
The  pillars  of  thy  majefty  (land  ftedfaftly  and  fure  : 
Approach'd  by  thee,  the  confcious  mountains  fmoke, 
And  earth  dilfoiv'd,  flows  loofe  beneath  thy  ftroke ! 


TO  HIS  MUSE. 

THY  country !  blaft  it,  if  it  once  difdains 

To  prop  thy  virtues,  or  reward  thy  pains  : 

If  there  I  profper,  here  was  only  born 

That  claims  my  duty  :  this  deferves  my  fcorn. 

O  mufe  !  'tis  mean  to  (loop  to  helplefs  moan ; 

Try  if  no  clime  is  gentler  than  thy  own  : 

Offer,  on  diftant  fhores,  a  faithful  hand ; 

In  vain,  not  ufelefs,  in  thy  mother  land. 

When  fortune  frowns,  and  care's  black  harveft 
fprings, 

A  change  of  place,  a  change  of  profpec"l  brings : 

Far  off  thy  reafon's  force  uncu:  b'd  may  reign ; 

But  even  the  prophets  preach'd  at  home  in  vain. 
Yet  hold;  and  e'er  it  quite  determin'd  grows, 

Let  me  fome  fudden  darts  of  hope  difclofe  : 
E'er,  widely  wancTring,  led  by  falfe  diftruft, 
From  my  wing'd  feet  1  fhake  their  native  duft. 
Perhaps  my  doubt  clouds  fome  domeftic  ray, 
And  hides  a  profpect  bordering  on  my  way : 
Though  men  of  title  feem  exempt  from  thought, 
And  pride's  affiftance  is  but  vainly  fought ; 
Though  truth,  oft  try'd,  this  known  advice  im 

parts, 
That  noble  blood  may  warm  ignoble  hearts : 

Hid  in  a  cloud  of  pomp  which  hems  the  throne, 
There  may  be  greatnefs,  to  my  hopes  unknown  ; 
How'er  unfought,  howe'er  unfeen  by  me, 
There  may  fome  fpul-diftinguifh'd  nature  be  : 
Some  gen'rousbreaft,  whofe  mind,  divinely  warm 
Has  taught  him  how  uncourted  favours  charm. 

If  fuc'h  there  he,  fo  rich,  fo  ilrong  a  mind, 
And  thou,  bleft  mufe,  (hall  his  bright  bofom  find 
"Whifper,  in  gentle  nojes,  thy  mailer's  pray'r, 
And  in  foft  accents  this  fad  truth  declare  : 

There  lives,  O  brightest  gem  of  honour's  crown 
Thou  angel-a&ed  theme' of  juft  renown  1 
There  lives,  who,  ikill'd  in  fortune's  wanton  fport 
Hopes,  with  fuch  faintnefs,  for  regard  from  court 
That,  though  not  blind  to  worth',  which  all  me 

'    fee, 

He  fends  me,  half  defpainng,  pyen  to  the?. 
No  gain-polluted  aim  irifpires  his  views ; 
He  fecks  not  office,  nor  reward  purfues  :       [fign 
More  nobly  fir'd,  his  thoughts  high  fchcmcs  ck 
$"y  ftretch  dominion,  and  make  empire  Hiine. 


)h  '.  were  his  wifhes  bled,  and  thy  kind  car 
•Vould  once,  impartial,  his  conceptions  hear; 
'h'  important  moment  might  refolves  produce 
<\.nd  clothe  ideas  with  fubikmial  ufe. 

btop  there,  O  mufe !  'twere  ncedlcfs  more  to  fay; 
And  with  unwilling  flownrfs  glide  away  : 
f,  mov'd,  he  caiis  thee  back,  regardful,  go; 
f  not,  return  ungriev'd  ;  all  vain  complaint  is  low« 
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ERMANICUS,  for  love  and  empire  born, 
At  once  to  govern  kingdoms,  and  adorn ; 
Too  good  for  greatnefs,  but  that  kings  can  blefaj 
Too  firm  for  tear,  but  of  his  friend's  diftrefs. 
/ore-temp'ring  pow'r,  by  reafon's  generous  plan, 
To  tafk  the  monarch,  meduar.es  the  man. 

In  a  town  grove,  whence  Driad's  roife  exclude, 
And  hufh  loud  ftreets  to  fylvan  foiitude, 
Veil'd  by  a  verdant  (kreen's  encircling  (hade, 
Whofe  angly  fides  eight  arching  lights  pervade  ;  ; 
Friend  to  mankind  their  pcnfive  favorite  llood, 
Revolving  previous  plans  of  purpos'd  good. 

Soft  to  his  fitfht  a  female  fuppliant  preis'd, 
In  all  the  fpeaking  marks  of  mis'ry  drefs'd ; 
Down-look'd,  rclax'd  of  mien,  oft  bending  low, 
Now  (lopping  fhort,  now  re-advancing  flow : 
Pardon,  (he  cry'd,  th'  intruding  fighs  of  grief 
Hope  is  the  friendlefs  wretch's  laft  relief. 

Germanicus,  who,  when  dillrefs  draws  nigh, 
Catches  quick  (orrow  from  the  Cuff  'rer's  eye  ; 
With  gentle  waft  invites  her  back'ning  fears, 
And  fmiles  the  warmth  of  pity  on  her  tears. 
Her,  while  advancing,  heedful  he  fur  vey'd, 
Chance  ftretch'd  his  eye  to  the  remoter  (hade; 
Where,  dimly  obvious,from  the  bord'ring  wood, 
Dark'ning  the  arches,  eight  new  phantoms  flood, 
All  like  the  firft,  thin  forms  of  fhiv'ring  woe, 
Wept  all — in  dumb,  fad,  folemn,  circl'y  (how. 

Think,  cry'd  th'  approacher,  protlratc  at  his  feet, 
How  (harp  is  infult,  and  relief  how  fwcet : 
Pity  a  wretched  fifterhood  of  tears, 
Nine  friendlefs  mourners,  whom  no  comfort  cheers. 
All  arts  were  ours,  that  polifh'd  life  could  gain  ; 
But  arts,  and  polifh'd  life,  were  ours  in  vain. 
See  what  reward"  wifh'd  knowledge  could  impart, 
Where  fool  is  fafhion,  ignorance  is  art. 
Urg'd  by  derifion,  and  efcaping  hate, 
We  fad,  flow  exiles,  feek  fome  gentler  fate. 
To  the  bkak  north's  new-riling  coafts  we  go, 
Lefs  cold  than  thefe,  amidft  eternal  fnow. 
Glory's  gay  beams,  to  whofe  felt  warmth  we  run, 
More  than  fupply  the  abfence  of  their  fun. 
There  mourning  merit  cannot  mifs  relief, 
Where  watchful  pow'r  iupplants  prevented  grief. 
Fam'd  for  munificence,  thy  princely  hand 
Singly  abfolves  an  unbeftowing  land. 
Ah  !  fave  the  friendlefs — help  the  wrong'd  away  j 
Too  poor  to  go,  yet  too  uniov'd  to  (lay. 
Pay  but  wiih'd  paffa^e  from  this  cruel  fhore, 
And  never,  never  will  we  ttuft  it  more. 

Scarce   had  th'  imploring  accents   voic'd  her 

pray'r, 
i  When  ths  known  fqgflds  and  recollected  air 
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Through  the  falfe  femblanee,  natively  convey M 
To  the  charm'd  prince,  a  fpeaking  muf'e  betray'd 
Round,  while  uncrediting  the  floricd  woe, 
His  curious  eyes  difcov'ring  glances  throw. 
Th'  examin'd  umbrage,  as  he  turn'd,  reveal'd 
Each  mufe  that  ev'ty  diftant  arch  conceal'd. 
Waiting  impatient  for  the  finifli'd  tale, 
Quit  your  vain  hope,  he  cry'd,  by  want's  thin  vci] 
Unhid,  to  'fcape  the  rev'rence  of  my  zeal, 
Who  all  your  power  through  all  your  changes  feel. 
Joyful  he  fnatch'd  th'  implorer  from  the  ground, 
Then,  turning  graceful,  bow'd  progreflive  round  ; 
Prefs'd  their  joint  accefs,  undifgui&'d  and  gay, 
And  fhone  receptive  of  each  effluent  ray. 
Seated  and  circled  by  the  beamy  train, 
Their  fhapes  refuming,  and  themfelves  again  ; 
Tell  me  faid  he,  ye  foul  infpiring  nine  ! 
Ye  living  fires  that  give  the  great  to  mine, 
Who,  quick'ning  regal  courage  into  flame, 
Guide  it,  by  juftice,  to  immortal  fame. 

Why  would  ye  leave  a  land  diftinguiuYd  long 
For  love  of  valour,  and  for  hate  of  wrong  ; 

Where  freedom  unreftrain'd  her  empire  holds, 

And  legal  monarchy  new  bloom  unfolds  ? 
He  paus'd — and  Clio  anfwcring,  thus  began: 

Perifh  pale  malice  ! — It  oblit'rates  man. 

Where  envy  blafts,  the  mufe  infpires  in  vain  ; 

No  human  culture  there  extends  its  reign. 

JLoft  in  malignity  by  civil  hate, 

Virtues  that  clafli  with  virtues,  curfc  a  (late. 

Stifled  in  faction,  arts  unfriended  fink, 

Or  pigmy'd  into  partial  flatt'ry  fhrink. 

liift'ry  muft  blufh  the  wiles  of  fplcen  to  pen, 

And  grace  the  bloodlefs  broils  of  angry  men. 

Smother'd  in  felf  there  breathes  no  public  foul, 

Where  fep'rate  ftrugglings  general  ftrength  con- 
troul ; 

There  policy's  old  gen'rous  ftraitnefs  bends ; 

And  fhifting  medium  crawls  to  fidelong  ends  : 

There  fraud  triumphant,  tempts  the  juil  to  fall; 

And  every  one  man's  gain  is  lofs  to  all : 

There  love  internal,  checking  fighs  that  roam, 

Begins  and  end'*  all  charity — at  home. 

Each  pray'r  appropriates  one  man's  modeft  aim, 

And  humbly  trufts  to  God,  the  common  claim. 

Grufh'd  by  contempt  of  praife  exertion  dies, 

And  public  fpirit,  laugh'd  at,  (huns  to  rife. 
Thither  when  hope  mifleads  tV  hiftoric  mule, 

Swift  let  her  feek  fome  fcene  of  nobler  views  ; 

Where  guilelefs  pow'r  no  praife  to  craft  afcribes, 

Where  courage  fcorns  deceit  and  duty — bribes ; 

Where  nervous  meaning  dares  directly  fpeak, 

AHd  crooked  windings  teach  no  truth  to  fneak. 
'Tis  found-— for  fee— the  icy  pole  diffolves; 

Honour's  new  warmth  with  funny  force  involves. 

There  glows  event,  there  more  than  Roman  arms 

Clafh  their  prophetic  thunder's  fear'd  alarms  : 

There  the  puls'd  public  beats  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 

Strong  to  one  purpofe,  lifts  with  equal  ftrain. 

No  vile  pretenfiou  there  at  titles  aims ; 

No  pride  fwoln  lumber  lazy  lordfhip  fhames  : 

There  Ihines  the  fword  in  honour's  guarded  track; 

No  knighthood  bluuSes  on  a  mifer's  back  ; 

No  bought  emblaz'nings  eminence  efface ; 

N.O  dirty  dignity  i'ubiimes  difgrace  ; 


There  heroes  multiply ;  and  labouring  fame 
Grows  bufy — to  record  each  fparkling  name. 
She  ceafecl — the  prince,  his  patriot  eyes 

drew;  [ti 

Weigh'd  the  long  charge,  and  wifh'd  it  half 
Sigh'd  at  the  wafte  domedic  difcord  made, 
And  mourn'd  unfriended  arts  by  fpleen  betray'c 
Then  view'd  the  filters,  re-prepar'd  to  hear, 
While  Erato,  foft  Cghing,  charm'd  his  ear. 
Lur'd,   faid   the   am'rous  mufe,   from   rt 

above, 

Pleas'd  I  defcended  on  this  land  of  love  : 
Look'd  and  approv'd  ;  and  form'd  aerial  fche 
Of  heart-felt  tie«,  and  hope's  elufive  dreams  ; 
Vainly  prcpos'd — each  fex  by  each  to  mend, 
And  fmooth  the  rugged  paths  of  life  with  friend. 
Snatclvd  at  one  fweet  example  new  to  fame, 
Urg'd  its  dear  pow'r  th'  unhappier  to  reclaim. 
Mifguided  millions  hail'dth'acknowledg'd  charms, 
And  Jov'd  perfection  when  it  blcfs'd  thy  arms. 
But  ah  !  too  loft  at  length  themfelves  were  gone; 
They  worfhipp'd  and  confefs'd — but  ftill  finn'd  on* 
Vet  I,  vain  hoper,  fliil  new  helps  apply; 
And,  ever  failing,  would  for  ever  try. 
To  flighted  beauty  would  new  powers  impart, 
And  ftretch  the  aided  empire  of  the  heart. 
Teach  man  that  woman's  ftrength  in  fuftnefs  lies  j 
Teach  woman  why  the  modeft  charm  the  wife. 
Ufelefs  to  either  I  from  both  remove  ; 
Money's  th'  infpiring  mufe  of  modifh  love  : 
O'er  truth  and  paffion  avarice  prevails, 
•All  vow*  are  venal,  and  all  fighs  are  fales. 
Int'reft  and  vanity,  and  felf,  difarm 
Mutual  efteem,  till  neither  fex  can  charm  : 
The  blank  imnat'ral  whims  pervert  defire, 
Attraction  failing  they  exchange  attire. 
Then  man's  lac'd  lightnefs  apes  the  lady's  air; 
And  bluff  big  boldnefs  mafculatcs  the  fair. 
With  changing  fexes,  love's  loft  motives  change, 
From  wifh  to  wifh,  the  Ihort-liv'd  paffions  range; 
Recorded  conftancy  becomes  romance, 
And,  among  millions,  two  may  love — by  chance  ! 

Why  fhould  I  then  fupporting  prefent  fcorn, 
Stretch  my  too  patient  hope  to  times  unborn  ? 
When  to  the  north,  where  nature  fhines  unftain'df 
Confiding  fexes  love  with  faith  unfeign'd, 
Their  native  beauties,  in  no  clime  cxcell'd, 
To  riling  force  by  confcious  worth  impell'd  ; 
While  through   the   fparkiing  eye  taught  fpirit 

breaks, 
And  the  felt  luftre  of  their  fame  partakes. 

The  lover  prince  unwillingly  believ'd, 
"aults  which  his  nobler  nature  fcarce  conceiv'd; 
TouchM  for  the  honour  of  the  human  heart, 
-lis  own  glow'd  painful  with  yleal  fmart : 
When  loftier  accents  from  Urania  broke, 
And  fnatch'd  his  lift'ning  foul,  while  fcience  fpoke. ' 

From  heay'n's  unfeunded  depth/ (he  cry'd,  1  Hole 
Angelic  fire,  and  form'd  a  Newton's  foul ; 
Taught  him  the  fecret  walks  of  God  to  tread, 
And  'twixt  the  ftarry  worlds  his  fpirit  led. 
All  xther  op'ning  to  a  mortal's  eyes, 

earth  fcnt  colonies,  and  held  the  flcies^ 
Vhat  king  for  this  magnificently  juft, 
Icfs'd  him  in  life,  or  dignified  his  J 
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voted  honoxifs  mark  the  afpirer's  race  ? 
I    What  thinking  ftatues  emulate  his  f*ce  ? 
He  who  immortaliz'd  his  country's  name, 
Beyond  ten  thoufand  conqu'rors  bounded  fame, 
'  He,  who  to  lift  mankind,  now  heav'ns  diiplay'd, 
And  t-very  human  breather  nobler  made; 
l)id  lie  to  public  fame  all  nature  raife  ? 
And  is  he  poorly  left  to  private  prail'e  ? 
In  fuch  a  land,  ah  '   what  can  arts  expect, 
What  claim  has  hopeicis  Icience,  but  neglect. 

O  fate  01  wint'ry  worth,  by  climate  crcls'd ! 
Budding  untimely  to  be  nip'd  in  frcft! 
Newton  has  multiplied  the 'funs! — yet  pours 
i:i  vfijn  the  light  of  all  their  orbs  on  ours, 
When  will  the  incuriotis  courts  for  which  he  found 
New  worlds,  find  will  to  trace  an  old  one  round? 
What  promis'd  penfion  fhips  th'  unfhaken  foul, 
To  dare  difcov'ry  and  ungloom  the  pole? 
Whr.t  cosfting  keel  indenting  fouthern  ftrands, 
Starts  the  long  (hores  of  cloud-benighted  lands? 
No  annual  bounty  perfevering  kind, 
Draws  the  dark  veil  that  covers  half  mankind. 
What  regal  influ'iice  eafing  learning's  birth, 
Now  adds  new  {tars  to  heav'n,  or  arts  to  earth  ? 
Who  lows  munificence  to  root  up  floth, 
And  call  forth  harvefts  of  eternal  growth  ? 

Hail  to  the  land  where  war  makes  fcience  room  ! 
Where  realms  from  defarts  rife^  and  ruin^  bloom  ! 
Where  conqueft  fpreading  to  embrace  diftrefs, 
Lets  loofe  ambition,  not  to  wafte,  but  blefs  : 
There  pow'r  inverts  definition  into  birth, 
And  the  prolific  fword  empeoples  earth  ! 
There  defolatiori,  fruitful  in  decay, 
Fades  into  opulence,  and  ftrengthens  fway. 
There  ports  (unnative)  indrawn  feas  confine, 
And  climbing  flreams  o'er  channel'd  mountains 

fhine ; 

There  public  fplendor  fwallows  private  pride, 
And  claims  which  all  men  lhare  in  all  men  guide  ; 
There  art  rewarded  ftrains  excited  flcill, 
Till  dazaling  wonders  wid'ning  empire  fill : 
The  fierce  free  Tartar,  fees  the  Tartar  taught, 
Grins  at  advancing  rule,  and  pants  for  thought ; 
Then  in  long  link,  new  nations  forward  draw; 
And  the  drain'd  wilds  of  nature  crowd  to  law. 
Hiil  promis'd  land  ! — All  now  that  feems  fevere, 
I;, — that  removing  hence  we  leave  you  here. 
Urania  ftopp'd  and  bow'd. — The  prince  whofe 

heart 

Inly  confefs'd  the  pow'r  of  cherifh'd  art, 
Nobly  approving  praife  fo  juftly  warm, 
Smil'id  confcious  of  his  inborn  right  to  charm. 

Next  rofe  Terpfichore, — melodious  mule  ! 
Soft  her  firft  accents  like  defending  dews ; 
Sweet,  and  flow  fwellitig,  till  in  livelier  found, 
Gay  to  the  ravifh'd  ear  quick  tranfports  bound. 
Tim'd  t,o  the  tuneful  voice  each  trembling  tree 
Ktrain'd  its  tugg'd  roots,  and  labour'd  to  be  free  : 
Warm'd  through  the  wak'ning  ftone  the  fculptur'd 

ear 

Of  every  ftarting  ftatue  feem'd  to  hear  ; 
Air  catch'd,  and  l-ngth'ning  back  the  mazy  noto*, 
Curls,  while  the  undulating  mufic  floats 
Earth  lift'ning  to  inhale  harmonious  pain, 
ti^h'd  it  in  ibft  vibiatiun  back  agaiu. 
Vwi.  VJ'lt 


Pardon  a  mourning  mufe  that  leaves  with  teais, 
The  )and  that  lov'd  Germanicus  endears; 
But  ah,  what  toils!  what  anguifli  {halt  them  bear  ! 
What  endlef*  labour  muft  o'crload  thy  care  ! 
Ere  thy  lafl  views  a  taft*  like  thine  irifpire, 
And  iparkling  kingdoms  catch  thy  manly  fire  ! 

Near  operas  fabling  fugues  what  mufe  can  ftay, 
Where  wordlefs  warblings  winnow  thought  away  ; 
Mufic  when  purpofc  points  her  not  the  road, 
Charms  to  betray,  and  foftens  to  corrode  : 
Empty  of  fenle,  the  fouWeduuing  art 
Thnlis  a  flow  poifon  to  the  fick'ning  heart : 
Soft  finks  idea  diffolute  in  eafe, 
And  all  life's  feeble  leffon  is  to  pleafe. 
Spirit,  and  tafte,  and  generous  toil,  take  flight, 
And  lazy  love,  and  indolent  delight, 
And  low  luxurious  wearinefs  of  pain, 
Lull  the  loft  mind, — and  all  its  powers  are  vain* 

Hence  to  the  realms  of  fame  ye  mufes  fly, 
There  to  the  drum's  big   beat  the  heart  leap'' 

high  ; 

There  fighing  flutes  but  temp'ring  martial  heat, 
Teach  diftant  pity  and  revenge  to  meet ; 
The  manly  pipe  there  fcorns  th'  expanded  {hakes, 
That  wind  wav'd  nothings,  till  attention  akes  ; 
There  now  concurring  keys  and  chords  increafe, 
The  heart's  foft  locial  ties,  and  cherifli  peace  ; 
Then  trumpets  an fw  ring  tf  umpets  fhrill  and  far, 
Swell  to  the  founding  wind  th'  infpiring  war ; 
There  the  rous'd  foul  in  exercife  grows  ftrong, 
Nor  pools  to  puddly  foulnefs  ftopp'd  too  long  : 
Strength'ning  and  ftrengthned  by  the  poet's  fire, 
There  mufic's  meaning  voice  exalts  defire  ; 
There  harmony  not  drowns  but  quickens  thought, 
And  fools  unfeeling  words  by  notes  are  caught. 

Soft  figh'd  the  prince,  for  fuff'nng  mufic  pain'd, 
And  Polyhymnia  rifing  warm  complam'd  ; 
Deign  to  be  told  impartial,  gen'rous,  wife, 
Why  fruitlefs  eloquence  indignant  flies  ; 
Gall'd  at  loft  time  in  cafes  vainly  clear'd, 
At  truths  untouching,  and  at  founds  unheard  ; 
Bluftiing,  while  oratory's  lab 'ring  ftrains 
On  pre-dccifion  wafte  derided  pains ; 
And  flourifli'd  periods  to  no  purpofe  fine, 
Like  funs  in  defarts,  without  notice  fhine; 
Hating  grave  infult,  I  difdain  to  ftay, 
Where  talk  but  trifles,  and  where  tropes  but  play  : 
If  ferious  rhet'ric  fweats  where  fnecring  mutes 
Haft'ning  the  hurried  qucftion,  crop  difputes ; 
If  law  fells  argument,  yet  forms  mull  reign, 
And  cuftom  pleading,  equity  is  vain; 
If  the  dark  pulpit's  fhort  myfterious  art, 
Lifts  faith  to  hcav'n,  and  damns  the  moral  heart; 
Bear  me,  dilhonour'd  God!   to  fame  plain  ftate, 
Where  truth,  in  fpite  of  aye  and  no,  is  weight ; 
Where  pleas  of  right  a  reas'ning  bench  perfuadc, 
And  jutlice  fcorns  in  precedent  to  trade  ; 
Where  no  bold  blafphemy  would  faith  enflave, 
But  humble,  honeft,  doubting  works,  can  lave. 

Euterpe,  watchful  of  her  filler's  clofe, 
Snatch'd  her  funk  cadence,  and  impatient  rofe : 
Pleafure,  (lie  cry'd,  is  mine,  mine  the  gay  flcill, 
To  paint  the  fancy,  and  adorn  the  will. 
But  where  dry  avarice  has  tafte  betray'd, 
Pleafure  is  robbery  in  mafqueradej 
Zz 
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Contending  fe*es  pulh  one  common  aim, 
And  youth,  and  wit,  and  beauty,  meet  to  game; 
At  cards  to  conquer,  or  at  dice  to  fweep, 
Is  all  the  humble  joy  the  polifh'd  .cap. 

Or,  if  afpiring  to  rebutter  praile, 
Some  livelier  genius  warmth  mote  active  fways ; 
Then  frock'd  in  groomy  fleekncfs,  tight  and  fmart, 
The  pert  cap'd  racer  dares  the  jockey's  art ; 
At  (lake  and  plate  his  (kill  profoundly  fhown, 
He  from  his  horfe's  worth  prefumes  his  own. 

Or,  nobly  flung  by  John  the  coachman's  claim, 
Climbing  th'  advent'rous  box,  difputes  his  fame ; 
Scatt'ring  malignant  duft,  cracks  voice  and  thong, 
Glows  for  a  livery's  r'ght,  and  burns  along  : 
Proudly  difplay'd,  looks  back,  and  fhouts  to  find 
Poor  confcious  John,  lefs  glorious,  hang  behind. 

Not  fo  th'  Olympian  rivals  charm'd  of  old, 
"When  fiery  youths  in  whirling  chariots  roll'd  ; 
Then  the  watch'd  fignal  bade  the  rank  disjoin, 
^\Hd  ruining  wheels  diflblv'd  the  breaking  line : 
Xtrain'd  to  th'  expanded  whip's  impulfive  found, 
light  leap'd  th'  exulting  axles  o'er  the  ground, 
-i  wixt  crowding  nations,  partial,  panting,  gay, 
The  prais'd,  plum'd  hero  flcim'd  the  lefb'ning  way, 
The  fmoking  fteeds  obey'd  the  watchful  rein, 
And  winding  warlike,  fwept  the  {homing  plain. 
Now  graceful  rais'd,  now  pendent  in  career, 
High  and  far-glitt'ring,  fhone  the  charioteer, 
Firm  in  his  feat,  fuperior  in  his  mien, 
IFlew  o'er  the  courfe,  and  flam'd  along  the  green; 
Martial  in  gefture,  eminent  in  grace, 
His  birth  and  grandeur  light'ning  from  his  face. 

Or,  if  to  fweetcr  conteft  match'd  he  mov'd, 
And  in  fome  ball,  led  the  kind  hand  he  lov'd, 
The  modeft  fair,  flow  through  the  mazy  dance, 
Swam  to  the  love-fick  foul  in  foft  advance; 
No  light  coarfe  frifking  kick'd  off  woman's  air, 
No  ftrong  ftretch'd  limb  out-trod  attraction  there, 
Decent  their  pleafures,  and  difcreetly  weigh'd, 
Active  the  youth,  and  delicate  the  maid  : 
Honour  by  elegance  its  right  maintain'd, 
And  thought  correcting  rapture,  prudence  reign'd. 

Mournful  Melr omene,  with  tragic  frown, 
Spoke  next ;  and  thus  deplor'd  a  taftelefs  town. 
"Why  drove  the  fcenic  mufe  to  fhine  in  vain, 
"Where  wit  is  levity,  and  art  is  gain  ? 
Where  law's  blind  hope  would  curb  corruption's 

rage, 

Yet  left  undue  contempt  to  taint  the  ftage  ? 
Kence  theatres  neglected  into  fhame, 
Catching  at  con  courfe,  purity  difclaim. 
By  pow'r  deferted,  make  their  humbler  court 
To  rake  and  rancour,  or  to  fool  and  fport : 
Piqu'd  to  rcprifal,  unconfed'rate  wit, 
Noting  the  popular,  evades  the  fit. 
Then  the  play  plots  on  (late-craft,  laughs  at  truth, 
Mifguides  allegiance,  or  unfinews  youth; 
Thither  crowds  faction  to  be  taught  complaint, 
Where  pow'r,  the  martyr,  might  have  reign'd  the 

faint. 

There  wifdom  bleeds,  by  pleafure's  feath'ry  dart, 
And  love's  loofe  hand  unltrings  the  flacken'd  heart; 
There  difcontent  firft  tries  her  tim'rous  force, 
Hints  and  finds  help  and  dares 'her  dang'rous 
courfe ; 


There  froth,  farce,  flatt'ry,  chance,  fejitioti,  rul;;; 
And  virtue  fcarce  finds  place  in  virtue's  fchool. 

Farewell,  forfaken  ftage — when  courts  refufe 
To  urge  wit's  wand'ring  rein,  (he  ihamcj  a  mule  j 
Hail,  from  afar  !   thou  fate-foretelling  light  1 
Beaming  prognoftic  through  the  eye  of  night ! 
Kindling  a  hundred  realms,  th'  enliv'ning  flame 
Wings  the  wak'd  energy  of  courted  fame. 
There  empire  flafhing  into  glory's  blaze, 
Confcious  intention  blufhes  not  at  praife  ; 
There  fpurring  virtue,  wit  has  leave  to  mean, 
And  pow'r  exciting  paflion  prompts  che  fcene. 

So  muft  it  be  ere  tragic  fire  is  felt,  [p£It* 

But  where  grave  thoughts  are  marks  for  fools  to 
Where  tir'd  illit'rate  viewlefs  yawning  pride 
Muft  hear  uniift'ning,  and  untaught  decide, 
There  let  loft  fentiment  mifpoint  no  beam, 
To  hope  were  blindnefs,  and  to  wifli  a  dream. 

Up  leap'd  Thalia,  glowing  red  with  rage, 
Fir'd  and  indignant  at  a  farceful  age  ; 
Shall  comedy's  infulted  mufe,  (he  cry'd, 
Hold  hoops  to  tumblers 

She  paut'd — unable  to  proceed  ; — figh'd  ftrong  :: 
Repell'd  the  big  difdain — and  trac'd  her  wror:g. 

Shall  comedy  for  fworded  harlequin 
Split  lathes,  and  arm  him  for  the  mimic  fcene  f 
While  he,  proud  impotence,  with  modifh  ftrut, 
Cocks  bluff,  diffufive  of  his  wooden  cut  : 
Muft  (he  fwing  gypfies  o'er  the  winpow'd  pit, 
Mounting  pofteriors  in  defect  of  wit ; 
Or  clap  fome  human  whirlwind's  bluft'ring  rage, 
That  o'er  twelve  heads defcending  (hakes  the  ftage. 
Stare  while  th'  unmanly  reptile's  wriggling  twill 
Threads  the  flarv'd  ladder,  and  defcends  unhifs'd  ? 
Or,  for  the  rope-afpirer's  jirkful  tread, 
Shall  fhe  poife  right  their  emblematic  lead  ? 
No — let  implor'd  expulfion  wing  me  hence  ! 
Far  let  me  fly  to  fome  fair  feat  of  fenfe  ;      [grace, 
Where  life's  ftoll'n  humour  glows  with  mirthful 
And  comic  picture  copies  nature's  face ; 
Where  imag'd  paflion,  dear  to  the.  polite, 
Leaves  low  buffoon'ry  to  the  rabble's  right. 
Tir'd,  yet  untaflc'd,  let  me  no  longer  wait, 
Laughing  unheeded— at  the  laughing  great; 
While  with  the  roar  of  boys  to  tricks  they  run, 
Which  mobs  fhould  fhout  at,  and  the  wife  ftiould 

fhun. 

Gravely,  good  fouls !  rcferving  folid  fcorn,  [born. 
For  thoughts  to  feel  whofe  force  themfelves  were 

Warm'd  in  wit's  cauie,  lamenting  genius  loft, 
Nor  tafting  ecftafy  at  judgment's  coft, 
Lift'ning  Germanicus,  with  penfive  grace, 
Revolv'dwifh'd  foft'nings  for  a  pitied  race; 
When  like  a  trumpet  pouring  mufic's  flood, 
Speaking  Calliope  thrill'd  through  his  blood. 

There  was  a  prince  !  ah,  "bid  me  add,  ere  long 
There  is  ! — irapuliive  of  the  epic  fong. 
Flame  of  imperial  prominence  he  fliin'd  ; 
Terror  at  once,  and  charm  of  human  kind  ! 
All  the  foft  praife  of  focial  life  his  due  : 
All  the  rais'd  pow'rs  of  arms  and  arts  he  knsv?  • 
Fearlefs,  impell'd  his  father's  fortune  qn ; 
And  in  youth's  dawn  a  dazzling  victor  fhone  : 
In  force  refiftlefs,  yet  undaring  wrong; 
Honeft  in  vengeance,  and  in  pity  ftrong . 
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Without  dwelt  war,  in  all  her  thund'ring  din  ; 
While  peace  in  all  her  ftilinefs  wept  within. 
Form'd  for  a  lover,  for  a  thinker  taught ; 
Bloodlefs  reflexive  eminence  he  fought  : 
Born  to  be  greateft,  chofe  but  to  be  bed  ; 
But  heav'n  that  knew  his  ufc,  forbad  his  reft  : 
Then  from  the  calms  of  conquering  thought  he  rofe 
Gfow'd  in  tempeftuous  war,  and  fcorn'd  repofe. 
Uncrown'd,  gave  crowns  at  will,  their  thorns  un- 

try'd; 

And  more  than  reigning,  withourreigning  died. 
Such,  though  the  land  I  leave  could  fliow  mi 

ftill, 

Calm  feafons  call  not  for  a  pilot's  (kill. 
Peace  is  the  blefiing  commerce  loves  to  choofc ; 
But  war  and  glory  talk  the  epic  mufe. 
Farewell,  fure  fubjecT:  of  my  future  long. 
When  rifing  fhameful  at  a  people's  wrong, 
In  times  yet  diftant,  thy  rememb'ring  hand 
Lets  loofe  correction  at  fome  foreign  land. 
Then  loud  as  thy  applaufe,  reclaim  us  all ; 
And  every  mufe  of  nine  mail  wait  thy  call. 

Speaking,  flv?  rofe ;  and  with  her  rifing  flow, 
pJHcr  eight  fud  fifters,  fighing,  turn'd  to  go. 
Lively,  upftarting  from  his  fhadow'd  feat, 
Stay  (cry'd  the  prince  alarm'd)— -fufpend  retreat. 
!  Jult  though  your  anger,  yet  revenge  forbear; 
I  Left  taught  by  mufes,  man  forgets  to  fpare. 
I  Too  foon  degen'rate  nature  warps  awry, 
The  bad  to  copy,  and  the  good  to  fly. 
Have  you  beheld  wit's  ftream  difcolour'd  glide, 
And  pour'd  loft  azure  on  th'  unconfcious  tide  ? 
Think  the  blame  yours,  who  heav'n's  beft  tia&ure 

bring, 

To  ftain  the  current,  yet  neglect  the  fpring. 
Would  you  at  once  Coerulean  depth  renew  ? 
And  gayly  bright'ning  flufli  th'  improvement 

through  ? 

High  at  the  fource  th'  infufive  tinge  beftow ; 
And  ev'ry  downward  drop  (hall  tindlur'd  flow. 

But  while  a  vagrant  infpiration  ftrays, 
And  here  and  there  unlicens'd  pow'r  difplays; 
Though  fep'rate  individual  ilroilers  (hare 
Some  uncolieiftive  fcatt'rings  of  your  care  ; 
This  way  and  that  though  fome  faint  hint  of  light 
Gleams  like  a  meteor,  and  flirinks  back  in  night, 
Or,  ming'liug  beams  to  form  fome  deathlefs  blaze, 
Once  in  an  age  you  Popes  or  Thomfons  raife  : 
All  the  loft  labour  ferves  but  to  exprefs 
How  wide  our  wants  !  how  thinly  we  poffefs  ! 
Till  the  day  breaks  expect  no  gen'ral  glow  ; 
For  the  ftcy  darken'd  keeps  all  dark  below. 

Here  for  wit's  fountain  dream  not  of  a  court, 
Falfe  and  injurious  flight  th'  unweigh'd  report. 
Meant   for  a   clime   where   thrones  appropriate 

pow'r, 

And  one  man's  pafilons  all  mens  rights  devour. 
Bat  in  free  ftates  where  liberty  may  choofe, 
Tafte  knows  no  monarch,  and  obeys  no  mufe. 
Senates  their  mufes,  property  their  aim  ; 
Their  boaft  but  fafety — and  their  plaything  fame. 

No  -would  your  willing  culture  wafte  no  toil  ? 
"Would  your  bays  thrive  in  a  reluctant  foil  ? 
Du6tile  of  form,  and  changing  fhapes  at  will, 
Aflume  new  feXj  new  names, new  views,  nsw  flcUl. 


Safe  in  fage  politics  conceal  your  wtt  j 
Then  by  my  bounty  qualify'd  to  fit, 
Nine  Cornifh  boroughs  might  aflign  you  place, 
Where  mix'd  untbought  of  you  may  mun  difgrace. 
There,  breathing  unfufpe&ed  influence  lurk, 
Till  patient  progrcfs  crowns  your  arduous  work. 
Thence  fhall  defcending  radiance  tafte  convey  ; 
And  willing  kingdoms  make  the  mufes  way. 
Till  time  flow  fav'ring  you  may  quit  difguife, 
And  wear  wit  plain  among  th'  unlaughing  wife. 

Paufing,  he  fmil'd  humanity  fo  kind,  [mind  : 
That  ev'ry  mufe  was  touch'd,  and  chang'd  her 
All  bow'd  confent  to  his  grave  purpofe  wrought ; 
And  thus  Urania  voic'd  her  filter's  thought. 

Born  to  a  people's  hearts,  their  darling  (bine  ; 
Let  ev'ry  wifh,  and  hope,  and  joy,  be  thine. 
Mov'd  by  the  magic  mercy  of  thy  view, 
We  feel  good  counfel,  and  embrace  it  too. 
One  fole  condition  grant,  and  we  obey  ; 
No  dang'rous  notice  muft  deted  our  (lay. 
Hid  in  thy  grove,  each  menial  mufe  (hall  claim 
Domeftic  (belter  from  reproach  and  fhame; 
Till  by  thy  fcheme  their  yet  unrivaiPd  friend, 
Their  influence  widens,  and  their  fuff  'rings  end. 
Then  (hown  the  world,  and  privileg'd  to  pleafe, 
And  gath'ring  face  and  fafhion  by  degrees, 
Seen  at  aflemblies  belles  may  jokes  forbear; 
Nor  (hocking  modeft  (grangers  turn  and  ftare  ! 
Thus,  in  his  (hade  from  public  pain  exempt, 
Sleeping,  the  vifionary  poet  dreamt.  [there; 

Then  wak'd,  and  found  his  fparkling  prince  was 
But  ev'ry  empty  mufe  was  loft  in  air. 

CAMILLUS  :  A  POEM. 

Humbly  infer  ikf.d  to  the  Right  Honourable  Charles  Earl 
of  Peterborough  and  MonmQutb.  Written  in  the 
year  I7°7« 

WHEN  injur'd  heroes  fuffer  in  their  fame, 
Juftice  unfummon'd  (hould  their  wrongs  proclaim  : 
But  Phcebus'  fon  fhould  raife  refentmcnt  higher, 
And  light  up  vengeance  with  poetic  fire. 

•  where  injuftice  clouds  a  noble  name, 
The  patron's  fcandal  is  the,  poet's  (hame. 

Permit,  great  Sir,  my  humble  mufe  to  raife 
A  private  monument  of  public  praife  : 
Jnbend  your  mighty  foul,  and  ftoop  to  fame, 
Whofe  voice  (hall  found  to  heaven  your  gloriou* 

name. 

Vlinds  that  are  great  like  yours  difdain  applaufe, 
Their  inborn  virtue  gives  their  reafon  laws: 
Above  the  reach  of  malice  bleft  they  live, 
.  roud  to  be  envy'd,  and  like  heaven  forgive. 
What  depth  of  line  muft  my  rais'd  fancy  find, 
To  found  th'  unfathom'd  ocean  of  thy  mind  !  ^ 
Or  through  the  lab'rinth  of  thy  wonders  wind  ' 
How  dares  my  untry'd  pen  attempt  a  verfe, 
Worthy  thy  godlike  actions  to  rehearfe  ? 
How  dares  my  flutt'ring  mufe  invade  that  flcy, 
Where  Virgil,  eagie-wing'd,  would  fail  to  fly  i 
Dark  in  my  brcaft  tumultuous  terrors  roll, 
And  rifing;  paflions  (hake  my  lab'ring  foul : 
Encount'ring  reafons  through  rny  judgment  (nine, 
3  jme  urge  and  fome  forbid  the  vaft  def:ga ; 


THE  WORKS  OF  HILL.'' 


Here  juftice  fummons— there  my  youth  denies ; 
Duty  to  this,  to  that  my  will  replies. 

Rcfolv'd  at  laft  you  iafe  return  to  greet, 
I  throw  my  worthlefs  numbers  at  your  feet ; 
Affur'd  the  generous  goodnefs  of  your  eye 
Will  fee  my  zeal,  and  pafs  my  errors  by. 
But  if  my  feeble  genius  chance  to  fail, 
Nor  ardent  pray'rs  can  with  the  nine  prevail ; 
Think,  Sir,  how  various  your  great  a6b  appear ! 
There  war  and  glory — wit  and  honour  here  : 
One  glitt'ring    moment  fpreads  your  wond'rous 

fame, 

Battles  and  bloodflied  celebrate  your  name. 
Now  the  great  hero  in  a  purple  flood 
Plunges  through  ftormy  feas  of  hoftile  blood. 
Now  ftridts  with  fkilful  courage  from  afar, 
To  ftop  ibme  gap  of  unfuccefsful  war  : 
Another  moment  fmoothly  gilds  his  face 
With  lovely  fweetnefs  and  delightful  grace  i 
Calmly  he  tunes  hi*  mind  to  fofter  fports, 
And  lives  the  matchlefs  paragon  of  courts. 

No  wonder  then  if  my  prefumptuous  eye, 
Viewing  thy  fun  of  excellence  too  nigh, 
Dazzled  with  light,  is  forc'd  to  look  awry  ! 
A  traveller,  who  thus  without  a  guide, 
O'er  fome  unmeafur'd  traft  attempts  to  ride  ; 
Where  thoufand  paths  of  equal  breath  appear, 
And  each  fair  courfe  feems  fa'fe  alike  to  ilcer, 
May  fpite  of  ftridteil  caution  lofe  his  way, 
And  fcarce  be  juftly  faid  to  go  aftray. 

In  peace  the  fam'd  Hifpania  long  had  flept, 
And  free  poffeflion  of  her  Indies  kept : 
Made  poor  by  plenty,  dull  content  fhe  knew, 
Her  ftrength  declining  as  her  riches  grew  ; 
Till  fort'd  to  valour  fhe  begins  tno  late, 
And  climbs  unwilling  but  to  pull  down  fate. 

Their  fecond  Charles  refign'd  his  princely  breath 
Aod  fwift-wing'd  fame  proclaim'd  th'  txpcdec 

death  : 

Sudden  the  trumpet  echoes  from  afar, 
And  friendly  nations  rife  to  furious  war  : 
The  hardy  veterans  their  arms  prepare, 
And  waving  banners  fan  the  heated  air  : 
The  fprightly  fteeds  with  lofty  bounds  advance, 
And  curb'd  by  ikillful  riders  proudly  prance  : 
A  wild  cor.fufion  o'er  the  globe  is  hurl'd, 
And  warlike  earthquakes  fhakc  theChriftianworU 
The  Auftrian  prifccc,  heir  in  affirm'd  defccnt, 
To  grafp  the  crown  his  ftrong  endeavours  bent 
Bourbon  oppos'd,  and  in  the  vacant  throne 
Would  place  a  royal  offspring  of  his  own. 
Doubtful  the  right—but  pow'r  which  all  obey, 
Appear'd  to  juftify  the  fecond's  fway : 
The  arms  of  France  allure  the  voice  of  Spain, 
And  Anjou  feated  will  his  poft  maintain. 

Sighing  the  young  prevented  Auftrian  {lands, 
And  lifts  to  gracious  heaven  his  eyes  and  hands ; 
Implores  fwift  juftice  to  an  injur'd  man  ; 
And  heaven  directs  his  prayers  to  heaven's  vice- 
gerent Anne. 

Thither  they  fly  whom  powr'ful  wrongs  opprefs, 
And  find  a  certain  fhelter  from  diftrefs  : 
J3y  her  the  proud  afpirer  daily  bleeds, 
And  biafe'd  monarchs  wait  her  dreaded  deeds. 
Aw'd  though  difpleas'd,,  to  her  decrees  they  ftand, 
And  own  the  fatr    f  Europe  in  her  hand. 


'hither  with  tow'ring  hopes  and  longing  eyes^ 
'he  young  excluded  monarch  fwiftly  flies; 
Vhifpers  in  Anna's  tar  his  weighty  grief, 
And  from  her  pitying  foul  extracts  relief. 
At  her  command  th'  intrepid  Britons  fly, 
Lxcrt  their  inborn  worth,  and  proudly  die  : 
*leas'd  with  their  fate  they  dearly  fell  their  breath, 
And  i'miie  amidft  the  raging  pangs  of  death. 
A  chofen  band  of  thefe  who  all  things  dare, 
?or  diftant  war  their  mighty  fouls  prepare  : 
Through  cv'ry  ear  their  glorious  caufe  they  rir 
To  curb  proud  France,  and  right  an  injur'd  kit 
O'er  thefe  a  chief  by  art  and  nature  grac*  d, 
lenown'd  in  war  and  policy  was  plac'd  ; 
Jeyond  mankind  his  judgment  could  difcern, 
And  much  improve  what  others  could  not  learn 
-le  ow'd  uo  virtue  to  a  dread  of  (hame, 
feeming  honefty  to  promis'd  fame  : 
On  its  own  kife  in  him  true  honour  ftooJ, 
Wafh'd  by  a  generous  tide  of  nuble  blood. 
tiim  the  great  Anna  chofc—  Camillus  go 
Revenge  my  brother  on  his  haughty  foe; 
Guard  him  to  Spain-  -there  let  my  will  he  knc 
And  feat  the  monarch  in  his  raviih'd  throne. 
The  valiant  chief  without  ambition  brave, 
Humbly  rcceiv'd  the  weighty  charge  fhe  gave  : 
Deftin'd  in  fpite  of  malice  to  be  great, 
His  daring  foul  contemns  the  tricks  of  ftate  : 
Swiftly  he  bids  his  glad  commanders  meet, 
And  lead  their  army  to  the  waiting  fleet. 
Their  fwclling  hopes  the  fwelhng  gales  invite, 
And  heaven  and  they  propitioufly  unite ; 
In  loud  dilutes  the  dcep-mouth'd  cannons  roar, 
Anfwer'd  by  zealous  wifbes  from  the  fnore : 
Whence  mingled  crowds  their  hearty  prayers 

peat, 
Till  rifling  waves  obfcure  the  failing  fleet. 

On  the  extremeft  limits  of  that  land, 
Through  which  the  Tagus  rich  in  golden  fund, 
His  rapid  courfe  in  depths  of  waters  bends, 
And  twice  two  hundred  miles  his  fiream  extends 
Old  Barcelona  ftrong  by  nature  Hands, 
And  rules  a  vaft  extent  of  fertile  lands : 
With  rocky  mountains  half  environ 'd  round, 
The  other  half  by  bogs  and  marflly  ground  : 
Beneath  her  walls  furrounding  trenches  lie, 
Beyond  thofe  depths  rife  bulwarks  vaflly  high  : 
Walls  within  walls  the  foiid  place  defend, 
Where  watchful  centinels  their  charge  attend  : 
Whence  trains  of  hollow  brafs  with  fiery 
Vomit  black  fnlph'rous  mcflages  of  death ; 
Ramm'd  with  deftruftion,  burft  with  horrid 
And  fcatter'd  terrors  round  the  trembling  fhorc. 

Hither  with  crowded  fails  the  Britons  bent, 
Big  with  the  meffage  their  great  miftrefs  fcnt. 
Their  warlike  fouls  to  emulation  rife,  - 
And  breathe  out  pious  wifhes  to  the  ikies  ; 
And  now  thofe  powers  which  brave  defigns 

tend, 

Had  brought  their  voyage  to  a  happy  end. 
From  Barcelona's  tow'rs  with  wild  affright, 
The  trembling  foe  beholds  th'  unwelcome 
A  mighty  fleet  approaching  by  degrees, 
In  graceful  order  ploughs  the  fmiling  feas; 
Harmonious  mufic  fpreads  the  joy  they  bring, 
And  clam'rous  fhouts  proclaim  the  coming  king  : 
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The  founding  trumpets  his  intent  declare, 
And  waving  ftreamers  flourifh  in  the  air  : 
Arriv'd  at  length  the  cannons  loudly  roar, 
And  fhake  with  panic  fright  the  wond'ring  (here. 

Mean  while  the  Spaniards  all  their  force  prepare, 
And  arm  confusedly  for  defenfive  war  : 
Blind  with  amazement  and  ignoble  fear, 
They  double  all  the  Britons  that  appear  : 
All  think  with  horror  England  uow  had  bent 
Her  utinolt  force,  to  form  one  grand  defcent. 

But  when  they  faw  fo  fmall  a  number  land, 
And  boldly  tread  the  furface  of  their  fand, 
The  paler  marks  of  fear  forfook  their  face, 
And  wonder  far  more  great  fupplies  the  place. 
An  equal  force  within  their  walls  they  found, 
Yetfear'dto  meet  their  foes  on  equal  ground  : 
They  faw,  with  wonder  at  an  act  fo  vain, 
Th'  undaunted  Britons  win  the  neighb'ring  plain, 
Where  foon  their  fquadrons  form'd  a  camp,  and 
then  [men. 

They  thought  or  dreaded  they  were  more  than 

Thus  had  the  great  Camillus  forc'd  his  way, 
And  void  of  fear  in  midft  of  dangers  lay  : 
Impatient  of  delays,  the  Auftrian  youth, 
Deep-touch'd  with  farrow,  liften'd  to  the  truth; 
He  law  the  weaknefs  of  his  daring  few, 
And  with  concern  his  foe's  advantage  knew : 
The  brazen  tubes  of  death  were  mounted  high, 
And  clouds  of  rolling  fmoke  obfcur'd  the  fky  ; 
All  this  and  more  from  his  fmall  camp  was  feen, 
And  death  difguis'd  with  horror  ftalk'd  between. 

The  aged  chiefs  in  cautious  war  grown  eld, 
Would  rather  be  too  backward  than  too  bold : 
Therefore  advis'd  the  prince  to  hafte  away, 
Since  'twas  fcarce  poffible  to  live  and  ftay. 
The  prince  with  melancholy  thoughts  oppreft, 
Came  to  Camillus  and  unlock'd  his  breaft ; 
Told  him  the  pangs  of  forrow,  fhame,  and  rage, 
Which  (hook  the  blooming  comforts  of  his  age  : 
Told  him  the  flames  in  which  his  foul  would  burn, 
Should  he  thus  unfuccefsfully  return. 

With  grief  the  gen'rous  Briton  heard  him  tell 
The  deep  misfortunes  he  but  knew  too  well : 
He  rolls  his  eyes,  accufes  partial  fate, 
And  tells  the  Auftrian  that  he  fhould  be  great. 
Rcfolv'd  to  act,  the  council  fpeak  in  vain, 
And  by  debates  protract  the  fall  of  Spain  : 
Camiiius  had  a  foul  whofe  heavenly  fire 
Could  compafs  all  things,  and  to  ail  af'pire. 
Himfelf  alone  could  with  himfelf  debate, 
And  mov'd  obfcurely  like  the  hand  of  fate. 

Hard  by  the  towers  of  Barcelona  ftands, 
High  on  the  rocks  o'erlooking  neighb'ring  lands, 
A  flrong-built  caftle,  whofe  extended  fway 
Obliges  ev'n  the  city  to  obey. 
Five  hundred  men  the  folid  ramparts  keep, 
On  rocks  beyond  imagination  (keep  : 
Whence  rolling  fcones  invading  foes  can  chafe, 
When  with  an  aching  eye  they  climb  the  dreadful 
place. 

This  was  the  fource  whence  victories  mult  flow 
Hither  the  JBritifli  chief  refolv'd  to  go  : 
Unus'd  to  fear,  and  more  unus'd  to  boaft, 
With  tera'rate  words  he  cheer'd  his  wond'ring 


Strove  not  to  hide  the  hazard  of  the  talk, 
^Jor  cover  danger  with  a  gilded  mafk  : 
~Ie  bids  each  foldier  like  himfelf  perform, 
And  by  example  wins  'em  to  the  ftorm. 
The  rofy  morning  uflier'd  in  the  fun, 
Which  was  to  fee  a  bloody  bufinefs  done  ; 
His  beams  flione  bright  to  guide  the  battle  well, 
And  drank  their  blood  in  pity  as  it  fell : 
Sight  hundred  Britons  on  this  glorious  day, 
O'er  pathlefs  forefts  force  their  oblique  way ; 
n  tedious  march  o'er  high  af  cents  they  paft, 
And  won  the  dangerous  precipice  at  laft. 

With  ftrangc  furprii«  the   Spaniards  rufh  ta 

arms, 

And  bells  rung  backward  in  confus'd  alarms : 
The  fummon'd  foldiers  hurry'd  to  their  poft, 
And  pour  whole  vollies  o.V  the  climbing  hoft : 
Repeated  charges  from  the  cannons  fly, 
Like  fiery  meteors  blazing  through  the  flcy  : 
The  fhatter'd  limbs  of  men  who  nobly  dare, 
Are  borne  on  bullets  through  the  flaming  air  : 
The  dii'mal  profpect  (hocks  the  braveft  hearts, 
And  adds  new  motion  to  disjointed  parts ; 
Fhe  brave  Camillus  with  a  fierce  delight, 
Drives  on  the  headlong  fury  of  the  fight ; 
Urges  his  bleeding  troops  ftill  higher  and  higher, 
And  fcatters  death  for  death,  and  fire  for  fire. 
Thus,  when  of  old  the  mighty  giants  ftrove 
To  check  the  boundlefs  power  of  angry  Jove  ; 
With  force  like  this,  but  in  a  caufe  lefs  good, 
The  huge  Briareus,  their  great  leader,  ftood; 
The  folid  centre  fhakes  beneath  his  weight, 
Who,  all-unknowing,  or  unfearing  fate, 
Kicks  at  the  thunder  which  with  horror  flies;  "J 
And  while  fwifr  lightning  flafties  in  his  eyes,     f 
Tears  up  a  hundred  rocks  and  hurls  'em  at  thef 
fkies.  J 

But  now  aloft  the  mingled  war  grows  high, 
On  heaps  promifcuous  numbers  fall  and  die; 
Rivers  of  blood  from  the  mix'd  battle  flow, 
Till  death  fcarce  fees  to  guide  a  deftin'd  blow. 

The  walls  are  won,  the  Spaniards  lofe  the  day, 
And  crowding  Britons  win  the  cover'd  way : 
While  fome  on  high  the  conqaer'd  pafs  defend, 
Others  below  by  mutual  help  afcend : 
No  more  the  driven  foes  their  fortune  try, 
But  quit  their  bloody  battlements  and  fly : 
Defpair  and  horror  fill  the  difmal  place, 
And  terror  fits  enthron'd  on  every  face. 
Deftructive  fate  grows  cruel  to  excefs, 
And  rages  blindly  in  her  blackeft  drefs : 
Matrons  and  virgins  weep  with  bitter  cries, 
And  noify  forrows  pierce  the  diftant  fkies. 

But  ceafe,  miftaken  wretches!  ceafe  your  moan, 
Proud  of  your  conqu'ror  your  conqueft  own ; 
Your  friends  victorious  might  tyrannic  be, 
Your  foes  but  conquer  you  to  fet  you  free. 
No  bafe  defign  diftains  a  Briton's  caufe, 
But  pity  guides  the  fword  which  juftice  draws. 
With  fuch  fuccefs  was  that  great  day  begun, 
Which  not  the  army  but  their  general  won  : 
While  he  impatient  his  great  tafk  to  end, 
Which  heaven  appear'd  fo  early  to  befriend, 
Cheers  his  glad  foldiers  with  divided  gam,  _ 
And  leads  'em  down  undreading  to  the  pla« 
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Ranges  'fm  widely  near  the  city's  bound, 
Rcfolv'd  to  force  a  place  they  icarce  furroimd. 

Thus  moves  he  brightly  like  fuir.e  wand'ring  ftar, 
And  fcorns  the  heavy  arts  of  common  war  : 
In  their  own  fire  his  matchlcfs  actions  blaze  ; 
He  needs  no  counfel,  and  he  feeks  no  praife : 
While  other  generals  tedious  projects  form, 
He  thinks  and  ads,  and  wins  applaufe  by  ftorm  ; 
With  furious  courage  (lands  and  tempts  his  fate, 
But  heaven  ftill  fpares  the  man  to  blrfs  the  (late. 

With  threatening  look  each  ready  Briton  ftands, 
A ndlharp-edg'd  weapons  grace  their  warlikehands; 
<&bfequious  filence  waits  the  general'*  nod, 
As  ancient  Grecians  watch'd  the  Delphian  god. 
Mean  while,  each  trembling  tow'r  with  horrid 

dread, 

Loofen'd  its  walls  and  f..ook  its  batter'd  head : 
The  lofty  works  which  (hould  the  town  defend, 
The  Clocks  of  hoftile  thunder  widely  rend  ; 
Amidft  thefe  crowds  of  terror  and  dcfpair, 
The  Britons  for  a  (harp  affault  prepare ; 
The  Spaniards  fee  and  (hun  the  louring  fates, 
And  widely  open  their  fubmiffive  gates. 

And  now  the  mighty  deed  is  greatly  done; 
A  king  reliev'd,  and  kingdoms  bravely  won. 
The  warlike  chief,  with  glory  fir'd  his  breaft, 
Forgot  his  plcafures  and  forfook  his  reft  ; 
The  Auflrian  fix'd — He  bravely  onward  bent, 
And  conquer'd  rebel  countries  as  he  went: 
The  ftubborn  Catalans  unus'd  to  bow, 
Gla<)ly  fubmit  to  firm  fubjection  now. 
With  jpyfulfliouts  their  happy  monarch  greet, 
And  leave  their  mountains  for  the  regal  feat ; 
That  ftrong-built  fort  whofe  date  the  reft  txcell'd, 
Arid  thrice  ten  thoufand  Gallic  fo>  repell'd, 
Afr.iid  to  ftrive,  her  iron  gates  uniock'd, 
And  gladly  open'd  when  Camillus  knock'd. 
To  his  fuccefsful  arms  whole  nations  yield, 
And  freely  give  him  up  an  untry'd  field. 
At  his  blefs'd  feet  the  rich  Tortofa  lay, 
And  matchlcfs  conduA  gain'd  him  JLerida. 
Valencia's  kingdom  glorioufly  he  won, 
And  triumph'd  o'er  the  proftrate  Arragon. 
But  hold,  unwary  rr.ufe  !  no  higher  (bar ; 
He  who  did  this,  alas,  muft  do  no  more  ! 
Oh  that  thy  numbers  could  but  reach  my  aim, 
How  wpuld  I  celebrate  his  glorious  name  1 
How  would  I  paint  the  battles  he  has  won, 
And  all  the  noble  actions  he  has  done  ! 
How  would  I  paint  him  fpilling  gen'rous  blood. 
And  tempting  death  for  his  dear  country's  good  ! 
How  would  I  drag  his  two  illuftrious  fons, 
Proud  of  their  mangled  flefh.  and  fhatter'd  bones  ! 
%iow  would  I  tune  my  elevated  fong, 
And  fhamc  the  men  who  do  Camillus  wrong! 
But  ftnce  his  works  through  clouds  are  forc'd 
»       to  fhine, 

J-Iow  could  I  hope  fuccefs  from  fuch  as  mine  ? 
Let  virtue  be  rewarded  if  it  can, 
When  gratitude  forgets  fo  great  a  man. 

FREE  THOUGHTS  UPON  FAITH  : 

OR,  THE   RELIGION   OF   REASON. 

OH  Thou  !  whe'er,  whate'er,  where'er  thou  a,rtj 
£pie—  pr  ailociated — fonceivelefs  power! 


In  fearch  of  whom  o*erflretch'd  idea  bur^i 
And  fenfe  rolls  back  on  darknefs — caufc  ur 
Progrtfllve  unl»eginner — without  end  ! 
Giver  of  thought,  oh  guide  it. —  Arm  a  mit 
Tremblingly  (truck, — toftembutone  (hort  glii 
One  diftant,  tranfient,  momentary  fla(h 
Of  thy  keen  light — and  live  ! — oh,  far  from  dream 
To  draw  th'  Almighty's   deign'd   approach  too 

near — 

All  that  my  foul's  touch'd  fenfe  afpires  to  tell 
Is.  that  (he  dares  not  view  thee,  thou  who  know'ft 
The  mufe's  confcious  rev'rcnce,  aid  her  fong. 

Awfully  fhrinking  from  th'  aiTumer's  hand, 
Tluit  points  me  to  thy  place,  thy  power,  thy  wi.ll, 
AftouHh'd  at  his  pride  !  I  ftart — and  fly. 
O  pitier  of  prefumption  !  whence  afpires 
Awak'ning  dud's  brief  glance  of  fhadowy  life, 
To  launch  its  little  plummet—into  depths 
Profounder  than  Eternity  ! — how  dare 
O'erwecning,  mole-blind  furrowers  of  dark  earth* 
Engrofs  to  their  low  fclves,  their  Gods  whole  care? 
Slight  nobler  orb*,  a»  fkirts  to  this  dim  ball, 
That  day  by  day  rolls  round  its  eyelefs  bulk, 
To  bfg  light's  needful  alms,  from  one  kind  fun, 
While  trails  fuperior  to  conception's  bound, 
See  funs  in  millions  o'er  new  worlds  pour  blaze, 
Yet  reach  but  confines  of  new  funs,  and  die. 
Require  not  thcfe  vait   works  Oi   God,  God'* 

grace 

Proportiou'd  to  their  vaflnefs  ?— how  then  dares 
Cunceit's  proud  pref 'rence  of  its  own  clay'd  cott;  J 
O'erleap  thofe  azure  voids,  where  thought,  an^(* 

fpace, 

And  number,  and  immenfity,  are  loft, 
And  comprehenfion  aches  to  fcale  repulfe  ! 
Whence  had  man's  infeiit  arrogance  of  giicf* 
Such  impotent  outftarting,  to  prefume 
His  momentary  noihingnefs  of  grafp 
Could  know,  talk,  limit,  and  defcribe  his  God  1 

S.ay,  bigot  boafter  of  unmanner'd  zeal, 
Thou  that  art  impudently  fure  of  heaven  ! 
And,  cov'rjng  blalphemy  behind  faith's  name, 
Sinn'ft  deepelt  where  moft  fan&ified  ! — weigh, 

paufe, 

Think — anfwer  not  from  cuftom's  light  aflcnt, 
But  the  try'd  foul's  true  teft  unwarp'd  within. 
Is  it  in  revelation's  awful  claim  (w'^\ 

That  duft   (hould  dare   mifplead  th'  Almighty'^ 
Fur  infult  on  his  juftice  ?  Dare  men  pafs 
For  intimates  of  heaven,  who  thus  degrade 
TL'  all-giadd'uing   Lord   of  all   thole  wid'ning 

worlds 

To  one  poor  partial  care  of  one  poor  part 
Of  one  poor  corner  of  one  world's  poor  clan  ? 

Out  with  this  av'rice  of  fanatic  fcrape ! 
Thaf,  pi-»trjng  to  itfe'f  God's  nibbled  grants 
Hedg'd  in  th'  Eternal's  common  !  Greedily 
Foreftall'd  all  power  cf  op'ning  inyftery's  gate 
For  its  own  pick-lock  tribe,  unkey'd  by  heaven. 
Why,  if  enlighten'd  moft,  (hould  will  moft  dark 
Bid  thefc  tew  fav'rite  hand-led  fpies  of  grace 
Conceal  from  modefl  doubt  their  arts  to  know  ? 
Why,  if  poflefs'd  of  fome  eductivu  clue, 
That  (hews  loft  diffidence  truth's  lucid  ray, 
Claim  they  confent  implicit  ?    Why  fubm:fs 
Belief  to  bold  affumption  ?— Tailclefs  faitfe 
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t)ifhonours  where  It  worfhips.    Heaven  difdams 
Obedience  from  the  blind  :  and  every  feet 
Were  orthodox,  if  to  believe  is  proof.  • 

To  me — nor  let  the  rev'rence  of  my  paufe 
Offend  the  power  that  caus'd  it !  it  ihnuid  feem 
More  impious  to  decide  of  God  than  doubt. 
Oft  when  I  pant  for  aid  to  (hake  diftruft, 
Humbling  imperious  reafon  ;  while  I  bend 
With  meek  attention  to  the  calls  of  faith, 
Where  pious  fury  lends  the  paftor  gall ; 
And  what  falls  fhort  in  proof  o'erflows  in  rage. 
While  revelation,  thund'ring  on  my  ear,        [ten ! 
Low-rates  my  heart's   admiffion,  help  me,  Hea- 
To  check  th'  impaflive  flruggler's  infelt  hint, 
That  afks  how  God's  almighty  ?  if  his  will 
Who  made  this  captious  world  whereon  we  crawl 
Could  to  the  worm  call'd  man  be  fhown  in  vain. 
If  'twas  the  Maker's  law  to  man  proclaim'd, 
By  man's  refiftlefs  God,  my  trembling  foul 
Whifpers  in  fhiv'ring  horror  !  Oh  'tis  ftrange  ! 
God   will'd — God   {poke   that  will—yet  man — 

proud  dirt ! 

Divides,  difputes,  examines,  difobeys  ! 
Had  Heav'n   required,  could  Heav'n  want  force 

to  caufe  ? 
Or,  not  requiring,  why  was'  Heav'n  profan'd  ? 

Hum  from  thy  dufky  hive,  unreas'nirig  drone, 
Stretch  thy  tame  wings,  heave  thy   dull  fearch 
along,  [wide. 

Leave  thy  cav'd  home  behind,  and  look  more 
Seeft  thou  not  every  where  earth's  emmet  fwarms, 
Scheming  their  bufy  mount's  loofe  crumbling  hope 
For  the  next  cataradt  fhower,  that  fweeps  down 

all. 

Such  are  the  toils  of  Muftis,  Popes,  Pauwaus^ 
Lhamas  and  Rabbis,  Morabuhts,  Bonzees, 
All  the  long-labouring  props  of  faith's  loft  boaft, 
Fabrics  of  tow'ry  air,  that  fright  and  die. 

O'er  worfhips  thus  diftindl  have  fep'rate  gods 
Prefided  ?  or  beneath  but  fep'rate  names 
Did  one  fole  power  infyire  divided  prayers, 
And  fmilingly  accept  -'em  ?  Nature  feels 
This  queftion  ;  and  methinks  I  hear  her  voice 
Bid  reafon  thus  reply — If  but  one  light 
Infur'd  falvation's  courfe,  unfocketed, 
Unlanthern'd,  it  had  known  no  curtail'd  fhine. 
All  dark  had  been  illumin'd  :— ne'er  with-held 
Juft  Heaven,  from  more  than  half  th'  extended 
globe,  [caus'd. 

All  glimpfe  of  dawn,  yet  curs'd  the  gloom  he 
Or,  grant  fume  race  indulg'd  with  kinder  fmile, 
Why  partial  to  the  proud,  fiu's  haughtieft  fons? 
Yet  hcedlefs  of  unfolded  flocks,  more  meek, 
More  aw'd,  more  {imply  ferious,  in  faith's  field, 
Anxious  in  adoration's  twilight  gleam, 
And  proftrate,  though  negletfted.    Why  again 
In  truth's  appropriate  and  felected  feats 
Shoots  Eden's  heaven-watch'd  tree,  for  everprun'd, 
For  ever  fruitlefs,  into  monftrous  growths 
Of  thorn-branch'd  oppofition  ?  If  to  doubt 
Religion's  lifeleis  form  were  to  deftroy 
The  eflcnce  of  her  purpofe,  why  o'er  lands 
That  boaft  high  claims  to  fyftems  heav'n-infpir'd, 
Spread  fchemes  of  diff'rent  texture  ?   Each  avow'd 
God's  own  enjoin'd  fole  path  rcveal'd  to  fave, 
4      ' 
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Alas  !  'ti«  man'»  proud  her.rt,  that,  idly  fill'd 
With  felf-paid  rev'rence  for  defcrt  mifclaim'd, 
Grown  impious  in  imagin'd  rectitude, 
Hugs  his  own  day-dreams,  idoliz'd  within, 
And  ftyles  'em  revelation  !  Hence  the  buz 
Of  honey lefs,  and  ftiugfuj  wafps  of  zeal, 
-Alike  on  all  fides  heard,  and  felt  on  all  !        [hell ! 
Each  charg'd  in  heaven's  pretence  with  menac'd 
Jews,  Tartars,  Bramins,  bord'ring  Ganges  flood, 
Swift  hoards  of  hot  Arabia's  fwarthy  funs, 
Far  China's  datelefs  race,  long  Nile's  old  claim 
To  fuperflition's  childhood.   Each  heav'n's  ch.  ice, 
Yet  each  from  each  diftincl,  all  fpurn'd  by  all, 
Split  revelation  into  canton'd  fnarls, 
And  murder  to  {how  mercy ;  damn  to  fave  ! 

Ev'u  thefe  divifions,  fubdividing  on,        [point*, 
Break   from   their   centre  like   the  wind's  wide 
Yet  every  radius  right,  and  every  wrong; 
All  err — but  each— peace  be  to  that  alone  ; 
The  reft  let  war  involve,  and  curfe  their  creed*. 

Where   art   thou   found,  fair   charity?   fweet 

power 

That  {tills  the  flormy  foul !  foft  cherub's  eye ! 
That  weep'il  at   all  this   mifchief— fceft   man's 

pride 

Miftaken  for  his  virtue  ;  arguing  low 
In  the  calm  voice  of  pity's  whilp'ring  God, 
The  od'rous  breathings  of  thy  balmy  hulb, 
Fly  fcatter'd  on  the  winds  of  "keen  debate. 

Loft  and  benighted  in  this  warring  wild, 
How  fhall  a  lightlefs  wand'rer  find  which  front 
Bears  heav'n's  commiffion'd  flamp  ?  and  which 

bold  brow, 

Fright'mng  credulity,  mifcals  it  faith  ? 
Bid  miracles  decide  contefted  claim. 
Where  are  they  ?  call  aloud ;  they  fhun  to  hear. 
Prudent  reftraint  forbids  expectant  prayer 
To  court  renewal  of  old  eye  fight  proofs,    [dumb. 
Which  deign'd  in  days  long  paft  to  ftrike  doubc 
Dead  time's  departed  ghoft  recorded  holds 
Millions  of  wonders  done— -Faith's  grey  fupports 
— But  millions  of  pretences'  too  diffus'd 
O'er  earth's  contentious  face,  each  unlike  each, 
As  night's  dim  veil  cpmpar'd  with  fun-gilt  day. 
Match  miracles  'gainft  miracles  array'd, 
And  pufh  back  tv'ry  angel's  vain  defcent 
Who  comes  on  errands  hoftile  to  their  own. 
Where  miracles  try  truth  no  faith  is  falfe. 
What  namelefs  corner  of  the  werld,  untouch'd 
By  trade's  far-furrowing  keel,  even  fafely  new 
To  the  unquenchable  and  facred  thirft 
Of  milfionary  rapine's  holy  ken, 
But  boaft  believ'd  defcent  of  fome  kind  God 
That  chofe  their  lov'd  forefathers,  bleft  their  racet 
And  taught  'em  for  his  glory  ?  Fill'd  with  trull 
In  their  tranfmitted  tale,  th'  invited  guefts 
Take  place  at  heaven's  high  table,  upmoil  all. 
The  white-fac'd,  olive-hu'd,  the  fably  jet, 
The  greale-anointed,  woolly-headed,  fliorn,  [eledt^ 
Long-hair'd   and  fhort-hair'd,   curl'd   and  cropt 
All  i'sgely  fatisfiecl,  all  elfe  muft  err — 
SwoFn  with  inflative  zeal,  catch  martyrs  flame, 
And  die,  to  live  again  in  fcorn  of  pain. 

Since  then  th'  extremeft  polar  traces  of  faith, 
Where  reojfcii's  one  esre  winks  unbeum'd  for 
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Plead  miracles  In  proof  which  none  can  try, 
Becaufe  but  heard,  not  fecn,  let  learning  {him 
Such  hoary  feeblenefs  of  palfied  pica, 
Which  error  muft  affert,  or  truth  difclaim. 

But  off:    ftand  wide,  make  room,   ye  coarfe 

profane  ! 

Ye  vulgar  of  religion's  fuhurb'  world  ! 
Ye  goats  unfhepherded  !  unfifh'd-for  fhoals  ! 
Unmelch'd  by  myftics  union's  indragg'd  net 
Of  never-erring  fvveep,  deduc'd  from  heavtn  ! 
Room  for  the  papal  pontiff's  triple  crown  ! 
Now,  heretic  prefumer  !   bow,  coavinc'd 
Infallibility  unwinds  her  fcroll : 
Saints,  martyrs,  angels,  feventeen  cent'ries  down 
Link  power  to  power,  and,  lengthening  truth's 

old  rod, 

Lend  faith  tradition's  line  to  hook  mankind. 
Hail,  venerable  weakneft  !  awful  dream  ! 
Shade  of  a  fliadow  !  thou  that  blindly  hop'ft, 
By  twice  nine  age's  loud-concurring  noife, 
To  drown  foft  reafon's  evidence,  yet  fhun'ft 
To  recolledl  how  thrice  ten  cent'ries  join'd 
Their  vain  fupporr,  yet  faw  Jove's  fabric  fall. 
Plead'ft  thou  duration  ?  plead'ft  thou  breadth 

of  fpace  ? 

What  art  thou  but  an  infant's  tott'ring  ftep, 
Compar'd  to   mightier   growths   now   found  no 

more  ? 

Where  are  the  deities  of  mufc-rongu'd  Greece  ? 
Greece,  from  whofe  hundred  flates  ftrorig  fcience 

flow'd  ; 

And  arms  and  arts  in  one  mix'd  blaze  of  power 
Held  out  high  freedom's  torch  to  half  mankind  ! 
Where  is  her  Phoebus  ?  where  her  Neptune  now  ? 
Turn  thy  fight  eaftward  o'er  the  time-huih'd 

plains,  [o'er 

Now  graves  of  vanifli'd   empire,  once   gle^m'  I 
From  flames  on  hallow'd  altars,  hail'd  by  hymns 
Of  feers,  awakeners  of  the  wdrfhip'd  fun. 
Aflc  iilent  Tigris — bid  Euphrates  ttll  [frown 

Where  is  the  grove-trown'd  Baal,  to  whofc  ftera 
PowM  haughty  Babylon  ?  Chaldea,  fam'd 
I7cr  ftar- taught  fages;  hard  Phcsnicia's  funs, 
Fierce,  fc-ar-furmounting,  curhcrs  of  the  deep, 
"Who  ftretch'd  a  floatiag  fceptr;  o'tr  the  Teas, 
And  made  mankind  o'ne  empire  ?   Where  is  now 
Egypt's  wjde-hornag'.d  Ills  ?  where  the  Mars 
That  fliook  the  fh;-.kers  of  the  Roman  world  ? 
"Where  the  Teutonic  Wr.ilcn  ?-  -in  his  name 
Alone  fli'l  rcverenc'tl  •  .         ^j£  week 

Even  in  fair  Albion's  ifles.--.lf  au-c  bcrc  proof, 
Why  have  thefe  funk"  ?  why  all  the  lifttefs  gods, 
Loft  dcmi-gods,  long,  namelefs,  coun<lefs,  powers 
That  fill'd  th'  cidoring  world  with  fabled  fame  ? 
Are  they  not  dead?  whelm'd  o'er  in  time's  black 

tide  ? 
And  known  but  by  contempt  to  mem'ry's  claim? 

How  was  this  poiTiblc,  had  nyife  bes:i  proof 
Of  faith's  extent  in  fpacc,  with  rr  -  ::ini, 

ATeljow'd  miftake  to  equity  ?   Ivr  fh  >rt 
Of  heaven  falls  time's  ]>eiTpe6Hve-~v.:ir.]y  climbs 
Guile- founded  god -craft.    Let  r.rotiu  fortune  fprcad 
The  lie-tipt  pyramid's  hroctd  cuveving  hafc, 
Till  earth  groans  wounded  41  ive  \veight, 

Sciil  but  the  wider  ruiru  mark  iti 


I, ft  him  who  boafts  folir  c!  mul'itn  les  c 

Or  builds  on  time  for  i  in'd  teft, 

Ail:  his  unjudjjing  rafhnefs  wh?.t  r-.Mt  ii-.-irt 

Of  Celtic  druid  but  had  (hook  more  bow'd  fdi; 

Than  his   ftorm-lab'ring   oak,   could   f«.me 

That  fcann'd  futurity,  pointing  thi 

Have  fhown  him  his  infulted  God! 

Nor  let  vain  pref'rence  of  our  own  tcucl 

ienfe, 

Onr  own  feen  furer  li^ht,  our  own  fafe  truH:, 
Degrading  ancient  ftubhurnnef*  ip  faith,    [O 
O'er-rate    attachment's    warmth,    as    now 
What  aw'd  allegiance,  what  more  firm  belief, 
What  haughtier  furentfs  more  i-npiints  the  foul 
By  modern  truth's  new  caft  of  thoi1 
Than  fway'd  the  folcmn  Pagan's  breaft,  of  old, 
Wht-n  bow'fl  before  his  idols  ?— Idol?,  (r.ow) — 
But  (then) — vindictive  gods,  who  (hoik  rn.mkir 
Where    are   faith's   certainties — if   time'* 

boa  (is, 

Sacred  to  arts,  arms,  numbers,  learning — all ! — 
All  fam'd  beyond  fatc'gdread,  found  all  tmfure  ? 

Whence  then  the  imperious  pofitive  difdain, 
That  fpurns  b  -ck  modefl  doubt — and  damns 

bate  ? 

Where  the  foundation  of  that  holy  fcnrn, 
Which  lifts  the  bigot's  brow,  to  fcowl  reproach  ? 
To  pity  feels  that  hurl  his  pity  back, 
And  hate  him — for  his  hatred  ? — If  nor  time, 
Nor  numbers  who.fuftain'd  the  attefled  caule, 
Nor  miracles  renown'd  in  reverend  hor  Js, 
So  awful  that  no  facrilegious  moufe 
Dare  fatiatc  hunger  on  the  duft-veil'd  roll, 
But  dies  to  leave  untouch'd  the  dry  record — 
If  evidence  like  thcie  falls  fhurt  of  proof, 
Where   in  what  dark   domain,  of  thought's  deep 

maze,  [drawn^ 

Shall  reaf.iii — through  doubt's  crooked  windings 
Find  truth's  white  face  unfpottcd  ? — think,  and 

tell. 

What  if  we  feck  her  in  man's  moral  walks  ? 
Judge  her  by   life's  try'd   piadticc  ! — what  more 

juft, 

Than  to  conclude,  the  faint's  uncenfur'd  deeds 
Lend  fanclion,  to  his  dodrine  ?-— here,  methinks 
Truth  loves  to  choofe  her  teft.     Yet  here  (again) 
We  wander--  into  new  defe<&  of  plea,  [life 

That  prove?  too  much--or  nothing Cou'd  Im/le 

infer  faife  faith,-— how  flain'd  even  ChriiHan  zeal  ! 
Where  avarice  and  revtn^e,  and  pride's  big  bloat, 
Taught  guilt's  blood  colour 'd  hat  to  hint  church, 

fpicen  :  [t'-fei 

Whence  murders,  rol.b'ries,  treach'ries,  pcrj  rit.-, 
I^ike  taints  effluvient  froni  irfeilious  fens, 
Difpeopling  in  their  progrefs  i  — unaton'd, 
Fill  death-bed  fanAity  abfolves  remorfe, 
By  icar'd  conformitjr  to  faith's  flat  modes — 
To  nujck'riesi  of  belic-f— and  rotes  of  prayer. 

Since  then  bad  life  miifl  leave  no  ilain  on  fai 
Try  if  life's  purity  refines  coarfe  crevd>  ? 
Try  if  the  good  man'-  virtues  church  his  claim  ? 
No—if  they    cou'd- -thi. n    pole   from    pole    but 

b:> 

Th'  exfenfive  mu'-nam'd  church's  ^cnu-ral  pale. 
Dreadful  in>. ,  h  vn)  th'  excluder's  power  !, 


, 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 


—  -excommunication's  reachful  hand    • 
Had  pufli'd  off  exiles  to  new  worlds — ere  dead  ! 
For  this  had  all  been  church — one  truth's  known 
claim  :  [mopes, 

Turks,    Jews,    wjld    Afra's    wood-men— India's 
Who  pine  in  pahgful  abftinence  from  fin, 
And  fhudder  but  to  crufh  the  trodden  fly  : 
Xuftralia's  art  unfailing  folitudes, 
Where  all  ambition's  wealth  is  c-afe  from  care  ; 
And  hope's  confurnptive  diet  ftarves  defire  : 
Columbia's  many  peopled  bow'ry  groves, 
Fanning  in  feath'ry  pomp  her  tawny  tribes, 
From  the  fun's  down-driven  ray  : — cold  Zembla's 

cots, 

Of  fifli-fed  iliiv'rers  furr'd  in  fhaggy  mail, 
Trampling  the  ice  bound  ocean  whiten'd  o'er 
With  endlels  fnows,  to  fpoil  the  fpoili'ui  bear  : 
All  among  thefe  who  love  not  vkc;  draw  claim 
From  lives  of  fimpleit  fanclity — to  heaven  : 
And  multiply  th'  ele&— were  virtue  faith. 

Paufe   here   encompaiij'd    foul.     Look   round, 

refledl. 

Engulf 'd  and  central  to  this  whirl  of  tides, 
With  each  proud  vortex  threat'ning — all  to  ihun 
Seems  fafer  than  trull  either.     Hark  '.   they  roar. 
Look  with  what  rage  they  whiten  ! — All  foam 

fure  : 

All  climb  to  drown  each  other.     None  recede  : 
None  conquer.     Univerfal  uproar  reigns-— 
And  faith's  a  fighting  chuos — i«  this  truth  ? 
This  revelation's  word  difclos'd  by  heaven  ? 
Boldly  refufe  content—  it  cannot  be. 

What    then  muft   be   btliev'd  ? — believe   Qod 

kind— 

To  fear,  were  to  offend  him.     Fill  thy  heart 
With  his  felt  laws  :  and  acl  the  good  he  loves. 
Rev'rence  his  power.  Judge  him  but  by  his  works  : 
Know  him  but  in  his  mercies.    Rev'rence  too, 
The  moft  miflaken  fchemes  that  mean  Ids  praife. 
J^ev'rence  his  priefls-— for  every  pricft  is  his, — 
Who  finds  him  in  his  conference--  by  what  name 
So-e'er  diftinguifh'd— «howloe'er  mifdrawn, 
They  devioufly  believe — what  though  they  preach 
Perdition  to  the  mod'rate  !  truth  dares  owe 
Refpedl  to  error  :  if  its  end  is  grace, 
And  aims  at  reformation.     Min(Mul  yet, 
JVlen   are   but   men.     Where   moft  thou  tmft'ft 

beware. 

Stretch  not  efteem  to  homage  :  be  nor  Have, 
Nor  cenfurer  :  but  hear  ilrong  reafon's  voice, 
Tongu'd  by  the  power  who  loves  it.    J\ud  ifince 

that 

Cries  liberty  too  loud  for  law  to  drown, 
tree   thy '  chaiii'd  thought  from  fears  unworthy 

God, 

And  know  him  for  himfelf— were  one  prim  form, 
One  forc'd  identity  the  maker's  wifh, 
IS  e'er  had  that  \\iih  p/oy'd  fruilrate.     Dare  not 
doubt  [pels, 

But  he,  whpfe  will  was  power — whofe  wSfh  ccn> 
Had  moulded  all  to  that  one  form  he  lov'd. 

Loves  he  not  unity  ?  he  does—But  know, 
The  unity  God  loves,  is  ludg'd  in  mind. 
Vris   the   heart's  coufdoub  glow— that  beats   to 
shank. 


Not  fcrotinize  his  bounty.    'TIs  the  chain, 
That  links  intention— in  one  warmth  of  will : 
Not  binds  to  one  forc'd  a<5i,  of  outward  form. 
Thus  thinking,-- -the.  u  wilt  feel  the  Godhead 

right  : 

Unclofing  in  a  houfe  of  jointed  (tone, 
Him  in  whofe  temple  twenty  thoufand  funs 
Serve  but  as  lamps- -and  all  their  fpangly  workU 

Form  footfteps  to  his  altar this  believe  : 

And  dread  no  vengeance  on  miftaken  man, 
Unadequate  to  nan's  brief  power  in  fin, 
Offending  grain  of  animated  duft  !  [fire  ! 

'Gainil  him,  beneath  whofe  fmile  the  ftars  catch 

Fill'd  with  ideas  thus  becoming  Heaven, 
Pity  the  hag-ridd'n  quiv'rer  who  contracts 
To  ftfpef  ftitipn's  gioom  religion's  joy, 
And  humbles  adoration  into  dread. 
Who  ekeing  his  Jnch'd  meafure  from  within, 
Petps   through  his   narrow  foul's  dim  loop-hole 

wink, 

And  infolently  by  his  own  fcale  takes 
The  altitude. of  heaven.     But,  if  compell'd 
To  lend  thy  patient  ear, — and  prefs'd  too  hard, 
By  felf-fufEciency  of  teazing  faith, 
— That — nothing  knowing, — will  be  fure  of  all- 
Hear,  with  dumb  fmile  :  and  aik'd  why  reafon'a 

range 

Acquits  diflention — teach  thy  judging  eye 
To  read  God's  anfwer  in  his  \vorks  for  man  : 
Where  do  they  tell  thec,  famenefs  was  his  choice  ? 
How  various  are  his  creatures  !  various  all, 
His  animal,  his  vegetable  tribes  : 
Earth's,  air's,  wide  ocean's  produces--. all  unlike. 
In  qualities,  forms,  colours,  different  all.      [fields, 
—Tread   but  th'  enamell'd  mead — or  o'er   you 
Twixt  the  wind-waving  corn  indent  thy  way. 
Or  partial  to  the  garden's  painted  proofs, 
Lend  there  thy  firfl  pleas'd  nothing-  --fnuffthis  air : 
How  numberlefs  the  fcents,  yet  each  diftinit, 
Of  every  tree's  known  bloom — lean  o'er  thefc 

flow'rs — 

Lowlieft,  yet  lovelieft  !  excellence  deprefs'd  ! 
Worth  trod  on  by  defpifers  .   fhort-Jiv'dfweets  ! 
How  v.ppofitely  foft  the  ftreak-touch'd  fhades, 
That  tinge  their  fragrant  families  !--f  urn  fhort, 
From  pity  due,  to  life  fo  lov'd,  fo  brief  ! 
Wifh'd  long,  by  ev'ry  fhort'ner   .--now  look  out, 
On  yon  fair  op'ning  plain—there  herb  meets  herb, 
All  green-  -yet  none  refembling  '.  fhades  lefsdeep^ 
Touch  lights  more  foft'ning  •  feaftful  to  the  eye, 
That   dwells    on   thtir   diftinctipns ! — ftill    new 

glows 

Diverfify  the  verdure's  fluid  furge  : 
And  dance  delightful  to  the  breezy  bend  ! 

Next,  up  this  fteepy  fhelve  afcending  flow, 
Win   we    the   Down's   high   top— whofe   carpec 

mound 

Ends  at  the  jutting  cjiff,  that  fhades  the  fhore, 
Hence  to  the  wing  divided  air  extend 
Survey's  charm'd  outlet-— o'er  this  upper  fea, 
Where  meditation  founders, — flights  immenfe 
Crols-cut    the    winnow'd  asther.     Black,    white, 

gray, 

Red,  blue,  brown,  golden,  rerdant,  motley-flain'd  : 
Diftant  in  fize  as  colours !— 'aiongft.  'em  aJL 
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None  looks  nor  calls  like  other.  No  fweet  bird, 
That  beats  the  pathleis  void,  hut  pours  new  note 
piftinct  from  every  plumy  rival's  fong. 

Stop  thy  endanger'd  foot.     Recal  the  range 
Of  thy  recovering  eye- -bend  o'er  the  brow 
Of  this  touch'd  precipice  :  and  hence  look  down 
Where  the  broad  fea  fcarce  heard,  rolls  murmur 

ing  in. 

Ponder  the  deep's  dumb  legions — infinite 
Their  numbers !  ftill  more  infinite  their  {hapes, 
Bulks,   movements ! — fwift,   flow,  timid,    fierce 

horn'd,  barb'd, 

Coatlefs,  finn'd,  fcaly,  fliell'd,  wing'd,  motionlcfg 
All  differing— till  immenfity  grows  tir'd 
To  note  their  changeful  natures ! — can  it  be, 
That  he  who  fiil'd  each  crowded  element, 
With  unrefembling  Ions  of  endlefs  change — 
JPeoplcd  each  puny  drop  with  vatied  ftates-  — 
JEach  leaf,  with  new-(hap'd  nations,  too  minute 
To  dread  ambition's  ravage— veil'd  each  path 
To  heaven's  blue  lawns  with  clouds  that  fhift  each 

hour. 

Form,  texture,  hue — to  fuit  their  painted  glow 
To  man's  undazzled  gaze — attempting  lights, 
That  teach  the  fun's  too  fervid  beam  to  break 
In  coloury  rays  and  touch  the  fight  more  fafe  ! 
— Can  it  be  poffible  that  he,— pleas'd  power ! 
Who  o'er  creation's  glebe  fow'd  feeds  of  change, 
JshouW  but  from  unity,  bald  harvefl  reap  ! 
And  burn — for  tares — thofc  beauteous  growths  he 

rais'd, 

To  fmile  fuch  lov'd  variety  ! — 'Twere  fin-- 
*rwere  blafphemofly  blind — to  dream  fuch  wrong. 

No,  let  me  fill'd  with  awe  think  fear  a  fault. 
JFear  but  affronts  the  God,  I'm  born  to  love. 
I  am,  but  by  his  pity :  and  want  weight 

To  juftify  his  anger. If  I  err 

•"Gainft  in-lodg'd  impulfe,  by  his  goodnefs  lent, 
To  guide  map's  choice  to  virtue  fome  fure  fate, 
From  fuff'ringt  adequate  muft  punifh  guilt. 
But  what,  where,  how.— he  who  decreed  can  tell. 
—If,  by  miftake,  on  life's  blind  rocks  I  fplit, 
By  no  fife  pilot  pointed  ont  to  fhun, 
There — erring  weaknefs  meets  avoidlefs  fin  : 
And  needs  no  pardon  :  for  it  meant  no  wrong. 

Doubt  all  faiths  boldly  then,  undoubting  God, 
Appendant  to  no  pride,  mif-rob'd  like  zeal, 
Hope  all  men  blefs'd  alike--- and  injure  none. 
Grateful,  I'll  trace  the  fainter  lights  I  find, 
Un-envying  other's  blazing  ; — humbly  own 
My  aw'd  conviction  of  man's  reachlefs  power 
To  pierce  omnipotence—  and  know  it  near. 
Let  me,  with  diftant  rev'rence,  pond'ring,  dumb, 
Dread  arrogant  decifion ;  perfecute 
£Jo  fancied  herefy— but  clofing  calm, 
Opinion's  dazzled  eye,  bow  darkly  down, 
And  hail  th'  unfathoia'd  vaftnefa !  through  the 

dulk 

Thought  fails  to  penetrate,  revere  what  is— 
Undaring  to  defcribe  it.     Let  no  pomp 
Of  pofuive  prefumption  fwell  my  foul, 
To  felf-preferring  fcorn  of  alien  creeds, 
Uncertain  in  my  own  :  yet---fure  of  this, 
That  virtue  cannot  err,  but  judgment  may, 
peacefully  patient  let  me  travel  out 


Life's  unoffending  journey.     Mark,  well-plea 
New  profpeAs,  manners,  taftes,  beliefs, 

modes, 

New  fyftems — every  view  that  fides  my  way, 
Unprtjudic'd  to  any  :  till — at  laft 
Death  opening  truth's  barr'd  gate,  'tis  time  to  fee 
God's  meanings — in  the  light  his  prefence  lends. 

THE  JUDGMENT-DAY. 

A  POEM. 

HOVER  no  more,  my  mufe  !  o'er  idle  themes; 

Sliding  fhadow*,  flipp'ry  dreams  ! 
By  heaven's  high  call,  from  human  bias  freed, 
Imagination  climbs  with  dreadful  fpeed. 
Unfetter'd  from  earth's  humble  heights  I 
And  ftretch   fublime  a  dang  roua   flight,   w. 

none  untrembling  tries. 
Tremendous  Maker  !  arm  my  aching  eyes ; 
Aid  and  fupport,  O  God  !  my  failing  power 
Teach  my  bold  thought  to  wing  the  bla 

ikies ! 

Fearlefs  to  ftcm  deftru&ion'a  driving  mower, 
And  fafe'twiit  burning  worlds  ambitious  tow 
O  !  let  my  hot,  my  ftrugglingf  bofom  glow, 
Swol'n  by  a  burfting  flood  of  bright  defire, 
'Till  the  aftonifh'd  foul  i»  taught  with  ftarting 

dread  to  know, 

How  jfroaning  nature  (hall  diflolv'd  expire 
And  tumbling  orbs,  with  orbs  involv'd, 

loofe  in  feas  «f  fire.  [frame, 

How  this   blue   void's  immenfe,  and  concave 
Spatiffled  with  ftarry  worlds,  to  pieces  broke, 
Shall  feel  heaven  round  it  drivel  from  the  flame, 
And  melted  luns,  from  diftant  fpheres,  pour  li- 
quid through  the  fmoke. 

Now,  now  on  fancy's  faily  wings  I  rife,        [air, 
Aw'd  and   confounded,  through  deep  wiles  of 
Millions  of  opening  wonders  ftrikc  my  eyes, 
And  reafon'a  finite  view  is  dazzled  here  1 
Globes  behind  globes  unnumber'd  hence  ap- 
pear !  [mote, 
The  twinkling  ftars,  that  from  yon  earth  re-? 
Seen:  heaven-fet  gems,  and  fcatterd  feeds  of 

day; 
Here  wid'ning  into  flaming  worlds,  'midft  feas 

of  sethcr  float, 

And  o'er  blue  kingdoms  hold  a  fiery  fway. 
Li  diftant  orbits,  round  each  reigning  ftar, 
Huge  earths  and  moons  their  circly  homage 

pay; 

Millions  of  countlefs  miles  are  loft  between, 
And  fick'ning  thought  grows  tir'd   to  flretch, 
fo  far.  [feen, 

HOW  vaft  the  concave  fpheres,  which  hence  are 
Th'   enormous   vaults   with   wheeling  worlds 

glow  round  : 
lolling  fublime  they  Hide  oblique,  yet  none  their 

paths  confound ! 
A  thouiand  bright  crofs-currents  caufe  no  jars, 

Nor  one  the  others  progrefs  bars; 
Wide  round  their  central  worlds  of  fire  their  va- 
rious tours  they  make  ; 
Yet  no  proud  planet  dares  his  line  forfuke  ^ 
Partial,  an  intercepted  ray  to  L- 
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They  take  and  lend  by  turns  the  ftreaming 

light, 
filent  form  in  folemn  round,  alternate  day 

and  night ; 

Yet  beauteous  as  this  heavenly  fabric  fhines, 

An  hour  fhall  come  when  it  muft  all  decay  ; 

When  ftarting  man  from  midnight  fleep  fhall  fee 

th'  incumbent  figns, 
That  time  is  fick,  and  nature  melts  away. 

Hark !  the  diflblving  trumpet  roars !  thunders  o'er 

thunders  roll  ! 

A  trembling  angel  founds  th'  eternal  call ! 
The  unbounded  notes  whirl  higher  and  higher, 

and  rend  my  fhiv'ring  foul! 
Echoing  from  world  to  world  they  burft  o'er  all; 
And  gathering  horrors,  cold  as  death,  in  fhow'ry 

fhadows  fall ; 
The  confcious  planets  ftart  to  hear  the  found, 

And  from  their  orbits  bound  ; 
Now  void  of  motion,  and  depriv'd  of  force, 
Th'  arrefted  fyftems  flop  at  once  their  courfe. 
The  languid  orbs,  grown  dim,  their  fhine  with- 
hold, 

And  night  creeps  o'er  them  in  a  deadly  cold. 
The  guardian  angels  hear  the  alarming  blaft, 
And  from  their  feveral  ftations  wing  their  way; 
Upward,  in  glittering  crowds,  they  tower  in 

hafte, 

And,  looking  back,  figh  fad  and  feel  the  day. 
Thin  troops  of  risked  ghofts,  long  ftript  of  clay, 
That,  wand'ring  'twixt  the  fpheres,  admiring 

gaz'd, 

Start  in  loofe  fhoals,  and  glide  like  mifts  away ; 
Gathering  above,  expecting  and  amaz'd  1 
Again  th'  intolerable  found  I  hear ! 
The  dreadful  fummons  tears  my  deafen'd  ear. 
The  trembling  air  unbracing  lets  me  fall ; 
O,  fave  me  heaven  !  I  fink  apace  to  yon  benighted 

ball. 

Hail,   doom'd  dominions !  hail,  my   native"} 
clay !  ( 

O,  what  a  bleffing  here  were  vaninVd  day  !    f 
Again,  what  rumbling  horror  burfts  its  way  ?J 
Save  me,  my  God ! — a  flood  of  flafhing  light 
Gleams  its  red  luftre  through  the  depth  of  night. 
The  poles  ftart  fudden  from  the  frightful  burft, 
And  earth's  fnap'd  axis  groaning  quits  its  trurt. 
No  more  th'  ungravitated  globe  goes  round, 
Inward  convulfions  power  and  form  confound, 
Wan  defolation  fades  her  cind'ry  cruft,      [dufl. 
And  active  life  creeps  through  the  quick'ning 
Vales  aw'd  beneath  me  at  th'  impending  doom, 
In  billowy  heaving,  roll  upright  along  th'  in- 
cumbent gloom. 

Torn  from  their  roots,  the  groaning  forefts  lie, 
And  hills  leap  headlong  and  invade  the  fky  : 
Mankind  now,  firft  united,  join  in  prayer, 
Shrieks  from  a  thoufand  kingdoms  rend  the  air, 
And  ghaftly  horror  ftalks  o'er  all,  arid  leads  on 
pale  defpair. 

See,  how  deftructive  flafhes  wind  their  way  ! 
And  point  the  following  thunder  where  to  rend. 
Mark  !  how  the  fpouted  rivers  upward  ftray, 
And  hifs  ai^ainft  the  light'nings  which  defcend. 


Heaven !  how  the  falling  cities  buried  lie, 
Entomb'd  in  their  proud  palaces  earth's  humbled 
monarchs  die.  [givc^ 

See!  through  the  flafh'd  diftinction,  fires  can 

Naked  crowds  who  wifh  to  live. 
Mix'd  in  ccnfufion,to  the  mountains  run  ; 
Mountains   which  more    afraid    than  they  have 

their  own  flight  begun, 
And  rolling  o'er  the  fwallow'd  tribe  bring  oni 

the  fate  they  (hun. 
On  every  fide,  from  every  part, 
Disjointed  realms  afunder  ftart ; 
Wide  gaping,  clefts  earth's  inmoft  entrails*} 
fhow,  [below,  / 

And  from  th'  uprooted  mountain's  chafms  C 
Uiiprifon'd  feas  in  roaring  torrents  flovr.        ) 
Commiflion'd  ocean,  breaking  loofe,  difdains  his-^ 
crumbling  bounds,  f 

And  hoariely  climbing  o'er  the  rocky  mounds,  \. 
Swallows  Pyrene's  fnowy  top,  and  Alpine  bar-  f 
riers  drowns.  JF 

Now  all  is  ocean  !  and  a  dreadful  blaft 
Buifta  from  beneath  and  fwells  it  to  the  fky  ! 
Torn  from   their   feats,   the    fea-tofs'd   hills  artf 

'gainft  each  other  dafh'd, 
And  bulging  on  the  foaming  furface  lie. 
On  floating  oaks  the  wond'ring  lion  rides, 
And  clings  majeflic  to  th'  unftable  feat ; 
The  elephant  bears  up  his  buoyant  fides, 
And  paws  the  groaning  waves  with  his  broad 

feet. 

Th'  aflembled  birds  in  clouds  fkim  low  in  air, 
Wind-fhaken,  fcorch'd,  and  wafh'd  by  driving 

rains ; 

In  circly  flight  fhrill  fcreams  their  woe  declare, 
To  find  no  remnant  of  their  fhcltry  plains. 
Deep- fwallow'd  earth,  meanwhile,  iiill  loo&'n- 

ing  more, 

Lets  in  old  ocean  to  her  central  fires; 
Th'  aftonifh'd  deluge,  ne'er  fo  check 'd  before,  • 
Shrinks  from  the~pain,  and  in  loud  roar  retires. 
Clofe.  in  purfuit,  the  burfting  flame  breaks  through 

th'  unufual  vent, 
O'ertakes  the  rolling  floods  flow  flight,  and  climbf 

th'  immenfe  extent. 

On  all  fides  now  the  fire-aflaulted  waves 

Feel  themfelves  boil,  and  curl  to  fhun  the  heat ; 

A  night  of  fteam  climbs,  dark  and  broad,  from 

their  voracious  graves ;  [meet, 

And  plunging  whales,  which  no  cool  comfort 

Spout  the  hot  flood  to  heaven  in  rage,  and  the 

froath'd  billows  beat. 

Melting  within  earth's  fulph'ry  folids  flow, 
Pierc'd  by  the  force  of  her  expanding  flame  ; 
Metals,  diflblv'd  in  blazing  lakes  below, 
With  liquid  burnings  dafh  her  concave  frame. 
Victor  at  length  outburfts  the  flooding  fire, 
And  rolls  triumphant  o'er  the  bellow'ing  fea  ! 
Rivers  of  flaming  gold  in  fpouts  afpire, 
And  ftruggling  through  repugnant  florins  a  la- 

b'ring  pafTage  free. 

As  when  from  furnaces  thick  fmoke  expires, 
And  towers  in  inky  volumes  to  the  fky  ;  [fpires, 
The   warring  wind  beat  down   th'  unyielding 
And  fpreads  the  fable  eddies  broad  and  high, 
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So  riling  hil!s  of  liquid  flame,  by  cov'ring  waves 
opprefs'd,  [ocean's  breaft  ; 

In  glowing  whirlpools,  driving  round,  torment  die 
Furious  the  battHng  element  engage, 
And  twitting  hoflile  hifs  with  mutual  rage  ; 
Coated  wich  fire  in  ftrong  and  rampant  tides, 
Reluctant  ocean  leff 'ning  fad  fubfides  ; 
Mix'd  with  the  melted  world  it  flames  all  round, 
And  leas  that  drowu'd  the  earth  themfelves  are 
drown'd. 

How  low  proud  earth  are  all  thy  honours  laid  ! 
"Where  are  thy  late  contefted  empires  found  ? 
"Where  the  bigboafts  of  arts  and  arms  difplay'd? 
"Where  are  the  dreadful  pomps  which  hemm'd 
thee  round  ?  [mains  ? 

"What  difference  now  'twixt  rich  and  poor  re- 
The  ruler's  fceptre  and  the  captive's  chainsj? 
"Where  lie  the  properties  of  boaftful  wealth  ? 
Diftinclion  and  degrees  now  clafh  no  more  ; 

s  Pale   ficknefs   here   flows   mix'd    with    ruddy 
health,  [before. 

And  fcorn  and  pity  now  unite,  which  never  join  d 

pelting  like  wax  thy  kindled  rocks  in  tow'ry 

flames  afpire, 

And  liquid  kingdoms  undulate  in  fire. 
Prom  the  lad  fight  tir  d  fancy  turn  thy  eye, 
See  what  amazing  changes  blot  the  fky  ! 
Longer  and  louder  the  laft  trumpet's  found 
Rolls,  its  encrcafing  clangor  to  the  fun  ; 
The  ftarting  fires  convolve,  and  backward  run, 
Struck  to  the  hear  the  darkens  and  decays,  [blaze ; 
And  ftrongly  trembles  through  his  breadth  of 
A.8  when  in  living  man,  fome  iwitt  furprife 
Chills  the  warm  region  of  his  beating  breaft, 
The  failing  members  feel  th'  oppreflion  rife, 
And  hang  of  force  and  motion  difpoffeft : 

-  So  when  the  fov'reign  fun  forgets  his  care, 
Dependant  worlds  in  fympathetic  woe, 
Jialt  in  their  courfe,  and  lick'ning  with  defpair 

Their  vaft  etherial  rounds  forego, 
And  rolls  in  devious  mifchief  down  the  air. 

Yon,  wat'ry  moon,  diffolving  broad,  now  feems  a 
duiky  flood, 

And  now  at  once,  O  horrid  change,  fhe  reddens 
into  blood  ! 

Wide  from  its  centre,  fee  th'  cfcaping  fun, 
"With  random  dread  revolves  his  loos'ning  fpircs; 
Cold  orbs  which  plac'd  remote  his  influence 

fhun, 

Now  feel  th*  attraction  of  his  bordering  fires, 
huck'd  to  his  burning  breaft  averfe  they  flow, 
And  icy  regions  roar  to  meet  his  glow. 
Plung'd  in  embracing  froft  unquench'd  he  lies  ; 
And  the  thaw'd  clime  round  his  hot  convex  frits. 
"Worlds  by  his  abfence  from  dependance  freed, 
•Scud  in  loofe  liberty  along  the  fky  ; 
Wild  and  licencious  drive  with  headlong  fpeed, 
Till  'gainft  fome  fhoaly  comet  bulg'd  they  lie : 
.So  rebel  kingdoms  ftruggling  to  be  free, 
Shun  regal  power  and  fplit  on  anarchy, 
bee,  fee  where  blazing  orbs  in  fpheres  remote, 
"Wrecks  of  loft  worlds  through  ftorms  of  aether 

float.  [h'gh, 

With  fpiry  climb,  vaft  tongues  of  fire  ftretch'd 
\$  dreadful  cones  t.o  fweeo  each  other  try, 


While  fkies  between  ftrink  up  and  warp  theif 

frame, 
As  crackling  bay-leaves  curl  in  circling  flame.. 

Involv'd  at  length,  th*  attracted  planets  throng, 
And  burn  confounded  with  their  central  Tuns; 
Tumbling  from  every  part  they  ftrikc,  and  thun- 

d'ring  rend  along  !   . 

Th'  unhinging  fhock  the  lift'ning  angels  ftuns. 
Worlds   againft  worlds,  with  clafhiug  horror 

driv'n, 

Dafh  their  broad  ruins  to  the  throne  of  heav'n! 
Through  flaming  regions  of  the  burning  air, 
Down  rain  diftilling  funs  in  liquid  rills, 
Mix'd  with  red  mountains  ol  unmelted  fire  ! 
Hiffing,  perplex'd,  with  Ihowers  of  icy  hills,  [cr; 
And  cat  ra«St  leas  that  roar  from  worlds  ftill  high- 
Mingled,  like  driving  hail  they  pour  along, 
And  thund'ring  on  our  ruin'd  fyltem  fall ; 
Flames  grappling  flames  combine  to  grow  more 

ftrong, 

And  in  wild  blaze  fweep  boundlefs  over  all; 
One  fiery  deluge,  wafteful,  boils  below, 
And  crumbled  worlds  in  liquid  millions  flow. 

Th1  accomplifh'd  ruin  fleeps,  creation  dies ! 
And  untaflc'd  angels  rove  o'er  empty  fkies  ! 
The  foft'ning  trumpet  breathes  harfh  drains  no 
more ;  [roar. 

But  in  funk  found*  grows  fwcet  and   falls  its 

Ctleftial  voices  fwell  'twixt  wgrbling  notes, 

And  thrilling  joy  on  circly  rapture  floats ! 
O'er  the  vaft  void  melodious  praifes  flow, 
And  lift'ning  fiends  from  the  red  lake  below, 

Hufh,  for  a  while,  the  creeping  flames  and 

half  fulpend  their  wo  ! 

But  while  in  deep  and  fix'd  attention  charm'd, 
Their  hungry  fouls  devour  the  blif&ful  found, 
By  fudden  Clence  ftruck,  they  ftart  alarm'd, 
And  mark  a  fad,  an  awful  ftillnefs  round  ! 
Confcious  of  coming  judgment,  down  they  fink, 
Diving  by  thoufands  through  the  burning  lake  ; 
Calm  with  incumbent  dread  from    brink    to 

brink, 
Th'  unhcaving  ocean  fcarce  is  feen  to  quake, 

Nor  fwells  one  daring  billow  up  in  fiery  foam  to 
break ! 

From  fhore  to  fhore,  wide  round  the  laky  flame, 
High-arching  heav'n  contracts  its  fpringy  frame. 
Broad  as  the  ruin  fpreads,  the  uumeafur'd  dome 
Tow'rs  in  full  compafs  o'er  the  wafte  below  ! 
Affembling  angels  now  no  longer  roam, 
But  in  throng'd  radiance  gild  the  roofy  bow  j 
A  folemn  black  does  the  vaft  concave  line, 
Where  ftreaky  waves  of  rubied  rednefs  glow  ; 
'Twixt  their  loofe  curls,  white  beams  of  filv'ry 

mine, 

Involv'd  with  rolling  tides  of  azure  flow ! 
Currents  of  mingled  black,  red,  gold,  and  blue, 
In  glitt'ring  chafes  fport,  perplex'd  and  wind  un- 

ceafing  through.  [darts, 

Stream'd  through  the  whole  a  quiv'ring  luftrc 
Which,  as  bright  groups  of  angels  interpofe, 
A  twinkling  change  oi'  coloury  rays  imparts, 
And,  from  their  wings  a  fhow'ry  light'ning 

throws ! 
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Far  above  all  through  the  dome's op'ning  crown, 
Broad  as   a  world,  th'    Almighty's   eye  looks 

down  j 
Clouds  of  deep  glory  fhadowing  round  his  keen 

refulgence  hide, 
And  dazzled  angels  turn  their  eyes  afidc. 

Hark !  what  tranfporting  majefty  of  found, 
In  folemn  fweetnefs  rolls  its  force  along  ? 
Soft  and  yet  loud  it  leads  its  thunder  round, 
And  ftrikes  chili  rev'rence  through  th'  angelic 
throng  [  [waken  death  ! 

'Tis  the   Eternal's  pow'rful  voice   that  calls  to 
And  refurrec"lion  waits  th'  Omnific  breath  ! 
The  lake  groans  deep  !  the  labour  will  begin  ! 
O'er  its  broad  face  life-heaving  billows  curl ; 
And  burning  bowels  fep'rate  flow  within, 
And  fmoky  clouds  expire  in  pitchy  whirl  I 
Bodies  of  men  in  ages  long  fmce  paft,       [forms 
Whofe  wand'ring  duft  has  chang'd  a  thoufand 
Purg'd  by  the  boiling  fires  evaporate  faft, 
And  {learning  upward  rife  in  mifty  fwarms ! 
Sexes  conjoin'd  in  fhoaly  atoms  fwim, 

.    And  fallying  loofe,  the  fiery  furface  fkim  ! 
Kings,  flaves,  and  patriots  undinguifh'd  flow, 
And  mount  entangled  from  the  gulf  below  ! 
In  the  mid  air  difpers'd  unnumber'd  ways, 
Each  in  his  fellow's  fearch  inftinclive  ftrays! 
Circling  like  flaky  fhow'rs  of  driving  fnow, 
Which  whirlwinds  into  mazy  wav'rings  blow. 
In  endlefs  intricacies  winding  through, 
Atoms  join  atoms  and  loft  forms  renew. 
With  fympathetic  cling  together  fly, 
And  limb'd  for  life  in  cumb'rous  millions  lie  ! 

Once  more  fublime  th'  enliv'ning  voice  I  hear ! 

"  i?oul«,  dcfcend  !  your  bodies  join.:> 
Sudden  thin  clouds  of  hov'ring  lives  appear, 
And  leaning  anxious  in  fofc  fquadrons  fhine ! 
Loos'd  at  th'  Almighty's  word  diftindt  they  fly, 
Swift  as  the  fight-beams  of  a  human  eye  ! 
Ardent  with  longing  (hoot  each  ftrikes  his  own, 
And  fmiles  to  fill  his  long-loft  home  again ; 
Bodies  fupine  by  ent'ring  breath  new-blown, 
Flafh  fudden  into  life  and  ftart  up  men  ! 
They  wake  !  they  pant  1  they  try  their  limbs  ! 

they  gaze ! 
Loft  in  fhort  horror  and  fevere  amaze  ! 

Armies  unnumber'd  throng  th'  etherial  fpace, 
Paternal  Adam  views  at  once  his  whole  collected 

race, 
And  with  big  tears  for  confcious  woe  bedews  his 

reverend  face  : 

Parents  meet  children,  and  tranfported,  cling, 
Long-parted  friends  in  mutual  raptures  greet, 
Th'  obliger  and  th'  oblig'd  together  fpring, 
And  trembling  traitors  injur'd  fov'reigns  meet! 
Csefar  on  Brutus  looks  ferenely  down, 
And  cloudy  Cato  ftaiks  with  fullen  will, 
Glares  on  him  envious  with  inferior  frown, 
And  wonders  that  in  fpite  of  death  he  feels  him 

conqu'ror  ftill ! 

Majeftic  in  the  folemn  front  of  Stuart's  injur'd  race, 
The  kingly  martyr  rears  his  awful  brow  ! 
JMcrc'd  by  the  force  of  his  forgiving  face, 


A  gloomy  hoft  of  back'ning  rebels  bow ! 
And  fear  too  late  that  fovereign  pow'r  they  never 

own'd  till  now  ! 

Decrepit  age,  to  more  than  youth  reftor'd, 
And  pining  fickncfs  freed  from  aching  pain, 
Exert  the  vigour  their  new  limbs  afford, 
And  move  tranfported  at  th'  apparent  gain 
Pale  murd'rers  meet  alive  whom  once  they  kill'd, 
And  ruih  through  crowds  th'  alarming  fieht  to 

fhun; 

Ufurpers  fly  from  kings  whofe  thrones  they  fill'd; 
And  loaded  with  their  guilt  unwieldy  run. 
Fancy,  thou  fail'ft  me  here!  I  feel  the  weak  ! 
1  feel  thee  fink  beneath  th'  o'erpow'ring  weight! 
Aid  me,  O  Saviour  1   teach  my  foul  to  fpeak ; 
Thron'd  on  thy  Father's  red  right  hand  in  all  thy 

dreadful  ftate ! 

Thou  feeft  the  humbl'd  pride  of  nature  wait, 
Mankind  collected  into  life,  the  lowly  and  thegreat: 
And  thus  th'  eternal  doom  thou  fpeak'ft,  the  fcn- 

tence  of  their  fate  : 

Come,  my  bleft  remnant,  ye  felected  few  ! 
Who  pradis'd  but  the  obvious  good  ye  knew  ; 
Who,  fafely  pointed  by  the  guide  within, 
Struggled  to  virtue  and  refilled  fin  ; 
Who,  or  by  prophets  or  by  conference  taught, 
Have  or  difcover'd  truth,  or  humbly  fought ; 
Who  from  the  guilt  of  choice  have  ftill  li?'d 

free, 

"  Or  done  or  fuffer'd  for  my  name  and  me  ! 
"  Who  by  no  confcious  weight  deprefs'd  of  un- 

repented  fin, 

"  Feel  yourfelves  light  and  uncondemn'd  within, 
"  Rais'd  from   yon  dark  and  finking  crowd,  to 

heav'n's  high  thrones  afpire  ! 
"  Enter  with  me  to  joys  which  drown  clefire  ; 
"  And  leave  th'  accurs'd  to  prove  by  pain  eternity 
in  fire  !" 

'Tis  fpoke  :    and  lo !  th'  unroofing  arch  rends 

wide ; 

Swift  defcends  a  radiant  tide  ! 
An  opening  breadth  roils  down  of  fparkling  day; 
And   like  a  fcroll  unfolds  huge  length  of  more 

than  milky  way  ! 

They  go  !  th'  admitted  faints  tread  light  as  air, 
They  mount  with  more  than  human  eyes,  and  ftein 

the  ftreamy  glare  1 

Bright  as  they  move  th'  encircling  angels  throng ; 
Heard  hallelujahs  fhake  th'  inferior  flcy  ! 
In  diftant  thrills  expiring  notes  prolong, 
And  with  tranfporting  fall  of  found  in  gradual 

foft'nings  die. 

See  I   through  the  portal,  how  attracted  day, 
Like  a  fwift  current's  fpiral  ebb  glides  after  'em 

away ! 

Now  all  is  dark  and  difmal  as  yon  fcene  ; 
Ah !  why  does  clofing  heaven  fo  foon  th'  entrancing 

profpect  fcreen. 

What  does  beyond  thofe  glitt'nng  confines  lie  ! 
And  why  no  room  till  death  makes  way  for  fuch 

a  wretch  as  I  ? 

But  murmur  not,  proud  thought!  If  here  delay  *d 
A  wand'ring  pilgrim  through  this  life's  coM 
fliade, 
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t  muft  not  yet  with  heav'nly  choirs  rejoice ; 

O  !  be  the  will  of  God,  not  mine,  obey'd  ! 

Wait,  my  impatient  foul,  his  wifcr  choice  ! 

Trufl  the  ftrong  hand  by  which  thofe  worlds 
were  made, 

And  to  his  pleafure  tune  thy  willing  voice  ! 

If  I  not  yet  Ihake  off  this  earthly  load, 

Sure  there  it  bus'nefs  worth  my  life's  heft  aim ; 

He  who  fubmits  to  tire  upon  the  road, 

Is  faintly  foul'd  or  travels  not  for  fame  ; 

For  me,  fuffice  it  to  have  taught  my'mufc 

The  tuneful  triflings  of  our  rribe  to  fhun, 

And  rais'd  her  warmth  fuch  heav'nly  themes 

to  choofe, 

As  in  pail  ages  her  beft  garlands  won, 
He  who  beyond  the  pow'r  of  man  could  write, 
Would  ftill  fall  fhort  of  him  who  a£ed  well ; 
To  flow  in  found  or  turn  a  period  right, 
Is  but  in  fairy  tow'rs  of  praife  to  dwell  ! 
To  pardon  wrongs  and  benefits  requite, 
Is  in  fubftantial  meaning  to  excel  ! 
Why  are  my  wifhes  bent  beyond  my  power, 
But  to  provoke  my  fpeed  to  reach  that  goal, 
Whence  on  the  afflidled  I  may  comforts  ftiow'r, 
And  with  eas'd  pity  feaft  my  hungry  foul! 
Be   adlion,   then,  henceforth   my   life's   wide 

fphere, 

A  thoufand  glorious  things  I  wifii  to  do  ; 
All  has  been  faid  that's  worth  a  wife  man's  ear, 
But  much  may  be  perform'd  that's  greatly  new. 


CLEON  TO  LYCIDAS. 

A  TIME-PIECE. 

Vie  Date  not  marked  by  the  Painter. 

£AITH  and  the  mufe  have  err'd.     'Twas  juft  ad- 

vi«e, 

Skill'd  Lycidas  !  that  check'd  too  hafty  praife. 
1  fhould  have  cool'd  pre-currence  into  paufe, 
And  weigh'd  the  public  voice  oppos'd  to  mine  : 
Then  had  I  found  the  future  in  the  paft  ; 
Nor  falfely  charg'd  contractions  puny  grafp 
With  compafs  it  conceiv'd  not.  Share,  my  friend, 
In  pity  fhare  the  pain  my  foul  fuftains, 
To  find  fuch  hope  fo  faded.     Hope  too  rais'd 
To  (loop  at  humble  felf :  Hope  wing'd  for  all. 
All  was  my  blafted  profpedt.     Fond  furmife 
O'er-rated  and  out-ftretch'd  a  people's  blifs. 

Bid  throb  the  mufe's  pulfe — for  thy  fweet  call, 
What  mufe  uncharm'd  can  hear  ? — Bid  burn  the 

brow 

Vindictive  and  appeal  duefatire's  frown. 
Due  to  the  ftagg'rers  that  made  drunk  by  pow'r, 
Forget  paft  thirft's  dry  promife ;  and  prefume, 
Dark  dreamers  1  that  the  world  forgets  it  too. 
Bid  the  pricft  poet  confecrate  the  rage 
Of  a  wrong'd  nation's  curfes.     Rage  at  zeal 
From  ranc'rous  gall,  hot  envy's  acrid  hell ! 
Long  under  cloak  of  patriot  femblance  hid, 
Guileful  to  lurk  in  wait,  till  av'rice  fnapt 
Corruption's  watch'd-for  lure  :  then,  off  at  once 
Flew  wide  th*  obftrutfive  virtue.  Veil'd  no  more, 
Scramblers  in  broad  exposure's  blufhlcfs  brawn, 
Light  from  the  <Juft,  lick'd  prone  th'   admjffivc 

gold, 


I  Dcep-ftain'd  with  cank'ry  ordure.  Lambent  fla^ 
Fiend-cloven  tongues  !  grac'd  once  to  fliame 

lief  : 

And  make  diftruft  feem  virtue  ! — yet,  vain  truth  I 
No  fooner  hears  the  mufe  her  poet's  call, 
Than  venal  calumny  whets  every  fling, 
To  wound  his  honeft  purpofe.     Public  fenfe 
With  her  is  private  feeling  :  Satire's  frown 
Mean  warmth  from  difappointment.     Spurn 

hag  : 

Or  let  her  err  neglected.     Pcrifli  warmth, 
That  acts,  or  wills,  or  thinks  from  partial  piqt 
Unfaithful  to  its  feemings !  Self  avaunt  ! 
Self  is  beneath  refentment ;  nor  defcends 
The  mufe  to  note  fuch  wafte  of  wild  impute. 

Unperfonal  the  cheeks  indignant  glow, 
That  blufhes  but  for  others.     Fall  difgrace 
On  ears  of  daftard  ftart  that  dare  not  hear  : 
Or  tongues  that  dare  not  own  truth's  boldcft  call ! 
Fall  even  contempt  on  worth,   where  fac'd 

fcorn, 

Tort  of  revulfive  brow  bids  pride  with-hold 
Thy  fmile,  cheap  gratitude!  which  craft's  low  guile 
Oft  lends  the  beggar'd  heart  that  wants  within. 
Shame  on  the  painful  ftretch  that  racks  the  great ! 
Needlefs  extension  1  dignity  like  light, 
Dwells  in  itfelf,  difplayer,  undifplay'd. 
How  have  I  feen  the  native  courtier  fliine  ! 
Warp'd  to  no  four  fublime, enchant  men's  eyes; 
Charm  drefs'd  in  eafy  honour's  effluent  air, 
Fill  out  diftin&ion's  voids  without  pomp's  aid, 
Strike  in  defcending ;  and  attract  fupreme  ! 

Oh  thou  !  to  whom  loft  Anna's  evening  ray 
Ow'd  love's  allegiant  luftre  :  flame  of  joy, 
Wit,  genius,  tide  of  art,  whence  letter'd  hope 
Drew  depth  to  fail  ungrounded.     Soul  of  tafte  ! 
Shade  without  chill !  foft'ning  fuperior  height 
With  accefs  and  urbanity  ! — what  need 
Thy  name  here  added  ?  Day's  meridian  blaze 
Marks  the  known  hour  untold. — O  fay,  beft  judge*, 
Thou,  who  fo  nobly  trod'ft  th'  illuftnous  fteep, 
Oft  clouded  fince  thou  left'ft  it ! — Teach  th'  un- 
taught, 

Why  are  the  rais'd  look'd  up  to  ?— 'Tis  to  try 
Their  claim  to  fit  fo  mounted.     'Tis  to  tafk 
Their  ftrcngth  to  lift  low  climbers.     Down  proud 
fnails  [expofe ! 

That  cmwl'd  too  high,  your  flime  track'd  ihelln 
Out  with  thefe  fnuffs  in  blaze  that  fliine  to  ftink  '. 
What  have  the  lame  to  do  with  wreftler's  toils  ? 
'Tis  impudence  that  prompts  deformity 
To  prink  itfelf  like  beauty.     Want  of  light 
Were  flatt'ry  to  the  ugly.     Drag  'em  out, 
And  leave  'cm  in  the  eye  of  fcorn  impall'd. 

Thefe  are  the  minds  that  difavow  the  mufe  ! 
Dead  to  the  formful  glow  that  figures  thought. 
Blots  low  fenfation  from  the  wid'ring  heart ; 
Lends  an  elaftic  nerve  to  every  feiifc ; 
Pufhes  exerted  virtue  into  a<5l ; 
Feels  for  a  world  embrac'd,  and  warms  mankind, 
— Nothing  of  this,  poor  fouls,  difturbs  their  calm, 
Clofing  their  tortois'd  lump  of  cold  content; 
Diftant,  perhaps,  they  hear  the  poet's  name  ; 
Lcfs  probably,  fometimes  perhaps,  half  deign 
To  turn\h'  uotafted  page ;  there,  lumb'ring  on, 
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l^ind  nothing  in  the  nobleft  verfe  but  rhyme  : 
And  equal  Durfey's  froft  to  Dryden's  fire  ! 
Sleep,  genius  fleep — the  times  invite  repofe. 
[No  fource  of  all  Britannia's  filv'ry  ftreams, 
Shall  feed  hope's    with'ring  root,  where  hearts 

thus  dry, 

Have  drunk  like  fponges  fortune's  ponded  fwell; 
And  o'er  th'  unmoiften'd  virtues  fhake  no  drop. 
I     O  Lycidas  !  how  climbing  zeal  will  lie  ! 
[Come  help  me  to  deplore  thofe  bluft'ring  gales, 
[Whofe  ventilative  heave  puff'd  out  their  void, 
j  With  fhows  of  airy  ardour.     Till  up-driv'n 
(O'er  Screenful   clouds,    there   burft   the   bubbly 

forms ! 

There  (hrunk  their  fatiate  bulk  to  tracklefs  hufh  ! 
Speak  ye  forgotten  graces,  if  unfworn 
To  hold  dumb  diftance,  round  the  feats  of  power, 
And  rev'rence  unapproaching  ftep  more  near  : 
Untarnifh  thofe  bald  ftars;  tell  'em,  their  lights 
Were  lent  to  be  reflected.     Every  mufe, 
By  ev'ry  art  attended,  fighing,  prone, 
Complains  of  interception.     Each  in  vain 
Invokes  one  beam  ;  but  pines  in  fhiv'ring  fhade. 

Why,  Lycidas,  were  ends  and  means  misjoin'd  ? 
Why  am  I  born  to  pain  for  pity  wilPd  ?      [heart, 
Why  choofe  the  God,  that  charm'd  thy  widening 
To  curb  thy  fhorten'd  hand,  and  prefs  dowrv  fire  ? 
What  fhall  we  fay,  to  touch  thefe  fons  of  noife 
With  fenfe,  how  boldly  death  differs  their  name  ? 
What  fliall  we  do  to  break  th'  imperious  blinds, 
That  rife  'twixt  power  and  tafte,  to  pierce  their 
mift  ?  [form  ? 

And  teach  th'  incumbent  reeks,  what  clouds  they 
How  fhall  a  notelefs,  namelefs,  filent,  friend, 
[  To  thoughtYobfcure  retreats,  unnerv'd  like  me, 
I  ^7  dignity's  bold  brace,  or  fame's  fclt  fpring, 
'  Shake  thofe   clofe  groves  of  ftate,  whence  kings 
catch  gloom  ?  [wifh'd, 

Oh,  were  their  reach  but  thine !  or  lot  more 
j  Happier  and  fafer,  moll  remote  from  thrones  1 
j  O,  were  thy  will  but  theirs  ! — Then,  Lycidas, 
No  felf- expofing  halt,  in  place  ,poffefs'd, 
Wou'd  fhame  remember'd  fweep  to  diftant  hope, 
I  Corrective  care  wou'd  change  what  once  it  charg'd. 
}  Watchful  difcernment  feize  unfhould'ring  worth, 
j  That  crowds  not  into  notice.     Tafte  wou'd  dare 
j  Feel  uninfus'd  diftinction  ;  take  no  cue 
From  int'refts  venal  nod — lei's  wait  for  prayer, 
From  virtue's  bafhful  pang,  or  art's  dumb  claim. 
j  For  excellence  hugs  clofe  her  modeft  veil, 
j  But  (actively  inquifitive  for  woe, 
|  For  wit's  guefs'd  wants,  for  forrow'a  cover'd  tear, 
j   For  pains,  wrongs,  penury  of  every  good, 
With-held  by  every  evil)  drag  back  weight, 
That  holds  down  worth  deprefs'd, — and  bid  it 

fpring. 

So  cou'd  my  verfe,  ah  !  fruirlefs  dream,  infpire 
Then  fhou'd  I  feel  I  breathe,  nor  life's  dim  track 
Touch'd  languid,  lofe  each  footftep's  feeble  mark, 
And  leave  no  ftreak  on  time  to  note  my  name. 
— But  hufh,  vain  ftruggler,  bid  thy  breaft  contract, 
And  fatisfy  with  will  thy  pow'rlefs  foul. 
How  fhou'd  fuch  lot  be  mine,  who  drink  wit's 

dregs 
In  defarts,  where  fedu&ion's  drowth  ha*  chok'd, 


'Hi 


With  venal  duft,  Caftalia's  dwindled  rill 

How  fhall  I  raife  my  voice  till  greatnefs  hears? 

Write,  fays  the  whifp'ring  impulfe,  that  afiumef 
Ambition's  airieft  hope,  yet  hates  her  name. 
Write,  but  be  read.     Write  rugged  truth,  untun'd 
To  flatt'ry's  dulcid  lentor,  roughly  loud, 
As  when  the  laft  heard  call  fhall  wake  the  dead. 
Court  fome  kind  angel's  aid  to  voice  thy  theme. 
Alas !  no  angel  dwells  where  avarice  reigns.— 
Oh  !  for  fome  hoarfe  Teutonic  note  more  ftern 
Than  Runic  bard,  o'er  hoftile  fcalp  e'er  fung, 
When  Woden's  hall  refounded  to  his  clang. 
Then  fliould  fatiric  fervor,  fharply  ftrong, 
Roar  like  the  mufes's  bull,  till  the  wak'd  nine 
Concurr'd  in  frightful  confort;  while  intenfe; 
Up  the  fleep  cliffs  of  Pindus'  pathlefs  brow, 
Rumbling,  I  roll'd  my  tumbril  theme  along. 

Wrong  not  by  numbers  tun'd  to  concord's  fhellj 
The  brawl-devoted  tafte  that  tans  thy  times. 
Softnefsbe  opera's  claim  :  be  fharpnefs  thine. 
Softnefs  in  fatire  afks  good  fenfe  in  guilt : 
'Twere   loft   on  power's  blind  puddlers.     Wit*f 

light  gnat, 

Humming  its  courteous  buz,  is  brufh'd  from  note. 
Her  wafp,  clofe-faft'ning,  bids  th'  unlift'ner  feel. 
Sting  then, and  force  from  pain  what  pride  with- 
holds. 

So  fhall  thy  verfe  at  leaft  out-foar  contempt ; 
And  lend  diftafte  difcernment. — Touch  no  praife. 
Tis  idol  facrifice  to  gods  of  ftone.  [friend. 

Praife   has  but   one  pleas'd   reader,  fcarce  one 
Satire  can  fqueeze  kind  looks  from  bitt'reft  gall. 
Loofen  the  reins  to  fpleen,  cries  angry  truth; 
Where  phlegmful  fogs  diftil  their  lazy  damp 
'Tis  wholefome  to  be  mad.  Nor  paufe  for  thought; 
Who  that  but  fees  or  hears  needs  think  for  fame. 
Born  to  no  paft'ral  plain's  romantic  range, 
Calm  and  cool-fann'd  by  reason's  temp'rate  gale. 
Feel  that  thou  breath'ft  in  paffion's  hazieft  fen, 
Contagious  air  by  fenfual  funs  inflam'd  : 
Where  carnate  emulation,  ftript  of  mind, 
Glows  mufcularly  ftrong  :  where  licenfe  reigns 
UncurbM  by  law's  reftraint:  where  youth's  fed  fire 
Bids  bafhful  diffidence  of  felf  be  bold. 
Where  not  to  rev'rence  is  to  know  mankind  : 
Where  difrefpect  is  eafe,  noife  tafte  in  life, 
And  modefty  low  breeding  :  where  defcent 
Drives  literally  downward  ;  till,  behold  ! 
Yon  coachman's  copy'd  foul  propels  the  peer, 
And  dim-ftar  flouchers  fhine  by  glare  of  fhame, 
Downcaft  decorum  fwells  the  public  laugh. 
Judgments  and  views  run  backward.  Nature  nods» 
Ends  but  fucceed  as  means  prepoft'rous  err. 
Malice  grows  faft,  water'd  by  pity's  tear ; 
And  factions  but  contend  for  rank  in  wrong. 
Up  from  rhyme's  popy'd  vale,  afcend  fame's 

hill : 

Soft  to  the  foft,  thy  theme  be  tempeft — on. 
Write  with  a  whirlwind's  fury.     Snatch  the  God, 
That  thunders  in  blank  verfe  to  ride  thy  ftorm. 
So  may  they  hear  though   cricket  flakes  were 

pitch'd; 

Though  the  won  plate's  broad  triumph  fhook  the 

field ;  [rin«s  *• 

Though  cock'*  hard-conqu'ring  crow  to  fhouung 
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Or  Briton's  coarfc  debates  o-it-quarrc)  Rome's. 

•—  Mufe,  I  begin  !    Affifl  with  all  your  fail 

Ye  profe -inflating  hawks  of  Helicoi:  ? 

Lend  me  your  wing's  wide  ftrctch  to  aid  my  fweep? 

Come,  let  tht  foul  of  freedom's  reinlefs  power, 
Vaft  and  imconfcit-us  of  conftraint  i  nip  ire  ! 
Wild  let  her  lift  me  from  the  lawns  of  fong, 
Mufic's    hedg'd    boundlets,  mem'ry's    meafur'd 

meads, 

Where  rhyme-trac'd  cadence  in  harmonious  clofe, 
Rivets  recorded  fenfe,  and  pins  down  thought. 
Light  and  difrob'd  of  &>!>«••  is  1-t  her  drive, 
Loofe  to  the  voids  of  fancy's  viewlefs  fcope  ; 
Vague  and  unfhap'd,  and  pathlcfs  as  the  air. 

What  (hall  be  lung,  yc  ions  of  vaftnefs  fay  ? 
What  fubje«£t,  fadly  foumlfal  like  the  rufh    [roar? 
Of  hoarfe  broad  cat'ra&s,  (hall  blank    numbers 

,  Shall  it  be  forrow's  energetic  pl-iint, 
That  groans  away  the  fun,  and  lends  new  gloom 
To  midnight's  mournful  umbrage  ?     1'im'd  too 

well, 

Too  lately  Albion's  boreal  waft-s  had  wept 
The  fuited  theme ;  when  tears  from  rafh  revolt 
Walh'd  ruthlefs  prifons  ;  when  th'  accefskf?  wilds 
Of  bleak-brow'd  mountains  Ihnek'd  with   vocal 


Mothers  and  orphan's  cries!  whom  famine  found, 
Where  only  famine  cou'd.     Defpuir's  pale  tribe, 
Weeping  in  death's  chiil  grafp,  their  own  unfelf, 
Somepalt  or  future  fate  of  friend  more  dear. 
Why  (hou'd  the  gen'rous  mufe  infult  the  fall'n  ? 
Why  not  deplore  the  pangs  of  hoftile  ]>ain  ? 
Juft  if  they  thought  their  caule  their  crime  fecm'd 

faith. 

Guiltlefs  in  will  by  tafte  involv'd  in  wrong, 
From  educative  cuftom's  devious  warp, 
Spare  the  perfifting  blind;  unhopirg  grace  ; 
Truftlefs  of  regal  virtues  ;  erring  on 
From  doubt  of  mercy.     For,  alas  !  no  voice 
Of  truth  in  defarts  heard  had  taught  'em  kings, 
Who  laft  can  fear  offence,  can  firft  forgive. 
Paint  then  their  pity'd  anguilb.  :  nobly  feel, 
To  make  fublimely  felt  this  brave  man's  teft  : 
That  hearts,  unfhaken  by  refifter's  rage, 
Are  conquer'd  by  their  forrow. — Vain  attempt ! 
Spread  the  fonorous  wing  for  flights  of  joy. 
Sorrow  renounces  latitude  of  range  :         |  chain'd, 
Dwells  in  confinement's  ctve  ;  where  thought  fits 
Mufes  are  fhunn'd  ;  and  horror's  winking  lamp, 
Ghaftlying  night's  ebon  eye,  fees  woes  on  woes, 
Tear  following  tear,  figh  echoing  figh  combin'd, 
Move  in  clofe  confonance  of  fift'ring  found. 

Shall  it  be  love,  foft  whifp'ring  out  the  foul 
From  its  own  manfion,  tenderly  cxhal'd 
To  reach  fome  fweeter  felf  ?  No  .  dare  not  touch 
That  theme,  'tis  facred  to  the  rights  of  rhyme, 
Union  will  ne'er  by  diflbnancc  be  fung. 
Love's  links  are  married  couplets  :  hand  in  hand 
The  willing  yoke-mates  {hare  confederate  fall  : 
Soft  as  the  zephyr  ikims  the  dew-drop'd  rofe. 
—But  even  had  rhyme  confpir'd  to   temr-t — for- 
bear. 

Awful  refign  a  wreath  more  nobly  won, 
Saint  John,  his  country's  boaft,  his  country's  crime, 
When  courts  at  leifure  left  his  youth  to  love. 


Saint  John,  the  mufe's  lord,  thU  theme  orce 
Sung  it  in  verfe  more  foft  than  beai't 
More  ftroug  than  her  attraction  !   A 
Immortal  Almahide!   by  Siint  J  hr. 
Who  (hall  attempt  to  touch  the  theme  h       , 
He  who  was  voic'd  by  mufic .  micnV.  b       >ve  '. 
He  who  by  turns  ha?  every  mufe  p  ifcf^'d, 
And  every  art  prote&cd  :   i.. 
Through  every  fortune  led— Supreme  in  all. 
St.   John!   whom  woman   wiih'd,  man  cnvi<' 
realms  [hat 

Made  war  on ;  yet  whom  none  found  pow< 

Nor  grief  thy  theme  nor  love.  'What  choice 

mains  ? 

Shall  it  be  death's  grim  wade,  war's  field  of 
Aptlier  the  fubjedk  would  have  warm'd  our  ii 
When  England's  fun  (hot  wide  th'  irradiate 
Ofherfam'dEdward'sday-dawn — Yetwhoknc 
But  at  fome  far  thrown  moment,  whit'aing  broi< 
Some  light  new  rifing  may  (perhaps)  once  rm 
OfF-roll  the  fullen  made  that  glooms  our  fame. 
Rekindling  fenfe  of  martial  fi/e  may  glow, 
Till  the  rous'd  nation  blazes.  Then  the  fons 
Of  fires  unikili'd  to  think  defeat  no  fhame, 
Starting  to  deftin'd  vengeance,  the  liiuck  drum 
No  more  fhill  bid  the  form-dref^d  foldier  ileep 
But  roll  its  deepening  bal's  to  wake  due  death  ; 
Then  too,  no  more  the  trumpets  clang'ry  fhrill, 
Fright'nisig  the  opera  dame,  (hall  to  her  ear 
Call  her  affected  hand,  and  (hut  oirt  claim 
To  promife  of  a  C.m  like  him  (he  loves. 

Hail  the  wifli'd  wonder  :  give  him  birth,  O  tir 
And  into  fame's  rou^h  ocean  launch  hi-  r\amc. 
But  when  he  rifes  bid  him  hate  no  mufe. 
Fan  3m  impatient  blaze  to  letter'd  love. 
Pour  the  enthufiart  fervour  through  his  ear, 
That  fir'd  the  conqu'ring  Ammon's  thirfty  foul- 
Born  for  the  poet's  praife,  teach  him  to  know, 
That  war's  wing'd  bolt  by  love  of  verfe  im^ell'd/ 
Burfts  every  bar  to  glory.     Vcrfe  to  war 
Lends  ardour  :  war  to  verfe  new  warmth  imp* 
to  join'd  that  never  hero  reach  renown, 
Or  reach 'd,  ne'er  held;  who  wro;ig'd  the  mi 
claim, 

Oh  what  ye  Gothic  renders  of  the  ear  ! 
Yc  blank  vcife  burftersof  Pierian  bars  ! 
Strong  beyond  chaining  comet;  fwerves  oTtht 
Giant  furmounters  of  wit's  loftieft  Alps ' 
Ye  hurlers  of  profe  rocks  at  mufic's  heaven  ! 
What  fball  defer ve  the  dread  your  thunder  bears? 

Faction  deferves  and  claims  it  :  cries  a  howl, 
That  paints  th'attentive  foul-Come  learn  her  la\ 
Give  to  the  deity  that  ihakes  down  thrones 
Th'  allegiance  of  thy  mule.    Blank  verfe  be 
Guidelels  and  bound  lefs  in  afpiring  grafp, 
And  frownful  in  majeftic  fullennefs, 
Her  mufic  dwells  in  murmur.    Let  her  growl 
For  faction  :  taftc  her  luft  of  loud  complaint, 
And  hang  on  empire's  wheels  the  drag  c;i  hate. 
Range  fate  beneath  her  ftandard  :  mark  its  fweep  f 
Unfurling  into  length,  the  dreadful  wave   [Ihade  ! 
Sees  earth's  chill'd  kingdoms  fhake  beneath   its 
Kneel  and  be  hcr's  :  enroll  thy  name — and  rail. 

Thou  ftart'ft  : — abs,  for  vcrie  that  durcs  not 
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canft  thou  hope  from  praife  ?  it  wounds  no 
name.  [hoards 

Art  thou   to    learn  thou   llv'ft  where    greatnefs 
Regard,  to  bribe  repugnance?  o'er  affur'd, 
And  cheaply  negligent  of  zeal  inclin'd. 
So  muft  it  be  where  party's  bftlowy  furge 
Bids  wave  prfh  wave  from  power.   There  fcience 

{Jeeps. 

Uproar  and  conteft  reign.     Deep  to  the  root, 
Pain-trod  Parnaffus  {hakes;  and  each  fap'd  fprig 
(That  green'd  the  mufe's  grove  finds  dry  decay. 
Iwhile  pelted  into  fright,  or  laugh'd  to  fplcen, 
(Deaf  minifterial  ears  abforb'd  in  fret ; 
I  Or  dirtily  engrofs'd  by  craft's  low  buzz, 
Tafte  not  the  calm  furveys  of  leifure's  range  : 
Share  no  delight  in  fong  ;  nor  woo  nor  weigh 
The  power  that  dwells  in  gen'rous  praife,  to  guide 
A  nation's  doubtful  heart  to  find  her  friend. 
Wafte  not  the  warmth  of  verfe  on  things  like 

thefe, 

j  Or  (lain  their  mem'ry  with  effacelefs  gall. 
Yet  fince  fometiir.es  in  power's  obfcureft  night, 
Through  fably  jet  pale  threads  of  white  may  i>art, 
Should  vice  fname  one,  to  virtue  lend  him  light. 
Faction,  that  loves  no  truth,  muft  own  this  one, 
That  never  friend  to  verfe  malign'd  the  juft. 
Virtues,  however  thanklefs,  forc'd  or  few, 
Compel  the  poet's  praife — But  would  thy  fong 
Wake  thefe  fublime  infolvents  into  fenfe 
Of  what  they  owe  attachrrent  ?  Let  it  rail. 
Rail  horrible  :  in  accents  like  their  own 
When  envy's  acrimonious  rage  impells 
Detraction's  venal  infult.     Nerve  in  founds 
Like  thunder's  gath'ring  menace,  the  rais'd  arm 
Of  oppofition's  onfet.     Tell  the  prefs 
Where  public  plunder  bawds  for  private  thrift ; 
Where  grandeur  holds  a  ftaiking  horfe  to  fhame, 
And  fcreens  guilt's  aim  at  honefty.     Why  la\vs 
Bent  and  rebent  like  wire,  crack  {hort,ftarc  wide 
And  with  two  ends  bind  nothing.     Tell  whofe 

thirft 

By  tafte  unguided  fnaps  at  bubbly  froth, 
And  leaves  the  fapid  depth  untouch'd  below  : 
Teach  where  bought  ftrength  was  weaknefs,  wif 

dom  craft, 
And  infamy  long  due  where  chance  gave  joy. 

Begin,  defcribe,  difcolour.   Spread  abroad 
Sedition's  fluid  taints,  and  ftain  a  ftate. 
I    So  {ball  attracted  notice  deign  regard, 
I    And  (lander  fnatch  the  pprquifite  of  praife. 
|    Such  are  the  talks  of  oilier;  !  fuch  the  fouls 

That  actuate  half  the  mighty  !   Note  it,  you 
!    Who  rev'rence  high  Oiftin&ion.  This  unmark'd, 
,!    Hope's  empty  fwcll  plumes  broad  her  feather 

creft  : 

But  bald  in  difappointment,  frights  belief, 
Court  crocodiles  are  fcal'd  :  they  feel,  no  tweak. 
He  who  would  wake  mull  wound  :  feen  danger 

ftrikes 
More  forcibly  than  all  thy  pathos,  wit! 

Say,  Tacitus,— thy  {kill  the  fecret  found  : 
In  what  ftate-lcale  five  hundred  infults  pois'd, 
Weight  down  five  hundred  thanks  in  gratefu 

gold. 

Dream  not  thy  Roman's  genius  mov'd  fuch.  boon 
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'ot  his  fam'd  father's  vieVrie-?  tfn  times  won, 
nd  to  thy  claim  tramferr'd  had  there  fo  charm'd. 
h  power  of  prompt  reproach  to  rafp  reward  ; 
And  flafh  conception's  fire  from  flint  moft  cold  1 

all  it  not  bounty  :  blaft  it  angry  mufe  ; 
And  from  the  fame  of  Albion  blot  that  talc, 
'h'  embittcr'd  hand  of  calumny  bows  down 
The  heart;   its  gall  corrode,  tu  fmile  through 

wrongs, 

And  pay  compell'd  refpecl  to  dreaded  fcorn  : 
While  on  the  candid  courtiuio  of  the  kind, 
•To  foft'riog  ghnce  defcends  ! — untott'nnj?  power 
"akes  compliment  as  tribute.     Over-cramm'd 
With  felf,  and  furfeiting  on  brief  fuccefs, 
The  narrow-compafs'd  heart  wants  room  for  tafte. 
— Or  grant  fame  glimm'ry  ray  give  light  to  jwefc 
Th'  effect  of  flcill'd  applaufe  :  what  thencq  rciults 
3ut  infolent  contempt  of  aid  unfought  ? 
The  bufy  breaft  that  pants  in  poll  hard  held, 
Wants  leifure  to  be  grateful  t  '  Fis  the  talk 
Df  grandeur  in  difgrace  to  thank  a  friend. 

So  fpoke  th'  inurbane  voice.  Th«  mufe  figh'd  fad/. 
Paus'd  long,  withheld  confent ;  and  thus  rtply'd  : 

Fadion  is  fam'd  for  falfehood — If  (be  now 
Hints  truth,  'tis  infamy  too  poor  for  verfe  : 
Leave  it  to  profe-tongu'd  party's  cool  d.ifplay — 
Nor  love  the  meafures  ;  nor  malign  the  me;n. 
Grant  imag'd  worth  by  erring  fancy  formed, 
Ideal  as  the  dreamer's  empty  grafp. 
Who  fuffers  but  the  lho\yn  ?  unmafk'd  and  found  '. 
What  has  miftaken  candour  loft  but  fa'^i  ? 

When  mifcomputing  their  unfounded  fwell, 
Deep'ning  proud  ihallowsthpu  o'er-rat'ft  defign, 
And  wrong'ft  the  guiltlefs  by  refpedl  undue, 
Blufti  and  be  dum.b  :  repent;  and  fin  rig  more. 
Where,  arrogant  in  virtue,  coqfcipus  claim 
Looks  cold  on  praife  confign'd  to  knghth'ning 

time, 

Or  uninfpir'd  to  judge,  reads  flat  1  nor  finds 
Diftin&ton  'twixt  the  bellman's  power  and  thine, 
Smile  and  forgive  the  blind  :  but  ftill  be  juft, 
Still  be  the  worth  thy  theme  :  the  tafte  thy  fcorn, 
Arid  thou,  fled  foul  of  Pope  !  difrob'd  from  duft, 
And  in  that  duft  depofing  each  faint  fta«n 
That  fpeck'd, while  here,  thy  part  divine  with  man! 
If  from  that  fourceof  truth  where  now  thou  Ihin'ft, 
Spirits  like  thine  look  down  and  love  it  ftill ; 
Hear  and  atteft.  Sarca'ftic  as  thou  waft, 
All  fcorn  of  flatt'ry  fleeps  not  in  thy  grave. 
There  lives  who  dares  affert  the  poet's  fire, 
Undimm'd  by  veaal  fmoke.  Who  boaft  no  mnfe  : 
Yet  owns  the  rights  of  all ;  and  loves  their  fame. 
Who  from  retreat's  fafe  depth  feels  Virtue's  wound*; 
Adopts  th'  impropriate  pang,  and  flies  from^reft. 
Who  from  the  fummit  point  of  fortune's  fpire 
There  could  his  fate  ftand  raia'd,  would,  touch'd 

as  no\v, 

Bow  proftrate  as  the  worm  to  hail  the  wrong'd  ; 
Then  greateft  when  moft  lefTen'd  by  falfe  fears, 
From  envy's  mifcreant  arts,  and  firipp'd  of  Dame! 

And  you,  whoe'er  you  are,  where'er  you  pipe, 
Who  glow  perhaps  unmark'd,  perhaps  o'erlook'd, 
Perhaps  untafted  by  fublime  defect 
Of  dignity  in  fenfe  ;  which  kir.gs  may  want, 
But  none  'nudfi  all  his  titles  can  bellow  ;     _ 
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Grieve  not  to  feem  to»  little  to  the  great. 
What  lofe  the  gen'rous,  who  profufely  wafte 
On  high-plac'd  weaknefs  all  the  mufe's  ftrength  ? 
Shines  the  fun  faintlier  for  thofe  beams  he  pours, 
Vain  and  unthaflkM  to  warm  th'  infenfafe  rock  ? 
Tell  the  big  blanks,  that  he  who  coorts  negiedt 
And  loves  to  praife  unpaid,  is  paid  within. 
Is  greater  than  the  great :  pitie*  their  fcorn  ; 
And  bids  their  merit  live  by  verfe  they  wrong'd. 


THE  EXCURSION  OF  FANCY: 

A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

AND  why  ye  empty  nam-s  of  things  tmfound  ! 

Ye  almoft  fhad.-ws  e'en  of  icund  ! 

fame,  glory,  fortune,  fate,  a»d  all  the  fairy  fancy 

round  : 

Or  rather  would  ye  but  vouchfafe  to  tell 
The  caufe  of  ills,  ye  know  too  well ; 
Say,  ye  proud  tracers  of  dihiainful  ftate; 
Who  buy  diftin&ion  at  the  world's  low  rate  ! 

Ye  mean  afpirers  to  be  ^eat, 
By  aims  which  earth-born    hopes,  not  heavenly 

truths,  create  ! 

Why  muft  the  facred  fprinjr  of  honour's  flood, 
Be  us'd  to  rince  the  dufty  robes  of  pride, 
With  blood  and  purple  doubly  dy'd  ? 
Why  foully  trampled  in  by  wealth's  bold  feet? 
Why  there  muft  lep'rous  vices  meet  ? 
And  why  muft  poverty,  however  fvreet, 
And  naked  innocence  unftain'd  and  neat, 
Be  rudely driv'n  away:  or  terribly  withfb-od, 

By  giant  forms!  chimeras  ftain'd  with  blood  ! 
Who  dreadful  ftalk  about,   within— and  raife  th' 
uncleanly  mud  ? 

Say;  coward  learning  !  long,  too  long  mificd  ! 
If  yet  thou  dar'ft  eredl  thy  dizzy  head  ! 

And  art  not  yet  heart-  conquer'd  quite,    ' 
By  power  fight     and  cuftom  join'd ;  too,  too 

unequal 

If  yet  once  more  thou  dar'ft  aflcrt  thy  eyes, 
Once  more  undazzled  view  truth's  beamy  flcies  ; 

And  caa'ft  with  ftrong  unftagg'ring  fight, 
Firm-fix'd  in  fteddy  gaze  take  in  the  o'erwhclm- 

ing  light ! 

Say,  nor  fear  t!.'  oppreflive  hate, 
Which  truth  told  plainly  muft  create  ! 
The  foes  of  truth,  in  bulk  though  great, 
Lifted  boldly  want  in  weight  ( 
Say  to  what  fad  caufe  we  owe, 
That  naked  virtue  muft  regardlefs  go  ! 

Or,  fhiv  ring  ftand  in  fortune's  fnow  : 
Till  chance  does  fome   gay    mantle   o'er   her 

throw, 
And  notice  does  not  from  her   worth,  but  her 

adornm,  nts  flow  ? 
Immortal  heav'n  '   if  man  may  dare 
Climb  rhither  to  refrefh  h»  care  ! 
What  means  our  God  '  when  he  requires, 
That  man   in  virtue's  rugged  paths  fljou'd 

tread, 
tf  to  blcffings  he  afpircs  ? 


And  yet,  ftrange  paradox  !  permit*  to 

foe*, 
The    mounts  of  power,  from  whence  to  aim 

their  blows, 

And  hurl  red  ruin  down  in  furer  throws, 
With  levell'd  malice  nicely  pois'd  to  hit  the  climfi- 

ing  head, 
While  they  fit  fafe,  and  laugh  above  to  fee  th' 

afpirer  dead  ! 

Why  ?  If  reafons  may  be  giv'n 
To  earth  for  laws  which  pafs  in  heav'n  ! 
Why  am  1  doom'd  to  toil  with  vain  defira  f 
Be  ever  climbing  and  yet  never  higher  ? 

Why  am  I  curs'd  with  fcenc*  of  helplef*  woe, 
Which  fince  to  cure  I  muft  not  reach*  th-  pow'r, 
Why  am  I  rot  permitted —  <>r  •.  >  kin  w:l 
Why  feels  not  yon  proud  lord  i::.-  [hare, 

Of  my  heart  piercing  t  re, 
For  fuff'rings  I   can   m  ithcr  help,  n  <i  wl. 

u-'nefs  are? 

Why  llee,>  pi  (i. ccs  void  of  pain, 
For  thofe  fad  thoufands  who  comp.ain; 
And  wafh  with  tears  their  deep-dy'd  griff 

in  vain  ? 

Thefe  men  could  lend  compaffi  m  hands  ro  rcadr 
The  finking  mis'ries  which  their  help  befcech  I 
I,  who  my  own  misfortunes  cannot  cure, 
With  barren  foriow  other  men's  endure  ! 
WhHe  they  whofc  fmiles  might  heal  and  voioe 

might  chear, 

Have  eyes,   and  cannot  fee  1 — have  ears,  and 
will  not  hear  ? 

*Tis  wcnd'rous  ftrarge all  this! — but  man  fhould 

never  gaze, 
With  fearch  too  curious  on  the  my  flic  ways, 

Which  form  the.,foul-bewild'ring  maze  I 
It  is  enough  for  us  that  there  muft  be 

Ends  in  this  we  cannot  fee  ! 

And  fince  'tis  vain  to  tug  at  fate, 

With  unavailing  human  weight, 
Let  us  throw  down  this  load  of  doubt  with  whidr 

no  race  is  won  : 

And  fwift  to  eaficr  conquefts  lighter  run, 
The  way  which  rcafon  is  not  bid  to  fhun  ! 
Let  us  with  never-yielding  courage  ftrive, 

In  fpite  of  villany  to  thrive; 
And  from   our   refolution's  ipring  long  dreams  of  < 

blifs  derive  ! 
Like  the  gay  ball  ftruck  down  ftill  higher  let 

us  rife, 

And  obftinate  difpute  th'  unwilling  prize  ! 
Rebound  with  ten  fold  vigour  at  each  blow  ! 
And  that  to  wounds  we  may  a  vi&.jry  owe, 
Antaeus  like  fpring  frefh  from  ev'ry  throw  : 
Till  fhort-breath  d  fortune  tir'd  and  fkk  with  our 

unthought-  defence, 
At  once,  permits  us  to  enjoy  both  her   and  in- 
nocence. 

Well  then  !  refolve  we  ! — be  it  fo  : 
Further  thought  we  fhall  not  need  : 

That  we  fet  forward  ftands  decreed  ! 

But  hold  !  what  journey  (hall  we  choofc  & 
go? 
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I  wfll  embark  me,  on  yon  boundlefs  fea  ! 

The   fea  of  knowledge !  proud !    imperious 
ftore  !  [fhore, 

Of  heaven- affaultincr  waves  which  gnaw  the 

On  ev'ry  fide  with  hungry  roar  ! 
Yet  always  gaping  altvays  fwailowing  more, 
ill  flows  forever,  and   will  flow — voracious  as 

before! 

Well!   I  am  fail'd  ! — I  plow  the  foamy  deep, 
And  now  my  climbing  vefTel  mounts  on  high, 

And  now  I  fweep  the  ftarry  Iky  ! 
And  now  !  ftand    firm  my  brain!  rufli  down 
the  wat'ry  fteep  !  I  try  ! 

Ah  me  !  half-founder'd  now,  m  Vain  all  arts  I 
This  way  and  thar,  immortal  heaven  I  drive  ! 

Currents  encount'ring  currents,  ftrive ! 
The  fruitlefs  rudder  ill-obey'd  in  vain, 
Struggles  opprefs'd  againft  the  madding  main, 
Eddies  crofs   eddies   whirl-— and  whelm  it  back 
again ! 

Hold  !   I  am  fick,  I'll  fail  no  moire  : 

Pilot  give  thy  labours  o'er! 

|»ut  in  and  feek  repofe  on  yonder  peaceful  (bore. 
Where  am  I  now  ?~-'Tis  wond'rous   dark   all 

round  ! 

What  means  this  fhadow-cover'd  ground  ! 
This  is  the  land  of  ignorance  wild  and  rude  ! 
Bleak  comfortlefs  and  bare  : 
A  dreary  foil !  an  empty  air  1 
By  fhadowy  nothings  I  am  here  purfued; 
A  gape,  and  yawn,  and  tire  in  fleepy  folitude  ! 
Let  me  turn  which  way  I  will, 
Sight  has  narrow  quarters  ftill ! 
Scarce  can  I  fee  above  a  fathom  round ; 
I  tread  on  foft  and  fandy  ground  ! 
At  ev'ry  Acp  I  take,  my  feet  fink  in ; 
Already  I  to  fear  I  know  hot  what  begin  ! 
Hark  !  what  ftrange  noife  is  that  which  whiftles 

round  my  head  ? 

Gholh  and  gobblings  this  way  tread ! 
Aftonifli'd  eyes  !  what  fcenes  about  me  draw  ! 
Now  ftagg'rihg  reafon,  where's  thy  law  ? 
My  foul  grows  Weak  with  childlih  awe  : 
FanCy  has  courage  captive  led  ; 
Empty  fbmethings  ftili  I  dread  ! 
JHa  !  fee— at  once  what  objects  rife  ! — How  horri- 
bly they  fpread  ! 

it  trod  too  loud,  and  with  the  noife  have  wak'd  the 
filent  dead. 

Fly,  fly,  night- wand'ring  feet !  explore  loft  day. 
If  this  the  land  of  ignorance  be, 
I'll  drive  again  on  learning's  fea ! 
•  Here  I  dare  no  longer  ftay  ! 
',     And  yet  I  fee  not  how  to  get  awa:y ! 

What's  this  ? — methinks  I  fee  the  rufliy  brink 
Of  ibme  deep  current  in  my  way  ! 
Help,  help  me,  fortune,  or  I  link  1 
Now  I  am  in,  whelm'd  o'er  amidft  the  flood  ! 
:     Ha!  though  the  chance  was  bad  th'  effect;  is 

good ! 

It  is  not  water  this,  but  fluid  mud. 
>  Stagnate  and  thick  the  fieepy  depth   I  tread  with 

unhop'd  eafe  ! 

And  now  I  fee  the  land  again  ;  and  now 
The  liquid  field  I  up  before  me  plough  : 


Wade  out  and  climb  the  bank  by  flow  degrees  ' 
I've  'fcap'd  the  lake,  thank  heav'n  !  but  all  this 

while 
I  wander  guidelefs  in  the  fame  dark  ifle. 

What's  this  which  would  be  thought  a  wind  ? 
Which  heaves  by  flugnHh  fits  the  drowfy  air  ? 

Which  creeps  in  broken  murmurs  far  behind, 
And  idly  feems  to  flumber  in  its  care  ?  [affuage  ; 
Now  fwells  in  fudden  gufts,  now  does  at  once 
Like  drunken  nicn  who  ftrive  to  talk,  but  fleep 

amidft  their  rage  ? 

Curfe  on  his  foul-condenfmg  folitude  ! 
This  land  of  ignorance  appears  as  rude  ; 
And  far  more  dangerous  thefe  naa&ive  ills, 
Than  all  the  bufy  frightfulnef*  which  fills 
Yon  fea,  where  ftorms  my  devious  bark  purfued  ! 
Tell  me  then,  directive  ftar, 
Thou  that  guid'ft  me  from  afar, 
If  learning's  voyage  is  not  fafe  to  take, 
And  ign'rance,  dreadful  ihore,  I  now  forftkej 
What  more  inviting  land  my  next  look-out  fhall 
make  ? 

I  fee,  methinks,  far  off  a  fudden  glare ! 

Ha  !   look— a  mburitain  rifes  to  the  fea  ! 

From  which  ten  thouiind  flames  fliot  through 

the  air, 

Spread  circling  brightnefs  wide  to  fiich  degree, 
That  a  kind  trail  of  light  darts  outward  ev'u  to  me  ! 
Blefs'd  with  this  glorious  unexpected  guide, 

I  look  about  me  now  with  pride  ! 
And  lo"!  a  narrow  caufeway  thither  leads  : 
Narrow  indeed  it  is,  and  feems  to  fhow, 
That  few  ihould  hence  to  yon  gay  mountain  go  ! 

Care  and  diligence  there  needs ; 
For  ev'ry  tot.t'ring  ftep  t  ftumble  fo, 
That  fc.aree  I  'fcape  the  waves  which  foam  and 

break  below  ! 

Would  1  had  never  landed  on  this  fhore ; 
This  canfeway  is  a  dangerous  paffage  o'er; 
And  I  was  nearer  to  che  mount  before,     [roar  ! 
When  my  Bark  mifs'd  its  fight  amidft  the  ocean's 
Courage,  my  foul,  I  fhall  anon  b'c  there  ! 
I  know  the  country  now  as  I  draw  near  : 
It  is  the  far-fam'd  realm  of  war  ! 
How  red  the  fkies  about  it  ate  ! 
Oh,  let  me  climb  the  cliffy  fteep,  and  ftrike  yon 
toprnoft  ftar  ! 

Thank  heaven  !  my  achng  foot  has  reach'd  the 

ftrand  : 
What's  this  ?  the  earth  is  iron  ;  and  fulphur  all 

the  fand. 
Inftead  of  a-ir,  here's  fmoke ; — but  flame  does 

light  fupply  ! 

And  from  within  where  ftrongly  fed  they  lie, 
Torrents  of  fiery  day  break  up  and  ftreak  the  footy 

fley! 

Hark  !  as  up  the  hill  I  go,  [roar, 

From  the  wide  top  huge  full-mouth'd  thunders 
While  far  within  and  more  below, 
Hoarle  infant  noifes  faintly  blow  ; 
And,  flowly  rifing,  more  and  more, 
Grumble,  in  horrid  notes,  their  new-taught  leflons 

o'er  : 

Some  the  flirill  trumpet  imitate,  and  fome 
Buffet,  unlkill'd,  the  fallen  drum. 
3  Aij 
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Through  my  aftonifhM  ear,  harfti-mingling  pafs 
M  he  found  ol'beils,  cJufh'di'words,  and  clatt'ring 

brafs. 

Loud-neighing  hori'es,  dorms  of  vollied  fhor, 
Shouts,  groans,  and  words  confounded  all,  heard, 

hut  diftinguifh'd  not. 

Well,  I  am  up  at  laft ;  and  now  I'm  here, 
Let  me  look  round  and  fee  how  things  appear. 
Oh  !  my  glad  foul-— what  profpecHs  open  there, 

My  hope-enlivening  heart  to  cheer  ? 
Now  1  am  in  my  wifli'd,  my  proper  fphcre ; 
"What  is  there  in  yon  fail  -ken'd  world  which  hence 

we  may  not  lhare  ? 
Oh,  Heaven  !  whatfalfe  appearance  dwells  below; 

How  is  man  deceiv'd  by  fhow ! 
Yon  Viceroys  (as  they  would  be  thought)  of  fate  ; 

Yon  poppet  mariagers  of  ftate  ; 
Thofc  things  which  bid  life-wafting  followers  wait 
For  bubbles,  whickat  jewel's  price  they  rate  ; 
And  puff  and  fvvcH  with  empty  pride — and  call 

themfelves  the  great. 
Ye  ftars  ! — How  humbly  they  all  look  this  way, 

As  who  would  feem  to  fay,— 
Great  birs !  permit  us  ftill  to  cheat  the  fools  with 

whom  we  play ; 

They  turn  to  us  the  cringing  fide,  and  ftrut  the 
other  way. 

Soul  recline  and  take  thy  eafe  ; 

Look  about  thee  by  degrees ; 

The  profpecTs  wide  enough  to  plcafc. 
Since  the  commanding  top  is  thus  attain' d, 

Ufe  with  care  th*  advantage  gain'd. 
What  wilt  thou  do  that  thus  1  feel  thee  fwell  ? 
In  ftruggling  filence  loves  tltfign  to  dwell. 

Or  are  thy  views  too  vaft  to  tell  ?          [well. 
Go  on,  form  boldly,  fwift  refolve — and  cxecutt  it 

Send  out  fancy,  fhe  can  fly  ; 

Nimbly  wing'd,  her  own  bell  fpy; 

Every  danger,  ere  drawn  nigh, 
Th'  air-footed  Amazon  difcerns,  and  fcatter»  with 
her  eye. 

Fancy  then,  prour!  goddefs !  rife  ; 

From  earth  extend  thy  flretching  fize, 
And  pufh  thy  active  head  through  the  difcover'd 
flcies. 

Stamp,  ambitious,  with  thy  foot, 

And  bid  the  threaten'd  world  look  to't; 
For  thou  haft   mighty  work  to  do,  and   power 

enough  to  do't. 
Grafp  yon'ekaping  earthquake,  'twould  depart ; 

Blow  new  vigour  to  its  heart. 
Take  it  and  give  the  lazy  globe  a  fhake ; 

And  when  fcar'd  nature's  broad  awake, 

All  her  coy  aid  demand  and  take. 

Break  open  ev'ry  inmoft  part; 
Through  all  the  gloomy  chafms  of  matter  dart ; 

Let  in  light  to  find  out  art; 

_  And  fmile  to  fee  the  blaze-fhot  nymph  with  fud- 
den  wonder  ftart. 

Seize  her  quickly,  bind  her  faft, 

Diftant  elfe  behind  her  caft  ;  [paft. 

A  thouland  niazy  turnings  firft  muft  tedioufly  be 

Doubly  arm'd,  and  fcated  thus, 
is  new  a  match  for  us  ? 


Begin,  begin  the  glorious  talk! 
Dcfcend  at  once  and  ftrip  yon  kings  of  power*! 

ill  painted  mafk '. 

Tell  'em  they  the  nymph  difgrace  ; 

Power  fhould  wear  a  lovely  face  ; 

And  hideoufly  to  hidg  her  charms  i»  horrible  and 

bafe.  [for  place, 

Bid  'cm,  in  empire's  mafquerade,  elbow  no  more 

But  bravely  dare  put  on  plain  truth,  and  fcorn  a 

borrow'd  face. 

Are  they  difturb'd  ? — Ts  all  the  hive  in  armj.  ? 
See  they  buz  in  hoftile  fwarms  ! 
But  'tis  no  matter,  let  'cm  bring 
Hoarded  malice  in  their  fling ; 
They  cannot  pierce,  much  lefs  difplume,  the  pi- 
nions of  thy  wing. 
What  is  that  they  fcek  to  know  ? 
What  commiflion  we  can  fhow. 
Tell  me,  Fancy,  was  it  fo  ? 
CommifGons  fay  are  fomctimes  forms  which  men1 

to  cuftom  owe  ; 
A  fliape  of  power  which  tyrants  fteal,  and  havinji 

ftol'n,  beftow. 

Yet,  to  pleafe  *em,  be  they  told, 
From  higher  hands  than  theirs  we  hold  ! 
From  juftice,  truth,  and  reafon  fay, 
That  great  triumvirate  of  power  ! — which  they 

•  Pretend,  and  but  pretend  t'  obey  ! 
This  our  authority  ;  and  if  thefe  not  fufSce, 

We  can  fhow  'em  large  fupplies 
Of  vengeance,  force,  and  ilubborn  will ;  our  fwora 

auxiliaries. 

Now  they  tremble,  now  they  mourn, 
Now  with  helplefs  rage  they  burn  ! 
Well  may  they  rave  indeed  to  fee  their  friendl 

againft  'em  turn. 
Stay  !  and  e'er  we  farther  go, 
Let  our  great  meaning  be  aloud  proclaim'd  : 
Our  deeds  (hall  be  as  juft  as  fam'd. 
Friends  and  enemies  (hall  know 
Why  we  make  war,  and  what  we  mean  to  do. 
Herald  vengeance  !  fwift  arife  ! 
Shall  with  fteel  thy  flinty  heart ! 
And  fince  by  nature  blind  thou  art, 
Bury  thy  lifted  hand  in  yonder  flcies, 
And  pluck  two  comets  down  to  ferve  for  eyes. 

Dawb  thy  difmal  face  with  blood  ! 
And  with  cxtcnfive  ftride,  crofiing  the  trembling) 
flood  [fhook  robe, 

Of  fire-embroider'd  fmoke,   throw   on   a  wind- 

And  (hoot  thy  fhadow  over  half  the  globe. 
In  thy  right  hand  lift  quiv'ring  light'nings  high! 

Hardly  held,  and  mad  to  fly  ! 
From  thy  raii'd  left  let  heaven's  loud  bolt  be 

hurl'J ; 

And  roll  th'  alarming  thunder  round  the  world. 
When  wak'd  attention  pricks  her  frighted  ear, 
And  {talking  apprehenfion  pants  with  fear; 
When  all  the  darting  nations  upward  look, 

By  convuliive  horror  fhook, 
Borrow  the  northern  wind's  big  voice,  and  then 
Three  times  pronounce  O  yes !  and  thus  addrc& 
the  fous  of  men  : 

Hear,  ye  people  !  far  and  wide ; 
Reafon's  force  will  now  be  try'd  ; 
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Tremble,  ye  tyrants !  at  the  near  defence 
Of  long  opprel's'd  and  helplefs  ir.nocence. 
[Where  is  the  wretch,  who,  deep  r.ntrench'd  in  ftate 

Impioufly  defies  hi*  fate  ; 
(And  dares  be  wicked  without  bounds  becaufe  inr 

menfely  great  ? 
Him  let  injur'd  virtue  fhow, 
And  we  proclaim  ourfelves  his  foe. 
Fortunate  ufurpers  quake  !  [take 

!Let  the  forc'd  thrones,  whofe  feats  uncall'd  ye 

Beneath  your  pond'rous  ruin  fhake  ; 
Or  let  'cm  fwell  to  throw  you  out ;  or  with  your 
fortunes  break  [wealth 

Rapine  difguis'd  in  law,  opprefllon  arm'd  with 
Rock-keurted  cruelty,  and  fcornful  pride, 
Hear  and  tremble  when  ye  know, 
We  the  great  healers  bring  th'  unhappy — health, 
JAnd  draw  the  thorn  from  virtue's  bleeding  fide. 
.  jYe  fap-engrofling  weeds  which  but  for  mifchief 

grow  ; 

[Pay  plunder'd  excellence,  ye  flaves  !  the  vaft  ar- 
rears you  owe, 

I  Or  we  pronounce  ourfelves  your  mortal  foe. 
Wifdom,  knowledge,  jufHce,  art. 
Peace,  meeknefs,  truth,  and  fandity  of  heart ; 
Difcourag'd  induitry,  unfriended  grief, 
Charity,  gentlenefs,  and  to  be  brief, 
Each  weeping  virtue  that  deferves  and  has  not 

found  relief, 

March  and  join  us;  we  are  friends. 
What  though  your  numbers  are  but  few? 
Our  mufter's  well- weigh'd  ftrength  attends  ; 
Where   fhow   is   wanting    fubftance   makes 

amends, 

We,  your  allies,  can  lend  you  arms — and  give  you 
courage  too. 

They  come  from  ev'ry  part,  they,  gathering,  fly; 
But,  trembling,  back'.vard  caft  a  doubtful  eye, 
I  AftoninYd  at  the  hoftile  fwarnis  which  round  'ern 

ihad'wing  lie  ! 

Safety  from  fiient  caves  arife  : 
,  Yon  cryftal  pillar  from  heaven's  palace  break, 
And  cope  it  down  to  our  allies, 
'Twill  a  glitt'ring  caufeway  make. 
So  they  are  paft,  encamp  'em  on  th'  afcent ; 
"Stretch  out  the  bright  divifions  lir,  by  line; 
Unfold  our  milky  enfigns  to  the  wind ; 
Draw  the  battalions  down  in  juft  extent; 
And  bid  the  iron  face  of  battle  fhine. 
What's  this  1  the  rafh  audacious  foe, 

Far  from  fear,  and  mad  with  pride, 
Scorns  to  wait  a  threaten'd  blow, 

And  this  way  turns  invafton's  tide  : 
They  will  not  ftay  it  feems  to  be  a  fecond  time 
defy'd.  [part, 

They  weigh,  they  fail,  they  fpread  from  ev'ry 

Numbers  following  numbers  ftart. 
Their  navies  hide  the  fea  through  which  they 

fweep  ; 

And  th' o'er-labour'd  wind  grown  fick  at  heart, 
After  the  flagging  canvafs  feems  to  creep  ; 
i  And   groans  behind,   opprefs'd   with  weight  fo 

ftrong, 

And  puffing  ftorms,  with  cheeks  half-burft,  fcarce 
jwlh  it  flow  along* 


Tis  worth  our  wonder,  Fancy,  fmce  we  are 
PofTefs'd  at  once  of  the  whole  realm  of  war, 
Whence  thofe  prodigious  magazines  fhonld 
fpring,  [bring. 

Which  nations,  ill-ally'd,  do  thus  againft  ua 
At  times  exported  hence,  at  firft  they  went 
Like  naval  florcs  from  Chriftendom,  to  Barbary 

rovers  fent ; 

And  hoarded  long,  to  be  at  laft  ill  fpent, 
Come  now  againft  their  mother's  bofom  bent. 
Since  it  is  thus  we'll  Jiff 'rent  arms  prepare  ! 
Our  terrors  fhall  new  unknown  habits  wear  ; 
And  like  our  caufe,  our  weapons  too  fhall  huge 

advantage  bear ! 
Nature  our  confederate  found, 
And  Proteus' art  our  captive  bound  ; 
What  force  can  earth  agajnft  us  bring  which  thefe 

{hall  not  confound ! 

Hear,  thou  tall  foreft,  from  thy  loos'ning  root 
Hither  thy  piny  offspring  fhoot  : 
And  thou,  proud  hoft  ot  gloom-arrefting  oak, 
Through  whofe  clofe  ranks  the  day's  light  horfe 

ne'er  broke, 

With  reverend  awe  confefs  the  mighty  call  ! 
Nod  confent— and  groaning  fall  !  [join 

Now  fwift  together  rufh  again,  once  more  ciofcr 

With  animated,  fympathetic  twine  ! 
Embrace  at  once,  and  new  in  form  with  concave 

beauty  fhine  ! 

D.efcend  complete,  and  plough  the  flood  in  naval- 
bodied  line  ! 

Scorn  the  help  of  canvafs  wings  ! 
Art  fhall  Send  fclf-moving  fprings  ! 
Your  adive  forms  fhall  never  need  attend  the  hu- 
morous wind; 

Self-oar'd  with  fpoky  fins  your  furrowing  keel* 
Shall  d.afh  the  billows  back  with  living  wheels; 
And  ftriking  fwiftly  every  mark  defign'd, 
Sweep  on  through  winds  and  tides   averfe,  and 
leave  the  gales  behind. 

Mountain,  open  thy  hot  breaft,  thy  iron  finew& 

ftrain  ! 

Bleed  at  every  nit'rous  vein  ! 
Yawn  horrible,  and  with  convulfive  pains 
Burft  thy  flame-lab'ring  head,  and  fhooc  thy  mi- 
neral brains 

Take  'em,  art,  and  mix  'em  well ! 
Thou  canft  the  dark  proportions  tell ! 
Let  death  the  bitter  kernel  be,  and  forge  thoa 

thick  the  fhell ! 

Kindle  a  fire  like  light'ning  blue  1 
And  that  its  dreadful  work  it  may  unerring  do, 
Breathe  a  living  fpirit  through, 
And  give  the  deadly  compound  fight,  and  force 

and  fwifcnefs  too  ! 
Take  this  new  gigantic  mould  ; 
And  by  it  form  fuch  tubes  as  may  befit 
The  mafs  which  their  impregnate  wombs  muffc 

hold! 

Ram  their  greedy  throats  with  it ; 
And  teach  new  thunders  to  out-mouth  the  old  I 

Hold,  it  not  fuflices  yet! 
Not  one  advantage  fhall  the  proud  foe  boaft  ; 

'  Fis  not  enough  that  victory  we  get, 
Unlefs  the  gain  is  ours  with  nothing  loft  i 
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Bid  yon  aerial  fubftance  (hed  its  down  ; 
Spin  it  thir  k,  and  weave  it  ftrong  ! 
Uraw  out  the  force-repelling  texture  long  ; 
And  with  it  fence  each  vcffel  round,  like  iome 

well  bulwark'd  town  ; 

Now  we  are  proof  againft  their  gathcr'd  pride, 
Be  all  their  batteries  on  us  hourly  try'd  ! 
Breathlefs  and   dead  their  fruitlefs  force  {hall 
kifs  our  foft'ned  fide. 

Embark,  ye  well-appointed  few,  embark  ! 
Put  out,  and  meet  the  number-trufting  foe  ! 
Their  circling  fleet  has  made  the  day  look 
dark,  [blow ! 

And  feems  in  fable  drefs'd  to  mourn  the  coming 
Rufh  againft  'em — gore  'em  through  ! 
Bear  'em  down  beneath  the  fea  ! 
As  weeds  before  the  furrowing  plough  $orn  up 

and  buried  be  ! 
If  while  onward  ye  purfue, 
On  cither  fide  they  flank  ye  too  ;  [throats, 
At  once  clear  all   your  thunder's   dreadful 
And  roar  deftru&ion  out  in  paffant  notes ! 
'  Tis  done ;  and  glorioufly  the  banifh'd  day, 
Which  late  their  gloomy  fquadrons   chas'd 

away, 

Reftor'dtriumphantfhineswith  ten-fold  light: 
Their  curling  ruin  fhines  to  heaven,  and  makes 

the  fun  more  bright ! 

See,  fee,  mark  well  this  fcene-recording  faime ! 
The  hifling  ocean  toils  with  vain  defire, 
To  quench  with  fpouting  waves  the  batt'ling 

flame; 
But  fcorch'd  with  clinging  heat,  and  mad 

with  fhame, 

Does  every  way  at  once  in  blazing  tides  retire, 
And  flying  frights  th  aftonifh'd  world  with  floods 
of  liquid  fire.  [feels  ; 

Pride-fvvoll'n  oppreffion  now  hot  vengeance 
Their  falling  flags  blufh  deep  in  blood  ! 
And  hide  their  fhame  within  the  flood  ! 
Their  mafts  turn  downward,  and  th'  uplifted 

keels 

Float  reverfe  with  wave-wa(h'd  reel§ !    [gay, 

And  all  th' extended  ftrength  but  nowfo  proudly 

Like  (how-top'd  fields  o'er-run  by  fire,  melts  all  at 

once  away. 

"Whither  (hall  we  now  proceed  ? 

Turn  your  heads  to  yon  white  fliore ; 

Follow  fortune  ftill  with  fpeed, 

Ye  who  would  engage  her  more  ! 
It  matters  nothing  what  we  now  have  done  ; 
Or  vict'ry  muft  be  well  purfued,  or  (he  is  never  won. 

Ha  !  what  means  yon  op'ning  fcenc  ? 

The  warlike  land  is  gilded  o'er 
With  glitt'rwg  arm*  in  diftant  marches  feen, 


And  graceful  troops  that  edge  the  guarded 
And  from  behind  to  clofc  us  up  between, 
A  huge  half  moon  of  naval  ilrength, 
Strctch'd  in  gay  and  pompous  length, 
Advances  on  us  flow  and  well  affur'd  : 
Thefe  canr.ot  of  the  number  be,  who  late  fuch  lof 

endur'd  ! 

Mark  the  impatient  hafte  of  thofe  behind  ! 
As  if  o'erj  >y'd  an  enemy  to  find  ; 
Their  wanton  dreamers  lafli  the  lazy  wind, 
And  like  their  genius  hov'iing  in  the  air  ! 

See  that  glorious  fomething  there': 
Which  does  a  form  unufual  feem  to  bear  ; 

Moving  awful ;  looking  kind  ; 
Now  glides  before  to  light  'em  on ;  now  checn 

'em  up  behind. 

In  fhape  a  lion  fierce,  and  ftrong  it  feems, 
But  like  fome  figure  fancy-form'd  that  fills  men* 

active  dreams ; 
An  eagle's  talons  and  keen  bill  it  dreadful  feemij 

to  bear ; 

An  eagle's  broad  and  fhad'wy   wings  direcT:  it 
through  the  air ! 

Obferve  what's  he,  who  folemnly  fevere, 
With  grave  and  awful  fenfe  of  majefty, 
Hemm'd  with  reverence  does  appear  ! 
Whofe  eye  fo  piercing  feems  to  be  ! 
Whofe  forehead  wears  beneficence  to  temper  dij 

nity  ! 
Who  marche*  ftatejy  down  yon  hill  to  fee ; 

But  not  to  fee  with  fear  ! 
To  look  and  judge  what  we  may  be  ! 

Ye  powers  where  are  we  ? How  did  fan* 

ftcer  ? 

I  know  the  hero ;  now  he  draws  more  near ! 
How  came  we  blindly  thus  to  touch  a  fliore  ? 
Thus  hoftilely  a  land  explore, 
Where  heaven  does  only  bleffings  {lore  ? 
Where  wailing  forrow  (hall  be  heard  no  more, 
Nor  virtue  e'er  in  vain  the  help  of  power  im- 
plore ! 

Away  !  heave  anchor  !  we've  no  bufinefs  here ! 
Yet  flay !  divinely  led,  I  err  th'  unmeant  good  to 

blame  ! 

Infpir'd  at  once  I  fee  and  own  'twas  heaven's  un- 
erring aim  ! 

Hail,  immortal  fon  of  fame  ! 
Take  thefe  legions,  th«y  are  thine  ! 
With  theirs  thy  navy  (hall  refiftlefs  join  ; 
And  virtue's  fquadrons  led  by  thee,  o'er  earth'j 

whole  furface  fhine. 

Root  out  oppreffion  wherefoe'er  (he  grows, 
Let  ftubborn  tyranny  fall  dead  beneath  thy  pond*. 

rous  blows ! 

And  over  all  the  v/ide-watch'd  world  leave  inno» 
fence  no  foes. 
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Even  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes  train, 
Inflam'd  by  thce,  attempt'a  nobler  drain; 
Advent'rous  waken  the  Mceolian  lyre, 
Tun'd  by  your  hand,  and  fmg  as  you  infpirc  ; 
So  arm'd  by  great  Achilles  for  the  fight, 
Patroclus  conqner'd  in  Achilles'  right ; 
Like  theirs  our  friendftup  !  and  I  boaft  my  name 
To  thine  united-/*-  tby  friendjbi^ s  fame. 


EPISTLE  TO 


PRINTED  BY 


EDINBURGH: 

AND  SOX,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
1794. 


THE  LIFE  OF  BROOME. 


"WILLIAM  BROOME  was  born  in  Chefture,  as  is  faid,  of  very  mean  parents.  Of  the  time  and  place 
of  his  birth,  or  the  early  part  of  his  life,  no  intelligence  is  to  be  found.  He  was  educated  upon  the 
foundation  at  Eton,  and  had  the  misfortune  of  being  captain  of  the  fchaol  for  one  whole  year,  1707, 
without  any  vacancy,  by  which  he  might  have  obtained  a  fcholarfhip  in  King's  College,  Oxford. 

Being  by  this  delay,  fuch  as  has  happened  but  four  times  in  1 60  years,  in  1619,  1653,  1707,  and 
1736,  fuperannuated,  his  friends  fent  him  to  St.  John's  College,  where,  by  their  affiflance,  and  m 
fhiall  exhibition,  he  was  maintained  till  he  entered  into  orders. 

At  his  college  he  had  the  reputation  of  being  an  excellent  Greek  fcholar  and  a  flcilful  verfifier, 
but  he  is  defcribed,  as  being  a  contracted  fcholar,  and  a  mere  verfifier,  unacquainted  with  life,  and 
tsnikilful  in  converfation.  He  was  fo  much  addicted  to  verifying,  that  his  companions  familiarly 
called  him  Poet.  When  he  had  opportunities  of  mingling  with  mankind,  he  cleared  himfelf,  it  is 
faid,  from  great  part  of  his  fcholaftic  ruft. 

He  appeared  early  in  the  world  as  a  tranflator  of  the  "  Iliad"  into  profe,  in  conjunction  with 
Ozell  and  Oldifworth  ;  but  his  fhare  in  that  verfion,  which  is  now  neglected,  is  not  known.  He 
tvas  introduced  to  Pope,  who  was  then  upon  a  vifit  to  Sir  John  Cotton  at  Madingley  near  Cam- 
bridge, and  gained  fo  much  of  his  efteem,  that  he  was  employed  with  Jortin  to  make  extracts  from  Eu- 
ilathius  for  the  notes  to  the  tranflation  of  the"  Iliad ;"  and  in  the  fccond  volume  of  "  Mifcellaneous 
Poems,  Tranflations,  and  Imitations,"  publifhed  by  Lintot,  commonly  called  "  Pope's  Mifcellanies," 
twelve  of  his  early  pieces  were  inferted.  That  he  furnifhed  "  the  greater  part  of  the  Remarks  from 
Euftathius,"  together  with  feveral  excellent  obfervatione,  is  acknowledged  by  Pope ;  who,  it  has 
teen  faid,  promifed  him  a  handfome  gratuity  for  his  trouble  ;  and,  when  the  work  was  finifhed, 
quarrelled  with  him,  and  difsppoimed  him  of  the  promifed  reward.  It  is  certain  that  Broome  thus 
reprefented  the  ftory  to  his  friends ;  yet,  in  a  letter  to  Lord  Hervey  from  Pope,  who  had  been 
charged  with  "  felling  Broome's  woiks,  printed  with  Pope's  name,"  he  tells  his  Lordlbip  he  print- 
ed not  his  name  before  a  line  of  the  perfon's  his  Lordfhip  mentions;  befides,  my  Lord,  when  you 
faid  I  fold  another  man's  works,  you  ought  in  juftice  to  have  added  that  I  bought  them,  which  very 
much  alters  the  cafe.  What  I  gave  was  500 1. ;  his  receipt  can  be  produced  to  your  Lordlhip." 

Ruffhead  relates  that  Broome,  in  conjunction  with  Fenton,  had  formed  a  defign  of  tranflating 
the  CJy/ey,  while  Pope  was  employed  upon  the  "  Iliad,"  and  went  through  feveral  books  of 
the  Ody/ey,  which  they  defired  himtoperufe;  and  having  made  a  confiderable  progrefs  in  the 
trarflation  himfelf,  adopted  what  he  found  thus  ready  for  the  advancement  of  his  work. 

It  is  fome  confirmation  of  what  is  thus  related,  that  among  the  poems  in  "  Pope's  Mifcellany" 
there  is  one  To  a  Gentlemen  icko  correct d  fome  of  my  V  rfes^  the  title  of  which  he  afterwards  thus 
changed,  To  Mr.  A.  Pope,  ivho  torrefied  my  Verfes. 

That  the  verfion  of  the  Odyjfey  was  not  wholly  Pope's  was  always  known.  He  had  men- 
tioned the  afliflance  of  two  friends  in  his  propofals;  and  at  the  end  of  the  work  fome  account  is 
given  by  Broome  of  their  different  parts,  which,  however,  mentions  only  five  books  as  written  by 
the  coadjutors;  the  fourth  and  twentieth  by  Fenton,  the  fixth,  the  eleventh,  and  eighteenth,  by 
himfelf;  though  Pope,  in  an  advenifemem  prefixed  afterwards  to  a  new  volume  of  his  works, 
claimed  only  twelve. 

The  books  allotted  to  Fenton  were  the  firft,  the  fourth,  the  nineteenth,  and  the  twentieth  ;  to 
the  lot  cf  Broome  fell  the  feccrd,  fixth,  eighth,  eleventh,  twelfth,  fix;eenth,  eighteenth,  and  twenty- 
third,  with  all  ths  notes, 
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The  price  at  which  Pope  purchafed  this  afliftance  was  300  1.  to  Fenton,  and  500  I.  to  Broome, 
with  as  many  copies  to  his  friends  as  made  one  hundred  more.  The  payment  made  to  Fenton  is 
not  certainly  known.  Lord  Orrery  fays  "  it  was  an  errant  trifle:"  Broome's  us  very  diftinctly  told 
by  Pope  in  the  notes  to  the  "  Dunciad.  ' 

It  is  evident,  that,  according  to  Pope's  own  eftimate,  Broome  was  unkindly  treated.  If  four 
books  could  merit  300 1.  eight  and  all  the  notes,  equivalent  at  leaft  to  four,  had  certainly  a  right  t» 
more  than  fix. 

Broome,  probably  finding  that  Pope  got  more  than  either  of  them  expected,  was  dtfirous  of  a 
(hare ;  but  though  Pope  was  not  generous  on  this  occafion,  if  Broome  received  what  they  agreed 
for,  there  feems  no  jufl  ground  of  cuniplaint 

There  w«s  for  fome  time,  from  whatever  caufe,  more  than  coldnefs  between  Broome  and  his 
employer.  He  always  fpoke  of  Pope,  as  did  his  friend  Fenton,  as  too  much  a  lover  of  money,  and 
Pope  purfued  him  with  avowed  holtiiity  ;  T>r  he  not  only  named  him  difrefpectfully  in  the  "  Dun- 
ciad," but  quoted  him  more  than  once  in  the  "Bathos"  as  a  proficient  in  the  "  Art  of  Sinking  ;*'  and 
in  his  enumeration  of  the  different  kinds  of  poets  diflinguilhed  for  the  profound,  he  reckons  Broome 
among  "  the  parrots  who  repeat  another'*  words  in  fuch  a  hoarie  odd  tone  as  makes  them  feem 
their  own." 

It  appears  by  a  letter  from  Pope  to  Broome,  in  1730,  in  which  he  communicated  to  him  an 
mccount  of  the  death  of  Fenton,  which  is  noticed  in  the  life  of  that  amiable  and  elegant  poet,  that 
they  were  afterwards  reconciled,  but  their  peace  was  probably  without  friendfhip. 

In  1727,  he  publiihed  his  Poems  on  Several  Occaftons,  with  a  dedication  to  Lord  Townfhend,  dated 
Jail.  1 6.  1726;  being  at  that  time  rector  of  Sturfton  in  Suffolk,  and  chaplain  to  Charles  Lord 
(afterward  Earl)  Cornwallis. 

.  At  Sturflon  he  married  a  widow  lady  who  had  a  good  fortune,  which  enabled  him  to  take  the 
degree  of  Doctor  of  Laws,  when  the  king  went  to  Cambridge,  April  25.  1728. 
.  Upon  his  rcfignation  of  the  living  of  Sturflon,  he  was  prcfented  by  the  Crown  to  the  rectory  of 
Pulham  in  Norfolk,  in  Auguft  1733,  which  he  held  with  Oakley  Magna  in  Suffolk,  given  him  by 
Lord  Cornwallis,  who  added  the  vicarage  of  Eye  in  Suffolk ;  he  then  refigned  Pulham,  and  retain- 
ed the  other  two  till  his  death. 

Towards  the  latter  end  of  his  life,  he  amufed  himfelf  with  tranflating  Odet  of  Ana  er con,  which  he 
publifhed  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  under  the  fignature  of  Cbejler. 

He  died  at  Bath,  November  16. 1745,  and  was  buried  in  the  Abbey  Church,  by  Dr  Gooch  bifhop 
of  Norwich.  He  left  an  only  fon,  Charles,  who  died  of  the  fmall-pox  in  1747,  an  under  graduate 
of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge. 

His  Pcemt  OH  Several  Occaftons  were  reprinted  in  1*739,  and  again  in  1750,  with  feveral  additions 
and  variations,  which  are  retained  in  the  prefent  edition. 

The  character,  of  Broome,  though  he  never  rofe  to  a  very  high  dignity  in  the  church,  fccms  to 
have  been  amiable  and  rcfpectablc.  At  collegYhe  was  univerfally  beloved  ;  and  in  more  advanced 
life  he  was  diftinguifhed  by  his  exemplary  obfervancif  of  the  focial  and  domeftic  duties,  and  his  piety 
and  diligence  in  the  cxercife  of  his  paftoral  function.  He  is  mentioned  by  Shuckford  (Sacred  ani 
Profane  Eij  cry  Connected,  vol.  Hi.  p.  6o.J  under  the  title  of  "  the  ingenious  Annotator  on  the  Eng- 
lifii  Homer,  whofe  real  worth,  as  well  as  learning,  makes  it  a  pleafure  to  me  to  fay,  that  I  have  a 
friend  f!  f-i  M 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  characterifed  by  correctncfs  of  judgment.elegance  of  di#ion,  and  har- 
mony of  numbers,  rather  than  by  force  of  genius,  or  grace  of  fancy  ;  neither  of  which,  however,  arc 
wanting.  To  examine  his  performances  one  by  one,  would  be  tedious  One  of  his  pieces  is  intituled,  Me- 
lancholy; aft  Ode,  occafioned  by  the  Death  of  a  beloved  Daughter,  I  723  ;  but  it  is  not  quite  certain  that  it  was 
written  on  a  daughter  of  his  own.  His  f  erfes  on  the  Death  of  a  Friend,  which  were  printed  in  1727,  were 
afterwards  very  happily  enlarged,  and  applied  to  Fentoii,  who  died  in  1730.  His  Virfes  to  Mrs, 
glizabeib  ^Town/bend,  on  bir  PiSlure  at  Rainbam,  are  elegant  and  poetical  in  a  high  degree.  Of  his 
Panpbrafes  from  Scripture,  nothing  very  favourable  can  be  faid  ;  yet  the  third  dafter  of  Habatlut,  and 
the  Parapbrafes  from  Jot  and  Ecclefiajl'uus,  have  merit ;  the  language  iiot  being  deficient  either  in 
ftrength  or  melody.  His  Tranjlationt  are  fmooth,  claflical,  and  fpirited ;  and  moil  of 
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pieces  have  fomethlng  to  be  praifed,  cither  in  the  thought  or  the  expreflion.  Dr.  Warton  thinks  the 
books  he  tranflated  for  Pope,  in  the  Odyjfcy,  are  inferior  to  Fenton's  ;  but  it  is  no  fmall  honour  to 
him,  that  the  readers  of  poetry  have  never  been  able  ,to  diftinguilh  his  books  from  thofe  of  Fenton 
and  Pope. 

u  Of  Broome,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  though  it  cannot  be  faid  that  he  was  a  great  poet,  it  would 
f>e  unjuft  to  deny  that  he  was  an  excellent  verfifier  ;  his  lines  are  fmooth  and  fnnorous,  and  his  dic- 
tion is  feledt  and  elegant.  His  rhymes  are  fometimes  unfuitable.  In  his  Melancholy  he  makes  breatb 
rhyme  to  tittb  in  one  place,  and  to  earth  in  another.  Thofe  faults  occur  but  feldom  ;  and  he  had 
fuch  power  of  words  and  numbers,  as  fitted  him  for  tranflation ;  but  in  his  original  works,  recol- 
Icdlion  feems  to  have  been  his  bufinefs  more  than  invention.  His  imitations  are  fo  apparent,  that  it 
is  part  of  his  reader's  employment  to  recal  the  verfes  of  fome  former  poet.  Sometimes  he  copies  the 
nioft  popular  writers ;  for  he  feetns  fcarcely  to  endeavour  at  concealment;  and  fometimes  picks  u|i 
fragments  in  obfcure  corners."  His  lines  to  Fenton, 

Serene  the  fling  of  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile, 
And  make  afflictions  objedls  of  a  fmile, 

brought  to  my  mind  fome  lines  on  the  death  of  Queen  Mary,  written  by  Barnes,  of  whom  I  flioal^ 
apt  have  expected  to  find  an  imitation. 

But  thou,  O  mufc!  whofe  fweet  Nepenthean  tongue 
Can  charm  the  pangs  of  death  with  deathlefs  fong ; 
Can  Jtinging  plagues  with  eafy  thoughts  beguile  ; 
Make  pains  and  tortures  vbjefis  of  a  fmile. 

fi  To  dete A  his  imitations,  were  tedious  and  ufelefs.  What  he  takes  he  feldom  makes  worfe ;  an«i 
he  cannot  be  thought  a  mean  man,  whom  Pope  chofe  for  an  affociate ;  and  whofe  co-operation  wat 
confidered  by  Pope's  enemies  as  fo  important,  that  he  was  attacked  by  Henley  with  this  ludicrous 
#gich." 

Pope  came  off  clean  with  Homer ;  but  they  fay, 
Broome  went  before,  and  kindly  fwept  the  way. 


DEDICATION, 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

CHARLES  LORD  VISCOUNT  TOWNSHEND; 


Late  one  of  his  Majejly's  Principal  Secretaries  of  State,  and  Knight  of  the  Moft 
Noble  Order  of  the  Garter,  tec. 


MY  LORD, 

I  BEG  leave  to  publifli  the  following  poems  under 
your  patronage  :  a  prefent,  I  confefs,  unworthy 
of  it,  and  of  little  value,  excepting  what  gratitude 
gives  it :  but,  I  fear,  it  may  be  efteemed  a  boaft 
rather  than  an  acknowledgment,  or  at  beft  an 
oftentatious  kind  of  gratitude,  to  tell  the  world 
that  I  have  received  the  higheft  obligations  from, 
the  Lord  Townfliend  :  it  is  an  honour  to  be  re- 
garded by  a  perfon  of  fo  diftinguifhed  a  character  : 
I  am  proud  of  it,  and,  not  being  of  a  nature  to  be 
content  with  a  filent  gratitude,  am  not  deterred 
from  owning  it,  though  it  be  liable  to  be  mifcalled 
vanity. 

You  have,  my  Lord,  the  happinefs  to  enjoy 
what  that  great  ftatefman  Walfingham,  who  held 
the  fame  office  which  you  fill  with  fo  much  ho- 
nt^r,  frequently  wifhed,  but  never  obtained:  a 
retirement  from  bufinefs  in  the  declenfion  of  life, 
to  enjoy  age  in  peace  and  tranquillity  :  this  laft 
action  ipeaks  you  truly  great ;  for  that  perfon  who 
by  a  voluntary  retreat,  could  induftrioufly  re- 
nounce all  the  grandeur  of  the  world,  muft  evi- 
dently have  a  foul  above  it. 

Tully  in  his  Tufculum  was  never  more  happy, 
than  the  Lord  Townfliend  in  his  Rainham  : 

"  Where  majeftically  plain 

"  Pure  nature  reigns,  where  varied  views  from 

"  views  [woods, 

"  Diffufive  profpedh  yield  *  :  here  fhagg'd  with 
"  Here  rich  with  harveft,  and  there  white  with 

"  flocks, 

"  And  all  the  gay  horizon  fmiles  around 
**  Full  of  thy  genius !  Lo  !  between  yon  groves 
**  The  dome  with  eafy  grandeur,  like  the  foul 
"  Of  its  great  mafter,  rifing  overlooks 
"  The  fubjeA  regions,  and  commands  the  charms 
"  Of  many  a  pleating  landfcape,  to  the  eye 
"  Delightful  change  !  hej-e  groves  of  loftieft  {hade 
"   W  ave  their  pi  oud  tops,  and  form  of  llatelieft  view 
•*  A  fylvan  theatre  !  while  nature's  hand      [lawn, 
"  Pours  forth   profuie,  o'er   hill,  o'er  vale,  o'er 
"  Her  choiceft  bleflings:  fee!  where  yonder  lake 

*   Set  £fr.  'Tbomfon't  excellent  focertt. 


"  Spreads  its  wide  liquid  plain :  now  flands  un- 

«  mov'd,  [flg&s 

"  Pure  as  th'  expanfe  of  heaven,  and  heaven  re- 

"  From   its  broad-glittering   mirror;  now  with 

"  waves 

"  Curl'd  gently  by  the  breeze,  falutes  the  flowers 
"  That  grace  its  banks  !  in  ftate  the  fnowy  fwans 
"  Arch  their  proud  necks,  and  fowls  of  various 

"  plume 

"  Innumerous,  native  or  exotic,  cleave       [lawns 
"  The  dancing  wave  !  while  o'er  th'  adjoining 
"  Obverted  to  the  fouthern  funs,  the  deer 
"  Wide-fpreading  graze,  or  darting  bound  away 
"  In  crowds,  then  turning,  filent  ftand  and  gaze  ! 
"  Such  are  thy  beauties  Rainham,  fuch  the  haunts 
"  Of  angels  in  primseval  guiltlefs  days, 
"  When  man  imparadis'd  convers'd  with  God." 

This,  my  Lord,  is  but  a  faint  picture  of  the 
place  of  your  retirement,  which  ne  one  ever  en- 
joyed more  elegantly :  no  part  of  your  life  lies 
heavy  upon  you ;  there  is  no  uneafy  vacancy  in 
it;  it  is  all  filled  up  with  ftudy,  exercife,  or  po- 
lite amufement  :  here  you  ihine  in  the  moft  agree- 
able, though  not  moft  ftrong  and  dazzling  light : 
in  your  public  ftation  you  commanded  admiratioit 
and  honour ;  in  your  private,  you  attract  love  and 
efteem  :  the  nobler  parts  of  your  life  will  be  the 
fubje£  of  the  hiftorian ;  and  the  actions  of  the 
great  llatefman  and  patriot  will  adorn  many  pages 
of  our  future  annals  :  but  the  affectionate  father, 
the  indulgent  mafter,  the  condefcending  and  be- 
nevolent friend,  patron,  and  companion,  can  only- 
he  defcribed  by  thofe  who  have  the  pleafure  and 
happineis  to  fee  you  adl  in  all  thofe  relations  :  E 
could  with  delight  enlarge  upon  this  amiable  pare 
of  your  charader  ;  but  am  fenfible  that  no  portion 
of  your  time  is  fo  ill  fpent  as  in  reading  what  t 
write.  I  will  therefore  only  beg  the  honour  to 
fubfcribe  myielf, 
My  JLord, 

Your  Lordfhip's  moft  obliged, 
And  moft  obedient  fervant, 

WILLIAM  BROOMS, 

Pulham  in  Norfolk,  173.9, 


PREFACE. 


I  AM  very  fenfihle  that  many  hard  circumftances 
attend  all  authors :  if  they  write  ill,  they  are  fure 
to  be  ufed  with  contempt ;  if  well,  too  often  with 
envy.  Some  men,  even  while  they  improve  them- 
felves  with  the  fentiments  of  others,  rail  at  their 
benefactors,  and  while  they  gather  the  fruit,  tear 
the  tree  that  bore  it.  I  muft  confefs,  that  mere 
idlenefs  induced  me  to  write;  and  the  hopes  of 
entertaining  a  few  idle  men  to  publifh.  I  am  not 
fo  vain  .as  not  to  think  there"  are  many  faults  in  the 
enfuing  poems;  all  Human  works  muft  fall  fh  >rt 
of  perfection  ;  and  therefore  to  acknowledge  it,  is 
no  humility :  however,  I  am  not  like  thofe  au- 
thors, who,  out  of  a  falfe  modefty,  complain  of 
the  imperfections  of  their  own  works,  yet  would 
take  it  very  ill  if  the  world  ihould  believe  them  : 
I  will  not  add  hypocrify  to  my  jother.  faults,  or 
act  fo  abfurdly  as  to  Invite  the  reader  to  an  en- 
tertainment, and  then  tell  him  that  there  is  no- 
thing worth  his  eating  ;  I  have  furnifhed  out  the 
table  according  to  my  befl  abilities,  if  not  with 
a  fplendid  elegance,  yet  at  lead  with  an  innocent 
variety. 

But  Cnce  this  is  the  laft  time  that  I  {hall  ever, 
perhaps,  trouble  the  world  in  this  kind,  I  will  beg 
leave  to  fpeak  fomething  not  as  a  poet,  but  a  cri- 
tic ;  that  if  my  credit  fhould  fail  as  a  poet,  I  may 
have  recourfe  to  my  remarks  upon  Homer,  and  be 
pardoned  for  my  induflry  as  the  annotator  in  part 
up  an  the  Iliad,  and  enrirtfly  upon  the  Odyfley, 

I  will  therefore  offer  a  few  things  lipon  criti- 
clfm  in  general,  aftudy  very  neceffary, but  fallen  into 
contempt  through  the  abufe  of  ir.  At  the  reftoration 
of  learning,  it  was  particularly  neceffary  ;  authors 
had  been  long  buried  in  obfcurity,  and  confe- 
quently  had  contracted  fome  ruft  through  the  ig- 
norance and  barbarifm  of  preceding  ages:  it  was 
therefore  very  requifite  that  they  mouhi  be  po- 
lifhed  by  a  critical  hand,  and  reftored  to  their  ori- 
ginal purity  :  in  this  confifts  the  office  of  critic*; 
but,  inftead  of  making  copies  agreeable  to  the 
znanufcripts,  they  have  long  inferted  their  own 
conjectures ;  and  from  this  iicenfe  arife  moft  of 
the  various  readings,  the  burdens  of  modern  edi- 
tions ;  whereas  books  are  like  pictures,  they  may 
be  new  varniflied,  but  not  a  feature  is  to  be  al- 
tered ;  and  every  ftreke  that  is  thus  added,  deftroys 
in  fome  degree  the  refemblunce  ;  and  the  original 
is  no  longer  an  Homer  or  a  Virgil,  but  a  mere 
ideal  perfon,  the  creature  of  the  editor's  fancy. 
Whoever  deviates  from  this  rule,  does  not  correct, 
but  corrupt  his  author  :  and  therefore,  fince  moft 
books  worth  reading  have  now  good  impreffiona,  it 
is  a  folly  to  devote  too  much  time  to  this  branch 
of  criticifm ;  it  is  ridiculous  to  make  it  the  fu- 
preme  bufmefs  of  life  to  repair  the  ruins  of  a  de- 
cayed word,  to  trouble  the  world  with  vain  nice- 
ties about  a  letter,  or  a  fyllable,  or  the  tranf- 
pofition  ?f  a  phraie,  when  the  prefrnc  reading 


is  fufficiently  intelligible.  Thefe  learned  trif 
are  mere  weeders  of  an  author;  they  collect  the 
weeds  for  their  own  ufe,  and  permit  others  to  ga- 
ther the  herbs  and  flowers  :  it  would  be  of  more 
advantage  to  mankind,  when  once  an  author  is 
faithfully  publifhed,  to  turn  our  thoughts  from  the 
words  to  the  fentiments,, and  make  i;hem  more  eafy 
and  intelligible.  A  flcill  in  verbal  criticifm  is  in 
reality  but  a  {kill  in  guefling,  and  confequently  he 
is  the  beft  critic  who  guefies  beft  :  a  mighty  at- 
tainment !  add  yet  with  what  pomp  is  a  trivial 
alteration  uftiered  into  the  world!  fuch  writer* 
are  like  Caligula,  who  raifed  a  mighty  army,  and 
alarmed  the  whole  world,  and  then  led  it  to  ga- 
ther cockle-ftiells.  In  fhort,  the  queftion  is  not 
what  the  author  might  have  faid,  but  what  he 
has  actually  faid ;  it  is  not  whether  a  different 
word  will  agree  with  the  fenfe,  and  turn  of  the* 
period,  but  whether  it  was  ufed  by  the  author  ;  if 
it  was,  it  has  a  good  title  ftill  to  maintain  its  poft, 
and  the  authority  of  the  manufcript  ought  to  be 
followed  rather  than  the  fancy  of  the  editor :  for 
can  a  modern  be  a  better  judge  of  the  language  of 
the  pureft  of  the  ancients,  than  thofe  ancients  wh« 
wrote  it  in  the  greateft  purity  ?  or  if  he  could, 
was  ever  any  author  fo  happy,  as  always  to  choofc 
the  moft  proper  word  ?  experience  {hows  the  im- 
poffibility.  Betides,  of  what  ufe  is  verbal  criti- 
cifm when  once  \ve  have  a  faithful  edition  ?  it  em. 
barraffes  the  reader  inftead  of  giving  new  light 
and  hinders  his  proficiency  by  engrofling  his  tinfic, 
and  calling  off  the  attention  from  the  author  to 
the  editor  ;  it  increafcs  the  expence  of  books,  and 
makes  us  pay  an  high  price  for  trifles,  and  often 
for  abfurdities.  I  will  only  add,  with  Sir  Henry 
Saville,  that  various  lections  are  now  grown  fa 
voluminous,  that  we  begin  to  value  the  firfl . 
editions  of  books  as  moft  correct,  bccaufe  lead 
corrected. 

There  are  other  critics  who  think  themfckcs 
Cif  ft  t'  /°bliged  to  fee  no  imperfections  in  thi.  ;r 
J ..  author  :  from  the  moment  they  under- 
take his  caufe,  they  look  upon  him  as  a 
lover  upon  his  miftrefs ;  he  has  no  faults,  or  hi» 
very  faults  improve  into  beauties :  this,  indeed^ 
is  a  well-natured  error,  but  ftill  blameable,  be- 
caufe  it  mifguides  the  judgment.  Such  critics  adfc 
no  lefs  erroneoufly,  than  a  judge  who  {hould  re- 
folve  to  acquit  a  perfon,  whether  innocent  of 
guilty,  who  comes  before  him  upon  his  trial  It 
is  frequeist  for  the  partial  critic  to  praile  the  woric 
as  he  likes  the  author  ;  he  admires  a  book  as  an 
antiquary  a  medal,  folely  from  the  imprefiion  of 
the  name,  and  not  from  the  intrinfic  value  :  the 
copper  of  a  favourite  writer  fliall  be  more  efteemod 
than  the  fineft  jjold  of  a  lefs  acceptable  author : 
for  this  reafon  many  perfons  have  chofen  to  pu- 
blifh their  works  without  a  name,  and  by  this 
method,  like  Apelles,  who  ftood  unfeeu  behind 
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ills  own  Venus,  have  received  a  praifc,  which  per- 
haps might  have  been  denied  if  the  author  had 
been  vifible. 

But   there  are  other  critics  who  act  a  contrary 
QJ.      .      part,-  and    condemn    all    as    criminals 
j-  en  noLs  wjlom   tkey    ,ry     th£      dwell    only   on 
ana  mall-    iri         t  «  j        j 

r  .   the  laults  or  an  author,  and  endeavour 

r/~  to  raifc  a  reputation  by  difpraifing  every 
thing  that  other  men  praife  ;  they  have 
an  antipathy  to  a  (hining  character,  like  fome  ani- 
mals, that  hate  the  fun  only  becaufe  of  its  bright- 
nefs  ;  it  is  a  crime  with  them  to  excel :  they  are  a 
kind  of  Tartars  in  learning,  who,  feeing  a  perfon 
of  diftinguifhed  qualifications,,  immediately  en- 
deavour to  kill  him,  in  hopes  to  attain  juft  fo 
touch  merit  as  they  deftroy  in  their  adverfary. 
I  never  look  into  one  of  thefe  critics  but  he  puts 
me  in  mind  of  a  giant  ij\  romance  •  the  glory  of 
the  giant  confills  in  the  number  of  the  limbs  of 
mtn  whom  he  has  deftroyed ;  that  of  the  critic  in 
viewing 

"  Bisjecti  membra  Poetat."       HOR. 

If  ever  he  accidentally  deviates  into  praife,  he  does 
it  that  his  enfuing  blame  may  fall  with  the  greater 
weight  •,  he  adorns  an  author  with  a'  few  flowers, 
as  the  ancients  thofe  victims  which  they  were 
ready  to  faciifice  he  (Indies  criticifm  as  if  it  ex- 
tended only  to  (Tifpraife  ;  a  practice,  which,  when 
m^'b  fuccefsful,  is  leail  dcfirabte.  A  t  arnter  might 
juftjy  be  thought  to  have  a  petverfe  imagination, 
•who  fhould  d"light  only  to  draw  the  deformities  | 
and  diftortions  of  human  nature,  which,  when  ex-  I 
ecuteti  by  the  molt  mafterly  hand,  ftrike  the  be-  I 
holder  wifh  moft  horror.  It  is  ufual  with  envious 
Critics  to  attack  the  writings  of  others,  becaufe 
they  are  good  ;  they  conttantly  prey  upon  the 
faireft  fruits,  and  hope  to  fyread  their  own  works 
fey  uniting  them  to  thofe  of  their  adverfary.  But 
this  is  like  Mezentius  in  Virgil,  to  join  a  dead 
carcafs  to  a  living  body ;  and  the  only  effect  of  it, 
to  fill  every  well-natured  mind  with  deteftation  : 
their  malice  becomes  impotent,  and,  contrary  to 
their  defign,  they  give  a  teitimony  of  their  ene- 
my's merit,  and  fhow  him  to  be  an  hero  by  turn- 
ing all  their  weapons  againft  him  :  fuch  critics 
are  like  dead  coals ;  they  may  blacken,  but  cannot 
burn.  Thefe  writers  bring  to  my  memory  a  paf- 
fage  in  the  Iliad,  where  all  the  inferior  powers, 
the  Plebs  Superum,  or  rabble  of  the  fky,  are  fan- 
cied to  unite  their  endeavours  to  pull  Jupiter  down 
to  the  earth  :  but  by  the  attempt  they  only  betray 
their  own  inability;  Jupiter  is  flill  Jupiter,  and 
by  their  unavailing  efforts  they  manifeft  his  fu- 
perlirity. 

Modefty  is  effential  to  true  criticifm  :  no  man 
has  a  title  to  be  a  dictator  in  knowledge,  and  the 
fenfe  of  our  own  infirmities  ought  to  teach  us  to 
treat  others  with  humanity.  The  envious  critic 
ought  to  confider,  that  if  the  authors  be  dead 
whom  he  cenfures,  it  is  inhumanity  to  trample 
upon  their  afhes  with  infolence;  that  it  is  cruelty 
to  fummon,  implead,  and  condemn  them  with  ri- 
gour and  animofity,  when  they  are  not  in  a  capa- 
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city  to  anftver  his  unjuft  allegations :  If  the  au- 
thors be  alive,  the  common  laws  of  fociety  oblige 
us  not  to  commit  any  outrage  againft  another's 
reputation;  we  ought  mndeftly  to  convince,  not 
injurioufly  infult ;  and  contend  for  truth,  not  vie- 
tory  :  and  yet  the  envious  critic  is  like  the  tyrants 
of  old,  who  thought  it  not  enough  to  conquer, 
unlefs  their  enemies  were  made  a  public,  fpectacle, 
and  dragged  in  triumph  at  their  chariot-wheeTs : 
but  what  is  fuch  a  triumph  but  a  barbarous  infult 
over  the  calamities  of  their  fello w-  creatures  ?  the 
noife  of  a  day,  purchafed  with  the  mifery  of  na- 
tions,? However,  I  would  not  be  thought  to  be 
pleading  for  an  exemption  from. criticifm  ;  I  would 
only  have  it  circumfcribed  within  the  rules  of  can- 
dour and  humanity  :  writers  may  be  told  of  their 
errors,  provided  it  be  with  the  decency  and  ten- 
dernefs  of  a  friend, "not  the  malice  and  paflion  of 
an  enemy ;  boys  may  be  whipped  into  fenfe,  but 
men  are  to  be  guided  with  realon. 

If  we  grant  the  malicious  critic  all  that  lie 
claims,  and  allow  him  to  have  proved  his  adver- 
fary's  dulnefs,  and  his  own  acutenefs,  yet,  as  long 
as  there  is  virtue  in  the  world,  modelt  dulnefs  will 
be  preferable  to  leaf  tied  arrogance  :  Dulnefs  may 
be  a  misfortune,  but  arrogance  is  a  crime  ;  arid 
where  is  the  mighty  advantage,  if,  while  he  dif- 
covers  more  teaming,  he  is  found  to  have  lefs  vir- 
tue than  his-  adverfary  ?  and,  though  he  be  a  better 
critic,  yet  proves  himielf  to  be  a  worfe  man  ?  Be- 
fides,  no  one  is  to  be  envied  the  fkili  in  finding 
fuch  faults  as  others  are  fo  dull  as  to  miftake  for 
beauties.  What  advantage  is  fuch  a  quickfighted- 
neft,  even  to  the  poffelibrs  of  it?  It  makes  them 
difficult  to  be  pleafed,  and  gives  them  pain,  while 
others  receive  a  ple&ftire  :  they  refemble  the  fe- 
cond  fight  sd  people  in  Scotland,  who  are  fabled 
to  fee  more  than  other  perfons;  but  all  the  bene- 
fit they.reap  from  this  privilege,  is  to  difcover  ob- 
jects of  horror,  ghcits,  and  apparitions. 

But  it  is  time  10  end,  though  I  have  too  much 
reafon  to  enlarge  the  argument  for  candour  in  cri- 
ticifm, through  a  confciuufnefs  of  my  own  defi- 
ciency :  I  have  in  reality  been  pleading  my  owa 
caufe,  that  if  I  appear  too  guilty  to  obtain  a  par- 
don, I  may  find  fa  much  mercy  from  my  judges, 
as  to  be  condemned  to  fufFer  without  inhumanity: 
But  wharever  be  the  fate  of  thefe  works,  they 
have  proved  of  ufc  to  me,  and  been  an  agreeable 
amuiernent  in  a  conflant  folitude.  Providence  has 
been  pkafcd  to  lead  me  out  of  the  great  roads  of 
life,  into  a  private  path;  where,  though  we  have 
leifure  to  choofe  the  fmoocheft  way,  yet  we  are 
all  fure  to  meec  many  obftacles  in  the  journey  :  I 
have  found  poetry  an  innocent  companion,  and 
fupport  from  the  fatigues  of  it ;  how  long,  or  how 
fhort,  the  future  ftuges  of  it  are  to  be,  as  it  is  un- 
certain, fo  it  is  a  folly  to  be  over-felicitous  about 
it :  he  that  lives  the  longeft,  has  but  the  fmail 
privilege  of  creeping  more  leifurcly  than  others  to 
his  grave ;  what  we  call  living,  is  in  reality  but  a 
longer 'time  of  dying:  and  if  thtfe  verfcs  prove 
as  fhort-lived  as  their  author,  it  is  a  lofs  not  worth 
regretting ;  they  only  die,  as  they  were  born,  i& 
obfcurity. 
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HABBAKKUK,  CHAP.  111.  PARAPHRASED. 

AN  ODE, 

Written  in  JJIO,  as  an  Exfrctfe. 

WHEN,  in  a  glorious  terrible  array, 
From  Paran's  towering  height  th'  Almighty  took 

his  way; 

Borne  on  a  cherub's  wings  he  rode, 
Intolerable  day  proclaim'd  the  God  ; 

No  earthly  cloud 

Could  his  effulgent  brightnefs  fhroud  : 
Glory,  and  majeily,  and  power, 
March  d  in  a  dreadful  pomp  before  ; 
Behind,  a  grim  and  meagre  train, 
Pining  ficknefs,  frantic  pain, 
Stalk'd  widely  on  !  with  all  the  difmal  band, 
Which  heaven  in  anger  fends  to  fcourge  a  guilty 
land. 

With  terror  cloth'd,  he  downward  flew, 
And  wither'd  half  the  nations  with  a  view ; 
Through  half  the  nations  of  th'  aftoniuYd  earth 
He  fcatter'd  war,  and  plagues,  and  dearth ! 

And  when  he  fpoke, 

The  everlafting  hills  from  their  foundations  fhook ; 
The  trembling  mountains,  by  a  lowly  nod, 

With  reverence  ftruck,  confefs'd  the  God  : 
On  Sion's  holy  hill  he  took  his  (land, 
Grafping  omnipotence  in  his  right  hand; 

Then  mighty  earthquakes  rock'd  the  ground, 
And  the  fun  darken'd  as  he  frown'd  : 
He  dealt  affliction  from  his  van, 
And  wild  confufion  from  his  rear  ; 
They  through  the  tents  of  Culhan  ran, 
The  tents  of  Cuflian  quak'd  with  fear, 
And  Midian  trembled  with  defpair. 
"  1  fee  !  his  fword  wave  naked  in  the  air ; 
f  It  fheds  around  a  baleful  ray, 
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*  \  fee  his  fword  wave  with  redoubled  ire, 
Ah  !  has  it  fet  the  very  clouds  on  fire  ? 
The  clouds  burfl  down  in  deluges  of  {bowers ; 
Fierce  lightning  flames,  vindictive  thunder  roars. 


The  rains  pour  down,  the  lightnings  play, 
And  on  their  wings  vindictive  thunders  bear. 
When  through  the  mighty  flood 
He  led  the  murmuring  crowd, 
What  ail'd  the  rivers  that  they  backward  fled  ? 

Why  was  the  mighty  flood  afraid  ? 
March'd  he  ngainll  the  rivers?  or  was  he, 
Thou  mighty  flood !  difpleas'd  at  thee  ? 
The  flood  beheld  from  far 
The  Deity  in  all  his  equipage  of  war  ; 
And  lo  !  at  once  it  burfts  1  in  diverfe  falls 
On  either  hand  !  it  fwells  in  cryftal  walls ! 
Th*  eternal  rocks  difclofe  !  the  toiling  waves 
Rufh  in  loud  thunder  from  a  thoufand  caves  ! 
Why  tremble  ye,  O  faithlefs !  to  behold 
The  opening  deeps  their  gulfs  unfold  ? 
Enter  the  dreadful  chafms !  'tis  God,  who  guides 
Your  wond'rous  way !  the  God  who  rules  the  tides! 
And  lo  !  'hey  march  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tumbling  feas !  they  mount  the  advcrfe  fhorc  ! 

Advance,  ye  chofen  tribes  '. Arabia's  fands 

Lonely,  uncomfortable  lands! 

Void  of  fountain,  void  of  rain, 
Oppofe  their  burning  coafts  in  vain  ! 

See  !  the  great  prophet  (land, 
Waving  his  wonder-working  wand  ! 
He  ftrikes  the  ftubborn  rock,  and  lo  ! 
The  ftubborn  rock  feels  the  Almighty  blow  ! 
HU  ftony  entrails  buril,  and  ruihihg  torrents  flow. 

*  Then  did  the  fun  his  fiery  courfers  flay, 
And  backward  held  the  falling  day ; 
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*  Ah,  what  new  fcenes  unfold,  what  voice  I  hear '. 
Sun, ftand  thou  ftill ;  thou  moon,  thy  courfe  forbear  : 
Ah,  ....  fun,  thy  wheels  obedient  {lay, 
Doubling  the  fplendours  of  the  wondrous  day. 
The  nimble-footed  minutes  ceafe  to  run 

And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on. 
Time  hangs  his  unexpanded  wings, 

And  all  the  fecrct  fpdngs 

That  carry  on  the  year 

Stop  in  their  full  carter  ; 
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The  nimble-footed  minutes  ceas'd  to  run, 

And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on. 
Time  hung  his  unexpanded  wingg, 

And  all  the  fecret  fprings 

That  carry  on  the  year, 

Stopp'd  in  their  full  career  : 

Then  the  aftonifh'd  moon 

Forgot  her  going  down  ; 
And  paler  grew, 

The  difmal  fcene  to  view, 
How  through  the  trembling  Pagan  nation, 
Th'  Almighty  ruin  dealt,  and  ghaftly  defolation. 

But  why,  ah  !  why,  O  Sion,  reigns 
Wide  waiting  havock  o'er  thy  plains  ? 
Ah,  me  !  deftruftion  is  abroad  ! 
Vengeance  is  loofe,  and  wrath  from  Godl 
See  !  holls  of  fpoilers  feize  their  prey  ! 
See  !  flaughter  marks  in  blood  his  way  I 
See  !  how  embattled  Babylon 
.Like  an  unruly  deluge  rufhes  on  ! 

Lo  !  the  field  with  millions  i warms ! 
I  hear  their  fhouts  !  their  clafhing  arms  I 
Now  the  conflicting  hofts  engage, 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  ! 

Oh  !  heaven  1  1  faint 1  die ! 

The  yielding  powers  of  Ifrael  fly ! 

Now  banner'd  holls  furround  the  walls 

Of  Sion  !  now  flic  finks,  (he  falls  ! 

Ah  :  Sion.  how  for  thee  1  mourn  I 

What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel  I 
Ah !  how  art  thou  become  the  Pagans*  fcorn, 
Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael  1 
A  fhivering  damp  invades  my  heart, 
A  trembling  horror  fhoots  through  every  part  j 
My  nodding  frame  can  fcarce  fuftain 
Th*  opprc'lfive  load  I  undergo  : 
Speechlefs  I  figh  !  the  envious  woe 
Forbids  the  very  pleafure  to  complain  : 
Forbids  my  faaltering  tongue  lo  tell 

What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel, 
Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael ! 

Yet  though  the  fig-tree  fliould  no  burthen  bear, 
Though  vines  delude  the  promifc  of  the  year; 
Yet  though  the  olive  fhould  not  yield  her  oil, 
Nor  the  parch'd  glebe  reward  the  peafant's  toil ; 
Though  the  tir'd  ox  beneath  his  labours  fall, 
And  herd*  in  millions  perifh  from  the  ftall; 

Yet  (hall  my  grateful  firings 

For  ever  praife  thy  name, 

For  ever  thee  proclaim, 
Thee  everlafting  God,  the  mighty  King  of  Kings. 

TO  BELINDA, 

ON  HER   SICKNESS  AND   RECOVER?. 

SURE  never  pain  fuch  beauty  wore, 
Or  look'd  fo  amiable  before  ! 
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At  once  th'  aftonifh'd  moon 

Forgets  her  going  down, 
And  paler  grows, 

To  view  th'  amazing  train  of  woe«; 
While  through  the  trembling  Pagan  nation 
h'  Almighty  ruin  deals,  and  ghaftly  defolation, 

VOL,  Vlll. 


You  graces  give  to  a  difeafe, 
Adorn  the  pain,  and  make  it  pleafe : 
Thus  burning  incenfe  fheds  perfumes, 
Still  fragrant  as  it  ftill  confumes. 

Nor  can  even  ficknefs,  which  difarms 
All  other  nymphs,  deftroy  your  charms; 
A  thoufand  beauties  you  can  /pare, 
And  ftill  be  faireft  of  the  fair.          , 

But  fee  !  the  pain  begins  to  fly  ; 
Though  Venus  bled,  (he  could  not  die  : 
See  !  the  new  phoenix  point  her  eyes, 
And  lovelier  from  her  aflics  rife  : 
Thus  rofes,  when  the  ftorm  is  o'er, 
Draw  beauties  from  th'  inclement  fhower. 

Welcome,  ye  hours  !  which  thus  repay 
What  envious  ficknefs  ftole  away  ! 
Welcome  as  thofe  which  kindly  bring, 
An-d  after  in  the  joyous  faring  • 
That  to  the  fowling  earth  reftore 
The  beauteous  herb,  and  blooming  flower» 
And  give  her  all  the  charms  (he  loft 
By  wintery  dorms,  and  hoary  froft  1 

And  yet  how  well  did  flie  fuftain, 
And  greatly  triumph  o'er  her  pain  ! 
So  flowers,  when  blafting  winds  invade, 
Breathe  fvveet,  and  beautifully  fade. 

Now  in  her  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes, 
New  bhifhes  glow,  new  lightnings  rife; 
Behold  a  thoufand  charms  fucceed, 
For  which  a  thoufand  hearts  mu  t  bleed  I 
Brighter  from  her  difeafe  flie  (bines, 
As  fire  .the  precious  gord  refines. 

Thus  when  the  filcnt  grave  becomes 
Pregnant  with  life,  as  fruitful  womb*  ; 
When  the  wide  feas,  and  fpacious  earth, 
Refign  as  to  our  fecond  birth  , 
Our  moulder'd  frame  rebuilt  afiumes 
New  beauty,  and  for  ever  bluoms ; 
And,  crown'd  with  youth's  immortal  pride,, 
We  angels  rife,  vr ho  mortals  dy'd. 

\ 

TO  BELINDA, 

ON   HER  APRON   EMBROIDERED  WITH  ARMS 
AND  FLOWKR3. 

*  THE  liftening  trees  Amphion  drew 
To  dance  from  hills,  where  once  they  grew* 
But  you  exprefs  a  power  more  great ; 
The  flowers  you  draw  not,  but  create. 

Behold  your  own  creation  rife, 
And  fmile  beneath  your  radiant  eyes  ! 
'Tis  beauteous  all !  and  yet  receive* 
From  you  more  graces  than  it  gives. 

But  fay,  amid  the  fofter  charms 
Of  blooming  flowers,  what  mean  thefe  arms  ? 


VARIATION. 

*  The  lovely  Flora  paints  the  earth, 
And  calls  the  morning  flowers  to  birth  : 
But  you  difplay  a  power  more  great; 
She  cal'.s  forth  flowers,  but  you  create* 


THE    WORKS    OF   BROOMS. 


so  round  the  fragrance  of  the  rofe, 
The  pointed  thorn,  to  guard  it,  grows. 

But  cruel  you,  who  thus  employ 
-Both  arms  and  beauty  to  deftroy  ! 
So  Vcr.us  marches  to  the  fray 
In  armour,  formidably  gay. 

It  is  a  dreadful  pleafing  fight ! 
The  flowers  attracl,  the  arms  affright ; 
The  flowers  with  lively  beauty  bloom, 
The  arms  denounce  an  inftant  doom. 

Thus,  when  the  Britons  in  array 
Their  enfigns  to  the  fun  difplay, 
In  the  fame  flag  are  lilies  flunvn, 
And  angry  lions  flernly  frown  ; 
On  high  the  glittering  ftandard  flies, 
And  conquers  all  'things — like  your  eyes. 

PART  OF  THE  XXXVIII.  AND  XXXIX. 
CHAPTERS  OF  JOB. 

A    PARAPHRASE. 

Now  from  the  fplendors  of. his  bright  abode       ") 
On  wings  of  all  the  winds  th'  Almighty  rode,    | 
And  the  loud  voice  of  thunder  fpoke  the  Gcd.  j 
Cherubs  and  feraphs  from  celeftial  bowers, 
Ten  thoufand  thcufand  !  bright  ethereal  powers  ! 
Miniftrant  round,  their  radiant  files  unfold, 
Arm'd  in  eternal  adamant  and  gold  ! 
Whirlwinds  and  thundrous  ftorms  his  chariot  drew 
'Tween  worlds  and  worlds  triumphant  as  it  flew: 
He  ftrctch'd  his  dark  pavilion  o'er  the  floods, 
Bade  hills  fubfide,  and  rein'd  th'  wbedicnt  clouds  ; 
Then  from  his  awful  gloom  the  Godhead  fpoke, 
And  at  his  voice  affrighted  nature  fhook. 

Vain  man  !  who  boldly  with  dim  reafon's  ray 
Vies  with  his  God,  and  rivals  his  full  day  ! 
*  But  tell  me  now,  fay  how  this  beauteous  frame 
Of  all  things,  from  the  womb  of  nothing  came ; 
When  nature'^  Lord,  with  one  almighty  call, 
From  nowhere  rais'd  the  world's  capacious  bail? 
Say  if  thy  hand  directs  the  various  rounds 
Of  the  vaft  earth,  and  circumfcribes  the  bounds? 
How  orbs  oppos'd  to  orbs  amid  the  iky, 
Jn  concert  move,  and  dance  in  harmony  ? 
What  wondrous  pillars  their  foundations  bear 
When  hung  felf-balanc'd  in  the  fluid  air  ? 
Why  the  vaft  tides  fometimes  with  wanton  play 
In  {hining  mazes  gently  glide  away; 
Anon,  why  fwclling  with  impetuous  (lores 
Tumultuous  tumbling,  thunder  to  the  ihores  ? 
By  thy  command  does  fair  Aurora  rife, 
And  gild  with  purple  beams  the  blufhing  fkies; 
The  warbling  larkfalutes  her  cheerful  ray, 
And  welcomes  with  his  fong  the  rifing  day; 
The  rifing  day  ambrofial  dew  diftils,  •) 

Th'  ambrofial  dew  with  balmy  odour  fills  / 

The  flowers,  the  flowers  rejoice,  and  nature  f 
fmiles.  J 

VARIATION. 

*  But  tell  me,  mortal,  when  th'  Almighty  faid, 
Be  made,  ye  worlds !  how  worlds  at  once  were 

made; 

When  hofts  of  angels,  wrapt  in  wonder,  furig 
His  praife,  as  order  from  diforder  fprung  ? 


Why  night,  in  fable  rob'd,  as  daylight  facVs, 
O'er  half  the  nations  draws  her  awful  fhadcx? 
Now  peaceful  nature  lies  diffus'd  in  eafe ; 
A  folemn  ftillnefs  reigns  o'er  land  and  fcas. 
*  Sleep  fheds  o'er  all  his  balm  !  to  fleep  refign 
Birds,  beafts  lie  hufh'd,  and  bufy  human-kind. 
No  air  of  breath  difturbs  the  drowfy  woods, 
No  whifpcrs  murmur  from  the  filent  floods ! 
The  moon  fheds  down  a  filver-ftreaming  light, 
And  glads  the  melancholic  face  of  night : 
Now  clouds  fwift-fkimming  veil  her  fullied  ray, 
f  Now  bright  fhe  blazes  with  a  fuller  day  : 
The  ftars  in  order  twinkle  in  the  fkies, 
And  fall  in  filence,  and  in  filence  rife  : 
Till,  as  a  giant  ftrong,  a  bridegroom  gay, 
The  fun  fprings  dancing  through  the  gate's  of 
He  fhakeshis  dewy  locks,  and  hurls  his  beams 
O'er  the  proud  hills,  and  down  the  glowing  (he 
His  fiery  courfers  bound  above  the  main, 
And  whirl  the  car  along  th'  ethereal  plain  : 
The  fiery  courfers  and  the  car  difplay 
A  ftream  of  glory,  and  a  flood  of  day. 
Did  e'er  thy  eye  defcend  into  the  deep 
Or  haft  thou  fcen  where  infant  tempefts  fleep  J 
Was  e'er  the  grave,  or  regions  of  the  night, 
Yet  trod  by  thee,  or  open'd  to  thy  fight  ? 
Has  death  difclos'd  to  thee  her  gloomy  ftate, 
The  ghaftly  forms,  the  various  woes  that  wait 
In  terrible  array  before  her  awful  gate  ? 
Know'ft  thou  where  darknefs  bears  eternal  fway, 
Or  where  the  fource  of  everlafting  day  ? 
Say,  why  the  thriving  hail  with  ruftung  found 
Pours  from  on  high,  and  rattles  on  the  ground  ? 
Why  hover  fnows,  down -wavering  by  degrees, 
Shine  from  the  hills,  or  glitter  from  the  trees  ? 
Say,  why  in  lucid  drops  the  balmy  rain 
With  fpar!:ling  gems  impearlsthe  fpangled  plain? 
Or,  gathering  in  the  vale,  a  current  flows, 
And  on  each  flower  a  fuddcn  fpring  beftows  ? 
Say,  why  with  gentle  fighs  the  evening  breeze 
Salutes  the  flowers,  or  murmurs  through  the  trees? 
Or  why  loud  winds  in  ftorms  of  vengeance  fly, 
Howl  o'er  the  main,  and  thunder  in  the  fky  ? 
Say,  to  what  wondrous  magazines  repair 
The  viewlefs  beings,  when  ferene  the  air? 
Till,  from  their  dungeons  loos'd,  they  roar  aloud, 
Upturn  whole  oceans,  and  tofs  cloud  on  cloud, 
While  waves  encountering  waves,  in  mountain* 

driven, 

Swell  to  the  iiarry  vault,  and  dafh  the  heaven. 
Know'ft  thou,  why  comets  threaten  in  the  air, 
Heralds  of  woe,  deftru&ion,  and  defpair,   ' 
The  plague,  the  fword,  and  all  the  forms  of  war  ? 
On  ruddy  wings  why  forky  lightning  flies, 
And  rolling  thunder  grumbles  in  the  fkies  ? 


VARIATIONS. 

*  No  more  the  monfters  of  the  defert  roar, 
Doubling  the  terrors  of  the  midnight  hour. 
The  fowl,  the  fifties,  to  repofe  refign'd, 
All,  all  lie  hufiVd,  and  bufy  human-kind. 
The  fainting  murmur  dies  upon  the  floods, 
And  fighing  breezes  lull  the  drowfy  woods. 

Now  bright  fhe  blazes,  and  fupplies  the  day. 
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Say,  can  thy  voice,  when  fultry  Sirius  reigns, 

And  funs  intenfely  glowing  cleave  the  plains, 

Th*  exhaufted  urns  of  thirfty  fprings  fupply, 

And  mitigate  the  fever  of  thy  iky  ?  [clouds, 

Or,  when  the  heavens  are  charg'd  with  gloomy 

And  half  the  fkies  precipitate  in  floods, 

Chafe  the  dark  horror  of  the  ftorm  away, 

Reftrain  the  deluge,  and  reilore  the  day  ? 

By  thee  does  fummer  deck  herfelf  with  charms, 

Or  hoary  winter  lock  his  frozen  arms  ? 

Say,  if  thy  hand  inftrud  the  rofe  to  glow, 

Or  to  the  lily  give  unfullied  fnow  ? 

Teach  fruits  to  knit  from  blofibms  by  degrees, 

Swell  into  orbs,  and  load  the  bending  trees, 

Whofe  various  kinds  a  various  hue  unfold, 

With  crimfon  blsfh,  or  burnifli  into  gold  ? 

Say,  why  the  fun  arrays  with  ihining  dyes 

The  gaudy  bow  that  gilds  tl,e  gloomy  ikies  ? 

He  from  his  urn  pours  forth  his  golden  ftreams, 

And  humid  clouds  imbibe  the  glittering  beams  ; 

Sweetly  the  varying  colours  fade  or  rife, 

And  the  vaft  arch  embraces  half  the  ikies. 

Say,  didft  thou  give  the  mighty  feas  their  bars, 

Fill  air  with  fowl,  or  light  up  heaven  with  ftars, 

Whofe  thoufand  times  ten  thoufand  lamps  difplay 

A  friendly  radiance,  mingling  ray  with  ray  ? 

Say,  canft.  thou  rule  the  couriers  of  the  fun, 

Or  laih  the  lazy  fign,  Bootes,  on  ? 

Doil  thou  inftruct  the  eagle  how  to  fly, 

To  mount  the  viewlefs  winds,  and  tower  the  iky  ? 

On  founding  pinions  borne,  he  foars,  and  ihrouds 

His  proud  afpiring  head  among  the  clouds ; 

Strong-pounc'd,  and  fierce,  he  darts  upon  his 

prey, 

He  fails  in  triumph  through  th*  ethereal  way. 
Bears  on  the  fun,  and  balks  in  open  day. 
Does  the  dread  king,  and  terror  of  the  wood. 
The  lion,  from  thy  hand  expedt  his  food  ? 
Stung  with  keen  hunger  from  his  den  he  comes, 
Ranges  the  plains,  and  o'er  the  foreft  roams  : 
*  He  fnuffs  the  track  of  beails,  he  fiercely  roars, 
Doubling  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  hours  : 
With  fullen  majefty  he  italics  away, 
And  the  rocks  tremble  while  he  feeks  his  prey  : 
Dreadful  he  grins,  he  rends  the  favage  brood 
With  uniheath'd  paws,  and,  churns  the  fpcuting 

blood. 

Doft  thou  with  thunder  arm  the  generous  horfe, 
Add  nervous  limbs,  or  fwiftnefs  for  the  courfe  ? 
Fleet  as  the  wind,  he  ihoots  along  the  plain, 
And  knows  no  check,  nor  hears  the  curbing  rein  ; 
His  fiery  eye-balls,  formidably  bright, 
Dart  a  fierce  glory,  and  a  dreadful  light : 
Pleas'd  with  the  clank  of  arms,  and  trumpets'  foundj 
He  bounds,    and  prancing   paws  the   trembling 

ground  ; 

He  fnuffs  the  promis'd  battle  from  afar,         [war  : 
Neighs  at  the  captains,  fhcyjts,  and  thunder  of  the 
Rous'd  with  the  noble  din  and  martial  fight, 
He  pants  with  tumults  of  fevsre  delight  : 


uas; 
upon  his") 

il  way,     f 
r.  3 


VARIATION. 

*  He  mocks  the  beating  ilorms  and  wintery  fhcw- 

ers, 
Making  night  hideous  as  he  flcrnly  roars. 


His  fprightly  blood  an  even  courfe  difdains, 
Pours  from  his  heart,  and  charges  in  his  veins ; 
He  braves  the  fpear,  and  mocks  the  twanging  bow, 
Demands  the  fight,  and  ruihes  on  the  foe. 

MELANCHOLY : 


Occafioned  by  tie  Deatb  of  a  beloved  Daughter.   1723, 

ADIEU  vain  mirth,  and  noify  joys! 

Ye  gay  defires,  deluding  toys  ! 

Thou,  thoughtful  melancholy,  deign 

To  hide  me  in  thy  penfive  train  ! 

If  by  the  fall  or  murmuring  floods, 

Where  awful  ihades  embrown  the  woods, 

Or  if,  where  winds  in  caverns  groan, 

Thou  wandereft  filent  and  alone  ; 

Come,  blifsful  mourner,  wifely  fad, 

In  farrow's  garb,  in  fable  clad, 

Henceforth,  thou  care,  my  hours  employ  ! 

Sorrow,  be  thou  henceforth  my  joy  ! 

By  tombs  where  fullen  fpirits  ftalk, 

Familiar  with  the  dead  1  walk  ; 

While  to  my  fighs  and  groans  by  turns, 

From  graves  the  midnight  echo  mourns. 

Open  thy  marble  jaws,  O  tomb, 

Though  earth  conceal  me  in  thy  womb  ! 

And  you,  ye  worms,  this  frame  confound, 

Ye  brother  reptiles  of  the  ground  ! 

O  life,  frail  offspring  of  a  day  ! 

'Tis  puff 'd  with  one  ihort  gafp  away  ! 

Swift  as  the  ihort-liv'd  flower  it  flies, 

It  fprings,  it  blooms,  it  fades,  it  dies. 

With  cries  we  ufhsr  in  our  birth, 

With  groans  refign  our  tranfient  breath  ; 

While  round,  {tern  miniiters  of  fate,  • 

?ain,  and  difeafe,  and  forrow  wait, 

While  childhood  reigns,  the  fportive  boy 

Learns  only  prettily  to  toy  ; 

And  while  he  roves  from  play  to  play 

The  wanton  trifles  life  away. 

When  to  the  noon  of  life  we  rife, 

The  man  grows  elegant  in  vice ; 

To  glorious  guilt  in  courts  he  climbs, 

Vilely  judicious  in  his  crimes. 

When  youth  and  ftrength  in  age  are  loft, 

Man  feems  already  half  a  ghoit ; 

Wither'd  and  wan  to  earth  he  bows, 

A  walking  hofpital  of  woes. 

Oh  happinefs,  thou  empty  name ! 

Say,  art  thou  bought  by  gold  or  fame  ? 

What  art  thou,  gold,  but  ihining  earth  ? 

Thou,  common  fame,  but  common  breath  \ 

If  virtue  contradict  the  voice 

Of  public  ft'. rne,  applaufe  is  noife  ; 

Ev'n  vidtors  are  by  conqueft  curft, 

The  braveft  warrior  is  the  worft. 

Look  round  on  all  that  man  below 

Idly  calls  great,  and  all  is  ihow  1 

All,  to  the  coffin  from  our  birth, 

In  this  vaft  toy-fhop  of  the  earth. 
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Come  then,  O  friend  of  virtuous  woe, 
With  folemn  pace,  demure,  and  flow  : 
Lo  !  fad  and  ferious,  I  purfue 
Thy  fteps — adieu,  vain  world,  adieu  '. 

DAPHNIS  AND  LYCIDAS : 

A  PASTORAL. 

[They  fing  the  different  fuccefs  and  abfence  of 

their  loves  ] 

?o  the  £ighi  Henonrable  the  Lord  V'tfcount  Toiunjbend, 
of  Rainham  in  Norfolk. 

"  Sylvae  funt  Confule  dignx." — VIRG. 


Dnphnis. 

How  calm  the  evening  !  fee  the  falling  day 
Gilds  every  mountain  with  a  ruddy  ray  1 
In  gentle  fighs  the  foftly  whifpering  breeze 
Salutes  :he  flowers,  and  waves  the  trembling  trees  ; 
Hark  :  the  night-warbler,  from  yon  vocal  boughs, 
Glads  every  valley  with  melodious  woes  ! 
Swift  through  the  air  her  rounds  the  fwallow  takes 
Or  fportive  {kirns  the  level  of  the  lakes. 
The  timorous  deer,  fwift-ftarting  as  they  graze, 
Bound  off  in  crowds,  then  turn  again,  and  gaze. 
See  !  how  yon  fwans,  with  fnowy  pride  elate, 
Arch  their  high  necks,  and  fail  along  in  ftate  '. 
rj  hy  frifkiug  flocks  fafe-wandering  crop  the  plain 
And  the  glad  feafon  claims  a  gladfome  ftiain. 

JJegin Ye  echoes  liften  to  the  fong, 

And  with  its  fwettnefs  pleas'd,  each  note  prolong  ! 

Lycidai. 

Sing,  mufe — rand  oh !  my  Townfhend  deign  to  view 
"What  the  mufe  fings,  to  Townfhend  this  is  due  1 
Who  carrying  with  him  all  the  world  admires, 
Trom  all  the  world  iliuftrioufly  retires; 
And  calmly  wandering  in  his  Rainham,  roves 
Hy  lake,  or  fpring,  by  thicket,  lawn,  or  grcves; 
Where  verdant  hills  or  vales,  where  fountains  ftray, 
Charm  every  thought  of  idle  pomp  away ; 
Uncnvy'd  views  the  Iplendid  toils  of  ftate, 
In  private  bappy,  as  in  public  great. 

Thus  godlike  Scipio,  on  whofe  cares  rec'in'd 
The  burden  and  repofe  rf  half  mankind, 
Left  to  the  vain  their  pomp,  and  calmly  ftray'd, 
Thewurld  forgot,  beneath  the  laurel  fhade ; 
J^Jor  longer  would  be  great,  but  void  of  ftrife, 
Cloh'd  in  fofr.  peace  his  eve  of  glorioun  life. 

Feed  round,  my  goats  ;  ye  fheep,  in  fafcty  graze ; 
"Ye  \vinds,  breathe  gently  while  I  tune  my  lays. 

The  joyous  fpring  draws  r»igh  ;  ambrofiul  fhowers 
Unbind  the  earth,  the  earth  unbinds  the  flowers 
The  flowers  blow  fweet,  the  daffodils  unfold 
The  fpreading  glories  of  their  blooming  gi  Id. 


Daplnls. 

Severe  the  florins  !  when  fhuddering  winter  binds 
The  earth  !  but  winter  yields  to  vernal  winds. 
Oh  Love  '.  thy  rigour  my  whole  life  deforms, 
More  cold  than  winter,  more  fevcre  than  ftorms! 

Lycidas. 

Sweet  is  the  fpring,  and  gay  the  fummer  hours, 
When  balmy  odours  breathe  from  painted  flowers; 
But  neither  fweet  the  fpring,  nor  fummer  gay, 
When  fhe  1  love,  my  charmer,  is  away. 

Daphnis. 

To  favage  rocks,  through  bleak  inclement  fkies, 
Deaf  as  thole  rocks,  from  me  my  fair  one  flies  : 
Oh  virgin,  ceafc  to  fly  !  th*  inclement  air    [fpare  ! 
May  hurt  thy  charms  '.  —  but  thou  haft  charms  to 

Lycidas. 

I  love,  and  ever  fhall  my  love  remain, 
The  faireft,  kindeft  virgin  of  the  plain  ; 
With  equal  paflion  her  foft  bofom  glov.-*, 
Feels  the  fweet  pains,  and  (hares  the  heavenly  woc$, 

DapLnls. 

With  a  feign'd  paflion,  flie  I  love  beguiles, 
And  gayly  falfe  the  dear  diflVmbler  imiles; 
But  let  her  ftill  thofe  bled  deceits  employ, 
Still  may  fhe  feign,  and  cheat  me  into  joy  ! 

Lycidas. 

On  yonder  bank  the  yielding  nymph  reclinM, 
Gods  !  how  tranfpcrted  I,  and  fhe  how  kind  ! 
There  rife,ye  flinv  ers,  and  there  your  pride  difpiay, 
There  fhed  your  odours  where  the  fair-one  lay  ! 

Dapbnts. 

Once,  as  my  fair-one  in  the  rofy  bower 
In  gentle  {lumbers  pafs'd  the  noon-tide  hour, 
Soft  I  approach'd,  and  raptur'd  with  the  blifs, 
At  leifure  gaz'd.thcn  ftole  a  filcntkifs  : 
She  wak'd  ;  when  confcious  fmiles,  but  ill  repreft 
JSpoke  no  difdain  :  —  Was  e"vcr  fwain  fo  blefl  ? 

Lycidas. 

With  fragrant  apples  from  the  bending  bough 
In  fport  my  charmer  gave  her  fwain  a  blow  : 
The  fair  offender,  of  my  wrath  afraid, 
Fled,  till  I  feiz'd  and  kifs'd  the  blooming  maid  : 
She  fmil'd,  and  vow'd  if  thus  her  crime*  I  pay, 
She  would  offend  a  thoufand  times  a  day  1 

Daphnis. 

O'er  the  flecp  mountains,  and  the  pathlefs  mead, 
From  my  embrace  the  lovely  fcorner  fled  ; 
But  Humbling  in  the  flight,  by  chance  (he  fell  : 
I  faw  —  but  what  —  her  lover  will  not  ttJI. 


As  the  gay  hours  advance,  the  blofT.  ms  fhoot, 
The  knitting  Moffmv.s  harden  into  fruit ; 
And  as  the.  autumn  by  dt^rees  enlues, 
The  mellowing  fruitb  difpiay  their  ftreaky  hues. 

Lycidas. 

When  the  winds  whittle,  and  the  tempeft  roars, 
"\Vh  n  foamirg  billows  lafh  the  founding  fhores, 
The  bloomy  btautits  of  the  pafturcsdie, 
And  in  gay  heaps  of  fragrant  ruin  lie. 


From  me  my  fair-one  fled,  diffembling  play, 
And  in  the  dark  conceal'd  the  wanton  lay  ; 
But  laugh'd,  and  fhow'd  by  the  directing  found 
She  only  hid,  in  fecret  to  be  found. 

«  Dffpbnh. 

Far  hence  to  happier  climes  Belinda  ftrays, 
But  in  my  breaft  her  lovely  image  flays; 
Oh  !  to  thefe  plains  again,  bright  nymph,  repair, 
Or  from  my"  breait  far  hence  thy  image  bear  ! 

Lycidas. 

Come,  Delia,  ccme  !  till  Delia  blefs  thefe  feats, 
Hide  me,  ye  groves,  within  your  dark  retreats  \ 
In  hollow  groans,  ye  winds,  around  me  blow  ! 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  n.urmur  to  my  v.  oe  1     • 
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Where'er  Belinda  roves,  ye  zephyrs,  play  ! 
Where'er  fhe  treads,  ye  flowers,  adorn  the  way  ! 
from  fultry  funs,  ye  groves,  my  charmer  keep  ! 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  her  fleep  '. 

Lycidas. 

If  ftreams  fmooth- wandering,  Delia,  yield  delight; 
If  the  gay  rofe,  or  lily,  pleafe  thy  fight ; 
Smooth  ftreams  here  wander,  here  the  rofes  glow, 
Here  the  proud  lilies  rife  to  {hade  thy  brow  ! 

Daphnls. 

Aid  me,  ye  mufes,  while  I  loud  proclaim 
What  love  infpires,  and  fing  Belinda's  name  : 
Waft  it,  ye  breezes,  to  the  hills  around  ; 
And  fport,  ye  echoes,  with  the  favourite  found. 

Lycidas . 

Thy  name,  my  Delia,  fhall  improve  my  fong, 
The  pleating  labour  of  my  ravifh'd  tongue  : 
Her  name  to  heaven  propitious  zephyrs  bear, 
And  breathe  it  to  her  kindred  angels  there ! 

Dapbnis. 

But  fee  !  the  night  difplays  her  ftarry  train, 
Soft  filver  dews  impearl  the  glittering  plain  ; 
An  awful  horror  fills  the  gloomy  woods, 
And  bluifh  mifl?  rife  from  the  fmoking  floods : 
*  Hafle,  Daphnis,  hafte  to  fold  thy  woolly  care, 
The  deepening  {hades  imbrown  th'  unwholeibme 
air. 

THE  FIRST  ODE  OF  HORACE, 

TRANSLATED. 

M.ECENAS,  whofe  high  lineage  fprings 
From  a  long  race  of  ancient  kings, 
Patron  and  friend  !  thy  honour'd  name 
At  once  is  my  defence  and  fame. 

There  are,  who  with  fond  tranfportpraife 
The  chariot  thundering  in  the  race  ; 
Where  conquefl  won,  and  palms  beftow'd, 
Lift  the  proud  mortal  to  a  god. 

The  man  who  courts  the  people's  voice, 
And  doats  on  offices  and  noife  ; 
Or  they  who  till  the  peaceful  fields, 
And  reap  what  bounteous  nature  yields, 
Unmov'd,  the  merchant's  wealth  behold, 
Nor  hazard  happinefs  for  gold  ; 
Untempted  by  whole  worlds  of  gain 
To  ftem  the  billows  of  the  main. 

The  merchant,  when  the  ftorm  invades, 
Envies  the  quiet  of  the  fhacles; 
But  foon  relaunches  from  the  fhore, 
Dreading  the  crime  of  being  poor. 

Some  carelefs  wafte  the  mirthful  day 
With  generous  wines,  and  wanton  play, 
Indulgent  of  the  genial  hour, 
By  fpring,  or  rill,  or  fhade,  or  bower. 

Some  hear  with  joy  the  clanging  jar 
Of  trumpets,  that  alarm  to  war ; 
While  matrons  tremble  at  the  breath 
That  calls  their  fons  to  arms  and  death. 


VARIATION. 

*  Halle,  Lycidas,  to  fold,  £c. 


The  fportfman,  train'd  in  ftorrns,  defies 
The  chilling  blaft,  and  freezing  ikies  ; 
Unmindful  of  his  bride,  in  vain 
Soft  beauty  pleads  !  along  the  plain 
The  flag  he  chafes*  or  beguiles 
The  furrous  boar  into  his  toils. 

For  you  the  blooming  ivy  grows* 
Proud  to  adorn  your  learned  brows; 
Patron  of  letters  you  arife, 
Grow  to  a  god,  and  mount  the  fkies. 

Humbly  in  breezy  fhades  1  dray 
Where  fylvans  dance,  and  fatyrs  play; 
Contented  to  advance  my  claim, 
O>"'ly  o'er  men  without  a  name; 
Transcribing  what  the  mufes  fing 
Harmonious  to  the  pipe  or  firing. 

But  if  indulgently  you  deign 
To  rank  me  with  the  lyric  train, 
Aloft  the  towering  mule  fhall  rife 
On  bolder  wings,  and  gain  the  fkies. 

AN  EPISTLE 

To  my    Friend  Mr.    Elijah  fenton,  Author  of  Ma. 
riamne,  a  Tragedy.      17x6. 

WHY  arc  thou  flow  to  ftrike  th'  harmonious  {hell, 
Averfe  to  ling,  who  know'ft  to  fing  fo  well  ? 
If  thy  proud  mufe  the  tragic  bufkin  wears, 
Great  Sophocles  revives  and  re-appears; 
While,  regularly  bold,  fhe  nobly  fmgs 
Strains  worthy  to  detain  the  ears  ef  kings  : 
If  by  thy  hand  th'  Homeric  lyre  be  flrung, 
The  lyre  returns  fuch  founds  as  Homer  fung. 
The  kind  compulfion  of  a  friend  obey, 
And,  though  relu&ant,  fwell  the  lofty  lay; 
Then  liftcning  groves  once  more  fhail  catch  the 

found, 

While  Grecian  mufes  fing  on  Britifh  ground. 
.  Thus  calm  and  filent  thy  own  Proteus  roves 
Through  pearly  mazes,  and  through  coral  groves  j 
But  when,  emerging  from  the  azure  main, 
Coercive  bands  th.'  unwilling  God  conftrain, 
Then  heaves  his  bofom  with  prophetic  fires, 
And  his  tongue  fpcaks  fublime,  what  heaven  in- 
fpires. 

Envy,  'tis  true,  with  barbarous  rage  invades 
What  ev'n  fierce  lightning  fpares,  the  laurel  fhades ; 
And  critics,  biafs'ti  by  miftaken  rules, 
Like  Turkifh  zealots,  reverence  none  but  fools. 
But  praife  from  fuch  injurious  tongues  is  fhame; 
They  rail  the  happy  author  into  fame  : 
Thus  Phoebus  through  the  zodiac  takes  his  way, 
And  rifes  amid  mon'lers  into  day. 
Oh  vilenefs  of  mankind  !  when  writing  well 
Becoraes  a  crime,  and  danger  to  excel ! 
While  noble  fcorn,  my  friend,  fuch  infult  fees, 
And  flies  from  towns  to  wilds,  from  men  to  trees. 

Free  from   the  lufl  of  wealth,   and  glittering 

fnares, 

That  make  th'  unhappy  great  in  love  with  cares, 
Me  humble  joys  in  calm  retirement  pleafe, 
A  filent  happinefs,  and  learned  cafe. 
Deny  me  grandeur,  heaven,  but  goodnefs  grant ! 
A  king  is  lefs  illuflrious  than  a  faint : 
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Hail,  holy  virtue  !  come,  thou  heavenly  gueft, 
Come,  fix  thy  pleafing  empire  in  my  breaft  ! 
*  Thou  know'ft  her  influence,  friend  !  thy  cheer 

f;il  mien 

Proclaims  the  innocence  and  peace  within  ; 
Such  joys  as  none  but  fons  of  virtue  know, 
Shine  in  thy  face,  and  in  thy  bofotn  glow. 

So  when  the  holy  mount  the  prophet  tro'd, 
And  talk'd  familiar  as  a  friond  with  God, 
Celeftial  radiance  every  feature  fhed, 
And  ambient  glories  dawn'd  around  his  head. 

Sure  what  th'  unthinking  great  mifiaken  call 
Their  happinefs,  is  folly,  folly  all  ! 
Like  lofty  mountains  in  the  clouds  they  hide 
Their  haughty  heads,  but  fvvell  with  barren  pride  ; 
And  while  low  vales  in  ufeful  beauty  lie, 
Heave  their  proud  naked  fummits  to  the  fky. 
In  honour,  as  in  place,  ye  great,  tranfcend  ! 
An  angel  fall'n,  degenerates  to  a  fiend  : 
Th'  all-cheering  fun  is  honour'd  with  his  fhrines  ; 
Not  that  he  moves  aloft,  but  that  he  fhines. 
Why  flames  the  ftar  on  Walpole's   generous"} 
breaft  ?  ( 

Not  that  he's  higheft,  but  becaufe  he's  bcft  ;       f 
Fond  to  oblige  ;  in  bleffing  others,  blcft.  J 

How  wondrous  few,  by  avarice  uncontrol'd, 
Have  virtue  to  fubdue  the  thirft  of  gold  ! 
The  fhining  dirt  the  fordid  wretch  enfnares 
"To  buy,  with 'mighty  treafures,  mighty  cares  ; 
Blindly  he  courts,  mifguided  by  the  will, 
A  fpacious  good,  and  meets  a  real  ill : 
So  when  Ulyffes  plough'd  the  furgy  main  ; 
When  now  in  view  appear'd  his  native  reign, 
His  wayward  mates  th'  .ffiolian  bag  unbind, 
Expecting  treafures,  but  out-rufh'd  a  wind  ; 
The  fudden  hurricane  in  thunder  roars, 
Buffets  the  bnrlc,  and  whirls  it  from  the  fhores. 

O  heaven  !  by  what  vain  paffions  man  isfway'd, 
Proud  of  his  reafon,  by  his  will  betrayed  ! 
Blindly  he  wanders  in  purfuit  of  vice, 
And  hates  confinement,  though  in  paradife ;' 
Doom'd,  when  enlarg'd,inftead  of  Eden's  bowers, 
To  rove  in  wilds,  and  gather  thorns  for  flowers; 
Between  th'  extremes,  direct  he  fees  the  way, 
Yet  wilful  fwervcs,  perverfely  fond  to  flray  ! 

Whilft  niggard  fouls  indulge  their  craving  thirft, 
Rich  without  bounty,  with  abundance  curft  ; 
•The  prodigal  purfues  expenfive  vice, 
And  buys  difhoncur  at  a  mighty  price ; 
On  beds  of  ftate  the  fplendid  glutton  fleeps-, 
"While  ftarving  merit  unregarded  weeps : 
His  ill-plac'd  bounty,  while  fcorn'd  virtue  grieves, 
A  dog,  a  fawning  fycophant  receives; 
And  cringing  knaves,  or  haughty  ftrumpets,  (hare 
What  would  make  forrow  fmile,  and  cheer  de- 
fpair. 

Then  wculd'ft  thou  fleer  where  fortune  fpreads 

the  fails? 

Go,  flatter  vice  !  for  feldom  flattery  fails: 
Soft  through  the  ear  the  pleafing  bane  diftills :  - 
Delicious  poifon !  in  perfumes  it  kills ! 


VARIATION. 

*  Thou  fecTft  her  power,  my  friend,  &e. 
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Be  al!  but  virtuous :  Oh!  tinwife  to  live 
Unfafhionahly^pood,  and  hope  to  thrive  ! 
Trees  that  aloft  with  proudeft  honours  rife, 
Root  hell-ward,  and  thence  flouriih  to  the  fkies. 
O  happier  thou,  my  friend,  with  eafc  content, 
Blcfl  with  the  confcience  of  a  life  well-fpent ! 
N^r  Wou'd'ft  be  great ;  but  guide  thy  gathered  fails, 
Safe  by  the  fhore  nor  tempt  the  rougher  gales ; 
For  fare,  of  all  that  feel  the  wound  of  fate, 
None  are  completely  wretched  but  the  great  : 
Superior  woes,  fuperior  ftations  bring  ; 
A  peafant  fletps,  while  cares  awake  a  king  : 
Who  reigns,  muft  fuflFer  !  crowns  with  gems  inlaid 
At  cnce  adorn  and  load  the  royal  head  : 
Change  but  the  fcene,  and  kings  in  duft  decay, 
Swept  from  the  earth  the  pageants  of  a  day  ; 
There  no  diftindions  on  the  dead  await, 
Pet  pompous  graves,  and  rottennefs  in  ftate. 
Such  now  are  all  that  (hone  on  earth  before  ; 
Ceefar  and  mighty  Maryborough  are  no  more  ! 
Unhallow'd  feet  o'er  awful  Tully  tread, 
And  Hyde  and  Phto  join  the  vulgar  dead  ; 
And  all  the  glorious  aims  that  can  employ 
The  foul  of  mortals,  muft  with  Hanmer  die  : 

0  Cnmpton,  when  this  breath  we  once  refign, 
My  duft  fhall  be  as  eloquent  as  thine  ! 

Till  that  laft  hour  which  calls  me  hence  away 
To  pay  that  great  arrcar  which  all  muft  pay; 
Oh  !  may  I  tread  the  paths  which  faints  have  trod, 
Who  knew  they  walk'd  before  th'  all-feeing  God  ! 
Studious  from  ways  of  wicked  men  to  keep, 
Who  mock  at  vice,  while  grieving  angels  weep. 
Come,  tafte,  my  friend !  the  joys  retirement  brings, 
Look  down  on  royal  flaves,  and  pity  kings. 
More  happy  1  laid  where  trees  with  trees  entwin'd 
In  bowery  arches  tremble  to  the  wind, 
With  innocence  and  fhade  like  Adam  bleft, 
While  a  new  Eda*i  opens  in  the  breaft  ! 
Such  were  the  fcenes  d^fcending  angels  trod 
In  guiklefs  days,  when  man  convers'd  with  God, 
Then  fhall  n:y  lyre  to  loftier  founds  be  ftrung, 
Infpir'd  by  *  Homer,  or  what  thou  haft  fung  : 
My  mufe  from  thine  fhall  catch  a  warmer  ray  ; 
As  clouds  are  brighten'd  by  the  God  of  day. 

So  trees  unapt  to  bear,  by  art  refin'd, 
With  (hoots  ennobfed  of  a  generous  kird, 
High  o'er  the  ground  with  fruits  adopted  rife, 
And  lift  their  Spreading  honours  to  the  flues. 

A  DIALOGUE 

Between  a  Lady  and  ler  Locling-GIafs,  IL  bile  fit  lad 

tbt  Green-S'ickncfs. 
THE  gay  Ophelia  view'd  her  face 
In  the  clear  cryftal  of  her  glafs ; 

1  he  lightning  from  her  eye  was  fled, 
Her  cheek  was  pale,  the  rofes  dead. 

Then  thus  Ophelia,  v,  ith  a  frown  : — 
Art  thou,  falle  thing,  perfidious  £rown  ! 
I  never  could  have  thought,  1  fwear, 
To  find  fo  great  a  flanderer  there ! 

Falfe  thing  !  thy  malice  I  defy  ! 
Beaux  vow  I'm  fair — who  never  lye. 

*  Dr.  Brome'tranjlated  eight  books  of  tie  0(fy/ey< 


More  l>rittle  far  than  brittle  thou, 
Would  every  grace  of  woman  grow, 
If  charms  fo  great  fo  foon  decay, 
The  bright  pcffeilion  of  a  day  I 
But  this  I  know,  and  this  declare, 
That  thou  art  falfe,  and  I  am  fair. 

The  glafs  was  vex'd  to  be  b'ly'd, 
And  thus  with  angry  tone  reply'd  : 

No  more  to  me  of  falfehood  talk, 
But  leave  your  oatmeal  and  your  chalk  ! 
*Tis  true,  you're  meagre,  pale,  and  wan; 
The  reafon  is,  you're  fick  for  man.  — 

While  yet  it  fpoke,  Ophelia  frown'd, 
And  dafh'd  th'  offender  to  the  ground  ; 
With  fury  from  her  arm  it  fled, 
And  round  a  glittering  ruin  fpread  ; 
When  lo  !  the  parts  pale  looks  difclofe, 
Pale  looks  in  every  fragment  rofe  ; 
Around  the  room  inflead  of  cne, 
An  hundred  pale  Ophelias  (hone  ; 
Away  the  frighted  virgin  flew, 
And  humbled,  from  herfelf  withdrew. 

THE  MORAL. 

Ye  beaux,  who  tempt  the  fair  and  young, 

With  fnufF,  and  nonefenfe,  dance,  and  fong  ; 

Ye  men  of  compliment  and  lace  ! 

Behold  this  image  in  the  glafs  : 

The  Wondrous  force  of  flattery  prove, 

To  cheat  fond  virgins  into  love  : 

Though  pale  the  cheek,  yet  fwear  it  glows 

With  the  vermilion  of  the  rofe  : 

Praife  them  —  for  praife  is  always  true, 

Though  with  both  eyes  the  cheat  they  view. 

From  hateful  truths  the  virgin  flies  ; 

But  the  falfe  fex  is  caught  with  lies. 

A  POEM   ON  THE   SEAT  Ofr  WAR  IN 
FLANDERS, 

Chiefly  ivith  Relation  to  tie  Sieges  f 

WITH  THE   PRAISE   OF   PEACE  AND   RETIREMENT, 
WRITTEN  IN   I7IO. 

"  Seceffus  mei  non  defidias  nomen,fed  tranquillitatis 
accipiant."  —  PLIN. 


^  thou  Flandria,  on  whofe  fertile  plains, 
In  wanton  pride  luxurious  plenty  reigns  ; 
Happy  !  had  heaven  beftow'd  one  bleffing  more, 
And  plac'd  thee  diftant  from  the  Gallic  power  1 
But  now  in  vain  thy  lawns  attraft  the  view, 
They  but  invite  the  victor  to  fubdce  : 
War,  horrid  war,  the  fylvan  fcene  invades, 
And  angry  trumpets  pierce  the  woodland  fhades; 
Here  fhatter'd  towers,  proud  works  of  many  an 


Lie  dreadful  monuments  of  human  rage ; 
There  palaces  and  hallow'd  domes  difplay 
Majeflic  ruins,  awful  in  decay  1 
Thy  very  duft,  though  uniftinguifh'd  trodj 
Composed,  perhaps,  fome  hero,  great  and  good, 
Who  nobly  for  his  country  loft  his  blood  i 
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Ev'n  with  the  grave,  the  haughty  fpoilers  war, 
And  death's  dark  manfions  Wide  difclofe  to  air  : 
O'er  kings  and  faints  infulting  ftalk,  nor  dread 
To  fpurn  the  afhcs  of  the  glorious  dead. 

See  !  the  Britannic  lions  wave  in  air  1       [war  ! 
See  !  mighty  Madborough  breathing  death  and 
From  Albion's  fhores,  at  Anna's  high  commands, 
The  dauntlefs  hero  pours  his  martial  bands. 
As  when  in  wrath  (tern  Mars  the  thunderer  fends 
To  fcourge  his  foes ;  in  pomp  the  God  defcends ; 
He  mounts  his  iron  car;  with  fury  burns ; 
The  car  fierce-rattling  thunders  as  it  turns ; 
Gloomy  he  grafps  his  adamantine  (hield, 
And  Icatters  armies  o'er  th'  enfanguin'd  field  : 
With  delegated  wrath  thus  Marlborough  glowsj 
In  Vengeance  rufhing  on  his  country's  foes. 
See!  round  the  hoftile  towers  embattled  (lands 
His  banner'd  hofl,  embodied  bands  by  bands  1 
Hark  !  the  fhriil  trumpet  fends  a  mortal  found, 
And  prancing  horfes  (hake  the  folid  ground  ; 
The  furly  drums  beat  terrible  afar, 
With  all  the  dreadful  mufic  of  the  war ; 
From  the  drawn  fwords  effulgent  flames  arife, 
Flafh  o'er  the  plains,  and  lighten  to  the  Ikies  j 
The  heavens  above,  the  fields  and  floods  beneath, 
Glare  formidably  bright,  and  (hine  with  death ; 
In  fiery  ftorms  defcends  a  murderous  fhower, 
Thick  flafh  the  lightnings,  fierce  the  thunders  roar, 
As  when  in  wrathful  mood  Almighty  Jove 
Aims  his  dire  bolts  red-biffing  from  above  ; 
Through  the  fing'd  air,  with  unrefifted  fway, 
The  forky  vengeance  rends  its  flaming  way, 
And,  while  the  firmament  with  thunder  roars, 
From  their  foundations  hurls  imperial  towers ; 
So  rufh  the  globes  with  many  a  fiery  round, 
Tear  up  the  rock,  or  rend  the  ftedfaft  mound. 
Death  (hakes  aloft  her  dart,  and  o'er  her  prey 
Stalks  with  dire  joy,  and  marks  in  blood  her  way"; 
Mountains  of  heroes  flain  deform  the  ground, 
The  fhape  of  man  half  bury'd  in  the  wound  : 
And  1  j  1  while  in  the  (hock  of  war  they  clofe, 
While  fwords  meet  fwords,  and  foes  encounter  foes, 
The   treacherous  earth,  beneath   their  footfteps 

cleaves, 

Her  entrails  tremble,  ancl  her  bofom  heaves; 
Sudden  in  burfts  of  fire  eruptions  rife, 
And  whirl  the  torn  battalions  to  the  (Ides. 

Thus  earthquakes,  rumbling  with  a  thundering 

found, 

Shake  the  firm  worldjan'd  rend  the  cleaving  ground; 
Rocks,  hills,  and  groves,  are  toft  into  the  iky, 
And  in  one  mighty  ruiu  nations  die. 

See !  through  th'  encumber'd  air  the  ponderous 

bomb 

Bears  magazines  of  death  within  its  womb  ; 
The  glowing  orb  difplays  a  blazing  train, 
And  darts  bright  horror  through  th'  ethereal  plain; 
*  It  mounts  tempefluous,  and  with  hideous  found 
Wheels  down  the  heavens,  and  thunders  o'er  tjie 
ground : 


VARIATION. 

*  Ev'n  the  ftern  fouls  of  heroes  feel  difhiay; 
Proud  temples  nod,  afpiring  towers  give  wajr. 
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Th'  imprifo&'d  deaths  rufii  dreadful  in  a  blaze, 

And  mow  a  thoufand  lives,  a  thoufand  ways ; 

f  Earth  floats  with  blood,  while  fpreading  flames 

arife 
From  palaces,  and  domes,  and  kindle  half  the  fkies. 

Thus  terribly  in  air  the  comets  roll, 
And  fhoot  malignant  gleams  from  pole  to  pole ; 
*Tween  worlds  and  worlds  they  more,  and  froni 

their  hair 
Shake  the  blue  plague,  the  peftilence,  and  waif. 

But  who  is  he,  who  ftern  beftrides  the  plain, 
Who  drives  triumphant  d'er  huge  hill*  of  flain; 
Serene,  while  engines  from  the  hi>ftil«  tower 
Rain  from  their  brazen  mouths  an  iron  fhower; 
While  turbid  fiery  fmoke  obfcures  the  day, 
Hews  through  the  deathful  breach  his  dcfperzte 

way? 

Sure  Jove  defcending  joins  the  martial  toil; 
Or  is  it  Marlborough,  or  the  great  Argyll? 

Thus,  when  the  Grecians,  furious  to  deftroy, 
Levell'd  the  ftru&ures  of  imperial  Troy  ; 
Here  angry  Neptune  harl'd  his  vengeful  mace, 
There  Jove  o'crturn'd  it  from  his  inmoft  bafe  : 
Though  brave,  yet  vanquifh'd,  fhc  confeiVd  the 

odds ; 
Her  fons  w  ere  heroe*,  but  they  fought  with  gods. 

Ah  !  what  new  horrors  rife  ?  In  deep  array 
The  fquadrons  form     aloft  the  ftandards  play  ! 
The  captains  draw  the  fword  '.  on  every  brow 
Determin'd  valour  lowers  '.  the  trumpets  blow  ! 
See  !  the  brave  Briton  delves  the  cavern 'd  ground 
Through  the  hard  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  mound  1 
And,  undifmay'd  by  death,  the  foe  invades 
Through  dreadful  horrors  of  infernal  fhades  ! 
In  vain  the  wall's  broad  bafe  deep-rooted  lies, 
In  vain  an  hundred  turrets  threat  the  (kie»  \ 
JLo  :  while  at  eafc  the  bands  immur'd  repofe, 
>Jor  carelefs  dream  of  fubterrancan  foes, 
Like  the  Cadinsean  hoft,  embattled  fwarms 
Start  from  the  earth,  and  clafh  their  founding  arms, 
And,  pouring  war  and  flaughter  from  beneath, 
Wrap  towers,  walls,  men,  in  fire,  in  blood,  in  death. 

So  fome  fam'd  torrent  dives  within  the  caves 
Of  opening  earth,  ingulph'd  with  all  hia  waves  ; 
High  o'er  the  latent  ftream  the  fhcpherd  feeds 
His  wandering  flock,  and  tunes  the  fprightly  reed  : 
Till  from  fome  rifted  chafm  the  billows  rife, 
And  foaming  burft  tumultuous  to  the  fkies; 
Then  roaring  dreadful  o'er  the  delug'd  plain, 
Sweep  herds  and  hinds  in  thunder  to  the  main. 

Bear  me,  ye  friendly  powers,  to  gentler  fccnes, 
To  fhadowy  bowers,  and  never-fading  greens  ! 
"Where  the  ihrill  trumpet  never  found  alarms, 
Nor  martial  din  is  heard,  nor  clafh  of  arms; 
Hail,  ye  foft  feats  !  ye  limpid  Iprings  and  floods ! 
Ye  flowery  mead?,  ye  vales,  and  woods  ! 
Ye  limpid  floods,  that  ever  murmuring  flow  ! 
\e  verdant  meads,  where  flowers  eternal  blow  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Dreadful  it  mounts,  tempeftuous  in  its  flight, 
It  finks,  it  falls,  earth  groans  benearh  its  weight. 
Th'  iaprifon'd  deaths  rufh  out  in  Imoke  and  fire, 
The  mighty  bleed,  heaps  crufh'd  on  heaps  expire. 
'^  The  barriers  burft,  widc-lpr.  eadiug  flames  arife. 


]  Ye  fhady  vales,  where  zephyrs  ever  play  I 

|  Ye  woods,  where  little  warblers  tune  their  lay  I 

Here  grant  me,  heaven,  to  end  my  peaceful  day:», 
And  fteal  myfelf  from  life  by  flow  decays ; 
Draw  health  from  food  the  temperate  garden  yield  » 
From  fruit,  or  herb,  the  bounty  of  the  fields; 
Nor  let  the  loaded  table  groan  beneath 
Slain  animals,  the  horrid  feaft  of  death  : 
With  age  unknown  to  pain  or  forrow  bleft, 
To  the  dark  grave  retiring  as  to  reft  ; 
While  gently  with  one  figh  this  mortal  frame 
Diflblving  turns  to  afhes,  whence  it  came  ; 
While  my  freed  foul  departs  without  a  groan, 
And  joyful  wings  her  flight  to  worlds  unknown. 

Ye  gloomy  groU  !  ye  awful  folemn  cells, 
Where  holy  thoughtful  Contemplation  dwells, 
Guard  me  from  fplendid  cares  and  tirefome  Itate, 
Th.3t  pompous  mifery  of  being  great ! 
Happy  !  if  by  the  wife  and  learn'd  belov'd; 
But  happieft  above  all,  if  felf-approv'd  ! 
Content  with  eafe  :  ambitious  to  defpife 
Illuftrious  vanity,  and  gloriou*  vice 
Come,  thou  chafte  maid,  here  ever  let  me  ftray, 
While  the  calm  hours  fteal  unpcrceiv'd  away  ; 
Here  court  the  mufes,  while  the  fun  on  high 
Flames  in  the  vault  of  heaven,  and  fires  the  flcy  : 
Or  whik  the  night's  dark  wings  thisglobefurround, 
And  the  pale  moon  begins  her  folemn  round, 
Bid  my  free  foul  to  ftarry  orbs  repair, 
Thofe  radiant  worlds  that  float  in  ambient  air, 
And  with  a  regular  confufion  ftray 
Oblique,  direct,  along  th'  aerial  way  : 
Or  when  Aurora,  from  her  golden  bowers, 
Exhales  the  fragrance  of  the  balmy  flowers, 
Reclin'd  in  filence  t>n  a  moffy  bed, 
C-mfult  the  learned  volumes  of  the  dead  ; 
Fall'n  realms  and  empires  in  defcription  view, 
Live  o'er  paft  times,  and  built  whole  worlds  anew; 
Or  from  the  burfting  tombs  in  fancy  raife 
The  fons  of  fame,  who  liv'd  in  ancient  days  : 
And  lo  !  with  haughty  flask  the  warrior  treads! 
Stern  legiflators  frowning  lift  their  heads ! 
I  fee  proud  vi&urs  in  triumphal  cars, 
Chiefs,  kings,  and  heroes,  icam'd  with  glorious 

fears ! 

Or  liften  till  the  raptur'd  foul  takes  wings, 
While  Plato  reafons,  or  while  Homer  fings. 
Charm   me,   ye   facred  leaves  *,  with  loftier 

themes, 

With  opening  heavens,  and  angels  rob'd  in  flame*: 
Ye  reftlefs  paflions/while  I  read,  be  aw'd  : 
Hail,  ye  myfterious  oracles  of  God  1 
Here  I  behold  how  infant  time  began, 
How  the  duft  mov'd  and  quicken'd  into  man  ; 
Here  through  the  flowery  walks  of  Eden  rove, 
Court  the  foft  breeze,  or  range  the  fpicy  grove  ; 
There  tread  on  hallow'd  groundwhere  angels  trod, 
And   reverend  patriarchs  talk'd  as  friends  with 

GoJ; 

Or  hear  the  voice  to  Cumbering  prophets  given, 
Or  gaze  on  vifions  from  the  throne  of  heaven. 

But  nobler  yet,  far  nobler  fcenes  advance  ! 
Why  leap  the  mountains?  why  the  forcfts  dance  ? 

*  Tte  Hsly  Strifturet* 
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Why  flafh.es  glory  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
Rejoice,  O  earth,  a  God,  a  God  appears  1 
A  God,  a  God,  defcending  angels  fing, 
And  mighty  feraphs  fhout,  Behold  your  King  ! 
Hail,  virgin-born  1  Lift,  lift,  ye  blind,  your  eyes  ! 
Sing,  oh  ye  dumb  1  and  oh  ye  dead,  arife  I 
Tremble,  yc  gates  of  hell  I   In  nobleft  {trains 
Tell  it  aloud,  ye  heavers  !  the  Saviour  reigns  ! 

Thus  lonely,  thoughtful,  may  I  run  the  race 
Of  tranfient  life,  in  no  inufeful  eafe  ! 
Enjoy  each  hour,  nor,  as  it  fleets  away, 
Think  life  too  fhort,  and  yet  too  long  the  day  ; 
Of  right  obferram,  while  the  foul  attends 
Each  duty,  and  makes  heaven  and  angels  friends. 
And  thou,  fair  Peace,  from  the  wild  floods  of  war 
Come  dovelike,  and  thy  blooming  olive  bear  ; 
Tell  me,  ye  victors,  what  ftrange  charms  ye  find 
In  conqueft,  that  definition  of  mankind  1 
Uncnvy'd  may  your  laurels  ever  grow, 
That  never  flcurifh  but  in  human  woe, 
If  never  earth  the  wreathe  triumphal  bears, 
Till  drench'd  in  heroes'  blood  or  orphans'  tears. 

Let  Ganges  from  afar  to  flaughter  train 
His  fable  warriors  on  th*  embattled  plain; 
Let  Volga's  fons  in  iron  fquadrons  rile, 
And  pour  in  millions  from  her  frozen  Ikies  : 
Thou,  gentle  Thames,  flow  thou  in  peaceful  ftreams, 
$id  thy  bold  fons  reftrain  their  martial  flames. 
In  thy  own  laurel's  fliade,great  Marlborough,  ftay, 
There  charm  the  thoughts  of  conquer'd  worlds  a- 

way  : 

Guardian  of  England  !  born  to  fcourge  her  foes, 
•  Speak,  and  thy  word  gives  half  the  world  rcpofe  j 
Sink  down,  ye  hills  ;  eternal  rocks,  fubfide  ; 
Vanifh,  ye  forts;  thou,  ocean,  drain  thy  tide: 
We  lafety  boaft,  defended  by  thy  fame, 
And  armies  —  in  the  terror  of  thy  name  1 
Now  fix  o'er  Anna's  throne  thy  victor  blade. 
War,  be  thou  chain'd!  ye  ftreams  of  blood,  be 

ftay'd  ! 

Though  wild  Ambition  her  juft  vengeance  feels, 
She  wars  to  fave,  and  where  (he  ftrikes,  (he  heals. 

So  Pallas  with  her  javelin  fmote  the  ground, 
And  peaceful  olives  flourifh'd  from  the  wound. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
CHARLES  LORD  CORNWALLIS, 

£ar<*t  of  Eyre,  Warden,  Chief  Jujltce,  and  Jufice  In 
Lyre  of  all  Eh  Maje/ty's  Fore/is,  C&afv,  Parks, 
*nd  Warrens,  on  the  South  Side  of  Trent.. 
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O  THOU  whofe  virtues  fandHfy  thy  ftatc  1 
O  great,  without  the  vices  of  the  great  ! 
1'orm'd  by  a  dignity  of  mind  to  pleafe, 
To  think,  to  a6t  with  elegance  and  eafe!* 


ADDITION. 

*  Firm  to  thy  king,  and  to  thy  country  brave  ; 
Loyal,  yet  free ;  a  fubjeit,  not  a  Have  j 
Say,  &c. 


Say,  wilt  thou  liften  while  I  tune  the  firing, 
And  fing  to  thee,  who  gav'ft  me  eafe  to  fing  ? 
Unfkill'd  in  verfe,  I  haunt  the  filent  grove; 
Yet  lowly  fhepherds  fing  to  mighty  Jove ; 
And  mighty  Jove  attends  the  fhepherd's  vowj, 
And  gracious  what  his  fuppliants  afks  beftows: 
So  by  thy  favour  may  the  mufe  be  crown'd, 
And  plant  her  laurels  in  more  fruitful  ground; 
The  grateful  mufe  (hall  in  return  beftow 
Her  ipreading  laurels  to  adorn  thy  brow. 

Thus,  guarded  by  the  tree  of  Jove,  a  flower 
Shoots  from  the  earth,  cor  fears  th*  inclement 

fliower; 

And  when  the  fury  of  the  ftorm  is  laid, 
Repays  with  fweets  the  hofpitable  fhade. 

Severe  their  lot,  who,  when  they  long  endure 
The  wounds  of  fortune,  late  receive  a  cure ! 
Like  fhips  in  dorms  o'er  liquid  mountains  toft, 
Ere  they  are  fav'd  muft  almoft  firft  be  loft; 
But  you  with  fpeed  forbid  diftrefs  to  grieve  t 
He  gives  by  halves,*  who  hefitates  to  give. 

Thus,  when  an  angel  views  mankind  diftreft, 
He  feels  companion  pleading  in  his  bread ; 
Inftant  the  heavenly  guardian  cleaves  the  fkies, 
And,  pleas'd  to  favc,  on  wings  of  lightning  fliesf. 

Some  the  vain  promifes  of  courts  betray; 
And  gaily  ftraying,  they  are  pleas'd  to  ftray ; 
The  flattering  nothing  ftill  deludes  their  eye», 
Seems  ever  near,  yet  ever  diftant  flies  : 
As  perfpe&ives  prefent  the  object  nigh, 
Though  far  remov'd  from  the  miftaking  eye; 
Againft  our  reafon  fondly  we  believe, 
Afllft  the  fraud,  and  teach  it  to  deceive  : 
As  the  faint  traveller,  when  night  invades, 
Sees  a  falfe  light  relieve  the  ambient  fhades, 
Pleas'd  he  beholds  the  bright  delufion  play, 
But  the  falfe  guide  (nines  only  to  betray : 
Swift  he  purfues,  yet  ftill  the  path  miftakes, 
O'er  dangerous  marfhes,  or  through  thorny  brakes; 
Yet  obilinate  in  wrong  he  toils  to  ilray, 
With  many  a  weary  ftride,  o'ermany  a  painful  way.- 
So  man  purfues  the  phantom  of  hii  brain, 
And  buys  his  difappointment  with  his  pain  : 
At  length  when  years  invidioufly  deftroy 
The  power  to  tafte  the  long-expected  joy, 
Then  fortune  envious  fheds  her  golden  mowers. 
Malignly  fmiles,  and  curfes  him  with  ftores. 


ADDITION. 

f  Few  know  to  afk,  or  decently  receive ; 
And  fewer  ftill  with  dignity  to  give  : 
If  earnM  by  flattery,  gifts  of  higheft  price 
Are  not  a  bounty,  but  the  pay  of  vice. 
Some  wildly  lavifh,  yet  no  friend  obtain  ; 
Nor  are  they  generous,  but  abfurd  and  vain. 
Some  give  with  furly  pride  and  boifterous  hands, 
As  Jove  pours  rain  in  thunder  o'er  the  lands. 
When  merit  pleads,  you  meet  it  and  embrace, 
And  give  the  favour  luftre  by  the  grace ; 
So  Phoebus  to  his  warmth  a  glory  joins, 
B. effing  the  world,  and  while  he  bleffes  fhines. 

*    The  Lord  CornivaUis,  In  a  mojl  obliging  manneft 
rcwmmendcd  the  author  t*  the  reftary  of  Pulkatn* 


THE    WORKS    OF  BROOM  E. 


Thus  o'er  the  urn^  of  friends  departed  weep 
The  mournfnl  kindred,  and  fond  vigils  keep  ; 
Ambrofial  ointments  o'er  their  afhes  med, 
And  fcatter  ufelefs  rofes  on  the  dead ; 
And  when  no  more  avail  the  world's  delights, 
The  fpicy  odours,  and  the  folemn  rites, 
"With  fruitlefs  pomp  they  deck  the  fenfelcfs  tombs, 
And  wafte  profufely  floods'of  vain  perfumes. 

THE  ROSE-BUD. 

To  tie  Right  Honourable  tie  Lady  Jane  WTiarton. 

QOEEN  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe, 
The  beauties  of  thy  leaves  difclofe  ! 
The  winter's  paft,  the  tempefts  fly, 
Soft  gales  breathe  gently  through  the  Iky; 
The  larkfweet  warbling  on  the  wing 
Salutes  the  gay  return  of  fpring  : 
The  filver  dews,  the  vernal  fhowers, 
Call  forth  a  bloomy  wafte  of  flowers ; 
The  joyous  fields,  the  fhady  woods, 
Are  cloth'd  with  green,  or  fwell  with  buds ; 
Then  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe, 
•  Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe  ! 

Thou,  beauteous  flower,  a  welcome  gucft, 
Shah  flourim  on  the  fair  one's  breaft, 
Shalt  grace  her  hand,  or  deck  her  hair, 
The  flower  mod  fweet,  the  nymph  moft  fair. 
Breathe  foft,  ye  winds  !  be  calm  ye  ikies ! 
Ariie,  ye  flowery  race,  arife  ! 
And  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe, 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe  ! 

But  thou,  fair  nymph,  thyfelf  furvey 
In  this  fweet  oiftpring  of  a  day  : 
That  miracle  of  face  muft  fail ; 
Thy  charms  are  fweet,  but  charms  are  frail : 
Swift  as  thefhort-liv'd  flower  they  fly, 
At  morn  they  bloom,  at  evening  die : 
Though  ficknefs  yet  a  while  forbears, 
Yet  time  deftroys  what  Cckncfs  fpares. 
Now  Helen  lives  alone  in  fame, 
And  Cleopatra's  but  a  name. 
Time  muft  indent  that  heavenly  brow, 
And  thou  muft  be,  what  they  are  now. 

This  moral  to  the  fair  difclofe, 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe. 

BELINDA  AT  THE  BATH. 

WHILE  in  thefe  fountains  bright  Belinda  laves, 
She  adds  new  virtues  to  the  healing  waves :  ™' 
Thus  in  Bethfeda's  pool  an  angel  flood, 
Bade  the  foft  waters  heal,  and  bleft  the  flood  1»A 
But  from  her  eye  fuch  bright  deftruAion  flie4J°8 
In  vain  they  flow  1  for  her,  the  lover  dies. 

No  more  let  Tagus  boaft,  whofe  beds  unfold 
A  fh'ming  treafure  of  all-conquering  gold  ! 
No  more  the*  Po !  wliofc  wandering  waters  ftray, 
In  m?.zy  errors,  through  the  ftarry  way  : 

*  «  — Eridanum  cernes  in  partc  locatum  cceli." 

Tull.  in  Arateis. 
"  Gurgite  fidereo  fubterluit  Oriona."       Claud, 


Henceforth  thefe  fprings  fuperior  honours 
There  Venus  laves,  but  my  Belinda  here. 

THE  COY; 

AN   ODE. 

LOVE  ia  a  noble  rich  repaft, 
But  feldom  fhould  the  lover  tafte  ; 
When  the  kind  fair  no  more  reftrains, 
The  glutton  furfeits  and  difdains. 

To  move  the  nymph,  he  tears  beftows, 
He  vainly  fighs,  he  falfely  vows  : 
The  tears  deceive,  the  vows  betray  ; 
He  conquers,  and  contemns  the  prey. 

Thus  Ammon's  fon  with  fierce  delight 
Smil'd  at  the  terrors  of  the  fight  : 
The  thoughts  of  conqueft  charm'd  his  eyei, 
He  conquered,  and  he  wept  the  prize. 

Love,  like  a  profpe<£t,  with  delight 
Sweetly  deceives  the  diftant  fight; 
Where  the  tir'd  travellers  furvey, 
O'er  hanging  rocks,  a  dangerous  way. 

Ye  fair  .that  would  victorious  prove, 
Seem  but  half  kind  when  moft  you  love: 
Damon  purfues,  if  Celia  flies; 
But  when  her  love  is  born,  his  dies. 
Had  Danae  the  young,  the  fair, 
Been  free  and  unconiin'd  as  air, 
Free  from  the  guards  and  brazen  tower, 
She'd  ne'er  been  worth  a  golden  fhower. 

To  the  Honourable 
MRS.  ELIZABETH 


AFTERWARDS  LADY   CORNWALL1S, 

ON  HER  PICTURE  AT  RAINHAM 


Li  oos  r  tit 


Odyffey,  Lib.  1  8. 


An  !  cruel  hand,  that  could  fuch  power  employ 
To  teach  the  pidlur'd  beauty  to  deftroy  ! 
Singly  fhe  charm'd  before;  but  by  his  (kill 
The  living  beauty  and  her  likencls  kill  ! 
Thus  when  in  parts  the  broken  mirrors  fallj 
A  face  in  all  is  feen,  and  charms  in  all  ! 

Think  then,  O  fair  eft  of  the  fairer  race, 
What  fatal  beauties  arm  thy  heavenly  face^ 
Whofe  very  fhadow  ean  fuch  flames  infpire  ; 
We  fee  'tis  paint,  and  yet  we  feel  'tis  fire. 

See!   with  falfe  life  the  lovely  image  glows, 
And  every  wondrous  grace  tranfplamed  fhows; 
Fatally  fair  the  new  creation  reigns, 
Charms  in  her  fhape,  and  multiplies  our  pains  ; 
Hence  the  fond  youth;  that  eafe  by  abfence  found, 
Views  the  dear  form,  and  bleeds  at  every  wound; 
Thus  the  bright  Venus,  though  to  heaven  fhe 

foar'd, 
Reign'd  in  her  image,  by  the  world  ador'd. 

Oh!  wond'rous  power  of  mingled  light  and 

(hades  ! 
Where  btauty  with  dumb  eloquence  perfuadesj 


P  '  O    E    M    S. 


Where  pafiions  are  beheld  in  pi&ure  wrought, 

And  animated  colours  look  a  thought : 

Rare  art !  on  whofe  command  all  nature  waits  ! 

It  copies  all  Omnipotence  creates  : 

Here  crown'd  \vith  mountains  earth  expanded  lies, 

There  the  proud  Teas  with  all  their  billows  rife  : 

If  life  be  drawn,  refponfive  to  the  thought 

The  breathing  figures  live  throughout  the  draught; 

The  mimic  bird  in  ikies  fictitious  moves, 

Or  fancy'd  beafts  in  imitated  groves  : 

Ev'n  heaven  it  climbs;  and  from  the  forming  hands 

An  angel  here,  and  there  a  Townfhend  {lands. 

Yet,  painter,  yet,  though  art  with  nature  ftrive, 
Though  ev'n  the  lovely  phantom  feem  alive, 
Submit  thy  vanquifli'd  art !  and  own  the  draught, 
Though  fair,  defective,  and  a  beauteous  fault  : 
Charms,  fuch  as  hcr's,  inimitably  great, 
He  only  can  exprefs,  that  can  create. 
Couldft  thou  cxtradl  the  whitenefs  of  the  fnow, 
Or  of  its  colours  rob  the  heavenly  bow, 
Yet  would  her  beauty  triumph  o'er  thy  (kill, 
Lovely  in  thee,  herfelf  more  lovely  ftiil  1 

Thus  in  the  limpid  fountain  we  defcry 
The  faint  refemblance  of  the  glittering  fky  ; 
Another  fun  difplays  his  leffen'd  beams, 
Another  heaven  adorns  th'  enlighten'd  dreams : 
Eut  though  the  fcene  be  fair,  yet  high  above 
Th'  exalted  Ikies  in  nobler  beauties  move ; 
There  the  true  heaven's  eternal  lamps  difplay 
A  deluge  of  inimitable  day. 

TO  MR.  POPE, 
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LET  vulgar  fouls  triumphal  arches  raife, 
And  fpeaking  marble  to  record  their  praife; 
Or  carve  with  fruitlefs  toil,  to  fame  unknown, 
The  mimic  feature  on  the  breathing  ftone  ; 
Mere  mortals,  fubjeil  to  death's  total  fway, 
Reptiles  of  earth,  and  beings  of  a  day  ! 
Tis  thine,  on  every  heart  to  grave  thy  praife, 
A  monument  which  worth  alone  can  raife  ; 
Sure  to  furvhre,  when  time  fhall  whelm  in  duft 
The  arch,  the  marble,  and  the  mimic  buft  ; 
Nor  till  the  volumes  of  th'  expanded  iky 
Blaze  in  one  flame,  (halt  thou  and  Homer  die; 
When  fink  together  in  the  world's  laft  fires 
What  heaven  created,  and  what  heaven  infpires. 

If  aught  on  earth,  when  once  this  breath  is  fled, 
With  human  tranfport  touch  the  mighty  dead  ; 
Shakfpeare,  rejoice  !  his  hand  thy  page  refines, 
Now  every  fcene  with  native  brightnefs  fhines; 
Juft  to  thy  fame,  he  gives  thy  genuine  thought, 
So  Tully  pubiifh'd  what  Lucretius  wrote ; 
Prun'd  by  his  care,  thy  laurels  loftier  grow, 
And  bloom  afreih  on  thy  immortal  brow. 

Thus  when  thy  draughts,  O  Raphael,  time  in- 
vades, 

And  the  bold  figure  from  the  canvas  fades ; 
A  rival  hand  recals  from  every  part 
Some  latent  grace,  and  equals  art  with  art ; 
Tranfported  we  furvey  the  dubious  ftrife, 
While  the  fair  image  Harts  again  to  Iffe. 


How  long  untun'd  had  Homer's  facred  lyre, 
Jarr'd  grating  difcord,  all  extinct  his  fire  ! 
This  you  beheld  ;  and,  taught  by  heaven  to  fingr, 
Call'd  the  loud  mufic  from  the  founding  ftring. 
Now  wak'd  from  (lumbers  of  three  thoufarid  years, 
Once  more  Achilles  in  dread  pomp  appears, 
Towers  o'er  the  field  of  death  ;  as  fierce  he  turns, 
Keen  flafh  his  arms,  and  all  the  hero  burns  ; 
His  plume  nods  horrible,  his  helm  on  high 
With  cheeks  of  iron  glares  againft  the  fky ; 
With  martial  ftalk,  and  more  than  mortal  might, 
He  ftrides  along,  he  meets  the  god  in  fight : 
Then  the  pale  Titans,  chain'd  on  burning  flores; 
Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  fhores; 
Tremble  the  towers  of  heaven;  earth  rocks  her 

coafts  ; 

And  gloomy  Pluto  fhakes  with  all  his  ghofts. 
To  every  theme  refponds  thy  various  lay; 
Here  pours  a  torrent,  there  meanders  play  : 
Sonorous  as  the  ftorm  thy  numbers  rife, 
Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  thunder  in  the  ikies; 
Or  fetter  than  a  yielding  virgin's  figh, 
The  gentle  breezes  breathe  away,  and  die. 
How  twangs  the  bolv,  when  with  a  jarring  fpring 
The  whizzing  arrows  vanifh  from  the  ftring! 
When  giantsftrain,  fome  rock's  vaft  weight  to  fhove, 
The  flow  verfe  heaves,  and  the  clogg'd  words  fcarcc 

move  ; 

But  when  from  high  it  rolls,  with  many  a  bound, 
Jumping  it  thundering  whirls,  and  rtifnes  to  the 

ground  : 

Swift  flows  the  verfe,  when  winged  lightnings  fly, 
Dart  from  the  dazzled  view,  and  flafh  along  the 

iky: 

Thus,  like  the  radiant  god  who  fheds  the  day, 
The  vale  you  paint,  or  gild  the  azure  way ; 
And,  while  with  every  theme  the  verfe  complies, 
Sink  without  grovclli:;g,  without  rafhncfs  ri/e. 
Proceed,  great  bard,  awake    th*   harmonious 

ftr'ing> 

Be  ours  all  Homer,  ftill  Ulyffes  fing  ! 
Ev'n  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes'  train, 
fnflam'd  by  thee,  attempt  a  nobler  ftrain  ; 
Adventrous  waken  the  *  Mssonian  lyre, 
Tun'd  by  your  hand,  and  fing  as  you  infpire  : 
So,  armfd  by  great  Achilles  for  the  fight, 
Patroclus  conquer'd  in  Achilles'  might. 
Like  theirs  our  friendfh.ip  !   and  I  boaft  my  name 
To  thine  united,  for  thy  friendfhip's  fame. 

How  long  Ulyffes,  by  unikilful  hands 
Stript  of  his  robes,  a  beggar  trod  our  lands 
Such  as  he  wander'd  o'er  his  native  coaft, 
Shrunk  by  the  f  wand,  and  all  the  hero  loft  ; 
O'er  his  finooth  {kin  a  bark  of  wrinkles  fpread, 
Old  age  difgrac'd  the  honours  of  his  head; 
Nor  longer  in  his  heavy  eye-ball  fhin'd 
The  glance  divine  forth-beaming  from  the  mind  ; 
But  you,  like  Pallas,  every  limb  infold 
With  royal  robes,  and  bid  him  fhine  in  gold ; 
Touch'd  by  your  hand,  his  manly  frame  improves 
With  air  divine,  and  like  a  God  he  moves. 


*  'The  author  tratijlatsd  eight  booh  of  tie 
|  See  tie  l()ib 
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This  labour  paft,  of  heavenly  fubje<fts  fing, 
While  hovering  angels  liften  on  the  wing; 
To  hear  from  earth  fuch  heart-felt  raptures  rife, 
As  when  they  fmg,  fufpended  hold  the  fldes  : 
,Or,  nobly  rifing  in  fair  virtue's  caufc, 
From  thy  own  life  tranfcribe  th'  unerring  laws; 
Teach  a  bad  world  beneath  her  fway  to  bend, 
To  verfe  like  thine  fierce  favages  attend,         [lay, 
And  men  more  fierce  !  When  Orpheus  tunes  the 
Ev'n  fiends  relenting  hear  their  rage  away. 

PART  OF  THE  TENTH  BOOK  OF  THE 
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Now  high  advanc'd  the  night,  o'er  all  the  hoft 
Sleep  fhed  his  foftcft  balm  ;  reftlefs  alone 
Atrides  lay,  and  cares  revolv'd  on  cares. 

As  when  with  rifing  vengeance  gloomy  Jove 
Pours  down  a  watery  deluge,  or  in  ftorms 
Of  hail  or  fnow  commands  the  goary  jaws 
Of  war  to  roar  ;  through  all  the  kindling  fkies, 
With  flaming  wings  on  lightnings  lightnings  play  : 
So  while  Atrides  meditates  the  war, 
Sighs  after  fighs  burlts  from  his  manly  breaft, 
And  {hake  his  inmoft  foul :  round  o'er  the  fields 
To  Troy  he  turns  his  eyes,  and  round  beholds 
A  thoufand  fires  felaze  dreadful ;  through  his  ears 
Paffes  the  direful  fymphony  of  war, 
Of  fife,  or  pipe,  and  the  loud  hum  of  hofts 
Strikes  him  difmay'd  :  Now  o'er  the  Grecian  tenti 
His  eyes  he  rolls ;  now  from  his  royal  head 
Rends  the  fair  curl  in  facrificc  to  Jove, 
And  his  brave  heart  heaves  with  imperial  woes. 

Thus  groans  the  thoughtful  king ;  at  length  re- 

folves 

To  feek  the  Pylian  fage,  in  wife  debate 
To  ripen  high  defigns,  and  from  the  fword 
Preferve  his  banded  legions.  Pale  and  fad 
Uprofe  the  monarch  :  inftant  o'er  his  breaft 
A  robe  he  threw,  and  on  his  royal  feet 
Glitter'd  th'  embroider'd  fandals :  o'er  his  back 
A  dreadful  ornament,  a  lion's  fpoils. 
With  hideous  grace  down  to  his  ankles  hung  ; 
Fierce  in  his  hand  he  grafp'd  a  glittering  fpcar. 

With  equal  care  was  Menelaus  tofs'd : 
Sleep  from  his  temples  fled,  his  generous  heart 
Felt  all  his  people's  woes,  who  in  his  caufe 
Stemm'd  the  proud  main,  and  nobly  ftood  in  arms 
Confronting  death :    A  leopard's  fpottcd  fpoils 
Terrific  clad  his  limbs,  a  brazen  helm 
Beam'd  on  his  head,  and  in  his  hand  a  fpear. 
Forth  from  his  tent  the  royal  Spartan  ftrode 
To  wake  the  king  of  men;  him  wak'd  he  found 
Clafping  his  polifh'd  arms  ;  with  rifing  joy 
The  heroes  meet,  the  Spartan  thus  begun  : 

Why  thus  in  arms,  my  prince  ?  Send'ft  thou 

fome  fpy 

To  view  the  Tiojan  hod  ?  Alas  !  I  fear 
Left  the  moft  dauntlefs  fons  of  glorious  war 
Shrink  at  the  bold  defign  1  This  taflc  demands 
A  foul  refolv'd,  to  pafs  the  gloom  of  night, 
And  'midft  her  legions  fearch  the  powers  of  Troy. 

O  prince,  he  cries,  in  this  difaftrous  hour 
Greece  alfour  counfel  claims,  now,  now  demands 


Our  deepeft  cares  '.  the  power  omnipotent 
Frowns  on  our  arms,  but  fmilcs  with  afpecl  mild 
On  Hedtor's  incenfe  :  Heavens  !  whatfon  of  fame, 
Renown'd  in  (lory,  e'er  fuch  deeds  atchiev'd 
In  a  whole  life,  as  in  one  glorious  day 
This  favourite  of  the  Ikies  ?  and  yet  a  man  ! 
A  mortal !  born  to  die  !   but  fuch  his  deeds 
As  future  Grecians  (hall  repeat  with  tears 
To  children  yet  unborn. —  But  haftc,  repair 
To  Ajax  and  Idomeneus  :  we  wake 
Ourfelf  the  Pylian  fage ;  to  keep  the  guards 
On  duty  be  his  care  ;  for  o'er  the  guards 
His  fou  prefides  nocturnal,  and  in  arms 
His  great  compeer,  Meriones  the  bold. 

But  fay,  rejoins  the  prince,  thefe  orders  borne, 
There  fliall  I  flay,  or,  meafuring  back  the  (horcii, 

To  thee  return  ? No  more  return,  replies 

The  king  of  hofts,  left  treading  different  ways 
We  meet  no  more ;  for  through  the  camp  the 

ways 

Lie  intricate  and  various  :  bu^  aloud 
Wake  every  Greek  to  martial  fame  and  arms; 
Teach  them  to  emulate  their  godlike  fires ; 
And  thou  awhile  forget  thy  royal  birth, 
And  (hare  a  foldier's  cares  :  the  proudeft  king 
Is  but  exalted  duft  ;  and  when  great  Jove 
Call'd  us  to  life,  and  gave  us  royal  power, 
He  gave  a  fad  pre-eminence  of  woe*. 

He  fpoke,  and  to  the  tent  of  Neftor  turns 
His  ftep  majeftrc  :  on  his  couch  he  found 
The  hoary  warrior ;  all  around  him  lay 
His  arms,  the  fhield,  the  fpears,  the  radiant  helm, 
And  fcarf  of  various  dye  :  with  thefe  array'd, 
The  reverend  father  to  the  field  of  fame 
Led  his  bold  files ;  for,  with  a  brave  difdain, 
Old  as  he  was,  he  fcorn'd  the  eafe  of  age. 

Sudden  the  monarch  ftarts,  and  half  uprais'd, 
Thus  to  the  king  aloud ;  What  art  thou,  fay  ? 
Why  in  the  camp  alone  ?  while  others  fleep, 
Why  wandereft  thou  obfcure  the  midnight  hours  ? 
Seek  ft  thou  fome  centinel,  or  abient  friend  ? 
Speak  inftant '. — Silent  to  advance,  is  death  ! 

O  pride  of  Greece,  the  plaintive  king  returns, 
Here  in  thy  tent  thou  Agamemnon  view'ft, 
A  prince,  the  moft  unhappy  of  mankind  ; 
Woes  I  endure,  which  none  but  kings  can  feel, 
Which  ne'er  will  ceafe  until  forgot  in  death  : 
Penlive  I  wander  through  the  damp  of  night, 
Through  the  cold  damp  of  night ;  diftrefs'd  !  alone! 
And  fletp  is  grown  a  ftranger  to  my  eyes  : 
The  weight  of  all  the  war,  the  load  of  woes 
That  prefles  every  Greek,  united  falls 

On  me the  cares  of  all  the  hoft  are  mine  '. 

Grief  c'ifcompofes,  and  diftra&s  my  thoughts  ; 
My  reftlef*  panting  heart,  a<«  if  it  ftrove 
To  force  its  prifon,  beats  againft  my  fides  ! 
My  ftrength  is  fail  d,  and  even  my  feet  refufe 
To  bear  fo  great  a  load  of  wretchednefs  ! 

But  if  thy  wakeful  cares  (for  o'er  thy  head 
Wakeful  the  hours  glide  on)  have  aught  matur'd 
Ufeful,  the  thought  unfold  :  but  rife,  my  friend, 
Vifit  witli  me  the  watches  of  the  night : 
Left  tir  d  they  fleep,  while  Troy  with  all  her  war 
Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  now,  perhaps  ev'n  now 
Arms  her  proud  bands,  Arife,  my  friend,  arife  ! 


POEMS. 


To  whom  the  Pylian  :  Think  not,  mighty  king, 
Jove  ratifies  vain  Hector's  haughty  views  ; 
A  fudden,  fad  reverfe  of  mighty  woes 
Waits  that  audacious  victor,  when  in  arms 
Dreadful  Achilles  (nines.   But  now  thy  fteps 
Neftor  attends  :  Be  it  our  care  to  wake 
Sage  Ithacus,  and  Diomed  the  brave, 
Mcges  the  bold,  and  in  the  race  renown'd 
Oilean  Ajax  :  To  the  (hips  that  guard 
Outmoft  the  camp,  fome  other  fpeed  his  way 
To  raife  (tern  Ajax  and  the  Cretan  king. 
But  love,  nor  reverence  to  the  mighty  name 
Of  Menelaus,  nor  thy  wrath,  O  king, 
Shall  flop  my  free  rebuke  :  Sleep  is  a  crime 
When  Agamemnon  wakes  ;  on  him  it  lies 
To  (hare  thy  martial  toils,  to  court  the  peers 
To  avSl  the  men  :  this  hour  claims  all  our  cares. 

Referve,  rejoins  the  king,  for  future  hours 
Thy  generous  anger  :   Seems  the  royal  youth 
Rernifs?  'tis  not  through  indolence  of  foul, 
But  deference  to  our  power ;  for  our  commands 
He  waits,  and  follows  when  we  lead  the  way. 
This  night  difdaiuingreft,  his  fteps  he  bent 
To  our  pavilion  :  now  the  illuftrious  peers, 
Rais'd  at  his  call,  a  chofen  fynod  (land 
Before  the  gates  :  hade,  Neftor,  hafte  away,  [hands 
To  whom  the  fage  well  pleas'd  :   In  fuch  brave 
No  Greek  will  envy  power  :  with  loyal  joy 
Subjects  obey,  when  men  of  worth  command. 

He  added  not,  but  o'er  his  manly  bread 
Flung  a  rich  robe  :   beneath  his  royal  feet 
The  glittering  fandats  {hone  :  a  foft,  large  veft, 
Florid  with  purple  wool,  his  aged  limbs 
Graceful  adorn'd :   tipt  with  a  ftar  of  brafs 
A  ponderous  lance  he  grafp'd,  and  ftrode  away 
To  wake  fage  Ithacu?.   Aloud  his  voice 
He  rais'd  :  his  voice  was  heard,  and  from  his  tent 
Inftant  Ulyffes  fprung ;  and  why,  he  cry'd, 
Why  thus  abroad  in  the  chill  hours  of  night  ? 
What  new  diftrefs  invades  ? — Forgive  my  cares, 
Reply'd  the  hoary  fage  ;  for  Greece  I  wake, 
Greece  and  her  dangers  bring  me  to  thy  tent : 
But  hafte,  our  wakeful  peers  in  council  meet ; 
This,  this  one  night  determines  flight  or  war. 

Swift  at  the  word  he  feiz'd  his  ample  fhicld, 
And  ftrode  along;  and  now  they  bend  their  way 
To  wake  the  brave  Tydides:  him  thev  found 
Stretch'd  on  the  earth,  array'd  in  Ihining  arms, 
And  round,  his  brave  companions  of  the  war  : 
Their  fhields  fuftain'd  thtir  heads;  ereil their fpears 
Shot  through  th"  illumin'd  air  a  ftreaming  ray, 
Keei  as  Jove's  lightning  wing'd  athwart  the  Ikies 
Thusflept  the  chief:  beneath  him  on  the  groun 
A  favage  bull's  black  hide  was  roll'd;  his  head 
A  fplendid  carpet  bore.  The  flumbering  king 
The  Pylian  gently  with  thefe  words  awakfs  : 

Rife,  fon  of  Tydcus!  ill,  a  whole  night's  reft 
Suits  with  the  brave  !    and  flecp'ft  thou,  while 

proud  Troy 

Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  from  yon  joining  hill 
Prepares  her  war  ?  Awake,  my  friend,  awake  ! 

Sudden  the  chief  awoke,  and  mildly  gave 
This  foft  reply  :  Oh  !  cruel  to  thy  age,         [ceaft 
Thou  good  old  man  !  ne'er  wilt  thou,  wilt  thou 
To  burthen  age  with  cares  ?  Has  Greece  no  youth 


To  wake  the  peers?  unweary'd  man,  to  bear 
At  once  the  double  load  of  toils,  and  years  ! 

'Tis  true,  he  cry'd,  my  fubjeds  and  my  fons 
Might  eafe  a  fire  and  king  :  but  reii's  a  crime 
When  on  the  edge  of  fate  our  country  (lands  : 
Ere  yet  a  few  hours  more  have  run  their  courfe, 
Important  fpace !  Greece  triumphs,  or  Greece  falls  I 
But,  fince  an  old  man's  care  thy  pity  moves, 
Hafte,  generous  youth,  with  fpeed  to  council  call 
Meges  the  brave,  and  in  the  race  renown'd 
Oilean  Ajax. — Strait  the  chief  obey'd, 
Strait  o'er  his  fhouiders  fl jng  the  ftuggy  fpoil 
Of  a  huge  tawny  lion  ;  with  dire  grace 
Down  to  his  feet  they  hung  :  fierce  in  his  hand 
He  grafp'd  a  glittering  fpear,  and  join'd  the  guards. 
Wakeful  in  arms  they  fat,  a  faithful  band, 
As  watchful  dogs  protect  the  fleecy  train, 
Then  the  ftern  lion,  furious  for  his  prey, 
Ruflies  through  cradling  woods,  and  on  the  fold 
Springs  from  fome  mountain's  brow,  while  ming- 
led cries 

Of  men  and  hounds  alarm;  to  every  found 
Faithful  rhey  turn  :  fo  through  the  gloom  of  night 
They  caft  their  view,  and  caught  each  noife  of  Troy. 
Now  met  th*  illuftrious  fynod  ;  down  they  fate 
.Down  on  a  fpot  of  ground  unftain'd  with  blood 
Where  vengeful  He&or  from  the  (laughter  ftay'd 
His  murderous  arm,  when  the  dark  veil  of  night 
Sabled  the  pole  :  To  whom  thus  Neftor  fpoke  : 

Lives  there  a 'fon  of  fame  fo  nobly  brave, 
That  Troy-ward  dares  to  trace  the  dangerous  way, 
To  feize  fome  ftruggling  foe  ?  or  learn  what  Troy 
Now  meditates?  to  pour  the  flood  of  war 
Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 
Lead  her  proud  legions  ?  Oh  !  what  fame  would 

crown 

The  hero  thus  triumphant,  prais'd  o'er  earth 
Above  the  fons  of  men  !  And  what  rewards 
Should  he  receive  !  From  every  grateful  peer 
A  fable  ewe,  and  lamb,  of  higheft  worth 
Memorial ;  to  a  brave,  heroic  heart 
The  nobleil  prize !  a*nd  at  the  focial  feaft 
Amongft  the  great,  be  his  the  feat  of  fame. 

Abafh'd  th«y  fate,  and  ev'n  the  brave  knew  fear. 
Not  fo  Tydides:  unappall'd  he  rofe, 
And  nobly  fpoke  !  My  foul !  Oh  !  reverend  fage, 
Fires  at  the  bold  defign ;  through  yon  black  holt 
Venturous  I  bend  my  way  ;  but,  if  his  aid 
Some  warrior  lend,  my  courage  might  arife 
To  nobler  heights  :  the  wife  by  mutual  aid 
InRruct  the  wife,  and  brave  men  fire  the  brave. 

Fierce  at  the  word  upftarted  from  the  ground 
The  ftern  Ajaces,  fierce  bold  Merion  rofe, 
And  Thrafymedes,  fons  of  war  :  nor  fare 
The  Royal  Spartan,  nor  great  Neftor's  heir, 
Nor  greater  ithacus ;  his  manly  heart 

Swell'd  at  the  view  of  fame. —Elate  with  joy 

Atrides  faw  ;  and  oh  !  thou  bell  of  friends, 
Brave  Diomed,  he  cries,  of  all  the  peers 
Choofe  thou  the  valiantel  :  when  merit  pleads, 
i  itles  no  deference  claim ;  high  birth  and  ftate 
To  valorr  yield,  and  worth  is  more  than  power. 
Thus,  fearing  for  his  brother,  fpoke  the  king, 
Not  long  !  for  Diomed  difpels  his  fears. 
Since  free  my  choice:  can  1  forget  a  friend, 


The  man,  for  vvifJom's  various  arts  renown'd  ; 
The  man,  whofe  daantlefs  foul  no  toils  difmay, 
Ulyffes,  lov'd  by  Pallas  !   through  his  aid, 
Though  thotifand  fires  oppofe,  a  thoufand  fires 
Oppofe  in  vain  ;  his  wifdom  points  the  way. 

Nor  praife,  nor  blame,  the  hero  ftrait  replies  ; 
You  fpeak  to  Greeks,  and  they  Ulyfles  know  : 
But  hafte  ;  fwift  roll  the  hours  of  night,  the  morn 
Already  haftens  to  difplay  her  beams, 
And  in  the  vault  of  heaven  the  ftars  decay,  [limbs 

Swift  at  the  word  they  fheathe  their  manly 
Horrid  in  arms  :  a  two-edg'd  fvvord  and  (hield 
Neftor's  bold  fon  to  ftern  Tydides  gave  ; 
A  tough  bull's  hide  his  ample  helmet  form'd, 
No  cone  adorn'd  it,  and  no  plumy  crefl 
Wav'd  in  the  air  ;  a  quiver  and  a  bow, 
And  a  huge  faulcliion,  great  Ulyfles  bears, 
The  gift  of  Mcrion  :  on  his  head  an  helm 
Of  leather  nodded,  firm  within,  and  bound 
With  many  a  thong  ;   without,  in  dreadful  rows 
The  fnowy  tuflcs  of  a  huge  favage  boar 
Orinn'd  horrible.     Thus  arm'd,  away  they  (talk 
Undaunted  :  o'er  their  heads  the  martial  maid 
Sends  on  the  right  an  her'n  ;  the  ambient  gloom 
Conceals  him  from  the  view,  but  loud  in  air 
They  hear  the  clangor  of  his  founding  wings. 
Joyful  the  profpcrous  fign  Ulyffes  hail'd, 
And  thus  to  Pallas  :   Offspring  of  dread  Jove, 
Who  hurls  the  burning  bolts  !  O  guardian  power, 
Prefent  in  all  my  toils,  who  vicw'ft  my  way 
Where'er  I  move,  now  thy  celeftial  aid, 
Now,  goddefs,  lend  !  may  deeds  this  night  adorn, 
Deeds  that  all  Troy  may  weep;  may  we  return 
In  fafety  by  thy  guidance,  heavenly  maid  ! 

Tyciides  caught  the  word  ;  and  oh  !  he  cries, 
Virgin  armipotent,  now  grant  thy  aid, 
As  to  my  fire  !  he  by  the  g'ulfy  flood 
Of  deep  ./Cfopus  left  th'  embattled  bands 
Of  Greece  in  arms,  and  to  imperial  Thebes 
Bore  terms  of  peace  ;  but  as  from  haughty  Thcbea 
Alone  lie  journey'd,  deeds,  heroic  deeds, 
His  arm  atchiev'd,  for  Tydeus  was  thy  care  : 
Thus  guard  his  offspring,  Oh  !  ftern  queen  of  arms; 
So  (hall  an  heifer  on  thy  altars  bleed, 
Young  and  untam'd  ;  to  thee  her  blood  I  pour, 
And  point  her  lunar  horns  with  burniuYd  gold. 

Thus  pray  the  chiefs,  and  Pallas  hears  their 

prayer  ; 

Then,  like  two  lions  through  the  (hades  of  night, 
Dauntlefs  they  ftride  along  ;  and  hold  their  way 
Through  blood,  and  mangled  limbs,  o'er  arms  and 
*  Nor  pafs  they  far,  e'er  the  fagacious  eye   [death. 
Of  Ithacus  difcerns  a  diftant  foe 
Coafting  from  Troy,  and  thus  to  Diomed  : 

See  !  o'er  the  plain  iome  Trojan  bends  this  way, 
Perhaps  to  fpoil  the  flain  1  or  to  our  hoft 
Comes  he  a  fpy  ?  beyond  us  o'er  the  field 
'  Tis  bed  he  pafs,  then  fudden  from  behind 
.Rufh  we  precipitant  :  but  if  in  flight 
His  active  feet  prevail,  thy  fpear  employ 
To  force  him  on  our  lines,  left  hid  in  (hades, 
Through  the  dufk  air  he  re-efcape  to  Troy,      [lay 

Then  couching  to  the  ground,  ambufli'd  they 


33?. 


THE    WORKS    OF    BROOME. 


Behind  a  hill  of  flain  :  onward  the  fpy 
Inceffant  mov'd  :  he  pafs'd,  and  now  arofe 
The  fierce  purfuers.     Dolon  heard  the  found 
Of  trampling  feet,  and  panting,  liftening  ftood  ; 
Now  reach'd  the  chiefs  within  a  javelin's  throw, 
Stern  foes  of  Dolon  !  fwift  along  the  fhores 
He  wing'd  his  flight,  and  fwift  along  the  fhorea 
They  ftill  purfued  :  as  when  two  fldllful  hounds 
Chafe  o'er  the  lawn  the  hare  or  bounding  roe, 
Still  from  the  flickering  brake  the  game  they  turn, 
Stretch  every  nerve,  and  bear  upon  the  prey  1 
So  ran  the  chiefs,  and  from  the  hoft  of  Troy 
Turn'd  the  fwift  foe  :  now  nigh  the  fleet  they  flew, 
Now  almoft  mingled  with  the  guards  ;  when  lo  1 
The  martial  goddefs  breath'd  heroic  flames 
Fierce  on  Tydides'  foul :  the  hero  fear'd 
heft  fome  bold  Greek  fiiould  interpofe  a  wound, 
And  ravifh  half  the  glories  of  the  night. 
Furious  he  (hook  his  lance,  and  (land  he  cry'd, 
Stand,  or  thou  dy'ft  :  then  ftrrnly  from  his  arm 
I.aunch'd  the  wild  fpear  ;  willful  the  javelin  err'd, 
But  whizzing  o'er  his  fhoulder,  deep  in  earth 
Stood  quivering ;  and  he  quaking  ftopp'd  aghafk; 
His  teeth  all  chatter'd,  and  his  flack  knees  knock'd  j 
He  feem'd  the  bloodlefs  image  of  pale  fear. 
Panting  the  fpy  they  feize  ;  who  thus  with  tears 
Abject  entreats :   Spare  me,  oh  !  fpare,  he  cries; 
My  hoary  fire  your  mercy  (hall  repay, 
Soon  as  he  hears  I  draw  the  vital  air,  [g°Id. 

With  ample  wealth,  with  fteel,   with  brafs,  with 

To  whom  Ulyfles  artfully:  Be  bold  : 
Far  hence  the  thought  of  death  !  but  inftant  fay 
Why  thus  alone  in  the  ftill  hours  of  night 
While  every  eye  is  clos'd  ?  to  fpoil  the  flain 
Com'ft  thou  rapacious?  or  fome  nightly  fpy 
By  Hector  fent  ?  or  has  thy  venturous  mind 
Impell'd  thee  to  explore  our  martial  bands  ? 

By  Hedor  fent,  and  by  rewards  undone, 
Returns  the  fpy  (dill  as  he  fpoke  he  fhoofc), 
I  come  unwilling  :   the  refulgent  car 
He  promis'd,  and  immortal  deeds  that  near 
To  fight,  the  great  Achilles  :  thus  betray'd, 
Through  the  dun  (hades  of  night  I  bend  my  way 
Unprofperous,  to  explore  the  tented  hoft 
Of  adverfe  Greece,  and  learn  if  now  they  (land 
Wakeful  on  guard,  or  vanquifh'd  by  oar  arms 
Precipitant  defert  the  fhores  of  Troy. 

To  whom  with  fmiles  of  fcorn  the  fage  returns  : 
Bold  were  thy  aims,   O  youth  !  but  thofc  proad 

fteeds, 

Reftive,  difdain  the  ufe  of  vulgar  hands  ; 
Scarce  ev'n  the  goddefs-born,  when  the  loud  din 
Of  battle  roars,  fubdues  them  to  the  rein 
Reluctant :  but  this  nigh:  where  Hedor  deeps 
Faithful  difclofe  :  where  ftand  the  warrior's  deeds? 
Where  lie  his  arms  and  implements  of  war  ? 
What'guards  arc  kept  nodurnal  ?  fay,  what  Troy 
Now  meditates  ?  to  pour  the  tide  of  fight 
Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 
Transfer  the  war  ? — To  thefe  demands,  he  cries, 
Faithful  my  tongue  (hall  fpeak  :  the  peers  of  Troy 
Hc£or  in  council  meets  :  round  Ilus'  tomb 
Apart  from  noife  they  ftand  :  no  guards  furro;md 
The  fpacious  hoft  :  where  through  the  gloom  yo$ 
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Blaze  frequent,  Trojans  wake  to  guard  their  Troy ; 

Becure  th'  auxiliars  flccp,  no  tendtr  cares 

Of  wife  or  fon  difturb  their  calm  repofe, 

Safe  fleep  their  wives  and  fons  on  foreign  fhore?. 

But  fay,  apart  encamp  th'  auxiliar  bands, 
Replies  the  fage,  or  join  the  powers  of  Troy  ? 

Along  the  fea-beat  Ihores,  returns  thefpy, 
The  Leleges  and  Carians  ftretch  their  files ; 
N~ar  thefe  the  Caucons,  and  Pelafgian  train, 
And  Pceons,  dreadful  with  the  battle-bow, 
Extended  lie  ;  on  the  Thymbroean  plain 
The  Lycians  and  the  Myfiansin  array 
Spread  their  deep  ranks:  there  the  Mseonian  bands, 
And  Phrygians,  range  the  fiery  fteeds  of  war. 
But  why  this  nice  inquiry  ?  if  your  way 
Venturous  you  bend  to  fearch  the  hoft  of  Troy, 
There  in  yon  ourmoft  lines,  a  recent  aid, 
The  Thracians  lie,  by  Rhefus  led,  whofe  fteeds 
Outfliine  the  fnow,  outfly  the  winged  winds, 
With  glittering  filver  plates,  and  radiant  gold 
His  chariot  flames ;  gold  forms  his  dazzling  arms, 
Arms  that  may  grace  a  God  1 — but  to  your  tents 
Unhappy  me  convey  ;  or  bound  with  chains, 
Faft  bound  with  cruel  chains,  fad  on  the  fhores 
Here  leave  me  captive,  till  you  fafe  return, 
And  witnefs  to  the  truth  my  tongue  unfolds. 

To  whom  flern-frowning  Diomed  replies  : 
Though  every  fyllable  be  ftamp'd  with  truth, 
Dolon,  thou  dy'ft :  would'ft  thou  once  more  re- 
turn 

parkling  a  fpy,  or  wage,  a  nobler  foe,  [more 
New  war  on  Greece  ?  traitor,  thou  dy'ft ;  nor 
New  war  thou  wageft,  nor  return'ft  a  fpy. 

He  fpoke  terrific  :  and  as  Dolon  raii'd 
Suppliant  his  humble  hands,  the  trenchant  blade 
Sheer  through  his  neck  defcends  ;  the  furious  blow 
Cleaves  the  tough  nerves  in  twain  ;  'down  drops 

the  head, 

And  mutters  unintelligible  founds. 
Strait  they  defpoil  the  dead  :  the  wolf's  gray  hide 
They  feize  the  helm,  the  fpear,  and  battle-bow  : 
Thefe,  as  they  dropp'd  with  gore,  on  high  in  air 
Ulyffes  rais'd,  and  to  the  martial  maid 
Thus  lowly  confecrates :  flern  power  of  war, 
Virgin  armipotent,  receive  thefe  arms, 
Propitious  to  my  vows,  thee,  goddefs,  thee 
jChiefly  I  call :  direct  our  profperous  way 
To  pierce  the  Thracian  tents,  to  feize  the  fteeds 
Of  Rhefus,  and  the  car  that  flames  with  gold. 

Then  fierce  o'er  broken  arms,  through  itreams 

of  blood 

They  move  along  :  now  reach  the  Thracian  bands 
All  hufh'd  in  fleep  profound  ;  their  fhining  arms 
Rang'd  in  three  ranks  along  the  plain,  around 
Illumin'd  the  dun  air  :  chariot  and  horfe 
By  every  Thracian  flood  :  Rhefus  their  king 
Slept  in  the  centre  of  the  circling  bands, 
And  his  proud  fteeds  were  rein'd  behind  his  car. 
With  joy  Ulyffes  through  the  gloem  defcry'd 
The  fieeping  king ;  and  lo  !   he  cries,  the  fteeds, 
Lo  !  Diomed,  the  chief  of  Thrace,  this  night 
Defcrib'd  by  Dolon  :  now,  oh  !  now,  thy  ftrength 
Dauntlefs  exert !  loofe  thou  the  furious  fteeds; 
pr  while  the  fteeds  I   loofc,  with  flaughtering 
hands 


Invade  the  foldiery  :  he  fpoke,  and  now 

The  queen  of  arms  inflam'd  Tydides'  foul 

With  all  her  martial  fires  :  his  reeking  blade 

On  every  fide  dealt  fate ;  low,  hollow  groans 

Murmur'd  around,  blood  o'er  the  crimfon  field 

Wcll'd  from  the  flain  :  as  in  his  nightly  haunts 

The  furly  lion  rulhes  on  the  fold 

Of  fheep,  or  'goat,  and  rends  th'  unguarded  prey  ; 

So  he  the  Thracian  bands :  twelve  by  his  fword   ^ 

Lay  breathlefs  on  the  ground :  behind  him  ftood  } 

Sage  Ithacus,  and,  as  the  warrior  flew, 

Swift  he  remov'd  the  flain,  left  the  fierce  fteeds, 

Not  yet  inur'd  to  blood,  fhould  trembling  ftart, 

Impatient  of  the  dead  :  now  o'er  the  king 

He  whirls  his  wrathful  blade,  now  furious  gore* 

His  heaving  cheft  :  he  wak'd  not ;  but  a  dream 

By  Pallas  fent,  rofe  in  his  anxious  thoughts; 

A  vifionary  warrior  frowning  ftood 

Faft  by  his  head,  and  his  aerial  fword 

Plung'd  through  his  lab'ring  breaft :  mean  while 

the  fteeds 

The  fage  unbinds,  and  inftant  with  his  bow 
Drives  through  the  fieeping  ranks :  then  to  hist 

friend 

Gave  fignals  of  retreat ;  but  nobler  deeds 
He  meditates,  to  drag  the  radiant  car, 
Or  lift  it  through  the  threefold  ranks,  up-borne 
High  on  his  fhoulder/,  or  with  flaughter  ftain 
Th'   enfanguin'd   field;    when,  lo!    the  martial 

maid 

Down  rufties  from  the  battlements  of  heaven, 
And  fudden  cries,  return,  brave  chief,  return,  • 
Left  from  the  Ikies  fome  guardian  power  of  Troy 
Wrathful  defcend,  and  roufe  the  hoftile  bands. 
Thus  fpeaks  the  warrior  queen :  the  heavenly 

voice 

Tydides  owns,  and  mounts  the  fiery  fteeds, 
Obfervant  of  the  high  command  ;  the  bow- 
Sage  Ithacus  apply'd,  and  tow'rd  the  tents 
Scourg'd  the  proud  fteeds,  the  fteeds  flew  o'er  the 

plain. 

A  PASTORAL, 

To  a  Young  Lady,  vfon  her  leaving  and  return  to  tie 
Country. 

Damon. 

SAY,  while  each  fcene  fo  beautiful  appears, 
Why  heaves  thy  hofom,  and  why  flow  thy  tears  ? 
See  !  from  the  cjouds  the  fpring  defcends  in  (howcr?, 
The  painted  vallies  laugh  with  rifing  flowers  : 
Smooth  flow  the  floods,  foft  breathe  the  vernal 

airs; 
The  fpring,  flowers,  floods,  confpire  to  charm  our 

cares. 

F lor  us. 

But  vain  the  pleafure  which  the  feafon  yields, 
The  laughing  vallies,  or  the  painted  fields. 
No  more,  ye  floods,  in  filver  mazes  flow; 
Smile  not,  ye  flowers  ;  no  more  foft  breezes  blow  : 
Far,  L/amon,  far  from  thefe  unhappy  groves, 
The  cruel,  lovely  Rofalin da  roves. 

Damon. 

Ah  !  now  I  know  why  late  the  opening  buds 
Clos'd  up  their  gem*,  and  ficken'd  in  the  woods; 
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Why  droop'd  the  lily  in  her  fnowy  pride ; 

And  why  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy'd: 

For  thee,  fair  Rofalind,  the  opening  buds 

Clos  d  up  their  gems,  and  ficken'd  in  the  wood§; 

For  thee  the  iily  flied  her  fnowy  pride; 

For  thee  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy'd. 

Florus. 

See  '  where  yon  vine  in  foft  embraces  weaves 
Her  wanton  ringlets  with  the  myrtle'*  leave* ; 
There  tun'd  fweet  Philomel  her  fprightly  lay, 
Both  to  the  rifing  and  the  falling  day  : 
But  fince  fair  Rofalind  forfook  the  plain*, 
Svreet  Philomel  no  more  renews  her  ftrains; 
"With  farrow  dumb,  {he  difregards  her  lay, 
Nor  greets  the  rifmg  nor  the  falling  day. 

Damon. 

Say,  O  ye  winds,  that  range  the  diftant  ikies, 
Now  fwell'd  to  tempefts  by  my  riiing  fighs ; 
Say,  while  my  Rofalind  defertsthefe  fhores, 
How  Damoxi  dies  for  whom  his  foul  adores. 

FloWS. 

Ye  murmuring  fountains,  and  ye  wandering  floods, 
That  vifit  various  lands  through  various  road* ; 
Say,  when  ye  find  where  Rofaiind  refides, 
Say,  how  my  tears  increafe  your  fwelling  tides. 

Damon. 

Tell  me,  I  charge  you,  O  ye  fylvan  fwaint ! 
Who  range  the  mazy  grove,  or  flowery  plains, 
Befide  what  fountain,  in  what  breezy  bower, 
Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noon-tide  hour  ! 

Ftorat. 

Soft,  I  adjure  you,  by  the  {kipping  fawns, 
By  the  fleet  roes,  that  bound  along  the  lawns; 
Soft  tread,  ye  virgin  daughters  of  the  grove, 
3Sor  with  your  dances  wake  my  fleeping  love  ? 

Damon. 

Return,  O  virgin !  and  if  proud  difdain 
Aim  thy  fierce  foul,  return,  enjoy  my  pain ; 
If  pleaVd  thou  view'ft  a  faithful  lover's  cares, 
Thick  rife,  ye  fighs;  in  floods  dcfcend,  ye  tears! 

Florus. 

Return,  O  virgin  !  while  in  verdant  meads 
By  fprings  we  fport,  or  dream  on  flowery  beds ; 
She  weary  wanders  through  the  defert  way, 
The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lion'*  prey. 

Damon. 
Ah !   fhield  her,  heaven !    your  rage,  yc  beads, 

forbear  ! 

Thofe  are  not  limbs  for  favages  to  tear  ! 
Adieu,  ye  meads !  with  her  through  wilds  I  go 
O'er  burning  fands,  or  everlalling  Inow ; 
With  her  I  wander  through  the  defrrt  way, 
The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions'  prey. 

J-toru:. 

Come,  Rofalind,  before  the  wintery  clouds 
Frown  o'er  th*  aerial  vault,  and  rufli  in  floods; 
Ere  raging  ftorms  howl  o'er  the  frozen  plains ; 
Thy  charms  may  fufier  by,  the  ftorms  or  rains. 

Da  men 

Come,  Rofalind,  O  come  !  then  infant  Cowers 
i>hall  bloom  and  fmile,  and  form  their  Aarms  by 

yours: 

By  you  the  lily  fhall  her  white  compofe ; 
Your  bliifli  lhall  add  pew  biulhes  to  the  rofe; 


Each  flowery  mead,  and  every  tree  fhall  bud, 
And  fuller  honours  clothe  the  youthful  wood. 

Florus. 

Yet  ah  !  forbear  to  urge  thy  homeward  way, 
While  fultry  funs  infeft  the  glowing  day  : 
The  fuhry  funs  thy  beauties  may  impair  I—- 
Yet hafle  away  !  for  thou  art  now  too  fair. 

Damon 
Hark!  from  yon  bower  what  airs  foft-warble<: 

play  '. 

My  foul  takes  wing  to  meet  th*  enchanting  lay 
Silence,  ye  nightingales  !  attend  the  voice  ! 
While  thus  it  warbles,  all  your  fongs  arc  noife. 

Floras. 

See,  from  the  bower  a  form  majeftic  moves, 
And  fmoothly  gliding  (hints  along  the  groves ! 
Say,  comes  a  goddefs  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
A  goddefs  comes,  or  Rofalind  appears ! 

Damon. 

Shine  forth,  thou  fun,  bright  ruler  of  the  day; 
And  where  fhe  treads,  ye  flowers,  adorn  the  wa- 
Rejoice,  ye  groves;  my  heart,  difmifs  thy  caret 
My  goddefs  comes,  my  Rofalind  appears ! 

POVERTY  AND  POETRY. 

TWAS  fung  of  old  how  one  Amphion 
C<>uld  by  his  verfes  tame  a  lion, 
And  by  his  ftrange  enchanting  tunes, 
Make  bears  or  wolves  dance  ridagoons  : 
His  fongs  could  call  the  timber  down, 
And  form  it  into  houfe  or  town  ; 
But  it  is  plain  that  in  thefe  times 
No  houfe  is  rais'd  by  poets'  rhymes ; 
They  for  themfelves  can  only  rear 
A  few  wild  catties  in  the  air ; 
Poor  are  the  brethren  of  the  bays, 
Down  from  high  ftrains,  to  ekes  and  ayes. 
The  mufes  too  are  virgins  yet, 
And  may  be — till  they  portions  get. 

Yet  ftill  the  doating  rhymer  dreams, 
And  fings  of  Helicon's  bright  ftreams; 
But  Helicon,  for  all  his  clatter, 
Yields  only  uninfpiring  water; 
Yet  ev'n  athirft  he  fwcetly  fings 
Of  ne&ar  and  Elyfian  Iprings. 

What  dire  malignant  planet  flicds, 
Ye  bards,  his  influence  on  your  heads  ? 
Lawyers  by  endlefs  controverfies, 
Confume  unthinking  clients'  purfes, 
As  Pharoah's  kine,  which  ftrange  and  odd 
Devour'd  the  plump  and  well-fed  bodies. 

The  grave  phffician  who  by  phyfic, 
Like  death,  diipatches  him  that  is  lick, 
Purfues  a  fure  and  thriving  trade ; 
Though  patients  die,  the  doctor's  paid  : 
Licens'd  to  kill,  he  gains  a  palace, 
For  what  another  mounts  the  gallows. 

In  fhady  groves  the  mufcs  ftray, 
And  love  in  flowery  meads  to  play ; 
An  idle  crew  !  whofe  only  trade  is 
To  fhine  in  trifles,  like  our  ladies; 
In  drcfling,  dancing,  toying,  Tinging, 
While  wifer  Pallas  thrives  t?y  fpmrung  : 


POEM 


. 

TJ7'--  'Hey  pain  nothing  to  bequeath 
Their  votaries,  but  a  laurel  wreath. 

But  love  rewards  the  bard  !  the  fair 
Attend  his  fong,  and  cafe  his  care  : 
Alas  !  fond  youth,  your  plea  you  urge  fo  ill 
'Without  a  jointure,  though  a  Virgil : 
£ould  you  like  Phcebus  fing,  in  vain 
You  nobly  {'well  the  lofty  (train  ; 
C<>y  Daphne  flies,  and  you  will  find  as 
Hard  hearts  as  hefsih  your  Belinda's. 

p    But  then  fame  fay  you  purchafe  fame, 
.-.And  gain  that  envy'd  prize,  a  name  ; 
Great  recompence  !  like  his  who  fells 
A  diamond  for  beads  and  bells. 
"Will  fame  be'  thought  fuflicie'nt  bail 
To  keep  the  poet  from  the  jail  ? 

Thus  the  brave  foldier  in  the  wars, 
ets  empty  prajfe  and  athing  fears; 
paid  with  fame  and  wooden  legs; 
And  ftarv'd,  the  glorious  vagrant  begs. 

TO  A  LADY 

FLAYING    WITH    A    SNAKE. 

'!T  is  a  pleafing,  direful  fight  ! 

;At  once  you  charm  us  and  affright ! 
So  heaven  deftroying  angels'  arms 
With  terror,  dreadful  in  their  charms  I 

Such,  fuch  was  Cleopatra's  air, 
'Lovely,  but  formidably  fair, 
When  the  griev'd  world  impoverished  lofi, 
By  the  dire  afp,  its  nobleft  boaft. 

Aw'd  by  your  guardian's  dangerous  power, 
At  diftance  trembling  we  adore ; 
At  diftance,  once  again  behold 
.A  ferpent  guard  the  blooming  gold. 

Well  pleas'd  and  harmlefs,  lo  '.  he  lies, 
Bafks  in  the  funfhine  of  your  eyes  ; 
Now  twifts  his  fpires,  an*  now  unfurls 
The  gay  confufion  of  his  curls. 

Oh  !  happy  on  your  breaft  to  lie, 
As  that  bright  *  ftar  that  gilds  the  Iky, 
Who  ceaflng  in  the  fpheres  to  fhine, 
Would  for  your  breaft  his  heaven  reflgn. 

Yet,  oh  !  fair  virgin,  caution  take, 
Left  fome  bold  cheat  affume  the  fnake. 
When  Jove  compreft  the  f  Grecian  dame.. 
Aloof  he  threw  the  light'ning's  flame  ; 
On  radiant  fpires  the  iover  rode, 
And  in  the  fnake  conceal'd  the  god. 

TO  A  LADY  OF  THIRTY. 

No  more  let  youth  in  beauty  boaft, 

S n  at  thirty  reigns  a  toail ; 

And  like  the  fun  as  he  declines, 
More  mildly,  but  more  fweetly  fhines. 

The  hand  of  time  alone  difarms 
Her  face  of  its  fuperfluous  charms ; 


The  Scorpion. 
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But  adds  for  every  grace  refigriMi     v 
A  thoufand  to  adorn  her  mind. 
Youth  was  her  too  inflaming  time ; 
This  her  more  habitable  clime  : 
How  muft  file  then  each  heart  engage. 
Who  blooms  like  youth,  is  wife  like  age  I 
Thus  the  rich  orange-trees  produce 
At  once  both  ornament  and  ufe  : 
Here  opening  bloflbms  we  behold. 
There  fragrant  orbs  of  ripened  gold. 


BIRTH-DAY  OF  MR.  ROBERT  TREFU3IS, 
Being  three  Tears  oltt,  March  H.  1710-1 1. 

AWAKE,  fweet  babe  !  the  fun's  emerging  ray, 
That  gave  you  birth,  renews  the  happy  day  ! 
Calmly  ferene,  and  glorious  to  the  view, 
He  marches  forth,  and  flrives  to  lox>k  like  you. 

Fair  beauty's  bud  !  when  time  fhall  ftretch  thy 

fpan, 

Confirm  thy  charms,  and  ripen  thee  to  man, 
What  plenteous  fruits  thy  bloffoms  {hall  produce. 
And  yield  rot  barren  ornament,  but  ufe  ! 
Ev'n  now  thy  fpring  a  rich  increafe  prepares 
To  crown  thy  riper  growth  and  manly  yeara. 

Thus  in  the  kernel's  intricate  difguife, 
In  miniature  a  little  orchard  lies; 
The  fibrous  labyrinths  by  juft  degrees 
Stretch  their  fwoll'n  cells,  replete  with  future  trees; 
By  time  evoly'd,  the  fpreading  branches  rife, 
Yield  their  rich  fruits,  and  {hoot  into  the  ikies. 

O  lovely  babe,  what  luftre  fhall  adorn 
Thy  noon  of  beauty,  when  fo  bright  thy  morn  1 
Shine  forth  advancing  with  a  brighter  ray, 
And  may  no  vice  o'ercloud  thy  future  day  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

WHY,  lovely  babe,  does  {lumber  feal  your  eyes? 
See,  fair  Aurora  blufhes  in  the  Ikies  ! 
The  fun,  which  gave  you  birth,  in  bright  array 
Begins  his  courfe,  and  ufhers  in  the  day. 
Calmly  ferene,  and  glorious  to  the  view, 
lie  marches  forth,  and  ftrivas  to  look  like  you. 

Fair  beauty's  bud !  when  time  {hall  ftretch  thy 

ipan, 

Confirm  thy  charms,  and  ripen  thee  to  man,  [plain, 
How  fhall  each  fwain;  each  beauteous  nymph  com- 
For  love  each  nymph,  for  envy  every  fwain  ! 
What  matchlef*  charms  fhall  thy  full  noon  adorn, 
When  fo  admir  d,  fo  glorious,  is  thy  morn  1 
So  glorious  is  thy  morn  of  life  begun, 
That  all  to  thee  with  admiration  run, 
Turn  Perfiaus,  and  adore  the  riling  fun. 
So  fair  thotf  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A  child,  as  poets  fay,  fure  thou  art  he. 
Fair  Venus  would  miftake  thee  for  her  own, 
Did  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thee  not  her  fon. 
There  all  the  lightnings  of  thy  mother's  fhine, 
Their  radiant  glory  and  their  Iweetnefs  join, 
To  {how  their  fatai  power,  and  all  their  charms 
in  thine* 

3C 
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With  nobler  aimi  inftruA  thy  foul  to  glow, 
Than  thofe  gay  trifles  titles,  wealth,  and  fhow  : 
May  valour,  wifd  m   learning,  rrown  thy  days  ! 
Thofe   fools   admire — thefe   heaven  and  angels 
praife  *  ! 

With  riches  bleft,  M  heaven  thofe  riches  lend, 
The  poorman'sguardian,  and  the  good  man's  friend : 
Bid  virtuous  forrr.w  fmile,  fcorn'd  merit  cheer,    • 
And  o'er  affliction  pour  the  generous  tear. 
Some,  wildly  liberal,  fquander,  not  beftow, 
And  give  nnprais'd,  becaufe  they  give  for  fhow  : 
To  fati&ify  thy  wealth,  on  worth  employ 
Thy  gold,  and  to  a  blefllng  turn  the  toy  : 
Thus  offerings  from  th'  unjuft  pollute  the  ikies, 
The  good  turn  fmoke  into  a  facrifice. 

As  when  an  artift  plans  a  favourite  draught, 
The  ftrudures  rife  refponfive  to  the  rhought ; 
A  palace  grows;  beneath  his  forming  hands, 
Or  worthy  of  a  God  a  temple  ftands  : 
Such  is  thy  rifing  frame  !  by  he'ven  defign'd 
A  temple,  worthy  of  a  godlike  mind  ; 
Nobly  adorn'd,  and  finifh'd  to  difplay 
A  fuller  beam  of  heaven's  ethereal  ray. 

May  all  thy  charms  incrcafe,  O  lovely  boy  ! 
Spare  them,  ye  pains,  and  age  alone  deftroy  ! 
So  fair  thou  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A  child,  the  god  might  boaft  to  look  like  thee  ! 
When  young  lulus'  form  he  deign'd  to  wear, 
Such  were  his  fmiles,  and  fuch  his  winning  air  : 
Ev'n  Venus  might  miftake  thee  for  her  own, 
Uid  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thcc  not  her  fon  ; 
Thence  all  the  light'ning  of  thy  mother's  flies, 
A  Cupid  grac'd  with  Cythenea's  eyes  ! 

Yet  ah !  how  fhort  a  date  the  powers  decree 
To  that  bright  frame  of  beauties,  and  to  thee  1 
Pafs  a  few  days,  and  all  thofe  beauties  fly  ! 
Pafs  a  few  years,  and  thou,  alas  !  (halt  die  ! 
Then  all  thy  kindred,  all  rhy  friends  fhall  fee 
With  tears,  what  now  thou  art,  and  they  muft  be  ; 
A  pale,  cold,  Hfelefslump  of  earth  deplore! 
Such  fhalt  thou  be,  and  kings  {hail  be  no  more  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

If  fond  Narcifius  in  the  cryftal  flood, 
A  form  like  thine,  O  lovely  infant,  view'd, 
Well  might  the  flame  the  pining  youth  deftroy; 
Excefs  of  beaaty  juftified  the  boy. 

ADDITION. 

*  To  brace  the  mind  to  dignity  of  thought, 
To  emulate  what  godlike  Tully  wrote, 
Be  this  thy  early  wilh  1  The  garden  breeds, 
If  unimprov'd,  at  leaft  but  gaudy  weeds : 
And  ftubborn  youth,  by  culture  unfubdued, 
ktes  wildly  barren,  or  but  gayly  rude. 
Yet  as  feme  Phidias  gives  the  marble  life, 
While  art  with  nature  holds  a  dubious  ftrife, 
Adorns  a  rock  with  graces  not  its  own, 
And  calls  a  Venus  from  the  rugged  done  ; 
So  culture  aids  the  human  foul  to  rife, 
To  fcorn  the  fordid  earth,  and  mount  the  Ikies, 
Till  by  degrees  the  noble  gueft  refines, 
Claims  her  high  birth-right,  and  divinely  (nines. 


But  oh  !  when  ripe  for  death,  fate  calls  thee  hencj 
Sure  lot  of  every  mortal  excellence  ! 
When  pregnant  as  the  womb  the  teeming  earth 
Refigns  thee  quicken'd  to  thy  fecond  birth, 
Rife  cloth'd  with  beauties  that  fhall  never  die  ! 
A  faint  on  earth  !  an  angel  in  the  flcy  ! 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN  OF  SEVENTY, 
Who  Married  a  Lady  of  Sixteen. 

WHAT  woes  muft  fuch  unequal  union  bring, 
When  h»ary  winter  weds  the  youthful  fpring  ! 
You  like  Mezemius*  in  the  nuptial  bed, 
Once  more  unite  tLe  living  to  the  dead. 


XLIII.  CHAPTER  OF  ECCLESIASTICUS. 

A   PARAPHRASE. 

THE  fun  that  rolls  his  beamy  orb  on  high,. 
Pride  of  the  world,  and  glory  of  the  {ky, 
llluftrious  in  his  courfe,  in  bright  array 
Marches  along  the  heavens,  and  fcattci  s  day 
O'er  earth,  and  o'er  the  main,  and  through  th' 
ethereal  way.  , 

He  in  the  morn  renews  his  radiant  round, 
And  warms  the  fragrant  bofom  of  the  ground  ; 
But  ere  the  noon  of  day,  in  fiery  gleams 
He  darts  the  glory  of  his  blazing  beams ; 
Beneath  the  burnings  of  his  fuhry  ray, 
Earth  to  her  centre  pierc'd  admits  the  day; 
Huge  vales  expand,  where  rivers  roll'd  before, 
And  lefTcn'd  feas  contract  within  their  fhore. 

O!  Power  Supreme  !  O!  high  above  all  heigh 
Tkou  gav'ft  the  fun  to  fliine,  and  thou  art  light 
Whether  he  falls  or  rifes  in  the  ikies, 
He  by  thy  voice  is  taught  to  fall  or  rife ; 
S\viftly  he  moves,  refulgent  in  hi«  fphere, 
And  mcafures  out  the  day,  the  month,  and  year  ; 
He  drives  the  hours  along  with  flower  pace, 
The  minutes  rufli  away  impetuous  in  their  race  : 
He  wakes  the  flowers  that  flcep  within  the  earth, 
And  calls  the  fragrant  infants  out  to  birth  ; 
The  fragrant  infants  paint  th'  enamcl'd  vales 
And  native  inccnfe  loads  the  balmy  gales  ; 
The  balmy  gales  the  fragrancy  convey 
To  heaven,  and  to  their  God  an  offering  pay. 

By  thy  command  the  moon,  as  day-light  fades, 
Lifts  her  broad  circle  in  the  deepening  ibades; 
Array 'd  in  glory,  and  enthron'd  in  light, 
She  breaks  the  folcmn  terrors  of  the  night ; 
Sweetly  inconftant  in  her  varying  flame, 
She  changes  fall,  another,  yet  the  fame  ! 
Now  in  decreale  by  flow  degrees  fhe  fhrouds 
Her  fading  luftre  in  a  veil  of  clouds  ; 
Now  at  increafe,  her  gathering  beams  difpby 
A  blaze  of  light,  and  give  a  paler  day ; 
Ten  thoufand  ftars  adorn  her  glittering  train, 
Fall  when  {he  falls,  and  rife  with  her  again ; 
And  o'er  the  deferts  of  the  flcy  unfold 
Their  burning  fpangles  of  fidereal  gold : 

"  *  The  living  and  the  dead  at  his  command, 
"  Were  coupled  face  to  face,  and  hand  to  hand.'r 
"      ir.  -3£n,  viii. 
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Through  the  wide  heavens  {he  moves  fercnely 

bright, 

Queen  of  the  gay  attendants  of  the  night; 
Orb  above  orb  in  fweet  confulion  lies, 
And  with  a  bright  difonler  paints  the  fkies. 

The  Lord  of  Nature  fram'd  the  fhowery  bow, 
Turn'd  its  gay  arch,  and  bade  its  colours  glow : 
Its  radiant  circle  compaffes  the  fkies, 
And  (Weedy  the  rich'  tinctures  faint,  and  rift ; 
It  bids  the  horrors  of  the  ftorm  to  ceafe, 
Adorns  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  tempeft  pleafe. 

He,  when  deep-rolling  clouds  blot  out  the  day, 
And  thunderous  ftorms  a  folemn  gloom  difphiy, 
Pours  ddwn  a  watery  deluge  from  on  high, 
And  opens  all  the  fluices  of  the  Iky  : 
High  o'er  the  fhores  the  rufliing  furge  prevails, 
Burfts  o'er  the  plain,  and  roars  along  the  vales ; 
Dafhing  abruptly,  dreadful  down  it  conies, 
Tumbling  through  rocks,   and  tofles,  whirls  and 

foams : 

Meantime,  from  every  region  of  the  fky, 
Red  burning  bolts  in  forfty  vengeance  fly  ; 
Dreadfully  bright  o'er  feas  and  earth  they  glare, 
And  burfts  of  thurider  rend  th'  encumber'd  air; 
At  once  the  thunders  of  th'  Almighty  found, 
Heaven  lours,  defcend  the  floods,  and  rocks  the 
ground. 

He  gives  the  furious  whirlwind  wings  to  fly, 
To  rend  the  earth,  arid  wheel  along  the  fky; 
In  circling  eddies  whirl'd,  it  roars  aloud, 
Drives  wave  on  wave,  and  dafhes  cloud  on  cloud ; 
Where'er  it  moves,  it  lays  whole  forefts  low; 
And  at  the  blaft,  eternal  mountains  bow; 
While,  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rift^ 
And  half  the  deferts  mount  the  burthen'd  fkies. 

He  from  aerial  treafures  down  ward  pours 
Sheets  of  unfully'd  (now  in  lucid  fhowers  ; 
Flake  after  flake,  through  air  thick-wavering  flies, 
Till  one  vafl  fliining  wafte  all  nature  lies: 
Then  the  proud  hills  a  virgin  whitenefs  fhed, 
A  dazzling  brightnefs  glitters  from  the  mead  ; 
The  hoary  trees  refled  a  filvef  fhow, 
And  groves  beneath  the  lovely  burden  bow. 

He  from  loofe  vapours  vyith  an  icy  chain 
Binds  the  round  hail,  and  moulds  the  harden'd 

rairi : 

The  ftony  tempeft,  with  a  rufhing  found, 
Beats  the  firm  glebe,  refulting  from  the  ground  : 
Swiftly  it  falls,  and  as  it  falls  invades 
The  riflng  herb,  or  breaks  the  fpreading  blades : 
While   infant  flowers  that  rais'd   their   bloomy 

heads, 
Crufh'd  by  its  fury,  fink  into  their  beds. 

When  ftormy  winter  from  the  frozen  north 
Borne  on  his  icy  chariot  iffues  forth, 
The  blafted  groves  their  verdant  pride  refign, 
And  billows  harden'd  into  cryftal  fhine  : 
Sharp  blows  the  rigour  of  the  piercing  winds, 
And  the  proud  floods  as  with  a  breaft-plate  binds  : 
Ev'n  the  proud  feas  forget  in  tides  to  rol^ 
Beneath  the  freezings  of  the  northern  pole; 
There  waves  on  waves  in  folid  mountains  rife, 
And  Alps  of  ice  invade  the  wondering  fkies; 
While  gulfs  below,  and  fiippery  vallies  He, 
And  with  a  dicadful  brightnefs  pain  the  eye  : 


But  if  warm  winds  a  warmer  air  reftore, 
And  fofter  breezes  bring  a  genial  fhower, 
The  genial  fhower  revives  the  cheerful  pj.iin, 
And  the  huge  hills  flow  down  into  the  main. 

When  the  fear,  rage,  and  loud  the  ocean  roarg, 
When  foaming  billows  lafh.  the  founding  fiiures; 
if  he  in  thunder  bid  the  waves  fubfide, 
The  waves  obedient  (ink  upon  the  tide, 
A  fudden  peace  controls  the  limpid  deep, 
And  the  ftill  waters  in  foft  filence  fleep. 
Then  heaven  lets  down  a  golden-ftreaming  ray, 
And  a!l  the  broad  expanflon  flames  with  day  : 
In  the  clear  ghfs  the  mariners  defcry 
A  fun  inverted,  and  a  downward  fky. 

They  who  adventurous  plough  the  watery  way, 
The  dreadful  wonders  of  the  deep  furvey ; 
Familiar  with  their  ftorms,  their  fails  unbind, 
Tempt  the  rough  blaft, and  bound  before  the  wind: 
Now  high  thej  mount,  now  fhoot  into  a  vale, 
Now  fmooth  their  cburfe,   and  feud  before  the 

gale  ; 

There  rolling  monfters,  arm'd  in  fcaly  pride, 
Flounce  in  the  billows,  and  dafh  round  the  tide; 
There  huge  leviathan  unweildy  moves, 
And  through  the  waves,  a  living  ifland  roves; 
In  dreadful  paftime  terribly  he  fports, 
And  the  vaft  ocean  fcarce  his  weight  fupports; 
Where'er  he  turns,  the  hoary  deeps  divide ; 
He  breathes  a  tempeft,  and  he  fpouts  a  tide. 

Thus,  Lord,  the  wonders  of  earth,  fea,  and  air, 
Thy  boundlefs  wifdom  and  thy  power  declare  ; 
Thou  high  in  glory,  and  in  mi^ht  fcrene, 
See'ft  and  mov'ft  all,  thyfelf  unmov'd,  unfeen  : 
Should  men  and  angels  join  in  fongs  to  raifc 
A  grateful  tribute  equal  to  thy  j>r:ufe, 
Yet  far  thy  glory  would  their  praiie  outfhine, 
Though  men  and  angels  in  the  fong  fhould  join ; 
For  though  this  earth  with  fkill  divine  is  wrought, 
Above  the  guefs  of  man,  or  angel's  thought, 
Yet  in  the  i'pacious  regions  of  the  fkies 
New  fcehes  un/old,  and  worlds  on  worlds  arifc  j 
There  other  orbs,  round  other  funs  advance, 
Float  on  the  air,  and  run  their  myftic  dance;  ' 
And  yet  the  power  of  thy  Almighty  hand 
Can  build  another  world  from  every  fand  : 
And  though  vain  man  arraign  thy  high  decree, 
Still  this  is  juft!  what  is,  that  ought  to  be. 

THE  CONCLUSION  OF  AN  EPILOGUE 
To    Mr.   Southerns  Loft   Play,  called  "  Mtney  tbt 

M$r&:> 

THERE  was  a  time,  when  in  his  younger  years, 
Our  author's  fcenes  commanded  fmiles  or  tears; 
And  though  beneath  the  weight  of  days  he.  bends, 
Yet,  like  the  fun,  he  fhines  as  he  deicends  : 
Then  with  applaufe,  in  honour  to  his  age, 
Difmifs  your  veteran  foldier  *  off  the  ftage  ; 
Crown  his  laft  exit  with  diftinguifh'd  praife, 
And  kindly  hide  his  f  baldnefs  with  the  bays. 

*   From  theftage, 

f   Alluding  to  a  vote  of  the  Roman  finale,  ly  which 
they  da  reed  Gffar  a  craivn  of  laurel  to  cover  bis 


'?:* 
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THE    PARTING, 


Set  by  Dr.  TuJ-way,  Profe/or  of  Mufic  in  Cambridge. 

WHEN  from  the  plains  Belinda  fled, 

The  fad  Amintor  figh'd  ; 
And  thus,  while  ftreams  of  tears  he  (bed, 

The  mournful  fhepherd  cry'd  : 

*'  Move  flow,  ye  hours  !  thou,  time,  delay  ! 
«*  Prolong  the  bright  Belinda's  flay  : 
"  But  you,  like  her,  my  prayer  deny, 
"  And  cruelly  away  ye  fly. 

'•  Yet  though  {he  flies^  (he  leaves  behind 
«'  Her  lovely  image  in  my  mind. 
<c  O  !  fair  Belinda,  with  me  flay, 
"  Or  take  thy  image  too  away  ! 

"  See !  how  the  fields  are  gay  around, 

"  How  painted  flowers  adorn  the  ground'! 

"  As  if  .the  fields,  a*  well  as  I, 

"  Were  proud  to  pleaie  my  fair-one's  eye. 

**  But  now,  ye  fields,  no  more  be  gay ; 

"  No  more,  ye  flowers,  your  charms  difplay  ! 

•'  Tis  defert  all,  now  you  are  fled, 

"  And  paradife  is  where  you  tiead." 

Ui'mov'd  the  virgin  flies  his  care?, 

To  mine  at  court  and  play  : 
To  lonely  (hades  the  youth  repairs, 

To  weep  his  life  away. 

ON  A  FLOWER 

WHICH  BELINDA  GAVE  MB  FROM   HER  BOSOM. 

O  !  LOVET.Y  offspring  of  the  May, 
"Whence  flow  thy  balmy  odours,  fay  ! 
Huch  odours — not  the  orient  boafts ! 
Though  paradife  adorn'd  the  coafts  ! 
O  !  fweeter  than  each  flower  that  blooms, 
This  fragrance  from  thy  bofoni  comes ! 
Thence,  thence  fuch  fweets  are  fpread  abroad, 
As  might  be  incenfe  for  a  God  ! 

When  Venus  flood  conceal'd  from  view, 
Her  fon,  the  latent  *  goddefs  knew, 
Such  fweets  breath'd  round  !  and  thus  we  knew 
Our  other  Venus  here  below. 

But  fee  !  my  faireft,  fee  this  flower, 
Tliis  fhort-liv'd  beauty  of  an  hour  ! — 
Such  are  thy  charm* : — yet  zephyrs  bring. 
The  flower  to  bloom  again  in  fpring : 
But  beauty,  when  it  once  declines, 
No  more  to  warm  the  lover  fhines  : 
Alas  !  inceflant  fpeeds  the  day, 
When  thou  fhah  be  but  common  clay  ! 
When  I,  who  now  adore,  may  fee, 
And  ev'n  with  horror  dart  from  thee  ! 

But  ere,  fweet  gift,  thy  grace  confumes, 
Show  thou  my  fair-one  how  fhe  blooms  ! 
Put  forth  thy  charms : — and  then  declare 
Tliyfelf  lefs  fweet,  thyfelf  lefs  fair  ! 

*   Ambrofitsque  coffttf  dhinum  vertice  odor  cm 
X it  avert*  VIR*. 


Then  fudden,  by  a  f\v!ft  dtcif, 
Let  all  thy  beauties  fade  away  ; 
And  let  her  in  thy  glaf*  defcry, 
How  youth,  and  how  frail  beauty  die. 

Ah  !  turn,  my  charmer,  turn  thy  eyes: 
See  !   how  at  once  it  fades,  it  dies  ! 
While  thine — it  gaily  pleas' d  the  view, 
Unfaded,  as  before  it  grew  ! 
Now,  from  thy  bofom  doom'd  to  ftray, 
Tis  only  beauteous  in  decay  : 
So  the  fweet-fmelling  Indian  flowers, 
Griev'd  when  they  leave  thofe  happier  fhores, 
Sicken,  and  die  away  in  ours. 
So  flowers,  in  Eden  fond  to  blow, 
In  paradife  would  only  grow. 

Nor  wonder,  faireft,  to  furvey 
The  flower  fo  fuddenly  decay  '. 
Too  cold  thy  breaft  !  *  nor  can  it  grow 
Between  fuch  little  hills  of  fnow. 

I  now,  vain  infidel,  no  more 
Deride  th'  ./Egyptian,  who  adore 
The  rifing  herb,  and  blooming  flower  ; 
Now,  now  their  convert  I  will  be, 
O  lovely  flower  !  to  worfhip  thee. 

But  if  thnu  'rt  one  of  their  fad  train 
Who  dy'd  fpr  love,  and  coJd  difdain, 
Who,  chang'd  by  fome  kind  pitying  power, 
A  f  lover  once,  art  now  a  flower; 

0  pity  me,  O  weep  my  ca.re, 

A  thoufand,  thoufand  pains  I  bear, 

1  love,  I  die  through  deep  defpair! 


THE  STORY  OF  TALUS, 
From  tie  Fourth  Book  of  Apolloniuj  Rbodius.  V.  162$, 


Sec. 

THE  evcning-ftar  now  lifts,  as  day-light  fades, 
His  golden  circlet  in  the  deepening  fhades  ; 
Stretxh'd  at  his  eafe,  the  weary  labourer  fharc* 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  human  cares  ; 
At  once  in  filence  fink  the  fleeping  gales; 
The  maft  |  they  drop,  and  furl  the  flagging  fails  ;, 
All  night,  all  day,  they  ply  the  bending  oars 
Tow'rd  Carpathus,  and  reach  the  rocky  fhores  : 
Thence  Crete  they  view,  emerging  from  the  main, 
The  queen  of  ifles  ;  but  Crete  they  view  in  vain  ; 
There  Talus,  whirling  with  refiftlefs  fway 
Rocks  fheer  uprenr,  repels  them  from  the  bay  : 
A  giant,  fprung  from  giant-raca,  who  took 
Their  births  from  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  oak  ; 
Fierce  guard  of  Crete  !  by  Jove  aflrftant  given* 
To  §  fegiflators,  fly  I'd  the  fbns  of  heaven  : 
To  mercy  deaf,  he  thrice  each  year  explores 
The   trembling   ifle,  and  (hides  from  fhores  to 
fhores  : 

VARIATION. 

*  -  How  could  it  grow* 

f   See  Ovid's  Metamerpb. 
\  Argonauts. 
Minos 


O    2 


S. 


m 


•A  form  ol  living  brafs  !  one  part  bsceath 
Al»ne  he  bears,  a  path  to  let  in  death, 


"Where  o'er  the  ankle  fwells  the  turgid  vein, 
-Soft  to  the  ftroke,  and  fenfible  of  pain. 

And  now  her  magic  fpells  *  Medea  tries, 
Bids  the  red  fiends,  the  dogs  of  Orcus  rife, 
That,  ftarting  dreadful  from  th*  infernal  fhade, 
Ride  heaven  in  ftorms,  and  all  that  breathes,  in- 

vade; 

Thrice  fhe  applies  the  power  of  magic  prayer, 
Thrice,  hellward  bending,  mutters  charms  in  air  ; 
Then,  turning  toward  the  foe,  bidsjiiifchief  fly, 
And  looks  deftru&ion  as  fae  points  her  eye  : 
Then  fpe&res,  riling  from,  Tartarean  bowers, 
Howl  round  in  air,  or  grin  along  the  fhores  ; 
While,  f  tearing  up  whole  hills,  the  giant  throws, 
Outrageous,  rocks  on  rocks,  to.  cmfh  the  foes  : 
But,  frantic  as  he  ftrides,  a  fudden  wound 
Burfts  the  life-vein,  and   blood   o'erfpreads  the 

ground  : 

As  from  the  furnace,  in  a  burning  flood, 
Pours  molten  lead,  fo  pours  in  ftreams  his,  blood  ; 
And  now  he  ftaggers  as  the  fpirit  flies, 
He  faints,  he  -finks,  he  tumbles,  and  he  dies. 
As  fome  huge  cedar  on  a  mountain's  brow, 
Pierc'd  by  the  fteel,  expects  the  final  blow, 
A  while  it  totters  with  alternate  fway, 
Till  freshening  breezes  through  the  branches  play; 
Then,   rumbling  downward   with    a  thundering 

found, 

Falls  headlong,  and  o'erfpreads  a  breadth  of  ground  : 
So,  as  the  giant  falls,  the  ocean  roars; 
Out-ftretch'd  he  lies,  and  covers  half  the  fhores. 

FROM  THE  ELEVENTH  BOOK  OF  THE 
ILIADS  OF  HOMER. 

IN   TUB  STYLE   OF   MILTON. 

Now  gay  Aurora  from  Tithonus'  bed 
Rofe  hi  the  orient,  to  proclaim  the  day 
To  gods  and  men  :  down  to  the  Grecian  tents 
Saturnian  Jove  fends  difcord  red  with  blood  ; 
War  in  her  hand  fhe  grafps,  enfigns  of  war  ; 
On  brave  Ulyfies'  fhip  fhe  took  her  ftand, 
The  centre  of  the  hoft,  that  all  might  hear 
Her  dreadful  voice  :  her  dreadful  voice  ihe  rais'd; 
Jarring  along  the  rattling  fhores  it  ran 
To  the  fleet's  wide  extremes.     Achilles  heard, 
And  Ajax  heard  the  found  :  with  martial  fires 
Now  every  bofom  burns  ;  arms,  glorious  arms, 
Fierce  they  demand  ;  the  noble  Orthian  fong 
Swells  -every  heart;  no  coward  thoughts  of  flight 
Rife  in  their  fouls,  but  blood  they  breathe  and  war. 
Now  by  the  |  trench  profound,  the  charioteers 
Range  their  proud  fteeds  ;  now  car  by  car  difplays 
A  direful  front  ;  now  o'er  the  trembling  field 
Ruflies  th'  embattled  foot  ;  noife  rends  the  ikies, 
Noife  .unextinguifh'd  :  ere  the  beamy  day 
Flam'd  in  the  th'  aerial  vault,  ft  re  ten  d  in  the  van 
Stood  the  bold  infantry  :  the  rufhing  cars 
Form'd  the  deep  rear  in  battailous  array. 
Now  from  his  heavens  Jove  hurls  his  burning  bolts; 
Hoarfe  muttering  thunders  grumble  in  the'iky  ; 


While  from  the  clouds,  inftead  of  mofmng-dew$, 
Huge  drops  of  blood  diftain  the  crimfon  ground,; 
Fatal  prefage  !  that  in  that  dreadful  day 
The  groat  fhould  bleed,  imperial  heads  lie  low  ! ' 

Meantime  the  bands  of  Troy  in  proud  array 
Stand  to  their  arms,  and  from  a  rifing  ground 
Breathe  furious  war     Here  gathering  hods  attend 
The  towering  Heftor :  there  refulgent  bands 
Surround  Polydamas,  -/Eneas  there 
Marfhals  his  dauntlefs  files  ;  nor  unemployed 
Stand  Polybus,  Agenor  great  in  arms, 
And  Acamas,  whofe- frame  the  gods  cndow'd 
With  more  than  mortal  charms  :  fierce  in  the  van 
Stern  Hector  {nines,  and  fhakes  his  blazing  IhiekL 
As  the  fierce  dog- ftar  with  malignant  fires 
Flames  in  the  front  of  heaven,  then,  loft  in  cloud>, 
Veils  his  pernicious  beams ;  from  rank  to  rank 
So  Hector  ftrode ;  now  dreadful  in  the  van 
Advanced  his  fun-broad  fhield,  now  to  the  rear 
Swift  rufhing  difappear'd  :  His  radiant  arms 
Blaz'd  on  his  .limbs,  and  bright  ae  Jove's  dire  bolts 
Flafh'd  o.'er  the.ftejd,  and  lighten'*!  to  thq  ikies. 

As  toiling  reapers  in  fome  ipacious.  field, 
•Rang'd  in  t\yo  bunt's,  move  adverfe,  rank  on  rank 
Where  o'er  the  tilth  the  grain  in  ears.pl-  goJ4     »' 
Waves  nodding  to  the  breeze  ;,  at  oace  -th.ey  bead, 
At  once  the  copious  harveft  fwells  tliegfojund  : 
So  rufii  to  battle.,o'er  the  dreadful  field 
Hoft  againft  hoft;  they  meet,  they  clofe,  and  ranlcs 
Tumble  on  rants.;  no  thoughts  appear  of  flight, 
None  of  difmay  :  dubious  in  even  fcales 
7"he  battle  hangs.;,  not  fiercer,  ravenous  wolves 
Difpute  the  prey;  the  deathful  fcene  with  joy 
Difcord,  dire  parent  of  tremendous  woes, 
Surveys  exultant :  of  th'  immortal  train 
Difcord  alone  d.efcends,  aflifts  alone 
The  horrors  of  the  field  ;  in  peace  the  gods 
High  in  Olympian-bowers  on  radiant  thrones 
Lament  the  works  of  man;  but  loud  complaints 
From  every  god  arofe  ;  Jove  favour'd  Troy,     , 
At  partial  Juve  they  murmur'1  d  :  he  unmdv'd 
All  heaven  in  murmurs  heard,  apart  he  fate 
Enthron'd  in  glory :  down  to  earth  he  t-urn'd 
His  ftedfaft  eye,  and  from  his  throne  furvey'd 
The  rifing  towers  of  Troy,  the  tented  fhores^ 
The  blaze  of  arms,  the  flayer  and  the  flain. 

While,  with,  his  morning  wheels,  the  God  of  day 
Clirnb'd  up  the  .ft^ep  of  heaven,  with  equal  rage 
In  murderous  ftorms  the  (hafts from  hoft  to  hoft 
Flew  adverfe,  and  in  equal  numbers  fell 
Piomifcuous  Greek  and  Trojan,  till  the  hour 
When  the  tir'd  woodman  in  the  fhady  vale 
Spr.eadshis  penurious  meal,  when  high  the  fua 
Flames  in  the  zenith,  and  his  finewy  arms 
Scarce  wield  the  ponderous  ax,  while  hunger  keen 
Admonifhes,  and  nature  fpent  with  toil 
Craves  due  repaft — Then  Greece  the  ranks  of  Troy 
With  horrid  inroad  goar'd  :  fierce  from  the  van 
Sprung  tht  ftern  *  king  of  men  ;  and  breathing 

death 

Where,  in  firm  battle,  Trojans  band  by  band 
Embody'd  ftood,  purfued  his  dreadful  way  : 
His  hoft  his  ftep  attends :  now  glows  the  war  ; 


.  1665. 
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Horfe  ire ad<?  'on  horfc ;  and  man  encountering  man 
Swells  the   dire   field  with  death  ;  the  plunging 

Act 

Beat  the  frm  glebes;   thick  duft:  in  fifing  clouds 
Darken*  :he  fky.     Indignant  o'er  the  jOain 
Atrides  ftalks;  death  every  ftep  attends. 
As  \\hen,  in  fome  huge  frreft,  fudden  flames 
Rape  dreadful,  when  rough  winds  affift  the  blaze 
From  tree  to  tree  the  fiery  torrent  rolls, 
And  the  yaft  ff'fcft  finks  with  all  its  proves 
Benearh  the  burning  del;  ge  :   fo  whole  hods 
Yield  to  Atrid«,V  arm  :   car  agairft  car 
Rufh'd  rattling  o'er  the  field, '""id  through  the  ranks 
Ungui'V-d  br<  ke ;   while  breathltfs  on  the  ground 
3>ay  the  pak  charioteers  in  death  d.  form'd  ; 
To  their  chiifte  brides  fad  /pec~racles  of  wee, 
Now  ori'y  ^ra'eful  to  the  fowls  ot  air. 

Meantime,  the  care  of  J<  ve,  great  Hector  flood 
Secure  in  fcenes  of  death,  in  frorms  of  darts, 
lr;  {laughter  and  alarms,  in  duft  and  blood. 

Still  Agamemnon  rufhing  o'er  the  field 
JLeads  his  bold  bands  :  whole  hofts  before  hifn  fly; 
l*Jow  Ilus'  tomb  they  pafs,  now  urge  their  way 
Clofe  by  the  fig-tree  Ihade  :  with  {houts  the  king 
Purities  the  foe  inceffant :  duft  and  blood,  [hands. 
Blood  mix  d   with   duft,   diftains  his  murderous 

As  when  a  lion  in  the  gloom  of  night 
Invades  an  herd  of  beeves,  o'er  all  the  plains 
Trembling  they  fcattcr;  furious  on  the  prey 
The  generous  favage  flies,  and  with  fierce  joy 
Seizes  the  laft  ;  his  hungry  foaming  jaws 
Churn  the  black  blood,  and  rend  the  panting  prey  : 
Thus  fled  the  foe  ;  Atrides  thus  purfued. 
And  ftill  the  hindmoft  flew  :  they  from  their  cars 
Fell  headlong ;   for  his  javelin,  wild  for  blood, 
Rag'd  terribly  :  and  now  proud  Troy  had  fall'n, 
But  the  dread  fire  of  men  and  gods  defcends 
Terrific  from  his  heavens,  his  vengeful  hand 
Ten  thoiifand  thunders  grafps ;  on  Ida's  heights 
He  takes  his  ftand;   it  flakes  with  all  its  groves 
Beneath  the  God  ;  the  God  fufpends  the  war* 

TO  MRS.  F.LIZ.  M T, 

ON    HER   PICTURE.       1716. 

O  !  \roric!rous  art,  that  grscc  to  fhadows  gives ! 
By  whofe  command  the  lovely  ptantom  lives  ! 
Smiles  with  her  fmiTeV!  the  mimic  eye  inllills 
A  real  frame  !  the  fancy'd  lightning  kills  ! 
Thus  mirrors  catch  the  lov'e-irupirihg  face, 
And  the  new  charmer  grace  returns  for  grace. 

Ht-nce  fha!l  thy  beauties,  whttt  no  more  appears 
Their  fair  pofiefibr,  fhine  a  thoufand  years; 
By  age  unmjur'd,  future  times  adorn, 
And  wzrin  the  hearts  of  millions  yet  unborn, 
tVho,  gazing  on  the  portrait  with  a  figh, 
Shall  grieve  fuch  perkdl  charms  could  ever  die : 
How  would  they  grieve,  if  to  fuch  beauties  join'd 
The  paint  could  fhow  the  wonders  of  thy  mind  ! 

O  virgin  !  born  th'  admiring  world  to  grace  ! 
Tranfmit  thy  excellence  to  lateft  days ; 
Yield  to  thy  lover's  vows  !  and  then  fhall  rife 
A  race  of  beauties  conquering  with  thine  eyes  ; 
Who,  reigning  in  thy  charms,  from  death  (hall 

fave 
That  Ictely  form,  and  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 


Thus,  when  through  age  the  rote-tree's  charms 

decay, 

When  all  her  fading  beauties  die  away ; 
A  blooming  offspring  fills  the  parent's  place 
With  equal  fragrance,  and  with  equal  grace. 

But  ah  !  how  fhort  a  dale  on  earth  is  given 
To  the  moft  lovely  workmanfhip  of  heaven  ! 
Too  foon  that  cheek  muft  every  charm  refign, 
And  thofe  love-darting  eyes  forget  to  fhine  ! 
While  thoufanris  weeping  round,  with  fighs  furver 
What  once  was  y>u— — now  only  beauteous  clay  I 
Ev'n  from  the  canvas  fhall  thy  image  fade, 
And  thou  re-perifh  in  thy  perifh'd  fhade  : 
Then  may  this  vede  to  future  ages  fhow 

One  perfecl  heauty fuch  as  thou  art  now  1 

May  it  the  graces  of  thy  foul  difplay, 
Till  this  worhl  finks,  and  funs  themfelves  decay. 
Whin  with  immortal  beauty  thou  flialt  rife, 
To  fliine  the  lovelieft  angel  i»  the  fkies. 


• 


PROLOGUE 

To  Mr.  Fentons  excellent  Tragedy^  Mar'iamne. 

WHEN  breathing  ftatues  mouldering  wafte  away, 
And  tombs,  unfaithful  to  their  trult,  decay  ; 
The  mufc  rewards  the  fufilr  ing  good  with  fam«et 
Or  wakes  the  profperous  villian  into  fhame  ; 
To  the  ftern  tyrant  gives  fictitious  power 
To  reign  the  reftlefs  monarch  cf  »n  hour. 
Obedient  to  her  call,  this  night  appears 
Great  Herod  rifingfrom  a  length  of  years ; 
A  name  !  enlarg'd  with  titles  n«-t  his  own, 
Servile  to  mount,  and  favajre  on  a  throne  : 
Yet  oft  a  throne  is  dire  misfortune's  feat, 
A  pompous  wretchednefs,  and  woe  in  (late  I 
But  fuch  the  curfe  that  from  ambition  fprings, 
For  this  he  flaughtt  r'd  half  a  race  of  kii;gs  1 
But  now,  reviving  in  the  Britifh  fcene, 
He  looks  majeftic  with  a  milder  mien, 
His  features  ifoften'd  with  the  deep  diflrefs 
Of  love,  made  greatly  wretched  by  txcefs  : 
From  lufl  of  power  to  jealous  fury  toit, 
We  fee  the  tyrant  in  the  lover  loft. 

O  !  love,  thou  fource  of  mighty  joy  or  woe ! 

Thou  fofteft  friend,  or  man's  moil  dangerous  foe  ! 
Fantaftic  power  !  *  what  rage  thy  darts  infpire, 

When  too  much  beauty  kindles  too  much  fire  ! 

Thofe  darts,  to  jealous  rage  ftern  Herod  drove; 
It  was  a  crime,  but  crime  of  too  much  love  ! 

Yet  if  condemn'd  he  falls — with  pitying  eyes 
Behold  his  injur'd  Mariamne  rile  ! 

No  fancy'd  tale  !  our  opening  fcenes  difclofe 

Hiftoric  truth,  and  fwell  wi  h  real  woes. 

Awful  in  virtuous  grief  the  queen  appears, 

And  ftrong  the  eloquence  of  royal  tears ; 

By  woes  ennobled,  with  majeftic  pace, 

She  meets  misfortune,  glorious  in  difgrace  ! 
Small  is  the  praife  of  beauty,  when  it  flies 

Fair  honour's  laws,  at  beft  but  lovely  vice, 

Charms  it  like  Venus  with  celeftial  air  ? 

Ev'n  Venus  is  butfcandaloufly  fair ; 


VARIATION. 


*  What  pang*,  &c. 
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But  when  flrict  honour  with  fair  features  joins, 
Like  heat  ai;d  light,  at  once  it  warms  and  fhines'. 

*  Then  let  her  fate  your  kind  attention  raife, 
Whofe  perfect  charms  were  but  her  fecond  praife : 
Beauty  and  virtue  your  protection  claim ; 
Give  tears  to  beauty,  give  to  virtue  fame. 


rings;     ( 
me  herf 

"I 


TO  MR.  A.  POPE, 

WHO   CORRECTED   Mr  VERSES. 

IF  e'er  my  humble  mufe  melodious  lings, 
Tis  when  you  animate  and  tune  her  firings 
If  e'er  flie  mounts,  'tis  when  you  pruni 

wings. 

You,  like  the  fun,  your  glorious  beams  difplay. 
Deal  to  the  darkeft  orb  a  friendly  ray, 
And  clothe  it  with  the  luftre  of  the  day. 

Mean  was  the  piece,  unelegantly  wrought, 
The  colours  faint,  irregular  the  draught ; 
Bur  your  commanding  touch,  your  nicer  art, 
Rais'd  every  flroke,  and  brighten'd  every  part. 
So,  when  Luke  drew  the  rudiments  of  man, 
An  angel  finifh'd  what  the  faint  began  ;   ' 
His  wondrous  pencil,  dipt  in  heavenly  dyes, 
Gave  beauty  to  the  face,  and  lightning  to  the  eyes. 

Confus'd  it  lay,  a  rough  unpolifh'd  mafs; 
You  gave  the  royal  (lamp,  and  made  it  pafs  :  ; 
Hence  ev'n  deformity  a  beauty  grew ; 
•She  pleas'd,  fhe  charm'd,  but  pleas'd  and  charm'd 

by  you ; 

Though  like  Prometheus  I  the  image  frame, 
You  give  the  life,  and  bring  the  heavenly  flame. 

Thus  when  the  Nile  diffus'd  his  watery  train 
In  ftreams  of  plenty  o'er  the  fruitful  plain  j 
Unfhapen  forms,  the  refufe  of  the  flood, 
IflV.ed  imperfect  from  the  teeming  mud ; 
But  the  great  fource  and  parent  of  the  day 
Fafhion'd  the  creature,  and  inform'd  the  clay  f. 


VARIATION. 

*  Then  let  her  fate  your  juft  attention  raife, 
Whofc  perfect  graces  were  but  fecond  praife. 

ADDITION. 

f  To  nobler  themes  thy  mufe  triumphant  foars, 
Mounts  through  the  tracts  of  air,  and  heaven  ex- 
plores. 

Say,  has  fome  feraph  tun'd  thy  facred  hyre, 
Or  deign'd.to  touch  thy  hallow'd  lips  with  fire  ? 
For  fure  fuch  founds  exalt  th'  immortal  ftring, 
As  heaven  approves,  and  raptur'd  angels  fing. 
•Ah !  how  I  liften,  while  the  mortal  lay 
Lifts  me  from  earth  above  the  fohr  way ! 
Ah  !  how  I  look  with  fcorn  on  pompous  crowds, 
&nd  pity  monarchs  on  their  fplendid  thrones, 
'While,  thou,  my  guide,  I  trace  all  nature's  laws, 
By  juft  gradations,  to  the  fovereign  caufe  ! 
Pleas' d  I  furvey  how  varying  fchemes  unite,      ~j 
Worlds  with  the  atoms,  angels  with  the  mite,    J- 
Asd  end  in  God,  high  thron'd  abeve  all  heiaht,_) 
Who  fees,  as  Lord  of  all,  with  equal  eye, 
Now  a  proud  tyrant  periih,  then  a  fly. 


Weak  of  harfelf,  my  mufe  forbears  her  flight, 
Views  her  own  lownefs,  and  Parnaffus'  height; 
But  when  you  aid  her  fong,  and  deign  to  nod, 
She  fpreads  a  bolder  wing,  and  feels  the  prcfetvt 
god. 

So  the  Cumean  prophetefs  was  dumb, 
Blind  to  the  knowledge  of  events  to  come ; 
But  when  Apollo  'n  her  breaft  abode, 
She  heav'd,  fhe  fwell'd,  fhe  felt  the  rufhing  god  ; 
Then  accents  more  than  mortal  from  her  broke  ; 
And  what  the  god  infpir'd,  the  prieftefs  fpoke. 

MONSIEUR  MAYNARD  IMITATED* 

To  tie  Right  Hdnourabls  the  Lord  Cornivallis. 

WHILE  paft  its  noon  the  lamp  of  Jife  declines, 

And  age  my  vital  flame  invades; 
Faint,  and  more  faint,  as  it  defcends,  it  fhines,  - 

And  hafles,  alas!  to  fet  in  fhades. 

Then  fome  kind  power  fhall  guide  my  ghofl  t» 
glades, 

Where,  feated  by  Elyfian  fprings, 
Fam'd  Addifon  attunes  to  patriot  fhades 

His  lyre,  and  Albion's  glory  fings. 

There  round,  majef  ic  fhades,  and  heroes'  forms, 
Will  throng,  to  learn  wha;  pilot  guides, 

Watchful,  Britannia'shelm through  factious  ftormSj 
And  curbs  the  murmuring  rebel  tides. 

I  tell  how  Townfhend  treads  tke  glorious  path 
That  leads  the  great  to  deathlels  fame, 

And  dwell  at  large  on  fpotlefs  Englifh  faith, 
While  Walpole  is  the  favourite  theme. 

How,  nobly  riling  in  their  country's  caufe, 

The  fledfaft  arbiters  of  right 
Exalt  the  jufl  and  good,  to  guard  her  laws, 

And  call  forth  merit  into  light. 

A  loud  applaufe  around  the  echoing  coaft 

Of  all  the  pleas'd  Elyfium  flies. —  [ghoft, 

But,  friend,  what  place  had  you,  replies   fome 
When  merit  was  the  way  to  :ife  ? 

What  deanery,  or  prebend  thine,  declare  ? 

Good  heavens !  unable  to  reply, 
How  like  a  ftupid  ideot  I  ihould  flare ! 

An  anfwer,  good  my  lord,  fupply. 

ON  A  MISCHIEVOUS  WOMAN. 

FROM  peace,  and  focial  joy,  Medufa  flies, 
And  loves  to  hear  the  ftorm  of  anger  rife ; 
Thus  hags  and  witches  hate  the  fmiles  of  day, 
.Sport  in  loud  thunder,  and  in  tempefts  play. 


ADDITION. 

Methinks  I  view  the  patriarch's  ladder  rife, 
Its  bafe  on  earth,  its  fummit  in  the  fkies  : 
Each  wond'rous  ftep  by  glorious  angels  trod, 
And  heaven  unfolding  to  the  throne  of  God, 
Be  this  thy  praife  !   I  haunt  the  lovely  bower, 
Sport  by  the  fpring,  or  paint  the  blooming  fi 
h  Nor  dares  the  mule  attempt  the  suduous  height. 


THE   WQRJC S   OF   BROOME. 


THE  COQUETTE. 


SILLIA,  with  uncontefted  fway, 
Like  Rome's  fam'd  tyrant  reigns  ; 

Beho!ds  adoring  crowds  obey, 

And  heroes  proud  to  wear  her  chains  : 

Yet  ftbops,  like  him,  to  every  prize, 

Jiufy  to  murder  beaux  and  flies. 

She  aims  at  every  trifling  heart, 

Attends  each  flatterer's  vows  ; 
And,  like  a  picture  drawn  with  art, 

A  look  on  all  that  gaze  beftows. 
O  !   may  the  power  who  lovers  rules, 
Grant  rather  fcorn,  than  hope  with  fools ! 

Miftaken  nymph  !  the  crowds  that  gaze 

Adore  thee  into  fliamc  ; 
Unguarded  beauty  is  difgrace, 

And  coxcombs,  when  they  praife,  defame. 
O  '.  fly  fuch  brutes  in  human  fhapes, 
JSor,  like  th'  ./Egyptians,  worfliip  apes. 

THE  WIDOW  AND  VIRGIN  SISTERS. 
Ecing  a  Letter  to  the  Widvw  in  London. 

WHILE  Delia  fhines  at  Hurlothrnmbo, 
And'  darts  her  fprightly  eye  at  fome  beau; 
Then,  clofe  behind  her  fan  retiring, 

rough  the  flicks  whole  crowds  admiring  : 
You  Up  your  melancholy  co-fTy 
And  at  the  name.of  ;nan,  cry,  O  phy  ! 
Pr,  Vvhen  the  uoify  rapper  thunders, 
Say  coldly — Sure  the  fellow  blunders! 
IJnfeon !  though  peer  "on  peer  approaches  : 
James,  I'm  abroad' — but  learn  the  coaches. 
•    As  feme  young  pleader,  when  his  purfe  is 
Unfill'd,  through  want  of  controverfies, 
Attend$  until  the  chinks  arc  fill'd  all, 
vi'rf  aflizes,  Weftminfter,  and  Guildhall; 
Whilr  gruvcr  lawyers  keep  their  houfe,  and 
Collect  the  guineas  by  the  thpufand; 
pr  as  fome  tradefme.n,  through  fhow-glafles, 
Expofe  their  wares  to  each  that  pafies; 
Toys  of  no  ufe  1  high-priz'd  commodities 
Bought  to  no  end  !  eftates  in  oddities'! 
pthers,  with  like  advantage,  drive  at 
Their  gain,  from  flore-houfes  in  private  : 
Thus  Delia  {bines  in  places  general, 
Is  never  miffing  where  the  men  are  all ; 
tJoes  ev'n  to  church  with  godly  airs, 
To  meet  good  company  at  prayers; 
Where  ibe  devoutly  plays  her  fan, 
Looks  up  to  heaven,  but  thinks  on  man. 
You  fit  at  home  ;  enjoy  your  *  coufin,  " 
"While  hearts  are  orTer'd  by  the  dozen  : 
ph  !  born  above  your  fex  to  rife, 
With  youth,  wealth,  beauty,  titles— wife  ! 

O  !  .Lady  bright,  did  ne'er  you  mark  yet, 
|n  country  fair,  or  country  market, 
A  beau,  whofe  eloquence  might  charm  ye, 
''.ir.g  folcliers  for  the  army  ? 


He  flatters  every  well-built  youth, 

And  tells  him  every  thing  but — truth. 

He  eric?,  good  friend,  I'm  glad  1  haj>M  in, 

Your  company,  you'll  make  a  captain  ! 

He  lifts — but  finds  thefe  gaudy  (hows 

Soon  chang'd  to  furly  looks,  and  blows  : 

"fis  now,  March,  rafcal !   what,  d'ye  grumble  : 

Thwack  goes  the  cane!   I'Jl  make  you  humble. 

Such  weddings  are  :  and  I  refemble  'cm, 

Almofr.  in  all  points  tp  this  emblem. 

While  courtfliip  Ufts,  'tis  Dear!   'tis,  Madan:  ! 

The  fweeteft  creature  fure  fince  Adam. ! 

Had  I  the  year*  of  a  Mcthufalem, 

How  in  m"y  charmer's  praife  I'd  ufe  ail  'cm  ! 

Oh  !   take  me  to  thy  arms,  my  beauty! 

I  doat,  adore  the  very  {hoe-tie '. 

They  wed  -but,  fancy  grown  Icfs  warming1, 

Next  morn,  he  thinks  the  bride  kfs  charming  : 

He  fays,  nay  fwears,  my  wife  grows  old  in 

One  fingle  month;  then  falls  to  fcoluir.g, 

What,  madam,  gadding  every  day  '. 

Up  to  your  room !  there  flitch,  or  pray  ! 

Such  proves  the  marriage-ftate  !  but  for  all 
Thefe  truths,  you'll  wed,  and  fcorn  the  moral. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MY  DEAR  FRIE! 
MR.  ELIJAH  FEN  TON,  1730. 

"  Calentem 
"  Debita  fparges  lacryn-.a  iavillam 

"  Yatis  amid."  ;  HOR 

As  when  the  King  of  Peace,  ard  Lord  rf  Love,. 
Sends  down  fome  brighter  angel  from  above, 
Pleas'd  with  the  beauties  of  the  heavenly  gueft, 
Awhile  we  view  him  in  full  glory  dreft ; 
But  he   impatient  from  his  heaven  to  ftaj, 
Soon  disappears,  and  wings  his  aiiy  way  ; 
So  did  ft.  thou  vanifli,  eager  to  appear, 
And  fliine  triumphant  in  thy  native  fphere. 

Yet  had'ft  thou  all  that  virtue  can  beftow, 
All,  the  good  pradife,  and  tlie  learned  kno\v; 
Such  holy  rapture,  as  not  warms,  but  fires, 
While  the  foul  feems  retiring,  or  retires; 
Such  tranfpoits  as  thofe  fainis  in  vifion  fhare,     7k 
Who  know  not  whether  they  are  rapt  through^/ 
air,  [prayer.T 

Or   bring   down    heaven   to    meet   them  in  aj 

Oh  1  early  loft. !  yet  ftediaft  to  ftirvey 
Envy,  difcafe,  and  death,  without  difmoy ; 
Serene,  the  fling  of  *  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile, 
And  make  afflictions,  objects  of  a  fmile. 
So  the  fam'd  patriarch  on  his  couch  of  ftone, 
Enjoy 'd  bright  vilions  from  th'  eternal  throne. 

Thus  wean'd  from  earth,  where  pleafure  fcarc<} 

can  pleafe, 

Thy  woes  but  haften'd  thee  to  heav'n  and  peace; 
As  angry  winds,  when  loud  the  temped  rears, 
More  fwiftly  fpeed  the  vtflel  to  the  fhorc-. 

Oh  !  may  thefe  lays  a  lafting  luftre  flied 
O'er  thy  dark  urn,  like  lamps  that  grace  the  dead  ! 
Strong  were  thy  thought*,  yet  reafon  bore  the 

fway  ; 
Humble,  yet  Icarn'd  ;  though  ir.nccent  yet  g?.y  ; 


POEMS. 


€0  prare  of  heart,  that  Thou  might'ft  fafely  fhow 
Thy  inmoft  bofom  to  thy  bafeft  foe  : 
£arelefs  of  wealth,  thy  blifs  a  calm  retreat, 
Far  from  the  infults  of  the  fcornful  great; 
Thence  looking  with  difdain  on  proudeft  things, 
Thou  deern!ft  mean  the  pageantry  of  kings  ; 
Who  build  their  pride  on  trappings  of  a  throne, 
A  painted  ribband  or  a  glittering  (lone, 
Ufelefsly  bright  !  'Twas  thine  the  foul  to  raife 
To  nobler  objecls,  fuch  as  angels.  praife  ! 
To  live,  to  mortals'  empry  fame  a  foe  ; 
And  pity  human  joy,  and  human  woe  ! 
To  view  ev'n  fplendid  vice  with  generous  hate  ; 
In  life  unblemiih  d,  and  in  death  fedate  1, 
Then  corifcience,  ihining  with  a  lenient  ray, 
Dawri'd  o'er  the  foul,  and  promis'd  endlefs  day. 
So  from  the  fetting  orb  of  Phoebus  fly 
}3eams  of  calm  light,  and  glitter  to  the  fky. 

Where  now,  oh  !  where  ihall  I  true  friendfhip 

find 

Among  the  treacherous  race  of  bafe  mankind  ? 
Whom,  whom  confult  in  all  th'  uncertain  ways 
Of  various  life,  fincere  to  blame,  or  praife  ! 
O  friend  !   O  falling  in  thy  flrength  of  years  '. 
Warm  from  the  melting  foul  receive  thefo  tears  ! 
O  woods  !  O  wilds  !   O  every  bowery  (hade  ', 
So  often  vocal  by  his  mufic  made, 
Now  other  founds  —  far  other  founds  return, 
And  o'er  his  herfe  with  all  your  echoes  mourn  !—  - 
Yet  dare  we  grieve  that  foon  the  paths  he  trod 
*t"o  heaven,   and  left   vain    man    for    faints  and 
God? 

Thus  in  the  theatre  the  fcenes  unfold 
A  thoufand  wonders  glorious  to  behold  ; 
And  here,  or  there,  as  the  machine  extends, 
A  hero  rifes,  or  a  god  dcfcendc.  : 
But  foon  ihc  momentary  plcafure  flies, 
Swift  vanifhes  the  god,  or  hero  dies. 

Where  were  ye,  mufes,  by  what  fountain  fide, 
What  river  fporting,  when  your  favourite  dy'd  ? 
He  knew  by  verfe  to  chain  the  hesdlong  floods, 
Silence  loud  winds,  or  charm  attentive  woods  : 
Nor   deign'd  but  to  high   *  themes  to  tune  the 

firing, 

To  fuch  as  heaven  might  hear,  and  Angels  fjng  ; 
Unlike  thofe  bards,  who  uninform'd  to  play, 
Grate  on  their  jarring  pipes  a  flafiy  lay  : 
Each  line  difplay'd  united  flrength  nnd  eafe, 
Form'd  like  his  manners  to  inftrudt  and  pleafe. 

So  herbs  of  balmy  excellence  produce 
A  blooming  flower  and  falutary  j^ice  : 
And  while  each  plant  a  milling  grace  reveals, 
Ufefully  gay  !  at  once  it  charms,  and  heals. 

Tranfcend  ev'n  after  death,  ye  great,  in  fhow  ; 
Lend  pomp  to  afhes,  and  be  vain  in  woe; 
Hire  fubftitutes  to  mourn  with  formal  cries, 
And  bribe  unwilling  drops  from  venal  eyes; 
While  here  fincerity  of  grief  appear.-,, 
Silence  that  fpeaks,  and  eloquence  in  tears  ! 
While,  tir'd  of  life,  we  but  coni'  rit  to  live 
To  fhow  the  world  how  really  we  grieve  ! 
AS  Come  fond  fire,  whoTe  only  fon  lies  dead, 
All  loft  to  comfort  makes  the  duft  his  bed, 


Hangs  o'er  his  urn,  with  frantic  grief  deplores, 
And   bathes  his   clay -cold    cheek  with    copious 

flowers ; 

Such  heart-felt  pangs  on  thy  fad  bier  attend  ; 
Companion  !  brother  i  all  in  one — my  friend! 
Unlefa  the  foul  a  wound  eternal  bears, 
Sighs  are  but  air  ;  but  common  water,  tears : 
The  proud,  relentlefs,  weep  in  ftate,  and  fhow 
Not  forrow,  but  magnificence  of  woe. 

Thus  in  the  fountain,  from  the  fculptor'shandsj 
With  imitated  life,  an  image  ftands  ; 
From  rocky  entrails,  through  his  ftony  eyes, 
The  mimic  tears  in  ftreams  incefTant  rife  : 
Unconfcious  !  while  aloft  the  waters  flow, 
The  gazers'  wonder,  and  a  public  fhow. 

Ye  hallow'd  domes,  his  frequent  vifits  tell ; 
Thou  court,  where  God  himfeif  delights  to  dwell  5 
Thou  myftic  table,  and  thou  holy  feaft, 
How  often  have  ye  feen  the  facred  gueft ! 
How  oft  his  foul  with  heavenly  manna  fed  '. 
His  faith  enliven'd,  while  his  fin  lay  dead  ! 
While  liftenmg  angels  heard  fuch  raptures  rife, 
As,  when  they  hymn  th'  Almighty,  charm  the 

ikies ! 

But  where,  now  where,  without  the  body's  aid, 
New  to  the  heavens,  fubfifts  thy  gentle  fhade  : 
Glides  it  beyond  our  grofs  imperfect  iky,  v 

Pleas'd  high  o'er  flars,  from  world  to  world,  to  fly ! 
And  fearlefs  marks  the  comet's  dreadful  blaze, 
While  monarchs  quake,  and  trembling   nations 

gaze? 

Qr  holds  deep  converfe  with  the  mighty  dead, 
Champions  of  virtue,  whr  for  virtue  bled  ? 
Or  joins  in  concert  with  angelic  choirs, 
Where  hymning  feraphs  lound  their  golden  lyres, 
Where  raptur'd  faints  unfading  crowns  inwreath, 
Triumphant  q'er  the  world,  o'er  fin;  and  death  ? 
O  !  may  the  thought  his  friend's  devotion  raife  ! 
O  1  may  he  imitate,  as  well  as  praife  ! 
Awake,  my  heavy  foul !  and  upward  fly, 
Speak  to  the  faint,  and  meet  him  in  the  iky, 
And  aik  the  certain  way  to  rife  as  high. 


Mr.  Fenian  Intended  to  wile 


ufon  mora 


TO  THOMAS  MARRIOT, 
I  PREFIX  your  name  to  the  following  poem,  as  a 
monument  of  the  long  and  fincere  friendfhip  I 
have  borne  you  :  I  am  fenfible  you  are  too  good 
a  judge  of  poetry  to  approve  it  ;  however,  it  will 
be  a  teftimony  of  my  refpecl  :  You  conferred  ob- 
ligations upon  me  very  early  in  life,almoft  as  foon 
as  I  was  capable  of  receiving  them  :  May  thefc 
verfes  on  death  long  furvive  my  own  !  and  re- 
main a  memorial  of  our  friendfhip  and  my  grati- 
tude, when  I  am  no  more. 

WILLIAM  BROOME, 

A  POEM  ON  DEATH.  " 


To  x.etT§ctvtii  ^£  i^ftv  ; 

On  !  for  Elijah's  car,  to  wing  my  way 
O'er  the  dark  gulf  of  death  u>  endlefs  day 
A  thoufahd  ways,  alas  !   i'rail  mortals  lead 
To  he;  dire  den,  and  dreadful  all  to  tread^. 
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See !  in  the  horrors  of  yon  houfe  of  woe% 
Troops  of  all  maladies  the  fiend  enclofe  ! 
High  on  a  trophy  rais'd  of  human  bones, 
Swords,  fpears,  and  arrows,  and  fepulchral  ftones, 
In  horrid  ftate  (he  reigns  !   attendant  ills 
Befirge  her  throne,  and  when  fhe  frowns  (he  kills: 
Through  the  thick  gloom  the  torch  red-gleaming 

burns. 

O'er  fhrowds,  and  fable  palls,  and  mouldering  urns; 
'While  flowing  ftolcs,  black  plumes,  and  fcutcheons 

fpread 

An  idle  pomp  around  the  filent  dead  : 
Unaw'd  by  power,  in  common  heap  (he  flings 
The  fcrips  of  beggars,  and  the  crowns  of  kings : 
Here  gales  <  f  fighs,  inftead  of  breezes,  blow, 
And  ftreams  of  tears  for  ever  murmuring  flow  : 
The  mournful  yew  with  f<.  lemn  horror  waves 
His  baleful  branches,  faddening  even  the  graves  : 
Arou:  dall  bird*  obfcens  loud-icreaming  fly, 
Clang  their  black  wings,  and  fhriek  along  the  flcy: 
The  ground  perverfe,  though  bare  and  barren, 

breeds 

All  poifons,  foes  to  life,  and  noxious  weeds ; 
But,  blaftcd  frequent  by  th'  unwholefome  Iky, 
Dead  fall  the  birds,  the  very  poifons  die. 

Full  in  the  entrance  of  the  dreadful  doors, 
Old-age,  half  vanifli'd  to  a  ghoft,  deplores: 
Propp'd  on  his  crutch,  he  drags  with  many  a  groan 
The  load  of  life,  yet  dreads  to  lay  it  down. 

There,  downward  driving  an  unnumber'd  band, 
Intemperance  and  difeafe  walk  hand  in  hand  : 
Thefe,  torment,  whirling  with  remorfclefs  fway 
Afcourge  of  iron,  laflies  on  the  way. 

There  frantic  anger,  prone  to  wild  extremes, 
Cralpft  an  enfanguin'd  fword,  and  heaven  blaf- 

phemes. 

There  heart -fick  agony  diftorted  (lands, 
Writhes  his  convuifive  limbs,  and  wringb  his  hands. 
There  forrow  droops  his  cver-penfivc  head, 
And  care  ftill  toffes  on  his  iron  bed  : 
Or,  mufing,  fattens  on  the  ground  his  eye 
With  folded  arms ;  with  every  breath  a  figh. 
Hydrops  unwieldy  wallows  in  a  flood; 
And  murder  rages,  red  with  human  blood, 
With  fever,  famine,  and  afHi&ive  pain, 
Plague,  peftilence,  and  war,  a  difmal  train ! 
Thefe  and  a  thoufand  more  the  fiend  furroun  j, 
Shrieks  pierce  the  air,  and  groans  to  groans  refound. 

0  heavens  !  is  this  the  paflage  to  the  ikies 

That  man  muft  tread,  when  man  ypur  favourite 

dies? 

Oh  !  for  Elijah's  car  to  wing  my  *»ay 
O'er  the  dark  gulf  of  death  to  endlefs  day ! 
Confounded  at  the  fight  my  fpirits  fled. 
My  eyes  rain'd  tears,  my  very  heart  was  dead! 

1  wail'U  the  lot  of  man,  that  all  would  fhun, 
And  all  muft  bear  that  breathe  beneath  the  fun. 

When  lo  '.  an  heavenly  foim,  divinely  fair, 
Shoots  from  the  ftarry  vaul:  through  fields  of  air  ; 
And  fwiftcr  than  on  wings  of  lightning  driven, 
At  once  feemshere  and  there,  in  earth  and  heaven  ! 
A  dazzling  brightnefs  in  refulgent  ftreams 
Flows  from  his  lock,,  inwreath'd  with  funny  beams: 
Hisrofeate  cheeks  the  bloom  of  heaven  difplay, 
And  from  his  eyes  dart  glories  more  than  day  ; 


A  robe  of  light  condcns'd  around  him  flione. 
And  his  loins  glitter'd  with  a  ftarry  zone  : 
And  while  the  liftening  winds  lay  hufh'd  to  hear, 
Thus  fpoke  the  vifion,  amiably  fcverc  ! 

Vain  man  '  wi.uldft  thou  cfcape  the  common  lo*, 
To  live,  to  fuffer,dit,  and  be  forgot  ? 
Look  back  on  ancient  times,  primaeval  years, 
All,  all  arc  pad  !  a  migl.ty  void  appears ! 
Heroes  and  kings,  thofe  gods  of  earth,  whofe  fame 
Aw'd  half  the  nations,  row  are  but  a  name  1 
The  great  in  arts  or  arms,  the  wife,  the  juft, 
Mix  with  the  meaneft  in  congenial  duft  ! 
Ev'n  faints  and  prophets  the  fame  paths  have  trod, 
Ambaffadors  of  heaven,  and  friends  of  God  ! 
And  thou,  wouldft  thou  the  genera!  fentence  fly  ? 
Mofes  is  dead  !  thy  Saviour  dtign'd  to  die ! 
Mortal,  in  all  thy  ads  regard  thy  end  ; 
Live   well  the  time  thou  liv'ft,  and  death's  thy 

friend  : 

Then  curb  each  rebel  thought  againft  the  {ky, 
And  die  refign'd,  O  man  ordain'd  to  die  ! 

He  added  not,  but  fpread  his  wings  in  flight. 
And  vanifh'd  inftant  in  a  blaze  of  li^ht. 

AbauYd,  afham'd,  I  cry,  Eternal  Power, 
I  yield  !  I  wait  refign'd  th'  appointed  hour  ! 
Man,  foolifh  man,  no  more  thy  foul  deceive  ! 
To  die,  is  but  the  fureft  way  to  live  : 
When  age  we  aflc,  we  afk  it  in  our  wrong, 
And  pray  our  time  of  ft  fix  ring  may  be  long  ; 
The  naufeous  draught,  and  dregs  of  life  to  dram, 
And  feel  infirmity,  and  length  oi  pam  ! 
What  art  thc;u,  life,  that  we  fhould  coin  t  thy  ftay  ? 
A  breath,  one  fingle  gafp  muft  puff  away  : 
A  ihort-liv'd  flower,  that  with  the  day  muft  fade  S 
A  fleeting  vapour,  and  au  empty  fliade  ! 
A  dream  that  filently,  but  fwiftly  glide* 
To  meet  eternity's  immeafur'd  tides  1 
A  being,  loft  alike  by  pain  or  joy  ! 
A  fly  can  kill  it,  or  a  worm  deftroy  ! 
Impair'd  by  labour,  and  by  eafe  undone, 
Commenced  in  tears,  and  ended  in  a  groan  ! 
Jiv'n  while  I  write,  the  tranfient  NOW  is  paft, 
And  death  more  near  this  fentence  than  the  laft! 
Asfome  weak  ifthmus  feasfrom  feas  divides, 
Beat  by  rude  waves,  and  fapp'd  by  rufhing  tides, 
Torn  from  its  bafe,  no  more  their  fury  bears, 
At  once  they  clofe,  at  once  it  disappears  : 
Such,  fuch  is  life  !  the  mark  of  mifcry  plac'd 
Between  two  worlds,  the  future  and  the  paft  ; 
To  time,' to  Ccknefs,  and  to  death  a  prey, 
It  finks,  the  frail  pofltflion  of  a  day  ! 

As  fome  fond  boy  in  fport  along  the  fliore 
Builds  from  the  fands  a  fabric  of  an  hour  ; 
Proud  of  his  fpacious  walls  and  (lately  rooms, 
He  ftyles  the  mimic  cells  imperial  domes; 
The  little  monarch  fwclls  with  fancy'd  fway, 
Till  fome  wind  rifing  puffs  the  dome  away  : 
So  the  poor  reptile,  man  !  an  heir  of  woe, 
The  lord  of  earth  and  ocean,  fwells  in  Ihow; 
He  plants, he"  builds,  aloft  the  walls  arife  ! 

The' noble  plan  he  finifhes,  and dies. 

Swept  from  the  earth,  he  {hares  the  common  fa:e  ; 
His  fole  diftindtton  now,  to  rot  in  ftate  ! 
Thus  bufy  to  no  end  till  out  of  breath, 
Tir'd  we  lie  down,  and  clofe  up  all  in  deatju 
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Then  bleft  the  man  whom  gracious  Heaven  has 

led 

Through  life's  blind  mazes  to  th'  immortal  daad ! 
Who  fafely  landed  on  the  blifsful  fhore, 
N<>r  human  folly  feels,  nor  frailty  more  ! 
P  death  !  thou  cure  of  all  cur  idle  tlrife  ! 
End  of  the  gay,  or  ferious  farce  of  life  ! 
Wilh  of  the  juft,  and  refuge  of  th1  oppreft  ! 
Where  poverty,  and  where  ev'n  kings  find  reft  ! 
Sftfe  from  the  frowns  of  power  !  calm  thoughtful 

hate  ! 

And  the  rude  infults  of  the  fcornful  great ! 
The  grave  is  f acred  !  wrath  and  malice  dread 
To  violate  its  peace,  and  wrong  the  dead  : 
But  life,  thy  name  is  woe  !  to  death  we  fly 

To  grow  immortal into  life  we  die  1 

Then  wifely  heaven  in  filence  has  confin'd 
The  happier  dead,  left  none  fhouid  ftay  behind. 
What  though  the  path  be  dark  that  muft  be  trod, 
Though  man  be  blotted  from  the  works  of  God, 
Though  the  four  winds  his  fcatter'd  atoms  bear 
To  earth's  extremes  through  all  th'  expanfe  of  air  ; 
Yet  burfting  glorious  from  the  filent  clay, 
He  mounts  triumphant  to  eternal  day. 

So  when  the  fun  rolls  down  th'  ethereal  plain, 
iExtincT:  hisfplendours  in  the  whelming  main, 
A  tranfient  night  earth,  air,  and  heaven,  invades, 
Eclips'd  in  horrors  of  furrounding  (hades  j 
But  foon  emerging  with  a  frefher  ray, 
He  ftarts  exultant,  and  renews  the  day. 

COURAGE  IN  LOVE. 
MY  eyes  with  floods  of  tears  o'erflow, 
My  bofom  heaves  with  conftant  woe  ; 
Thofe  eyes,  which  thy  unkindnefs  fwells  j 
That  bofom,  where  thy  image  dwells ! 

How  could  I  hope  fo  weak  a  flame 
Could  ever  warm  that  matchlefs  dame, 
When  none  Elyfium  muft  behold, 
Without  a  radiant  bough  of  gold  ? 
'Tis  hers  in  fpheres  to  {nine  ; 
At  diftance  to  admire  is  mine  : 
Doom'd  like  th'  enamourd  *  youth  to  groan 
For  a  new  goddefs  form'd  of  ftone. 

While  thus  I  fpoke,  love's  gentle  power 
Defcended  from  th'  ethereal  bower; 
A  quiver  at  his  fhoulder  hung, 
A  fhaft  he  grafp'd,  and  bow  unftrung. 
All  nature  own'd  the  genial  god, 
And  the  fpring  flourifh'd  where  he  trod  : 
My  heart  no  ftranger  to  the  gueft, 
Flutter'd,  and  labour'd  in  my  breaft ; 
When  ,with  a  fmile  that  kindles  joy 
Ev'n  in  the  gods,  began  the  boy  : 

How  vain  thefe  tears  !  is  man  decreed, 
By  being  abjeft,  to  fucceed  ? 
.Hop'ft  thou  by  meagre  looks  to  move  ? 
Are  women  frighten'd  into  love  ? 
He  moft  prevails  who  nobly  dares'; 
In  love  an  hero,  as  in  wars : 
Ev'n  Venus  may  be  known  to  yield, 
But  'tis  when  Mars  difputes  the  field : 

*  PoJydortiS)  ivko  pint!  t<3  dtatlfor  tit  fave  of  a  teav- 
fuljlatue. 


:  Sent  from  Ji  daring  hand,  my  dart 
Strikes  deep  into  the  fair-one's  heart  •     « 
To  winds  and  waves  thy  cares  bequeath, 
A  fisjh  is  but  a  wafte  of  breath. 
What  though  gay  youth,  and  every  grace 
That  beauty  boafts,  adorn  her  face ; 
Yet  goddeffes  have  deign'd  to  wed, 
And  take  a  mortal  to  their  bed  : 
And  heaven,  when  gifts  of  incenfe  rifef 
Accepts  it,  though  it  cloud  their  fkies. 
Mark  !  how  this  niarygr>ld  conceals 
Her  beauty,  and  her  bofom  veils  ; 
How  from  the  dull  embrace  fhe  flies 
Of  Phoebus,  when  his  beams  arife  : 
But  when  his  glory  he  difplays, 
And  darts  around  his  fiercer  rays, 
Her  charms  (he  opens,  and  rt-ceives 
The  vigorous  god  into  her  leaves. 

THE   COMPLAINT. 

CAELlA   TO  DAMON. 

I  WHO  was  once  the  glory  of  the  plain, 

The  faircft  virgin  of  the  virgin  train, 

Am  now  (by  thee,  O  faithlefs  man  '  betray'd) 

A  fall'n,  a  loft,  a  miferable  maid. 

Ye  winds,  that  witnefs  to  my  deep  defpair,        "^ 

Receive  my  fighs,  and  waft  them  through  the  air,  L 

And  gently  breathe  them  to  my  Damon's  ear !  3 

Curft,  ever  curft  be  that  unlucky  d^y,  "1 

When  trembling,  fighing,  at  my  feet  he  lay,        i. 

I  trembled,  figh'd?  and  look'd  my  heart  away  !  J 

Why  was  he  form'd,  ye  powers,  his  fex's  pride, 

Too  falfe  to  love,  too  fair  to  be  deny'd  ? 

Ye  heedlefs  virgins,  gaze  not  on  his  eyes; 

Lovely  they  are,  but  fhc  that  gazes  dies ! 

Oh  !  fly  his  voice,  be  deaf  to  all  he  fays  ; 

Charms  has  his  voice,  but  charming  it  betrays ! 

At  every  word,  each  motion  of  his  eye, 

A  thoufand  loves  are  born,  a  thoufand  lovers  die. 

Say,  gentle  youths,  ye  bleft  Arcadian  f  wains, 
Inhabitants  of  thefe  delightful  plains, 
Say,  by  what  fountain,  in  what  rofy  bower. 
Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noon-tide  hour  ! 
To  yon,  dear  fugitive,  where'er  you  ftray, 
Wild  with  defpair,  impatient  of  delay, 
Swift  on  the  wings  of  eager  love  I  fly, 
Or  fend  my  foul  ftill  fwifter  in  a  figh! 
I'd  then  inform  you  of  your  Cusiia's  cares, 
And  try  the  eloquence  of  female  tears  ; 
Fearlefs  Pd  pafs  where  defolation  reigns, 
Tread  the  wild  wafte,  or  burning  Libyan  plains  : 
Or  where  the  north  his  furious  pinions  tries, 
And  howling  hurricanes  embroil  the  flue* '. 
Should  all  the  monftersin  Getulia  bred 
Oppofe  the  paflage  of  a  tender  maid  ; 
Dauntlefs,  if  Damon  calls,  his  Caeiia  fpeeds 
Through  all  the  monfters  that  Getulia  breeds! 
Bold  was  Bonduca,  and  her  arrows  flew 
Swift  and  unerring  from  the  twanging  yew : 
By  love  infpir'd,  I'll  teach  the  fhaft  to  fly ; 
For  thee  I'd  conquer,  or  at  leaft  would  die  ! 
If  o'er  the  dreary  Caucafus  you  go, 
Or  mountains  crown'4  with  gveriaftingfnow, 


THE    WORKS    OF    BROOMS. 


Where  through  the  freezing  Ikies  in  ftorms  it  pours, 
.And  brightens  the  dull  air  with  fhining  (hewers, 
Ev'n  there  with  you  I  could  fecurely  reft, 
And  dare  all  cold,  but  in  my  Damon's  breaft  ; 
Or  fhouM  you  dwell  beneath  the  fultry  ray, 
Where  rifing  Phoebus  ufhers  in  the  day, 
There,  there  I  dwell !  Thou  fun,  exert  thy  fires; 
L.OVC,  mighty  love,  a  fiercer  flame  infpires  : 
Or  if,  a  pilgrim,  you  would  pay  your  vows 
Where  Jordan's  firearm  in  foft  meanders  flows; 
I'll  be  a  pilgrim,  and  my  vows  I'll  pay 
Where  Jordan's  ftreams  in  foft  meanders  play. 
Joy  of  my  foul !  my  every  wiih  in  one ! 
Why  muft  I  love,  when  loving  I'm  undone  ? 
Sweet  are  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees, 
And  murmuring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze  ; 
Sweet  are  foft  {lumbers  in  the  fliady  bowers 
When  glowing  funs  infcft  the  fultry  hours : 
But  not  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees, 
Nor  murmuring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze ; 
Not  fweet  foft  flumbers  in  the  {hady  bowers, 
When  thou  art  abfent  whom  my  foul  adores ! 
Come,  let  us  feek  forr.e  flowery,  fragrant  bed  ! 
Come,  on  thy  bofom  reft  my  leve-fick  head  \ 
Come,  drive  thy  flocks  beneath  the  fliady  hills, 
Or  foftly  flumber  by  the  murmuring  rills! 
Ah  no!  he  flies',  that  dear  enchanting  he! 
Whofe  beauty  {teals  my  very  felf  from  me  ! 

Yet  wert  thou  wont  the  garland  to  prepare, 
'  To  crown  with  fragrant  wreathes  thy  Cxlia's  hair: 
When  to  the  lyre  fhe  tun'd  the  vocal  lays, 
Thy  tongue  would  flatter,  and  thine  eyes  fpeak 

praife : 

And  when  fmooth-gliding  in,  the  dance  fhemov'd, 
Aflc  thy  falfe  bofom  if  it  never  lov'd  ? 
And  ftill  her  eye  fome  little  luftre  bears, 
If  fwains  fpeak  truth! — though  dim'd  for  thee  with 

tqars ! 

But  fade  each  grace  !  fince  he  no  longer  fees 
Thofe  charms,  for  whom  alone  I  wiih  to  pleafe  ! 
But  whence  thefe  fudden,  fad  prefaging  feais, 
Thefe  rifing  fighs,and  whence  thefe  flowing  tears  ? 
Ah !  left  the  trumpet's  terrible  alarms  "} 

Have  drawn  the  lover  from  his  Catlia'*  charm?,/ 
To  try  the  doubtful  field,  and  fhine  in  azure  f 

arms !  j 

Ah  !  canft  thou  bear  the  labours  of  the  war, 
Bend  the  tough  bough,  or  dart  the  -pointed  {pear? 
Dcfift,  fond  youth  !  let  others  glory  gain,  "} 

Seek  empty  honour  o'er  the  furgy  main,  f 

Or  (heath' d  in  horrid  arms  rufii  dreadful  to  thef 

plain !  J 

Thee,  fhepherd,  thee  the  pleafurable  woods,  ~) 
The  painted  meadows,  and  the  cryftal  floods,  C 
Cluim  and  invite  to  blefs  their  fweet  abodes,  j 
There  fliady  boweiS  and  fylvan  fcenes  arife,  ~i 
There  fountains  murmur,  and  the  ipring  fupplies  £ 
Flowers  to  delight  the  fmell,  or  charm  the  eyes  :  j 
But  mourn,  ye  fylvan  fcenes  and  {hady  bowers ; 
Weep,  all  ye  fountain?;  languifh,  all  ye  flowers! 
If  in  a  defcrt  Damon  but  appear,  } 

To  Caelia's  eyes  a  defert  is  more  fair 
Than  all  your  charms,  when  Damon  is  not  there!  J 
<jods'!  v.hat  foft  words,  what  fweet  delufive  wiies 

£ie  boafts ;  and,  oh  !  thofe  dcajr  undoing  failcs ! 
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Pleas'd  with  our  ruin,  to  his  arms  we  run  : 
To  be  undone  by  him  who  would  not  be  undoi 
Alas !  I  rave  !  ye  fwelling  torrents,  roll 
Your  watery  tribute  o'er  my  love-fick  foul ! 
To  cool  my  heart,  your  waves,  ye  oceans,  be; 
Oh  !  vain  are  all  your  waves,  for  love  is  there 

But  ah  '.  what  fudden  thought  to  frenzy  moves 
My  tortur'd  foul  ? — perhaps,  my  Damon  loves ! 
Some  fatal  beauty,  yielding  all  her  charms, 
Detains  the  lovely  traitor  from  my  arms ! 
Blaft  her,  ye  (kies  !  let  inftant  vengeance  feize 
Thofe  guilty  charnv,  whofe  crime  it  is  to  pleafe  I 
Damon  is  mine  ! — fond  maid,  thy  fears  fubduc  I 
Am  I  not  jealous  ?  and  my  charmer  true  ? 
O,  heaven,  from  jealoufy  my  bofom  fave! 
Cruel  as  death,  infatiate  as  the  grave  ! 

Ye  powers !  of  all  the  ills  that  ever  curft 
Our  fei,  fure  man,  diffembling  man,  is  worft 
Like  forward  boys,  awhile  in  wanton  play, 
He  fports  with  hearts,  then  throws  the  toys  ai 
With  fpecious  wiles  weak  woman  he  alT'ails  ; 
He  fwears,  weeps, fmiles,  he  flatters,  and  prevails  : 
Then,  in  the  moment  when  the  maid  believes, 
The  perjar'd  traitor  triumphs,  fcorns,  and  leaves,' 
Hew  pit  my  Damon  fwore,  th'  all-feeing  fun 
Shoul4  change  his  courfe,  and  rivers  backward  run, 
Ere  h|s  fond  heart  fhould  range,  or  faithlefs  prove 
To  thb  bright  objed  of  his  ftedfaft  love  : 

0  !  inftant  change  thy  courfe,  all-feeing  fun ! 
Damon  is  falfe  1  ye  rivers,  backward  run  ! 

But  die,  O  wretched  Cselia,  die  !  in  vain 
Thus  to  the  fields  and  floods  you  breathe  ycurpainl 
The  tear  is  fruitlefs,  and  the  tender  figh, 
And  life  a  toad  I — forfaken  Cxlia,  die  ! 
Fly  fwifter,  time '.   O  fpeed  the  joyful  hour  ! 
Receive  me,  grave  ! — then  I  fhall  love  no  more  I  • 
Ah  !  wretched  maid,  fo  fad  a  cure  to  prove  !     . 
Ah  !  wretched  maid,  to  fly  to  dcuth  from  love1. 
Yet  oh  !  when  this  poor  frame  no  more  {hall  live/, 
Be  happy, Damon!   may  not  Damon  grieve  '.      y 
AIi  me  !   I'm  vain  !  my  death  can  not  appear       « 
Worth  the  vaft  price  of  but  a  fuigle  tear. 
Forlorn,  abandon'd,  to  the  rocks  1  go ; 
But.  they  have  iearn'd  new  cruelties  of  you  !         L 
Alone,  relenting  Echo  with  me  mwirns, 
And  faint  with  grief  fhe  fcarcc  my  Gghs  returns! 
Then,  fighs,  adieu  !  ye  nobler  paffions,  rife ! 
Be  wife,  fond  maid! — but  who  in  love  is  wife? 

1  rage,  I  rail,  th'  extremes  of  anger  prove, 
Nay,  almoft  hate  — then  love  thee  beyond  love  ! 
Pity,  kind  heaven,  and  ri^ht  an  injur'd  maid! 
Yet,  oh  !  yet,  fpare  the  dear  deceiver's  head  ! 

If  from  the  fultry  funs  at  noon-tide  hours 
Me  fecks  the  covert  of  the  breezy  bowers, 
Awake,  O  South,  and  where  my  charmer  lies, 
Bid  rofes  bloom,  and  beds  of  fragrance  rife  ! 
Gently,  O  gently  round  in  whilpers  fly, 
Sigh  to  his  fighs,  and  fan  the  glowing  flcy  ! 
If  o'er  the  waves  he  cuts  the  liquid  way, 
Be  ftill,  ye  waves,  or  round  his  vetTel  play  ! 
And  you,  ye  winds,  confine  each  ruJtr  breath, 
Lie  hufii'd  in  filence,  and  be  calm  as  death  ! 
But  if  he  ftay  detain'd  by  adverfe  ; 
My  fighs  fhall  drive  the  ih'p,  and  1:11  the  flagging 
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Now  founds  the  vault  of  heaven  with  loud  alarms, 
And  gods  by  gods  embattling  rufh  to  arms  : 
Here  {talk  the  Titans  of  portentous  fizc, 
Burft  from  their  dungeons,  and  affault  the  ikies  ; 
And  there,  unchain'd  from  Erebus  and  night, 
Auxiliar  *  giants  aid  the  gods  in  fight  : 
An  hundred  arms  each  tower-like  warrior  rears, 
And  ftares  from  fifty  heads  amid  the  flars; 
The  dreedful  brotherhood  ftern-frowning  {lands, 
And  hurls  an  hundred  rocks  from  hundred  hands  ; 
The  Titans  rufh'd  with  fury  uncontroul'd  ; 
Gods  funk  on  gods,  o'er  giant  giant  roli'd  ; 
Then  roar'd  the  ocean  with  a  dreadful  found, 
Heaven  {hook  with  all  its  thrones,  and  grean'd  the 

ground, 

Trembled  th'  eternal  poles  at  every  ftroke, 
And  frighted  hell  from  its  foundations  {hook  : 
Noife,  horrid  noife,  th'  aerial  region  fills, 
Rocks  dafli  on  rocks,  and  hills  encounter  hills; 
Through  earth,  air,  heaven,  tumultuous  clamours 

rife, 

And  {houts  of  battle  thunder  in  the  {kies. 
Then  Jove  omnipotent  difplay'd  the  god, 
And  all  Olympus  trembled  as  he  trod  : 
He  grafps  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand, 
Bares  his  red  arm,  and  wields  the  forky  brand  ; 
Then  aims  the  bolts,  and  bids  his  lightnings  play; 
They  flafli,  and  tend  through  heaven  their  flaming 

way  : 

Redoubling  blow  on  blow,  in  wrath  he  moves  ; 
The  fing'd  earth  groans,  and  burns  with  all  her 

groves; 

The  floods,  the  billows,  boiling  hifs  with  fires, 
And  bickering  flame,  and  fmouldering    fmoke 

afpires  i 

A  night  of  clouds  blots  out  the  golden  day  ; 
Tall  in  their  eyes  the  writhen  lightnings  play; 
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Ev'n  chaos  turns:  again  earth  groans,heaven  roar?, 
As  tumbling  downward  with  its  fhining  towers  j 
Or  burl!  this  earth,  torn  from  her  central  place, 
With  dire  difruption  from  her  deepeft  bafe  : 
Nor  flept  the  wind :  the  wind  new  horror  forms, 
Clouds  da(h  on  clouds  before  th'  outrageous  ftorms, 
While,  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rife. 
And  half  the  deferts  mount  th'  encumber'd  flcies  r 
At  once  the  temped  bellows,  lightnings  fly, 
The  thunders  roar,  and  clouds  involve  the  flcy ; 
Stupendous  were  the  deeds  of  heavenly  might ; 
What  lefs,  when  gods  conflicting  cope  in  fight  ? 
Now  heaven  its  foes  with  horrid  inroad  gores, 
And  flow  and  four  recede  the  giant  powers  : 
Here  ftalks  ./Egeon,  here  fierce  Gyges  moves, 
There  Cottus  rends  up  hills  whh  all  their  groves^ 
Thefe  hurl'd  at  once  againft  the  Titan  bands 
Three  hundred  mountains  from  three   hundred 

hands : 

And  overfhadowing,  overwhelming  bound 
With  chains  infrangible  beneath  the  ground  ; 
Below  this  earth,  far  as  earth's  confines  lie, 
Through  fpace  unmeafur'd,  from  the  {tarry  {ky  - 
Nine  days  an  anvil  of  an  enormous  weight, 
Down  ruftiing  headlong  from  th'  aerial  height, 
Scarce  reaches  earth ;  thence  toft  in  giddy  rounds 
Scarce  reaches  in  nine  days  th'  infernal  bounds  : 
A  wall  of  iron  of  ftupendous  height  [night  t 

Guards  the  dire  dungeons  black  with  threefold. 
High  o'er  the  horrors  of  th'  eternal  {hade 
The  ftedfafl  bafe  of  earth  and  feas  is  laid; 
There  in  coercive  durance  Jove  detains 
The  groaning  Titans  in  afflictive  chain*. 
A  feat  of  woe  !  remote  from  cheerful  day, 
Through  gulfs  impaflable,  a  boundlefs  way. 

Above  thefe  realms,  a  brazen  ftructure  {lands' 
With  brazen  portals,  fram'd  by  Neptune's  hands; 
Through  chaos  to  the  ocean's  bafe  it  fwell* ; 
There  {tern  -/Egeon  with  his  giants  dwells ; 
Fierce  guards  of  Jove  !  from  hence  the  fountains 

rife 

That  wafli  the  earth,  or  wander  through  the  fides  j 
That  groaning  murmur  through  the  realm  of  woes3 
Or  feed  the  channels  where  the  ocean  flows; 
Collected  horrors  throng  the  dire  abodes, 
Horrid  and  fell !  detefted  ev'n  by  gods  ! 
Enormous  gulf!  immenfe  the  bounds  appear3 
Wafteful  and  void,  the  journey  of  a  year  ;-' 
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Where  beating  florms,  as  in  wild  whirls  they  fight 
Tols  the  pale  wanderer,  and  retofc  through  nigh;; 
The  power  t>irr,  mortal  with  affright  furvey 
Th;  hideous  chaCm,  and  feal  it  up  from  day. 
Hence  through  the  vault  of  heaven  huge  Atlas 

rears 

His  giant  limbs,  and  props  the  golden  fpheres : 
Here  fable  night,  and  here  the  beamy  day. 
Lodge  and  diflodge,  alternate  in  their  fway. 
A  brazen  port  the  varying  powers  divides : 
"When  day  forth  iffues,  here  the  night  refide» ; 
And  when  night  veils  the  Ikies,  obfequiods  day, 
Re-entering,  plunges  frcm  the  ftarry  way. 
She  from  her  lamp,  with  beaming  radiance  bright, 
Pours  o'er  th'  expanded  earth  a  flood  of  light  : 
But  night,  by  fleep  attended,  rides  in  (hades, 
Brother  of  death,  and  all  that  breathes  invades  : 
Jrom  *  her  foul  womb  they  fprung.refi  it  Icfs  powers, 
Nurs'd  in  the  horrors  of  Tartarean  bowers, 
Remote  from  day,  when  with  her  flaming  wheels 
She  mounts  the  flcies,  or  paints  the  weflern  hills : 
With  downy  footfteps  fleep  in  filence  glides 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  fyacious  tides ; 
The  friend  of  life  !  Death  unrelenting  bears 
An  iron  heart,  and  laughs  at  human  cares ; 
She  makes  the  mouldering  race  of  man  her  prey, 
And  ev'n  th'  immortal  powers  deteft  her  fway. 
Thus  fell  the  f  Titans  from  the  realms  above, 
Beneath  the  thunders  of  Almighty  Jove  ; 
Then  earth  impregnate  felt  maternal  woes, 
And  fhook  through  all  her  frame  with  teeming 

throes : 

Hence  rofe  Typhoeus,  a  gigantic  birth, 
A  monfter  fprung  from  Tarturus  and  earth, 
A  match  for  gods  in  might !  on  high  he  fpreads 
From  his  huge  trunk  an  hundred  dragons  heads, 
And  from  an  hundred  mc,uths  in  vengeance  flinge, 
Envenom'd  foam,  and  darts  an  hundred  flings ; 
Horror,  terrific,  frowns  from  every  brow, 
And  like  a  furnace  his  red  eye-balls  glow  ; 
Fires  dart  from  every  creft  ;  and,  as  he  turns, 
Keen  fplendours  flafli,  and  all  the  giant  burns : 
Whene'er  he  fpeaks,  in  echoing  thunders  rife 
An  hundred  voices, and  affright  the  flcies, 
Unutterably  fierce  !  the  bright  abodes 
Frequent  they  fhake,  and  terrify  the  gods. 
Now  bellowing  like  a  favage  bull,  they  roar, 
Or  angry  lions  in  the  midnight  hour  ; 
Now  yells  like  furious  whelps,  or  hifs  like  fnakes; 
The  rocks  rebound,  and  every  mountain  fhakes  : 
He  hurl'd  defiance  'gainft  th'  immortal  powers, 
And  heaven  had  feiz'd  with  all  its  fliining  towers, 
But,  at  the  voice  of  Jove,  from  pole  to  pole 
Red  lightnings  flafh,  and  raging  thunders  roll, 
Rattling  o'er  all  th'  expanfion  of  the  flcies, 
Bolt  after  bolt  o'er  earth  and  ocean  flies. 
Stern  frowns  the  god  amidft  the  lightnings  blaze, 
Olympus  (hakes  from  his  eternal  bafe ; 
Trembles  the  earth  :    fierce  flames  involves  the 

poles, 

Devours  the  ground,  and  o'er  the  billows  rolls : 
Fires  from  -Typhceus  flafh  :  with  dreadful  found 
Storms  rattle,  thunder  rolls,  and  groans  the  ground; 
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Above,  belou-  the  conflagration  roars, 
Ev'n  the  feas  kind'ed  burn  through  all  their  flu 
Delude    f  firr  !   Earth  rocks  her  tottering  coafts, 
And  gloomy  Pluto  fhakes  with  all  his  ghofh  ; 
Lv'n  the  pale  Titans,  chain'd  on  burning  floors, 
Start  at-  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  fhore^  : 
Then  in  full  wrath,  Jove  all  the  god  applies, 
And  all  his  thunders  burfl  at  once  the  (kie«  ; 
And  rufhing  gloomy  from  th'  Olympian  brow, 
He  blafts  the  giant  with  th*  almighty  blow  ; 
The  giant  tumbling  {inks  beneath  the  wound, 
Ard  with  enormous  ruin  rocks  the  ground  : 
Nor  yet  the  lightnings  of  th*  Almighty  flay, 
Through  the  fing'd  earth  they  burft  their  bui 

way; 

Earth  kindling  inward,  melts  in  all  her  caves, 
And  hifling  floats  with  fierce  metallic  Waves  : 
As  iron  fufile  from  the  furnace  flows, 
Or  molten  ore  with  keen  effulgence  glows, 
When  the  dire  bolts  of  Jove  ftern  Vulcan  frames, 
In  burning  channels  roll  the  liquid  flames; 
Thus  melted  earth,  and  Jove,  from  realms  on  high, 
Plung'd  the  huge  giant  to  the  nether  iky. 

Then  from  Typhceusfprung  the  winds  that  bear 
Storms  on  their  wings,  and  thunder  in  the  air  : 
But  from  the  gods  defcend  of  milder  kind, 
The  eaft,  the  weft,  the  fouth,  and  Boreal  wind  ; 
Thefe  in  foft  whifpers  breathe  a  friendly  breeze, 
Play  through  the  groves,  or  fport  upon  the  feas  ; 
They  fan  the  fultry  air  with  cooling  gales, 
And  waft  from  realm  to  realm  the  flying  fails: 
The  reft  in  ftnrms  of  founding  whirlwinds  fly, 
Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  battle  in  the  flcy  ; 
Fatal  to  man  '.  at  once  all  ocean  roars, 
And  fcatrer'd  navies  bulge  on  diftant  fhores. 
Then  thundering  o'er  the  earth  they  rend  their 

way, 

Grafs,  herb,  and  flower,  beneath  their  rage  decay  ; 
While  towers  and  domes,  vain  bcafts  of  humaa 

truft. 
Torn  from  their  inmoft  bafe,  are  whelm'd  in  duft* 

Thus  heaven  aflerted  its  eternal  reign 
O'er  the  proud  giants,  and  Titanic  train  ; 
And  now  in  peace  the  gi'ds  their  Jove  obey, 
And  all  the  thrones  of  heaven  adore  his  fway. 

THE  LOVE  OF  JASON  AND  MEDEA. 

From  tie  Third  Book,  Per.  743.  of  Apolloniut  Rl+> 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  tranflator  has  taken  the  liberty,  in  the  fol- 
lowing verfion  of  the  Argonautics  of  Apolloni-. 
us,  as  well  as  in  the  ftory  of  Talus,  to  omit 
whatever  has  not  an  immediate  relation  to  the 
fubjedt  ;  yet  hopes  that  a  due  connection  is  rot 
wanting  ;  and  that  the  reader  will  not  be  dif- 
pleafed  with  thefe  fhort  Sketches  from  a  poet 
who  is  affirmed  to  he  every  where  fublime,  by- 
no  lefs  a  critic  than  Longinus  ;  and  from  whom 
many  verfcs  ar*  borrowed  by  fo  great  a  poet  a« 
Virgil. 
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Now  rifing  {hades  a  folemn  gloom  difplay, 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  th'  ethereal  way: 
All  night  the  failor  marks  the  northern  team, 
And  golden  circlet  of  Orion's  beam  : 
A  deep  reprfe  the  weary  wanderer  (hares, 
And  the  faint  watchman  deeps  away  his  cares; 
Ev'n  the  fond  mother,  while  all  breathlefs  lies 
Her  child  of  love,  in  {lumber  feals  her  eyes  ; 
No  found  of  village-dog,  no  noife  invades 
The  death-like  filence  of  the  midnight  (hades';- 
Alone  Medea  wakes  :  To  love  a  prey, 
Reftlefs  (he  rolls,  and  groans  the  night  away  : 
Now  the  fire-breathing  bulls  command  her  cares; 
She  thinks  on  Jafon,  and  for  Jafon  fears  : 
In  fad  review,  on  horrors  horrors  rife  ; 
Quick  beats  her  heart,  from  thought  to  thought 

fhe  flits  ; 

As  from  replenifh'd  urns,  with  dubious  ray, 
The  fun  beams  dancing  from  the  furface  play, 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  trembling  radiance  falls 
Alternate  flaming  round  th'  illumin'd  walls; 
Thusfltrnering  bounds  the  trembling  virgin's  bipod, 
And  from  her  mining  eyes  defcends  a  flood  : 
Now  raving  with  refitllefs  flames  fhe  glovrs, 
Now  fick  with  love  fhe  melts  with  fofter  woes : 
The  tyrant  god,  of  every  thought  poffeft, 
Beats  in  each  pulfe.and  ftings  and  racks  her  breaft: 
Now  fhe  refolves  the  magic  to  betray 
To  tame  the  bulls,  now  yield  him  up  a  prey : 
Again,  the  drugs  difdaining  to  fupply, 
She  lothes  the  light,  and  meditates  to  die : 
Anon,  repelling  with  a  brave  difdain 
The  coward  thought,  (he  nourifhes  the  pain  : 
Thus  toft,  retoft  with  furious  ftorms  of  cares, 
On  the  cold  ground  fhe  rolls,  and  thus  with  tears : 

Ah  me  !  where'er  I  turn,  before  my  eyes 
A  dreadful  view,  on  forrows  forrows  rife  I 
Toft  in  a  giddy  whirl  of  ftrong  defire, 
I  glow,  I  burn,  yet  blefs  the  pleafing  fire. 

0  had  this  fpiritfrorn  its  prif  AI  fled, 
By  Dian  fent  to  wander  with  the  dead, 

Ere  the  proud  Grecians  view'd  the  Colchiari  dues; 
Ere  Jafon,  lovely  Jafon,  met  thofc  eyes  ! 
Hell  gave  the  fhining  mifchief  to  our  coaft, 

Medea  faw  him,  and  Medea  loft 

But  why  thefe  forrows  ?  if  the  powers  on  high 
His  death  decree,  die,  wretched  Jafon,  die ! 
Shall  I,  elude  my  fire  ?  my  art  betray  ? 
Ah  me  !  what  words  (hall  purge  the  guilt  away  ! 

But  could  I  yield O  whither  muft  I  run 

To  find  the  man whom  virtue  bids  me  ihun? 

Shall  I,  all  loft  to  fhame,  to  Jafon  fly  ? 

And  yet  T  muft — If  Jafon  bleeds,  I  die  '. 

Then,  fhame,  farewell !   Adieu  for  ever,  fame  ! 

Hail,  black  difgrace  !  be  fam'd  for  guilt  my  name ! 

Live  !   Jafon,  live  !  enjoy  the  vital  air  ! 

Live  through  my  aid  !  and  fly  where  winds  can 

bear! 

But  when  he  flies,  ye  poifons,  lend  your  powers, 
That  day,  Medea  treads  th'  infernal  fhores  ! 
Then,  wretched  maid,  thy  lot  is  endlefs  fhame, 
Then  the  proud  dames  of  Colchos  blaft  thy  name: 

1  hear  them  cry — "  The  falfe  Medea's  dead, 

"  Through  guilty  pafiions  for  a  Granger's  bed  ; 


"  Medea,  carelefs  of  her  virgin  fame, 

"  Preferi'd  a  ftranger  to  a  father's  name  !'* 

O  may  I  rather  yield  this  vital  breath, 

Than  bear  that  bafe  difhonour,  worfe  than  death  ! 

Thus  wail'd  the  fair,  and  feiz'd  with  horrid  joy 
Drugs  foes  to  life,  and  potent  to  deftroy; 
A  magazine  of  death  !  again  fhe  piiurs 
From  fwx>ln  eye-balls  tears  in  fhining  mowers^ 
With  grief  Hiiatiate,  and  with  trembling  hands, 
All  comfortlefs  the  cafk  of  death  expands  : 
A  fudden  fear  her  labouring  foul  invades, 
Struck  with  the  horrors  of  th'  infernal  fhades  : 
She  ftands  deep  muling  with  a  faded  brow, 
Abforb'd  in  thought,  a  monument  of  woe  ! 
While  all  the  comforts  that  on  life  attend, 
The  cheerful  converfe,  and  the  faithful  friend, 
By  thought  deep-imag'd  on  her  bofoni  play, 
Endearing  life,  and  charm  defpair  away  : 
Th'  all-cheering  funs  with  fweeter  light  arife, 
And  every  object  brightens  to  her  eyes : 
TheH  from  her  hand  the  barreful  drugs  fhe  throws, 
Confents  to  live,  recover'd  from  her  woea ; 
Rcfolv'd  the  magic  virtue  to  betray, 
She  waits  the  dawn,  and  calls  the  lazy  day  : 
Time  feems  to  ftand,  or  backward  drive  his  wheels? 
The  hours  fhe  chides,  and  eyes  the  eaflern  hills  : 
At  length  the  dawn  with  orient  beams  appears^ 
The  fhades  difperfe,  and  man  awakes  to  cares. 
Studious  to  pleafe,  her  graceful  length  of  hair, 
With  art  fhe  binds,  that  wanton'd  with  the  air; 
From  her  foft  checks  fhe  wipes  the  tear  away, 
And  bids  keen  lightnings  from  her  eyes  to  play; 
From  limb  to  limb  refrefhing  unguents  pours, 
Unguents,    that  breathe  of   heaven,   in    copious 

fhowers  : 

Her  robe  fhe  next  aflumes;  bright  clafpu  of  gold 
Clofe  to  the  leflening  waift  the  robe  infold; 
Down  from  her  fwelling  loins,  the  reft  unbound 
Floats  in  rich  waves  redundant  o'er  the  ground  : 
Laft  with  a  mining  veil  her  cheeks  fhe  fhades, 
Then  fwimmingimooth  alocg  magnificently  treads. 

Thus  forward  moves  the  faireft  of  her  kind, 
Blind  to  the  future,  to  the  prefent  blind  : 
Twelve  maids,  attendants  on  her  virgin  bower, 
Alike  unconfciousof  the  bridal  hour, 
Join  to  the  car  the  mules  :  dire  rites  to  pay, 
To  Hecate's  black  fane  fhe  bends  her  way ; 
A  juice  fhe  bears,  whofe  magic  virtue  tames 
(Through  fell  Perfephone)  the  rage  of  flames; 
It  gives  the  hero,  ftrong  in  matchlefs  might, 
To  ftand  fecure  of  harms  in  mortal  fight; 
It  mocks  the  fword :  the  fword,  without  a  wound, 
Leaps  as  from  marble,  fhiver'd  to  the  ground  : 
She  mounts  the  car*  ;  nor  rode  the  nymph  alone; 
On  either  fide  two  lovely  damfels  (hone  : 
Her  hand  with  {kill  th'embroider'd  rein  controub; 
Back  fly  the  ftreets,  as  fwift  the  chariot  rolls. 
Along  the  wheel-worn  road  they  hold  their  way,. 
The  domes  retreat,  the  finking  towers  decay  : 
Bare  to  the  knee  fuccindt  a  damfel  train 
Behind  attends,  and  glitters  tow'rd  the  plain. 
As  when  her  limbs  divine  Diana  laves 
In  fair  Partheruus,  or  th'  Amnefian  waves, 


869. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


Sublime  in  royal  {late  the  hounding  roes 
Whirl  her  bright  car  along  the  mountain  brows; 
Swift  to  her  fane  in  pomp  the  goddefs  moves; 
The  nymph*  attend  that  haunt  the  fnady  groves, 
Th*  Amnefian  fount,  or  filver  dreaming  rills; 
Nymphs  of  the  vale*,  or  Ore;tds  of  the  hills  ! 
The  fawning  beaft?  before  the  goddefs  play, 
Or,  trembling,  favage  adoration  pay 
Thus  on  her  car  fublinic  ?he  nymph  appears, 
The  crowd  falls  back,  and  as  fhe  moves  reveres; 
Swift  to  the  fane  aloft  her  courfe  (he  bends; 
The  fane  fhe  reaches,  and  to  earth  defends : 
Then  to  her  train — Ah  me  !  I  fear  we  ilray, 
Milled  by  folly  to  this  lonely  way  ! 
Alas !  fhonld  Jafon  with  his  Greeks  appear, 
Where  fhould  we  fly  ?  I  fear,  alas,  I  fear  ! 
No  more  the  Colchian  youths,  and  virgin  train, 
Haunt  the  cool  (hade,  or  tread  in  dance  the  plain : 
But  fince  alone  ; — with  f  ports  beguile  the  hours,~J 
Come  chaunt  the  long,  or  pluck  the  blooming  £ 
flowers;  C 

Pluck  every  fweet  to  deck  your  virgin  bowers  \j 
Then  warbling  foft  *,  fhe  lifts  her  heavenly  voice; 
But  fick  with  mighty  love,  the  fong  is  noife ; 
She  hears  from  every  note  a  difcord  rile, 
Till,  paufing,  on  her  tongue  the  mufic  dies ; 
She  hates  each  object,  every  face  offends  ; 
In  every  wifh  her  foul  to  Jafon  fends ; 
With  iharpen'd  eyes  the  ciiftant  lawn  explores, 
To  find  the  object  whom  her  foul  adores  : 
At  every  whifper  of  the  paffing  air 
She  ftarts,  fhe  turns,  snd  hopes  her  Jafon  there  : 
Again  fhe  fondly  look*,  nor  looks  in  vain; 
He  comes,  her  Jafon  fhines  along  the  plain. 
As  when,  emerging  from  the  watery  way, 
Refulgent  Sirius  lifts  his  golden  ray, 
He  fhines  terr!6c  !  for  his  burning  breath 
Taints  the  red  air  with  fevers,  plagues,  and  death; 
Such  to  the  nymph  approaching  Jafon  fhows, 
Bright  author  of  unutterable  woes ; 
Before  her  eyes  a  fwimming  darknefs  fpread, 
Her  flufh'd  cheek  glow'd,  her  very  heart  was 

dead; 

No  more  her  knees  their  wonted  office  knew, 
Fix'd  without  rrotion'as  to  earth  fhe  grew  : 
Her  train  recedes ;  the  meeting  lovers  gaze 
In  filent  wonder,  and  in  ftill  amaze  : 
As  two  fair  cedars  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
Pride  of  the  groves  !  with  rr-ots  adjoining  grow  ; 
Ere6t  and  motionlefs  the  ftately  trees 
Awhile  remain,  while  flceps  each  fanning  breeze, 
Till  from  th'  JEolian  caves  a  blaft  unbound 
Bends  their  proud  tops,  and  bids  their  boughs  re- 
found  ; 

Thus  gazing  they,  till  by  the  breath  of  love 
Strongly  at  length  infpir'd,they  fpeak,  they  move; 
With  fmiles  the  love-lick  virgin  he  furvey'd, 
And  fondly  thus  addrefs'd  the  blooming  malj  : 

Difmifs,  my  fair,  my  lovt/,  thy  virgin  tear ; 
'Tis  Jafon  fpeaks,  no  ene:iiy  is  here  ! 
Man,  haughty  man,  is  of  obdurate  kind  ;  ^ 

But  Jafon  bears  no  proud  inhuman  mind, 
By  gentlelt  manners  fofteft  arts  refin'd.  j 
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Whomwnu!       •  '  Stay,  lovely  virgin,  fr 

Speak  every  thought  !  far  hence  be  fears  away  : 
Speak  \  and  be  truth  in  even'  accent  found ! 
Dread  to  deceive  .  we  tread  on  *  hr.llow'd  grou 
By  the  ftcrn  power  who  guards  this  facied  pli 
liy  the  illuftnous  authors  of  thy  race; 
By  Jove,  to  whom  the  ftranger's  caufe  belongs, 
To  whom  the  fuppliant,  and  who  feels  the  wroji 
O  guard  me,  fave  me,  in  the  needful  hour  ! 
Without  thy  aid,  thy  Jafon  is  no  more  ; 
To  thee  a  fuppliant,  in  diftrels  I  bend, 
To  thee  a  ftranger,  and  who  wants  a  friend  ! 
Then,  when  between  us  fe-as  and  mountains  rif< 
Medea's  name  fhall  found  in  diftant  fkics; 
All  Greece  to  thee  fhall  owe  her  heroes  fates, 
And  blefs  Medea  through  her  hundred  ftates. 
The  mother  and  the  wife,  who  now  in  vain 
Roll  their  fad  eyes  faft-flreaniing  o'er  the  main; 
Shall  flay  their  tears ;  the  mother,  and  the  wife, 
Shall  blefs  thee  for  a  fon's  or  hufband's  life  ! 
Fair  Ariadne,  fprung  from  Minos'  bed, 
Sav'd  the  brave  Thefeus,  and  with  Thtfeus  fled, 
Forfook  her  father,  and  her  native  plain, 
And  ftemm'd  the  tumults  of  the  furging  main  ; 
Yet  the  ftern  fire  relented,  and  forgave 
The  maid,  whofe  only  crime  it  was  to  fave  : 
Ev'n  the  jufl  gods  forgave  :  and  now  on  high 
A  ftar  fhe  fhines,  and  beautifies  the  Iky  : 
What  bleffinga  then  fhall  righteous  heaven  de- 
cree 

For  all  our  heroes  fav'd,  and  fav'd  by  thee  ! 
Heaven  gave  thee  not,  to  kill,  fo  foft  an  air, 
And  crutlty  fure  never  look'd  fo  fair  ! 

He  ceas'd  ;  but  left  fo  charming  on  her  ear 
His  voice,  ^hat  lifltning  ftill  fhe  feem'd  fco  hear  : 
Her  eye  to  earth  fhe  bends  with  modeft  gra'ce, 
And  heaven  in  fmiles  is  open'd  in  her  face. 
A  glance  fhe  fteals ;  but  rofy  blufhes  fpread 
O'er  her  fair  cheek,  and  then  fhe  drops  her  head  f 
A  thoufand  words  at  once  to  fpeat  fhe  tries ; 
In  vain — but  fpeaks  a  thoufand  with  her  tyes  : 
Trembling,  the  fhining  cafket  fhe  expands, 
Then  gives  the  magic  virtue  to  his  hands ; 
And  had  the  power  been  granted  to  convey 
Her  heart — had  given  her  very  heart  away 


EPISTOLA  AD  AMICUM  RUSTICANTE 
Scr':ta  Vert  ineunte  Cantab. 


ECQJHD  abfentt  tibi  cura  Grant*  ? 
Hcquid  antiqui  memor  es  fodalis  ! 
Chare  permultis,  mihi  praeter  omnes 

Chare,  Georg:, 

Cerni*  '  ut  mulcet  levis  aura  campo*  ! 
Ut  rofa  dulcit,  viulifquc  terram 
Flora  depingit,  Zephyr  ufyue  btandis 

Ventilat  alis  ! 

Tarde,  quid  ceffas  ?  Age  RozinantU 
Tereja  confcendas  cq'ues  f  ingemcntis, 
Tene  ruralis  Galatza  duris 

DetinctUlnis? 

*    Temple  of  Hecate. 
\    Qbefofuit  corf  ore, 
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Ptgne  fuccendi  mcliore  flamma  ! — 
Sive  *  ClariiTam,  Juvenumve  curam 
Phillidem  mavis,  placcatve",  quondam 

Pulchra,  Lycorii. 

I  Tarde,  quid  ceffas  ?  tibi  multa  virgo 
|  Splendidos  lasdit  lacrymis  ocellos, 
EC  tibi  fruftra  ad  fpeculum  comarum 

Circinat  orbes ! 

Te  frequens  votis  revocat  fophiftes, 
Dum  Johannenfi  madidus  lyajo, 
De  tubis  haurit,  revomitque  dulcem 

Undique  nubcm. 

Quin  velis  fcribam  quid  habct  novorum 
Granta  ?  Marlburus  fpoliis  omiftus, 
Gallicas  fudic  prope  f  Scaidis  undam 

Strage  Phalangas. 

O  I  triumphalem  gladitim  recondas  ! 
Ite  vos  lautus  fame  rubentes.' 
Sis  mcmor  pacis,  viridique  cingas 

Tempora  Myrto  ! 

Hue  ades  divum  atqtie  hominum  voluptas 
Molle  fubridens-,  Venus  !  hue  forores 
Gratias  !  longum  vale,  O  !  Minerva, 

Afpera  Virgo  ! 
Barbaro  tandem  fatiata  ludo, 
.^Egidem  ponas,  gladiumque  ;  caftam 
Virginem  dirus  gladius,  feroxque 

Dedccet  JEgis. 

Flagitas  noftrgs  quid  agunt  camcenae  ? 
Uror  infelix1   mihi  me  Belinda 
Surripit !  Collum  O  !  niveum,  O  !  Puellae 

Suave  labellum ! 

*   Trts  elegantes  apud  Gantabrlgiam  PuelU. 
\  Juxta  Aldcnardum. 


Ah  !  ut  obliquo  afpicieni  oCello 
Torruit  pedus  !— neque  tu  furoris 
Infcius  blandi !  tibi  fevit  imis 

Fiamma  medullis ! 
Tu  tamen  felix  !  cohibcre  trifte* 
Tu  potes  curas  !   *  Cerealis  hauftus 
Eft  tibi,  pracfens  relevarc  diro 

PeAora  luftu. 

Corticem  aftriAum  pice  cum  reducis, 
Audin,  ingenti  tonat  ut  boatu 
Fumidus !  fummo  ruit  ut  lagenz 

Spumens  ore ! 

Cernis !  ut  viro  nitet  invidendo 
Aureum  neftar !  comes  it  facetus 
Cui  jocus,  quocum  Venus  et  Cupido 

Splcula  tingunt, 

Jam  memor  charac,  cyathum  coronas, 
Virginis  : — plenum  viden  ! — ah  !  caveto 
Dextra  ne  quafiet  male,  dutn  laborat 

Pondere  dulci  1 

Huge  !  ficcafti  bene,  fortiterque  !— 
Hinc  adeft  curas  medicina  !  fuaves 
Hinc  tibi  fomni,  et  tibi  fuaviora 

Somnia  fomnis ! 

Hos  bibens  Tuccos,  nihil  invidebis 
Italis,  qiiamvis  cyathi  Falerno 
Dulce  nigrefcant,  neque  Gallicanse 


Hie  Johannenfi  latitans  fuili 
Grunnio,  fcribens  fitiente  labro, 
Aut  graves  hauflus,  inimica  niulis 


*  Anglite  bottled  ale. 


Laudibus  uv* ! 


Pocula,  duco« 


SIXTEEN  ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


ODE  XV.— HAPPY  LIFE. 
THE  wealth  of  Gyges  I  defpife  ; 
Gems  ate  ufelef*  glittering  toys. 
Gold  I  leave,  and  fuch  vain  things, 
To  the  low  aim  and  pride  of  kings. 

Let  my  hair  with  unguents  flow, 
With  rofy  garlands  crown  my  brow  ! 
The  prcfent  moment  I  enjoy, 
Doom'd  in  the  next,  perhaps,  to  die  ! 

Then,  while  the  hour  ferenely  mines, 
Tofs  the  gay  die,  and  quaff  thy  wines  ; 
But  ever,  in  the  genial  hour, 
To  Bacchus  the  libation  pour, 
Left  death  in  wrath  approach,  and  cryf 
Alan — tafte  no  more  the  cup  of  joy. 

ODE  XVf.— THE  POWER  OF  BEAUTY. 

SOME  fing  of  Thebes,  and  fome  deftroy 
Jn  lofty  numbers  haughty  Troy. 
VOL,  VIII. 


I  mourn,  alas.!  in  plaintive  ftrairis, 
My  own  captivity  and  chains  ! 

No  navy,  rang'd  in  proud  array, 
No  foot,  no  horieman,  arm'd  to  flay, 
My  peace  alarm  !  Far  other  foes, 
Far  other  hofts,  create  my  woes : 
Strange,  dangerous  hofts,  that  ambuflVd  lit 
In  every  bright  love  darting  eye  I 
Such  as  deftroy,  when  beauty  arms 
To  conqutfr,  dreadful  in  ita  charms ! 

ODE  XX.—TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

THE  gods  o'er  mortals  prove  their  fway, 
And  fteal  them  from  themfelves  away  ; 
Transform 'd  by  their  almighty  hands, 
Sad  Niobe  an  image  ftands ; 
And  Philomel,  up-borne  on  wings 
Through  air,  her  mournful  ftory  fing*, 


THE  WORKS   OF   BROOME". 


Would  heaven,  indulgent  to  my  vow, 
The  happy  rhange  !  wifh,  allow; 

•ivy'd  mirronr  I  would  be, 
That  thou  might'ft  always  gaze  on  me  ; 
And  could  i;iy  naked  heart  appear, 
Thou'dft  fee  thyfeli  —  tor  thou  art  there 

0  !  were  I  made  thy  folding  veft. 

That  thou  might'.ft  clafp  me  to  thy  breaft  ! 

Or  turn'd  into  a  fount,  to  lave 

Thy  naked  beauties  in  my  wave  ! 

Thy  bofom-cindture  I  would  grow^ 

To  warm  thofe  little  hills  of  fnow; 

Thy  ointment,  in  rich  fragrant  ftreams 

To  wander  o'er  thy  beauteous  limbs  ; 

Thy  chain  of  fhining  pearl—  to  deck, 

And  clofe  embrace  thy  graceful  neck  : 

A  very  fandal  I  would  be 

To  tread  on  —  if  trod  on  by  thee  ! 

ODE  XXIV.—  IMITATED. 

ALAS  !  alas  !  I  fee  each  day 
Steals  me  from  myfelf  away  ; 
And  every  ftep  of  life  I  tread, 

1  fpeed  to  mingle  with  the  dead. 
How  many  years  are  paft,  my  friends, 

I  know,  and  there  my  knowledge  ends. 
How  many  years  are  ftill  in  ftore, 
I  neither  can,  nor  would  explore. 
Then,  fince  the  hours  inceffant  fly, 
They  all  {hall  find  roe  crown'd  with  joy. 
To  thofe,  my  cares  I  here  bequeath, 
Who  meanly  die  for  fear  of  death, 
And  daily  with  affiduous  ftrife 
Contrive  to  live,  accurs'd  with  life. 

Then,  care,  begone  1  I'd  dance  and  play  ; 
Hence,  with  thy  ferious  face  away  ! 
I'll  laugh  ;  and  whilft  gay  wine  inflames, 
I'll  court  the  laughter-  loving  dames  ; 
And  ftudy  to  refign  my  breath 
In  ecllafy,  and  fiaile  in  death. 

ODE  XXV.—  IMITATED. 

BRING  me,  O  bring  th'  enlivening  draught, 
Lenient  of  grief,  and  anxious  thought. 
Then  care  retires,  afham'd  to  (how 
His  downcaft  eye,  and  faded  brow. 
I  banifli  bufinefs  to  the  great, 
To  all  that  curfe,  yet  covet  ftate. 

Death  hades  amain  :  then  who  would  run 
To  meet  what  moft  he  ftrives  to  fhun  ? 
Or  antedate  the  dreadful  day 
By  cares,  and  aid  the  fiend  to  flay  ? 
If  tears  could  bribe  his  dreadful  powers, 
I'd  weep,  and  blefs  the  precious  fhowers  ; 
But  let  our  lot  be  joy  or  woe, 
Alike  he  fpeeds  to  ftrike  the  blow. 

Then  crown  the  bowl  !  —  ye  forrows,  fly 
To  kill  fome  wretch  who  wants  to  die. 


ODE  XXXI.—  THE  PLEASING  FRENZY. 


bring,  by  all  the  powers  divine, 
Beir.g  me  a  bowl  of  rofy  wine  ; 


A  mighty  bowl  of  wine  I  crave  : 
When  wine  infpires,  'tis  fweet  to  rave, 

In  frantic  rage  Alcmzon  drew 
His  falchion,  and  his  *  mother  flew  : 
Orellec  in  a  furious  mood 
Raving  flied  his  f  mother's  blood. 
Dreadful,  fober  mankind,  they  ! — 
None,  harmless  drunkard,  none  I  flay  t 
The  blood  of  grapes  I  only  crave ; 
1  quaff  it,  and  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

Alcides,  frantic,  grafp'd  his  bow; 
His  quiver  rattled,  ftor'd  with  woe  : 
Stern  Ajax  {hook  his  glittering  blade, 
And  broad  his  fevenfold  fhield  difplay'd  ; 
Dangerous  madman !  how  he  drew 
His  fword,  and  hofts  in  fancy  flew ! 

I,  peaceful  I,  no  falchion  wield ; 
I  bend  no  bow,  I  poife  no  {hield. 
The  flowery  garland  crowns  my  hairs, 
My  hand  the  powerful  goblet  bears ; 
The  powerful  goblet  nobly  brave, 
I  drain,  and  then  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

ODE  XXXVI. 

TALK  not  to  me  of  pedant  rules; 
I  leave  debates  to  learned  fools, 
Who  folemnly  in  form  advifc  ; 
At  beft,  impertinently  wife  ! 

To  me  more  pleafing  precepts  give, 
And  teach  the  fcience  how  to  live ; 
To  bury  in  the  friendly  draught 
Sorrows  that  fpring  from  too  much  thought ; 
To  learn  foft  Itflons  from  the  fair, 
How  life  may  glide  exempt  from  care. 

Alas  !  I'm  old !  I  fee  my  head 
With  hoary  locks  by  time  o'erfpread : 
Then  inftant  be  the  goblet  brought, 
To  make  me  young — at  leaft  in  thought. 
Alas  !  inceffant  fpeeds  the  day 
When  I  muft  mix  with  common  clay  ; 
When  I  muft  tread  the  difmal  fliore, 
And  dream  of  love  and  wine  no  more. 

ODE  XXXVI.    THE  SPRING. 

SEE,  winter's  paft  !  the  feafons  bring 
Soft  breezes  with  returning  fpring ; 
At  whofe  approach  the  graces  wear 
Frefh  honours  in  their  flowing  hair : 
The  raging  feas  forget  to  roar, 
And,  fmiling,  gently  kifs  the  fliore  : 
The  fportive  duck,  in  wanton  play, 
Now  dives,  now  rifes  into  day ; 
The  cranes  from  freezing  {kits  repair, 
And  failing  float  to  warmer  air  : 
Th'  enlivening  funs  in  glory  rife, 
And  gaily  dance  along  the  ikies. 

The  clouds  difperfe ;  or  if  in  fliowers 
They  fall,  it  is  to  wake  the  flowers : 
See,  verdure  clothes  the  teeming  earth  1 
The  olive  flruggles  into  birth . 
The  {'welling  grapes  adorn  the  vine, 
And  kindly  promif«  future  wine  : 


*  £ryfWe* 


•}•  Ctyemnejtr** 
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Blefi  juice  !  already  I  in  thought 
Quaff  an  imaginary  draught. 


ODE  XLVIII.    GAY  LIFE. 

GIVE  me  Homer's  tuneful  lyre, 
Let  the  found  my  breaft  infpire  ! 
But  with  no  troublefome  delight 
Of  arms  and  heroes  flain  in  fight : 
Let  it  play  no  couquefts  here, 
Or  conquefts.  only  o'er  the  fair  ! 

Boy,  reach  that  volume — book  divine ; 
The  ftatutes  of  the  god  of  wine  I 
He,  legiflator,  ftatutes  draws ; 
And  I  his  judge  enforce  his  laws; 
And,  faithful  to  the  weighty  truft, 
Compel  his  vot'ries  to  be  jufl : 
Thus,  round  the  bowl  impartial  flies, 
Till  to  the  fprightly  dance  we  rife  ; 
We  frifk  it  with  a  lively  bound, 
Charm'd  with  the  lyre's  harmonious  found  j 
Then  pour  forth,  with  an  heat  divine, 
Rapturous  fongs  that  breathe  of  wine. 

ODE  I.    THE  HAPPY  EFFECTS  OF  WINE 

SEE  !  fee  the  jolly  god  appears  ; 
His  hand  a  mighty  goblet  bears  : 
With  fparkling  wine  full-charg'd  it  flows, 
The  fovereign  cure  of  human  woes. 

Wine  gives  a  kind  releafe  from  care, 
And  courage  tofubdue  the  fair; 
inftru&s  the  cheerful  to  advance 
Harmonious  in  the  fprightly  dance : 
Hail,  goblet !  rich  with  generous  wines! 
See  !  round  the  verge  a  vine-branch  twines. 
See  !  llow  the  mimic  clutters  roll, 
As  ready  to  re-fill  the  bowl ! 

Wine  keeps  its  happy  patients  free 
From  every  painful  malady ; 
'Our  beft  phyfician  all  the  year. 
Thus  guarded,  no  difeafe  we  fear, 
No  troublefome  difeafe  of  mind, 
Until  another  year  grows  kind, 
And  loads  again  the  fruitful  vice, 
And  brings  again  our  health — new  vrine.- 

ODE  LII.    GRAPES;  OR  THB  VINTAGE. 

lo  !  the  vintage  now  is  done  ! 
And  black'ned  with  th'  autumnal  fun 
The  grapes  gay  youths  and  virgins  bear. 
The  fweeteit  producT;  of  the  year  1 
In  vats  the  heavenly  load  they  lay, 
And  iwift  the  damlels  trip  away  : 
The  youths  alone  the  wine-prefs  tread, 
For  wine's  by  fkilful  drunkards  made  : 
Meantime  the  mirthful  fong  they  raife* 
lo  !  Bacchus,  to  thy  praife  ! 
And,  eying  the  bleft  juice,  in  thought 
Q^affari  imaginary  draught. 

-Gaily,  through  wine,  the  old  advance, 
And  doubly  tremble  in  the  dance : 
In  fancy'd  youth  they  chant  and  play. 
Forgetful  that  their  locks  are  gray. 
1. 


Through  wine,  the  youth  completes  his  loves  j 
He  haunts  the  filence  of  the  groves  : 
Where,  ftretch'd  beneath  th'  embowering  ihadcj 
He  fpies  fome  love-infpiring  maid : 
On  beds  of  rofy  fweets  (he  lies, 
Inviting  fleep  to  clofe  her  eyes :  £  \ 

Faft  by  her  fide  his  limbs  he  throws, 
Her  hand  he  prefles — breathes  his  vow 
And  cries,  my  love,  my  foul  comply 
This  inftant,  or,  alas !  I  die. 

In  vain  the  youth  perfuafion  tries  I 
In  vain  I — her  tongue  at  leaft  denies : 
Then  fcorning  death  through  dull  defpairV 
He  ftorms  th'  unwilling  willing  fair ; 
Blefling  the  grapes  that  could  difpenfe 
The  happy,  happy  impudence. 

ODE  LIII.    THE  ROSE. 

COME,  lyrift,  tune  thy  harp,  and  play 
Refponfive  to  my  vocal  lay  : 
Gently  touch  it,  while  1  fing 
The  rofe,  the  glory  of  the  fpring. 

To  heaven  the  rofe  in  fragrance  flic*. 
The  fweeteft  incenfe  of  the  fkies. 
Thee,  joy  of  earth,  when  vernal  hours 
Pour  forth  a  blooming  wafte  of  flower*, 
The  gaily-fmtling  graces  wear 
A  trophy  in  their  flowing  hair. 
Thee  Venus  queen  of  beauty  loves, 
And,  crown'd  with  thee,  more  graceful  mOVe*^ 

In  fabled  fong,  and  tuneful  lays, 
Their  favourite  rofe  the  mufes  praife  : 
To  pluck  the  rofe,  the  virgin-train 
With  blood  their  pretty  fingers  ftain, 
Nor  dread  the  pointed  terrors  round, 
That  threaten,  and  inflidl  a  wound  : 
See  !  how  they  wave  the  charming  toy, 
Now  kifs,  now  fnuffthe  fragrant  joy  1 

The  rofe  the  poets  ftrive  to  praife, 
And  for  it  would  exchange  their  bays; 
O  !  ever  to  the  fprightly  feaft 
Admitted,  welcome,  pleafing  guefl '. 
But  chiefly  when  the  goblet  flows, 
And  rofy  wreaths  adorn  our  brows  1 

LoVely  fmiling  rofe,  how  fweet 
The  object  where  thy  beauties  meet  \ 
Aurora  with  a  blufhing  ray. 
And  rofy  fingers,  fpreads  the  day  : 
The  graces  more  enchanting  {how 
When  rofy  bluflies  paint  their  fnow ; 
And  every  pleas' d  beholder  feeks 
The  rofe  in  Cytheraea's  cheeks. 

When  pain  affii&s,  or  ficknefs  grieveSj 
Its  juice  the  drooping  heart  relieves  i 
And,  after  death,  its  odours  fiied 
A  pleafing  fragrance  o'er  the  dead ; 
And  when  its  withering  charms  decays 
And  finking,  fading,  die  away, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  rage  of  time, 
It  keeps  the  fragrance  of  its  prime. 

Come,  tyrift,  join  to  fir.g  the  birth 
Of  this  fweet  offspring  of  the  earth  ! 

When  Venus  from  the  ocean's  bed 
Rais'd  9'e.r  &e.  waves  her  lovely  head; 
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When  Warlike  Pallas  fprung  from  Jove, 

Tremendous  to  the  powers  above ; 

Tt>  grace  the  world,  the  teeming  earth 

Gave  the  fragrant  infant  birth, 

And  *  This,'  fhe  cry'd,  *  F  this  ordain 

'  My  favourite,  queen  of  flowers  to  reign  !' 

But  firft  th'  aficmbled  gods  debate 
The  future  wonder  to  create  : 
Agreed  at  length,  from  heaven  they  threw 
A  drop  of  rich,  ne&arcous  dew  ; 
A  bramble-ftem  the  drop  receives, 
And  ftrait  the  rofe  adorns  the  leaves. 

The  gods  to  Bacchus  gave  the  flower, 
To  grace  him  in  the  genial  hour. 

©DE  LIV.— GROWft  YOtfNG. 

WHEN  fprightly  youths  my  eyes  furvey, 
I  too  am  young,  and  I  am  gay ; 
In  dance  my  active  body  fwims, 
And  fudden  pinions  lift  my  limbs. 

Hafte,  crown,  Cybaeba,  crown  my  brows 
With  garlands  of  the  fragrant  rofe  ! 
Hence,  hoary  age  1— I  now  am  ftrong, 
And  dance,  a  youth  among  the  young. 

Come  then,  my  friends,  the  goblet  drain  I 
Bleft  juice ! — I  feel  thee  in  each  vein  ! 
See  !  how  with  active  bounds  I  fpring  ! 
How  ftrong,  and  yet  how  fweet,  I  (ing ! 

How  blcft  am  I !  who  thus  excell 
In  pleating  arts  of  trifling  well  1 

ODE  LV.— THE  MARK. 

THE  ftately  fteed  expreffive  bears 
A  mark  imprinted  on  his  hairs  : 
The  turban  that  adorns  the  brows 
Of  Afia's  fons,  the  Parthian  (hows  : 
And  marks  betray  the  lover'e  heart, 
Deeply  engrav'd  by  Cupid's  dart : 
1  plainly  read  them  in  his  eyes, 
That  look  too  foolifh,  or  too  wife. 

ODE  LVI. 

ALAS  !  the  powers  of  life  decay ! 
My  hairs  are  fall'n,  or  chang'd  to  grey  ! 
The  fmiling  bloom,  and  youthful  grace, 
Is  banifh'd  from  my  faded  face  ! 
Thus  man  beholds,  with  weeping  eyes, 
2iimfelf  half- dead  before  he  dies. 

For  this,  and  for  the  grave,  I  fear, 
And  pour  the  never-ceafing  tear ! 
A  dreadful  profpect  ftrikes  my  eye ; 
I  foon  mu  ft  ficken,  foon  muft  die. 

For  this  the  mournful  groan  I  (hed ; 
t  dread— alas !  the  hour  I  dread  1 


What  eye  can  ftedfaftly  furrey 
Death  and  its  dark  tremendous  way  ? 
For  foon  as  fate  has  clos'd  our  eyes, 
Man  dies — for  ever,  ever  dies  ! 
All  pale,  all  fenfelefs  in  the  urn  ! 
Never,  ah !  never  to  return. 

ODE  LXIV.—TO  APOLLO. 

ONCE  more,  not  uninfpir'd,  the  firing 
I  waken,  and  fpontaneous  fing: 
No  Pythic  laurel-wreath  I  claim, 
That  lifts  ambition  mto  fame  ; 
My  voice  unbidden  tunes  the  lay  : 
Some  god  impells,  and  I  obey. 
Liften,  ye  groves! — The  mufe  prepares 
A  facred  fong  in  Phrygian  airs  ; 
Such  as  the  fwan  expiring  fings, 
Melodious  by  Cayfter's  fprirrgs, 
While  liftening  winds  in  filence  hear, 
And  to  the  gods  the  mufic  bear. 

Celeftial  mufe  !  attend,  and  bring 
Thy  aid,  while  I  thy  Phoebus  fing  ; 
To  Phoebus  and  the  mufe  belong 
The  laurel,  lyre,  and  Delphic  fong. 

Begin,  begin  the  lofty  drain  I 
How  Phoebus  lov'd,  but  lov'd  in  vain  ; 
How  Daphne  fled  his  guilty  flame, 
And  fcorn'd  a  god  that  ofFer'd  mame. 
With  glorious  pride  his  vows  flic  hears; 
And  heaven,  indulgent  to  her  prayers, 
To  laurel  chang'd  the  nymph,  and  gave 
Her  foliage  to  reward  the  brave. 

Ah  !  how,  on  wings  of  love  convey *d, 
He  flew  te  clafp  the  panting  maid  ! 
Now,  now  o'ertakes ! — but  heaven  deceives 
His  hope — he  feizes  only  leaves. 
Why  fires  my  raptur'd  breaft  ?  ah  !  why, 
Ah  !  whither  drives  my  foul  to  fly  ? 
I  feel  the  pleafing  frenzy  ftrong, 
Impulfive  to  fome  nobler  fong  : 
Let,  let  the  wanton  fancy  play; 
But  guide  it,  left  it  devious  ftray. 

But  oh  !  in  vain,  my  mufe  denies 
Her  aid,  a  flave  to  lovely  eyes. 
Suffice  it  to  rehearfe  the  pains 
Of  bleeding  nymphs,  and  dying  fwains; 
Nor  dare  to  wield  the  (hafts  of  love, 
That  wound  the  gods,  and  conquer  Jove, 

I  yield  !  adieu  the  lofty  (train  ! 
I  am  Anacrcon  once  again  : 
Again  the  melting  fong  I  play, 
Attemper'd  to  the  vocal  lay  : 
See  !  fee  !  how  with  attentive  ears 
The  youths  imbibe  the  ne&ar'd  air» ! 
And  quaff,  in  lowery  (hades  reclin'd, 
My  precepts,  to  regale  the  mind. 
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Superior  to  the  pains  below, 
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THE  LIFE  OF  PITT. 


CHRISTOPHER  PITT  was  born  at  Blandford  in  Dorfetfhire,  in  1699.     His  father  was  an  eminent 
phyfician  in  that  place,  and  related  to  the  family  of  Pitt  of  Stratfield-fea  in  Hampfhlre. 

At  the  age  of  fifteen,  he  was  received  as  a  fcholar  into  Winchefter  College,  where  he  was  diftin- 
guifhed by  exercifes  of  uncommon  elegance. 

In  1719,  he  was  chofen  to  New  College,  Oxford;  and  at  his  removal,  he  prefented  to  the  elec- 
tors two  volumes  of  MS.  poems,  the  prcdu£t>f  his  private  and  voluntary  ftudies;  one  of  which  con- 
fifted  of  mifcellaneous  pieces,  and  the  other  contained  a  complete  verfion  of  Lucant  which  he  did 
not  then  know  to  have  been  tranflated  by  Rowe. 

The  verfion  was  fuppreffed,  perhaps  from  its  being  the  production  of  early  life,  or  from  a  con- 
fcioufnefs  of  its  inferiority  to  the  verfion  of  Howe,  which  was  executed  in  the  full  vigour  of  hi* 
genius. 

Such  an  inftance,  however,  of  early  diligence  deferres  well  to  be  recorded  ;  and  the  fuppreflion 
of  fuch  a  work,  recommended  by  fuch  uncommon  circumftanccs,  is  to  be  regretted  ;  for  examples 
of  early  excellence  are  never  fuperfluous,  and  from  this  example,  the  danger  is  not  great  of  many 
imitations. 

When  he  had  refided  three  years  at  this  College,  he  was  prefented  to  the  rectory  of  Pimpern 
near  Blandford,  in  Dorfetfliire,  1722,  by  his  friend  and  relation  George  Pitt,  Efq.  of  Stratfield-fea 
in  Hampfhire ;  and  refigning  his  feliowfliip,  continued  at  Oxford  two  years  longer,  till  he  became 
Mafter  of  Arts.  While  he  refided  at  the  univerfity,  he  was  affectionately  beloved  by  all  who  knew 
him,  and  particularly  diftinguifhed  by  Young,  who,  with  an  engaging  familiarity,  ufed  to  call  him 
his  fon,  and  to  whom  he  addrefjfed'  an  Epijlle  in  17x2. 

He  then  retired  to  Pimpern,  a  place  pleafing  by  its  fituation,  and  therefore  likely  to  excite  the 
imagination  of  a  poet,  where  he  palled  the  reft  of  his  life. 

At  what  time  he  compefed  his  Mifceltantous  Poems,  publifhed  1727,  is  not  eafy  to  know :  thofc, 
which  have  dates,  appear  to  have  been  very  early  productions,  and  few  of  them  rife  above  medio- 
crity. 

Of  the  panegyric  on  Lord  Stanhope,  the  conqueror  of  Minorca,  in  particular,  he  was  afterwards 
afhamcd.  "  I  did  write  an  idle  thing,"  fays  he,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Duncombe,  1738,  "  on  Lord 
Stanhope,  the  work  of  a  day  or  two,  which  I  have  forgot,  as  I  hope  every  body  elfe  has  done.  The 
lines,  I  believe,  fome  at  leaft,  were  round  and  ftrong  ;  but,  upon  the  whole,  I  own  it  was  a  ram  in- 
correct thing.  1  knew  indeed  very  little  of  the  fubject ;  but  as  he  was  married  to  a  relation  [Lucy, 
daughter  of  Thomas  Pitt,  Efq.  of  Stratford,  Wilts],  I  fell  to  fcribbling,  without  fear  or  wit,  to 
fhow  my  refpect." 

Probably  about  this  time  he  publlftied  his  tranflation  of  Vlddt  Art  of  Poetry,  which  Pope's  com- 
mendation, in  his  "  Effay  on  Criticifm,"  and  Triftram's  fplendid  edition,  had  then  made  popular. 
This  poem  is  perhaps  the  moft  perfect  of  Fidas  competitions,  and  has  the  praife  of  being  one  of 
the  firft,  if  not  the  very  firft  pieces  of  criticifm  that  appeared  in  Italy  fince  the  revival  of  learning ; 
for  it  was  finifhed  in  the  year  1520. 

In  this  tranflation,  he  diftinguifhed  himfelf  by  a  flrict  attention  to  the  fenfe  of  the  original,  the 
utmoft  elegance  of  verfificatiorf,  and  the  fkilful  adaptation  of  his  numbers  to  the  images  ex* 
prefled ;  a  beauty  which  Vida  has  with  great  ardour  enforced  and  exemplified. 

It  was  immediately  on  its  publication  very  eagerly  received  by  the  readers  of  poetry.  "  I  believe 
it  was  you,"  he  writes  Mr,  Duncombe,  "  who  gave  a  public  teftimony  to  the  merit  of  the  tranf- 
lation of  Vlda^  (if  it  has  any)  in  the  "  Whitehall  Evening  Pcft ;"  when  it  made  its  firft  appear- 
ance in  the  world,  which  I  fuppofe  did  not  a  little  contribute  to  its  reputation  and  fale  ;  for  fix  or 
feven  hundred  were  foon  difpofed  of." 

Thefuccefsof  his  Vlda  animated  him  to  a  higher  undertaking ;  and,  in  his  thirtieth  year,  he  publifh- 
ed a  verfion  of  the  firft  book  of  the  JEneid;  which,  being  commended  by  his  friends,  he  fome  time, 
afterwards  added  three  more,  .with  an  advertifement,  in  which  he  reprefents  himfelf  as 
whh  great  indifference,  and  with  a  progrefs  of  which  himfelf  was  hardly  confciou«. 
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"  I  am  glad,"  he  writes  Mr.  Buncombe,  1 736, "  that  the  verfion  pleafei  Meflrn.  Spence,  Browne 
[I.  Hawkins],  Duncombe,  Glover,  Benfon,  and  fome  more  of  the  beft  judges  in  town.  If  I  may 
be  allowed  to  judge  in  my  own  cafe,  I  think  this  laft  to  be  the  bcft  of  my  poetical  performances ; 
and  I  believe  that  you  will  agree  with  me,  that  the  three  laft  books  have  fewer  grammatical  inaccu- 
racies than  the  firft  book.  I  cannot  tell  what  to  fay  to  your  compliment,  '  that  this  verfion  will 
be  admired  as  long  as  the  JEnglifti  language  lafts ;'  but  I  am  highly  obliged  to  you  for  your  partiali- 
ty to  me  ever  fince  the  tranflation  of  Vida" 

He  completed  the  entire  tranflatlon  of  the  Mneld^  June  ^.  1738,  which,  without  any  further 
contention  with  his  modefty,  or  any  awe  of  the  name  cf  Dryden,  he  publilhed,  in  two  volumes, 
4to,  1740.  "  I  propofe  a  good  deal  of  pleafure,"  he  writes  Mr.  Duncombe,  "  in  correcting  tm> 
large  work,  and  hope  that  in  time  my  friends  will  not  be  afhamcd  of  it,  though  I  know,  that  in 
many  refpedb  Mr.  Dryden'*  verfion  muft  have  the  advantage."  In  amther  letter,  he  ftyles  Dryden's 
"  a  glorious  tranflation."  "  I  believe,"  he  adds,  "  in  all  my  verfion,  there  are  not  above  kven 
or  eight  borrowed  line?.  I  could  not  help  taking  two  together  from  Mr.  Dryden  in  this  para-. 
graph,  they  are  fo  very  fweet : 

"  All,  all  my  life,"  replies  the  youth,  "  frail  aim, 
Like  this  one  hour,  at  everlafting  fame. 
Though  fortune  only  this  attempt  can  blefs, 
Yet  dill  my  courage  (hall  defer  ve  fuccefs  j 
But  one  reward  I  alk  before  I  go, 
The  greateft  I  can  afk,  or  you  beftow. 
Of  Priam 's  royal  race  my  mother  camtj 
Andfure  the  beji  that  ever  btre  the  namt. 
Such  was  her  love,  ftie  left  her  native  Troy, 
And  fair  Trinacria,  for  her  darling  boy; 
And  fuch  is  mine,  that  I  muft  keep  unknown 
From  her  the  danger  of  fo  dear  a  ion. 
To  fparehcr  angu;lh,  lo  !  I  quit  the  place, 
"Without  one  parting  kifs,  one  laft  embrace  ! 
By  night,  and  that  refpeded  hand,  I  iwear, 
Her  tender  tears  are  more  than  I  can  bear. 
!For  her,  good  prince,  your  pity  I  implore  ; 
Support  her,  childlds,  and  relieve  her,  poor. 
Oh  !  let  her  find  in  you,  when  1  am  gone, 
A  friend,  a  fpoufe,  a  guardian,  and  a  fon  ! 
With  that  dear  hope  embolden  d  1  (hall  go, 
Brave  every  danger,  and  defy  the  foe." 

He  had  certainly  rcafon  to  be  proud  of  thefe  lines,  it  being  fcarce  poffiWe  to  find  any  fuperior  t<* 
them  in  any  verfion ;  Dryden's  of  the  fame  paflage  ("  fweet"  as  arc  the  two  lines  he  has  tal^en),  i* 
much  inferior  in  elegance  and  harmony. 

The  Englifti  Mneid  is  joined  in  this  collection  with  his  other  poems,  that  the  readers  of  poetry 
may  have  an  opportunity  of  comparing  the  two  beft  tranflations  that  perhaps  ever  were  produced, 
by  one  nation,  of  the  fame  author. 

He  did  not  enjoy  the  reputation  which  this  great  work  defervedly  conferred ;  for  he  died  in  1 748, 
in  the  forty-eight  year  of  his  age j  and  lies  buried  under  a  ft  one  at  Blandford,  on  which  is  this  in- 

fcription : 

In  memory  of 
CHR.  PITT,  Clerk,  M.  A. 

Very  eminent 
for  his  talents  in  poetry ; 

and  yet  more 

for  the  univerfal  candour  of 

his  mind,  and  the  primitive 

fimplicicy  of  his  manners* 

He  lived  innocent, 

and  died  beloved, 

Apr.  13.  1748- 

Aged  48. 

HU  Original  Poems,  difperfed  in  the  "  The  Student,"  and  other  publications,  were  coHe&ed  and 
publifoed  in  the  edition  of  «  The  Englifh  Poets,"  1779. 
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His  verfion  of  the  JEneid  was  re-printed  in  a  complete  edition  of  "  Virgil's  worts  tranflated  into 
Englifti,"  in  4  vols,  8vo,  1753.  The  tranflation  of  the  "  Eclogues"  and  "  Georgics,"  three  cflays "  oa 
paftoral,  didactic,  and  epic  poetry,"  and  "  notes  on  the  whole,"  were  contributed  by  Dr.  Warton, 
the  prefent  refpe&able  matter  of  WincVfter  fchool ;  with  diflertations  w  on  the  Vlth  book  of  the 
Entid"  by  Warburton  ;  •«  on  the  fhield  of  TEncas,"  by  W.  Whitchead  ;  "  on  the  character  of  lapia/' 
by  Dr.  Atterbury ;  and  fome  new  obfervations  by  Holdfwonh,  Spence,  and  others. 

The  amiable  character  of  Pitt,  tranfcribed  from  the  ftone  that  marks  the  place  of  his  duft,  owe* 
nothing  to  flattery.  He  was  reverenced  for  his  virtue,  and  beloved  for  the  foftnefs  of  his  temper, 
and  the  eafinefs  of  his  manners.  Before  ftrangers,  he  had  fomething  of  the  fcholar's  timidity  and  dif- 
truft ;  but  when  he  became  familiar,  he  was  in  a  very  high  degree  cheerful  and  entertaining.  Hi* 
general  benevolence  procured  him  general  refpect ;  and  he  pafled  a  life  placid  and  honourable ;  neiw 
ther  too  great  for  the  kindnefs  of  the  low,  nor  too  low  for  the  notice  of  the  great. 

As  a  poet,  his  compoGtions  are  characterifed  by  fplendour  and  elegance  of  diction,  and  the  ex- 
quifite  polifh  and  harmony  of  the  verfification.  Mod  of  his  original  pieces  are  pleafing  and  poeti- 
cal ;  but  his  Vida  and  the  Englifh  JEneid,  are  the  chief  foundation  of  his  fame.  His  verfion  of  Fid* 
is  executed  with  fo  much  exactnefs  and  general  elegance,  that  there  is  little  fear  of  its  being  fup- 
planted  by  the  verfion  of  Mr.  Hampfon,  publiCied  in  1793. 

The  excellence  of  his  verfion  of  the  JEneld^  his  grt^teft  work,  is  generally  allowed ;  but  the  critic* 
have  been  divided  concerning  the  jufl  proportion  of  merit  which  ought  to  be  afcribed  to  it,  compa- 
ratively with  that  ofDryden.  Some  have  afierted,  that  Pitt  has  done  moft  juftice  to  Virgil;  that  he 
fhines  in  Pitt  with  a  luftre  which  Dryden  wanted  not  power,  but  leifure  to  beftow.  Pitt,  no  doubt, 
had  many  advantages  above  Dryden  in  this  arduous  undertaking.  As  he  was  later  in  the  attempt, 
he  had  confequently  the  verfion  of  Dryden  to  improve  upon.  He  faw  the  errors  of  that  great  poet, 
and  avoided  them ;  he  difcovered  his  beauties,  and  improved  upon  them  :  and  as  he  was  not  com- 
pelled by  neceffity,  he  had  leifure  to  revife,  correct,  and  finilh  his  excellent  work.  Yet  it  may  be 
juftly  doubted  whether,  upon  the  whole,  the  verfion  of  Dryden  is  not  the  moft  vigorous  and  poeti- 
cal performance. 

A  comparifon  of  the  following  paffages  may  enable  the  reader  to  determine  for  himfelf,  to  whofe 
franflation  he  would  give  the  preference.     The  firft  is  taken  from  Virgil's  description  of 
yhich  "  is  fo  charming,"  fays  Dr.  Trapp,  "  that  it  is  almoft  Elyfium  to  read  it." 

His  demum  exactis  perfedo  munera  diva, 

Devenere  locos  lastos,  et  amaeoa  vireta 

Fortunatorum  nemorum  fcdefque  beatas 

Largior  hie  campos  ^ther  et  lumine  veftit 

Purpureo  :  folemque  fuum,  fua  fidera  norunt 

Pars  in  gramineis  excercent  membra  paheftris 

Contenduntludo,  ,et  fulva  ludantur  arena; 

Pars  pedibus  plaudunt  choreas  et  carmina  decunt 

Nee  non  Threicus  longa  cum  vefte  facerdos 

Obloquitur  numeris  fep.tem  difcrimina  vocum, 

Jamque  eadem  digitis,  |am  pectine  pulfat  eburno.— r-jgEjreip,  Lib.  VI. 

Thefe  holy  rites  performed,  they  took  their  way 

"Vhere  long  extended  plains  of  pleafure  lay. 

Ihe  verdant  fields  with  thofc  of  heaven  may  vie, 

W»h  ether  vefted,  and  a  purple  iky; 

The blifsful  feats  of  happy  fouls  below, 

Stars  >f  their  own,  and  their  own  funs  they  know. 

Their  ury  limbs  in  fports  they  exercife, 

And  on  he  green  contend  the  wreftler's  prize. 

Some  in  K-roic  verfe  divinely  flag, 

Others  in  «rtful  meafures  lead  the  ring. 

The  TJhracin  bard,  furrounded  by  the  reft, 

There  ftands-:onfpicuous  in  his  flowing  veft. 

His  flying  fin^rSj  an(i  harmonious  quill, 

Strike  feven  duinguifh'd  notes,  and  feven  at  once  they  fill,— -- 

Thefc  rites  comfete,  they  reach  the  flowery  plains, 

The  verdant  grovs>  where  cndlefs  pleafure  reignfi. 

Here  glowing  ethe.fhoots  a  purple  ray, 

And  6';r  the  region  10Ur8  a  double  day, 
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From  iky  to  fky  th'  unwearied  fplendour  runs, 

And  nobler  planets  roll  round  brighter  funs. 

Some  wreftle  on  the  fands,  and  fome  in  pJa/» 

And  games  heroic,  pafs  theJiours  away. 

Thofe  raife  the  fong  divine,  and  thcie  advance, 

In  meafur'd  fteps,  to  form  the  folemn  dance. 

There  Orpheus,  graceful  in  his  long  attire, 

In  feven  divifions  ftrikes  the  founding  lyre. 

Acrofs  the  chords  the  quivering  quill  he  flings, 

Or  with  his  flying  fingers  fweeps  the  firings, PJTT. 

In  the  celebrated  defcription  of  the  fwiftnefs  of  Camilla,  in  the  Vllth  ^Eneid,  the  fuperiority 
of  Dryden  is  more  confpicuous  than  in  the  foregoing  paflage. 

Ilia  vel  inta&ae  fegetis  per  fumma  volaret 
Gramina,  nee  teneras  curfu  Izfiflit  ariftas, 
Vel  mare  per  medium  fludu  fulpenfa  tumenti 
Ferret  iter  ;  celeres  nee  tingeret  sequorc  plantas. 

the  fierce  virago  fought — 

Ourftrip'd  the  winds  in  fpeed  upon  the  plain  ; 
Flew  o'er  the  fields,  nor  hurt  the  bearded  grain. 
She  fwept  the  feas;  and  ~s  (he  fklmm'd  along, 

Her  flying  feet,  unbath'd,  on  billows  hung. DRYBEN, 

She  led  the  rapid  race,  and  left  behind 

The  flagging  floods,  and  pinions  of  the  wind  ; 

Lightly  flic  {lie*  along  the  level  plain, 

Nor  hurts  the  tender  grafs,  nor  bends  the  golden  grain  ; 

Or  o'tr  th  ir.g  furge  fufpended  fweeps, 

And  fmoothly  Lams,  unbath'd,  along  the  deeps. PJTT. 

It  is  evident  from  thefe  psffages,  that  Pitt's  verfification,  though  more  exquifitely  polifhed, 
abounds  more  in  fuperfluous  epithets  and  uncffential  images  than  that  of  Dryden,  and  is  befides  left 
diftinguifhed  by  variety  of  paufe  and  cadence.  Alliteration  is  an  inferior  beauty,  which  is  more  re- 
markable in  Pitt  than  Dryden.  Benfon,  who  in  a  pamphlet  of  hi»  writing,  has  treated  Dryden's 
yerfion  with  great  contempt,  was  yet  fond  of  the  alliteration  of  Pitt,  to  a  degree  of  enthufiafm. 
He  once  took  occafion,  in  converfation  with  Pitt,  to  magnify  that  beauty,  and  to  compliment  him 
upon  it.  Pitt  thought  it  far  Icfs  confiderable  than  Benfon  did ;  but  fays  he,  "  Since  you  are  fo  fond 
pf  alliteration,  this  couplet  upon  Cardinal  Wolfey  will  not  difpleafe  you : 

Begot  by  butchers,  but  by  bifhops  bred, 

How  high  his  honour  holds  his  haughty  head." 

Benfon  was  no  doubt  charmed  to  hear  his  favourite  grace  in  poetry  fo  beautifully  exemplified, 
which  it  certainly  is,  without  any  affectation  or  ftiffnefs. 

Spencc,  in  his  "  Pulymetis,"  has  convicted  Dryden,  in  feveral  inftancea,  of  ignrf ance  or  negli- 14 
gem5e*in  tranflatirig  the  ancient  allegories.   "  Upon  this,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  I  *as  defirous  to  ex- 
amine Mr.  Pitt's  tranflation  of  the  fame  paflages,  and  was  furprifed  to  find  *iear  fifty  inftancet 
which  Mr.  Spence  has  given  of  Dryden's  miftakes  of  that  kind,  when  Mr.  jFUt  had  not  fallen  into 
above  three  or  four." 

To  the  eftimate  which  Dr.  Johnfon  has  given  of  the  comparative  merit'  of  the  rival  vcrfions,  the 
prefent  writer  has  no  great  reafon  to  object,  as  he  is  more  difpofed  to  a&"re  the  amazing  force  o£ 
Dryden's  genius,  than  induftrioufly  to  dwell  on  his  imperfections. 

"  Pitt  engaging  as  a  rival  with  Dryden,  naturally  obferved  his  fa;ures,  and  avoided  them  ;  and 
as  he  wrote  after  Pope's  "  Iliad,"  he  had  an  example  of  an  exacl  equable,  and  fplendid  verfifi- 
cation. With  thefe  advantages,  feconded  byjgreat  diligence,  he  n'ght  fuccefsfully  labour  particular 
paflages,  and  efcape  many  errors.  If  the  two  verfions  arc  cornered,  perhaps  the  refult  would  be, 
that  Dryde.p.  leads  the  reader  forward  by  his  general  vigour  an'  fprightlinefs ;  and  Pitt  often  flops 
him  to  contemplate  the  excellence  of  a  particular  coupj*  •  That  Dryden's  faults  are  for- 
gotten in  the  hurry  of  delight-,  and  that  Pitt's  beauties  are  /eglecled  in  the  langour  of  a  cold  and 
liftlefs  perufal :  That  Pitt  pleafes  the  critics,  and  Dryden  AC  people  :_That  F;ittis  quoted,  antf  Dry- 


. 


DEDICATION: 


TO  GEORGE  PITT, 

OF  STRATFIELP  SEA,  IN  HAMPSHIRE. 


Si* 

SINCE  yo»  vouchfafe  to  be  a  patron  to  thefe  flieets, 
as  well  as  to  their  author,  I  will  not  make  an  ill 
tife  of  the  liberty  you  give  me,  to  addrefs  you  in 
this  public  manner,  by  running  into  the  common 
topics  of  dedications.  Should  1  venture  to  engage 
in  fuch  an  extenfive  theme  as  your  character,  the 
world  would  judge  the  attempt  to  be  altogether 
tinneceffary,  becaufe  it  had  long  before  been  tho- 
roughly acquainted  with  your  virtues;  befides  I 
am  fenfible,  that  you  as  earneflly  decline  all  praife 
and  panegyric,  as  you  eminently  deferve  them. 


I  hope,  Sir,  on  another  occafion,  to  prefent  you 
with  the  product  of  my  feverer  ftudies  :  in  the 
mean  time,  be  pleafed  to  accept  of  this  trifle,  as  one 
fmail  acknowledgment  of  the  many  great  favour* 
you  have  beftowed  on, 

(Honoured  Sir) 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant, 

CHRISTOFHKR.  PITT. 


PREFACE, 


MY  tranflation  of  Vida's  Art  of  Poetry  having 
been  more  favourably  received  than  I  had  reafon 
to  expect,  has  encouraged  me  to  publiih  this  mif- 
cellany  of  poems  and  felect  tranflatigns.  I  {hall 
neither  embarrafs  myfelf  nor  my  reader  with  apo- 
logies concerning  this  collection ;  for  whether  it  is 
a  good  or  a  bad  one,  all  excufes  are  vmneceffary  in 
one  cafe,  and  offered  in  vain  in  the  other. 

An  author  of  a  mifcellany  has  a  better  chance  of 
pleafing  the  world,  than  he  who  writes  on  a  fingle 
iubject ;  and  I  have  fometimes  known  a  bad,  or 
(which  is  ftill  worfe)  an  indifferent  poet,  meet 
tvith  tolerable  fuccefs ;  which  has  been  owing  more 
to  the  variety  of  fubjects,  than  his  happinefs  in 
treating  them. 

I  am  fenfible  the  men  of  wit  and  pleafure  will 
be  difgufted  to  find  fo  great  a  part  of  this  collection 
confift  of  facred  poetry  ;  but  I  aflure  thefe  gentle- 
jnen,  whatever  they  fhall  be  pleafed  to  object,  that 
|  lhall  pevcr  be  afliamed  of  employing  my  talents 


(fuch  as  they  are)  in  the  fervice  of  my  Maker; 
that  it  would  look  indecent  in  one  of  my  prefeffion, 
not  to  fpend  as  much  time  on  the  pfalms  of  Da- 
vid, as  the  hymns  of  Callimachus;  and  farther,  that 
if  thofe  beautiful  pieces  of  divine  poetry  had  been 
written  by  Callimachus,  or  any  heathen  author, 
they  might  have  poflibly  vouchsafed  them  a  read- 
ing even  in  my  tranflation. 

But  I  will  not  trefpafs  further  on  my  reader's 
patience  in  profe,  fince  I  fhall  have  occafion  enough 
for  it,  as  well  as  for  his  good  nature,  in  the  fol- 
lowing verfes ;  concerning  which  I  muft  acquaint 
him,  that  fome  of  them  were  written  feveral  years 
fince,  and  that  I  have  precifely  obferved  the  rule 
of  our  great  mafter  Horace — Nonumque  prematuc 
in  annum.  But  I  may  fay  more  juilly  than 'Mr, 
Prior  faid  of  himfelf  in  the  like  cafe,  that  I  have 
obferved  the  letter  more  than  the  fpirit  of  th^ 
precept. 
1737, 
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RECOMMENDATORY  POEMS 


TO  MR.  CHRISTOPHER  PITT. 

OH    HI5    POIMS    AND    TRANSLATIONS. 


th'  ambitious  fondncfs  of  a  friend, 
For  fuch  thy  worth,  'tis  glory  to  commend  ; 
To  thee,  from  judgment,  fuch  applaufe  is  due, 
I  praife  myfelf  while  I  am  praifing  you  ; 
A*  he  who  bears  the  lighted  torch,  receives 
Kimfelf  affiftance  from  tke  light  he  gives. 

So  much  you  pleafe,  fo  vaft  is  my  delight, 
Thy,  ev'n  thy  fancy  cannot  reach  its  height. 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  make  the  tranfport  known/ 
No  language  can  defcribe  it  but  thy  own. 
Could'ft  thou  thy  genius  pour  into  my  heart, 
Thy  copious  fancy,  thy  engaging  heart, 
Thy  vigorous  thoughts,  thy  manly  flow  of  fenfe, 
Thy  ftrong  and  glowing  paint  of  eloquence  ; 
Then  Ihould'ft  thou  well  conceive  that  happinefs, 
Which  I  alone  can  feel,  and  you  exprefs. 

In  fcenes  which  thy  invention  fcts  to  view, 
Forgive  me,  friend,  if  I  lofe  fight  of  you  ; 
I  fee  with  how  much  fpirit  Homer  thought, 
"With  how  much  judgment  cooler  Virgil  wrote  ; 
In  every  line,  in  every  word  you  fpeak, 
I  read  the  Roman,  and  confefs  the  Greek  ; 
Forgetting  thee,  my  foul  with  rapture  fwell'd, 
Cries  out,  "  How  much  the  ancient  bards  cxccll'd!" 
But  when  thy  juft  tranflations  introduce 
To  nearer  converfe  any  JLatian  mufc, 
The  feveral  beauties  you  fo  well  exprefs, 
I  lofe  the  Roman  in  the^Britifli  drefs  ! 
Sweetly  deceiv'd,  the  ancients  I  contemn, 
And  with  miflaken  zeal  to  thee  exclaim, 
(5y  fo  much  nature,  fo  much  art  betray'd) 
"  What  vaft  improvements  have  our  moderns 
made  !" 

How  vain  and  unfuccefsful  feems  the  toil, 
To  raife  fuch  precious  fruit*  in  foreign  foil  : 
They  mourn,  tranfplanted  to  another  coaft, 
Their  beauties  languid,  and  their  flavour  loft  ! 
But  fuch  thy  art,  the  ripening  colours  glow 
As  pure  as  thofe  their  native  funs  beftow  ; 
Not  an  infipid  beauty  only  yield, 
4fot  breathe  the  odours  of  Aufonia's,  field. 


Such  is  the  genuine  flavour,  it  belies 
Their  ftranger  foil,  and  unacquainted  flcief. 

Vida  no  more  the  long  oblivion  fears, 
Which  hid  his  virtues  through  a  length  of  y< 
Ally'dto  thee,  he  lives  again  ;  thy  rhymes 
Shall  friendly  hand  him  down  to  lateft  times ; 
Shall  do  his  injur'd  reputation  right, 
While  in  thy  work  with  fuch  fucccfs  unite 
His  ftrength  of  judgment,  and  his  charms  of  fp_. 
That  precepts  pleafe,  and  mufic  feems  to  teach. 

Left  unimprov'd  I  feem  to  read  thee  o'er, 
Th'  unhallow'd  rapture  I  indulge  no  more  ; 
By  thee  inftrudcd,  I  the  talk  forfake, 
Nor  for  chafte  love  the  luft  of  vcrfe  miflake ; 
Thy  works  that  rais'd  this  frenzy  in  my  foul, 
Shall  teach  the  giddy  tumult  to  controul : 
Warm'd  as  I  am  with  every  mufe's  charms, 
Since  the  coy  virgins  fly  my  eager  arms, 
*  I'll  quit  the  work,  throw  by  my  ftrong  defire, 
And  from  thy  praife  reladanUy  retire. 

G.  RlDLIT, 

DR.  COBDEN  TO  MR.  PITT. 

On  lit  laving  a  Bay. Leaf fent  limfrom  PirpPt 

Tomb. 
FORGIVE  me,  Sir,  if  I  approve 

The  judgment  of  your  friend, 
Who  chofe  this  token  of  his  love 

From  Virgil's  tomb  to  fend. 
You,  who  the  Mantuan  poet  drefs 

In  pureft  Englifh  lays, 
Who  all  his  foul  and  flame  exprefs, 

May  juftly  claim  his  bays. 
Thofe  bays,  which  water'd  by  your  hand, 

From  Vida's  fpring  (ball  rife, 
And  with  frefli  verdure  crown'd,  withfland 

Th,e  lightning  of  the  fkies. 
Let  hence  your  emulation  fir'd 

His  matchlefa  ftrains  purfue, 
As  from  Achilles'  tomb  infpir'd, 

The  youth  a  rival  grew. 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  DR.  EDWARD  YOUNG, 

AT   EASTEURT  IN  DORSETSHIRE, 

On  the  Riview  at  Sorum,  1741. 

\VHILE  with  your  Dodington  rctir'd  you  fit, 
Charm'd  with  his  flowing  Burgundy  and  wit ; 
By  turns  relieving  with  the  circling  draught, 
Each  paufe  of  chat,  and  interval  of  thought : 
Or  through  the  well-glaz'd  tube,  From  bufinefs 

freed, 

Draw  the  rich  fpirit  of  the  Indian  weed ; 
Or  bid  your  eyes  o'er  Vanbrough's  models  roam, 
And  trace  in  miniature  the  future  dome, 
( While  bufy  fancy  with  imag'd  power 
Builds  up  the  work  of  ages  in  an  hour); 
Or  loft  in  thought,  contemplative  you  rove 
Through  opening  viftas,  and  the  fhady  grere  ; 
"Where  a  new  Eden  in  the  wilds  is  found, 
And  all  the  feafons  in  a  fpot  of  ground : 
There,  if  you  exercife  your  tragic  rage, 
To  bring  fome  hero  on  the  Britifh  ftage  ; 
Whofe  caufe  the  audience  with  applaufe  will  crown, 
And  make  his  triumphs  or  his  tears  their  own  ; 
Throw  by  the  bold  defign  ;  and  paint  no  more 
Imagin'd  chiefs,  and  monarchs  of  an  hour  ; 
From  fabled  worthies,  call  thy  mufe  to  fing 
Of  real  wonders,  and  "Britannia's  king.  [train 

Oh  !  hadft  thou  feen  him,  when  the  gathering 
Fill'd  up  proud  Sarum's  wide-extended  plain  ! 
Then,  when  he  ftoop'd  from  awful  majefty, 
Put  on  the  man,  and  laid  the  fovereign  by; 
When  the  glad  nations  faw  their  king  appear, 
Begirt  with  armies,  and  the  pride  of  war  ; 
More  pleas'd  his  people's  longing  eyes  to  blefs, 
He  look'd,  and  breath'd  benevolence  and  peace  : 
When  in  his  hand  Britannia's  awful  lord 
Held  forth  the  olive,  while  he  grafp'd  the  fword. 
So  Jove,  though  arm'd  to  blaft  the  Titan's  pride, 
With  all  his  burning  thunders  at  his  fide, 
Fram'd,  while  he  terrify'd  the  diftant  foe, 
His  fcheme  of  bleffings  for  the  world  below. 
This  hadft  thou  feen,  thy  willing  mufe  would  raife 
Her  ftrongeft  wing,  to  reach  her  fovereign's  praiie. 
To  what  bold  heights  cur  daring  hopes  may  climb  ? 
The  theme  fo  great  !  the  poet  fo  iublime  ! 
I  faw  him,  Ycung,  and  to  thefe  ravilh'd  eyes 
•JEv'n  now  his  godlike  figure  feerns  to  rife  : 
jVfild,  yet  majeftic,  was  the  monarch's  mien, 
Lovely,  though  great,  and  awful,  though  ferene. 
•(More  than  a  coin  or  picture  can  Unfold; 
Too  faint  the  colours,  and  too  bafe  the  gold  !) 


Xt  the  blefl  fight,  tranfported  and  amax'd         "•» 
One  univerfal  fhout  the  thoufands  rais'd,  v 

And  crowds  on  crowds  grew  loyal  as  they  gazMj 
His  foes  (if  any)  own'd  the  monarch's  caufe, 
And  chang'd  their  groundlcfs  clamouii   to    ap- 
plaufe ; 

Ev'n  giddy  faction  hail'd  the  glorious  day, 
And  wondering  envy  look'd  her  rage  away. 
As  Ceres  o'er  the  globe  her  chariot  drew, 
And  harvefts  ripen'd  where  the  goddefs  flevr  ;  * 
So,  where  his  gracious  footfteps  he  inclin'd, 
Peace  flew  before,  and  plenty  march'd  behind. 
Where  wild  affliction  rages,  he  appears 
To  wipe  the  widow's  and  the  orphan's  tears : 
The  fons  of  mifery  before  him  bow, 
And  for  their  merit  only  plead  their  woe. 
So  well  he  loves  the  public  liberty, 
His  mercy  fets  the  private  captive  free. 
Soon  as  our  royal  angel  came  in  view, 
The  prifons  burft,  the  ftarting  hinges  flew ; 
The  dungeon's  open'd,  and  rcfign'd  their  preyt 
To  joy,  to  life,  to  freedom,  and  the  day  : 
The  chains  drop  off;  the  grateful  captives  rear 
Their  hands  unmanacled  in  praife  and  prayer. 
Had  thus  victorious  Csefar  fought  to  pleafe, 
And  rul'd  the  vanquifh'd  world  with  arts  like 

thefe; 

The  generous  Brutus  had  not  fcorn'd  to  bend, 
But  funk  the  rigid  patriot  in  the  friend ; 
Nor  to  that  bold  excefs  of  virtue  ran, 
To  ftab  the  monarch,  where  he  lov'd  the  mast. 
And  Cato  rcconcil'd,  had  ne'er  difdiin'd 
To  live  a  fubje<5t  where  a  Brunfwick  reign'd. 
But  I  detain  your  nobler  mufe  too  long  -| 

Fr ORI  the  great  theme  that  mocks  my  humble  / 
fong,  f" 

A  theme  that  aflcs  a  Virgil  or  a  Young.  3 


ON  THE  APPROACHING 

DELIVERY  OF  HER  ROYAL  HIGHNESS, 

IN  THE  TEAR  1721. ANODE. 

YE  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 

Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 
Defcend,  ye  fpirits  of  the  fky  ; 
Stand  ail  ye  winged  guardians  by; 
Your  golden  pinions  kindly  fpread, 
And  watch  round  Carolina's  bed: 
Here  fix  your  refidence  on  earth, 
To  haften  on  the  glorious  birth  j 
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Her  fainting  fpirits  to  fupply, 
Catch  all  the  zephyrs  as  they  fly. 
Oh  !  fuccour  nature  in  the  ftrife, 
And  gently  hold  her  up  in  life  ; 
Nor  let  her  hence  too  foon  remove, 
To  join  your  facred  choirs  above  : 
But  live,  Britannia  to  adorn 
With  kings  and  princes  yet  unborn. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 
Affuage  her  pains,  and  Albion's  fears, 
For  Albion's  life  depends  on  her's. 
Oh  then  I  to  fave  her  from  defpair, 
Lean 'down,  and  liften  to  her  prayer. 
Crown  all  her  tortures  with  delight, 
And  call  th'  aufpicious  babe  to  light. 
We  hope  from  your  propitious  care, 
All  that  is  brave,  or  all  that's  fair. 
A  youth,  to  match  his  fire  In  arms  t 
Or  nymph,  to  match  her  mother's  charms; 
A  youth,  who  over  kings  {ball  reign, 
Or  nymph,  whom  kings  fhall  court  in  vain. 
From  far  the  royal  ilaves  fhall  come, 
And  wait  from  him  or  her  their  doom  ; 
To  each  their  different  fuits  fhall  move, 
And  pay  their  homage,  or  their  love. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 
When  the  foft  powers  of  fleep  fubdue 
Thofe  eyes,  that  fhine  as  bright  as  you ; 
With  fccnes  of  blifs,  tranfporting  themes  ! 
Prompt  and  inipire  her  golden  dreams  : 
Let  vifionary  bleffings  rife, 
And  fwim  before  her  doling  eye*. 
The  fenle  of  torture  to  fubdue, 
Set  -Britain'*  happinefs  to  view ; 
That  fight  her  fpirits  will  fuftain, 
And  give  her  pleafure  from  her  pain. 
Ye  angels,  come  without  delay ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 
Come,  and  rejoice  ;  th'  important  hour 
Is  paft,  and  all  our  fears  are  o'er; 
See  !  every  trace  of  anguifh  flies, 
While  in  her  lap  the  infant  lies, 
Her  pain  by  fudden  joy  beguil'd, 
She  hangs  in  rapture  o'er  the  childj 
Her  eyes  o'er  every  feature  run, 
The  father's  beauties  and  her  own. 
There,  pleased  her  image  to  furvey, 
She  melts  in  tenderncfs  away  ; 
Smiles  o'er  the  babe,  nor  fmiles  in  vain, 
The  babe  returns  th'  aufpicious  fmilc  again. 
Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 
Turn  heaven's  eternal  volume  o'er, 
And  look  for  this  tliftinguifh'd  hour  ; 
Confult  the  page  of  Britain's  ftatc, 
Before  you  cloie  the  books  of  fate  : 
Then  tell  us  what  you  there  have  feen, 
What  sera's  from  this  birth  begin. 
What  years  from  this  blcft  hour  muft  run, 
As  bright  and  hfting  as  the  fun. 
Far  from  the  ken  of  mortal  light, 
Thefe  fccrets  are  involv'd  in  night  : 
The  blclfings  which  this  birth  purfue, 
Ate  only  known  to  heaven  and  you. 


On   tie   Marriage  of  tie  Prince  of  Orange,  and  tfy 
Prliiceft  Royal  of  England  *. 

WHEN  Naflau  ey'd  his  native  coafts  no  more, 
And  firft  difcern'd  fair  Albion's  whitening  (hore* 
In  that  bleft  moment,  while  the  friendly  gales 
Wait  on  his  courfe,  and  flretch  the  fvvelling  fails, 
The  deeps  divide  ;  and,  as  the  waves  unclofe, 
The  genius  of  the  Britifh  ocean  rofe. 
Loofe  to  the  wind  his  fea-green  mantle  flow'd, 
And  in  his  eyes  unufual  pleafure  glow'd. 
Awhile  he  paus'd,  to  mark  on  Naflau's  face 
The  well-known  features  of  the  godlike  race  ; 
Whofe  fwords  were  facred  to  the  generous  caufs 
Of  truth,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws  : 
Then  (poke ;  the  winds  a  ftill  attention  keep, 
And  awful  filence  hufh'd  the  murmuring  deep  : 
"  Proceed,  great  prince,  to  our  lov'd  coaft  rei 

pair, 

Where  Anna  fhines  the  faired  of  the  fair  : 
Fonhy  diftinguifh'd  bed  the  fates  ordain 
The  royal  maid,  whom  kings  might  court  in  vain; 
The  royal  maid,  in  whom  the  graces  join'd 
Her  mother's  awful  charms,  and  more  than  female^ 

mind. 

The  merits  of  thy  race,  the  vaft  arrear 
That  Britain  owes,  fhall  all  be  pairl  in  her ; 
In  her  be  paid  the  debt  for  laws  reflor'd, 
For  England  fcv'd  by  William's  righteous  fworcU 
Immortal  William  ! — At  thy  facred  name 
My  heart  beats  quick,  and  owns  its  ancient  flamei  j 
Still  muft  I  call  to  mind  the  glorious  day,     [way;  i 
When  through  thefe  floods  the  hero  plough'd  his  i 
To  free  Britannia  from  the  tyrant's  chain, 
And  bid  the  proftrate  nations  rife  again. 
Well-pleas'd  I  faw  his  fluttering  dreamers  fly, 
And  the  full  fails  that  hid  the  diftant  fky. 
High  on  the  gilded  ftern,  majeflic  rode 
The  world's  great  patriot,  like  a  guardian  God, 
This  trident  aw'd  the  tumults  of  the  fea, 
And  bade  the  winds  the  hero's  nod  obey  : 
Fond  cf  the  taflc,  with  this  officious  hand 
I  pufli'd  the  facred  veffel  to  the  land ; 
The  land  of  liberty,  by  Rome  enflav'd  ; 
He  came,  he  faw,  he  vanquifh'd,  and  he  faVcl. 

O  may  that  hero,  and  thy  Anna's  fire 
To  nobleft  deeds  thy  generous  bufom  fire, 
And  with  their  bright  tranfmiflive  virtues  grace 
The  great  defendants  of  thy  princely  race  ! 
Still  may  they  all  their  great  example  draw 
From  her  Auguftus,  and  thy  own  Naflau  ! 
Vlay  the  fair  line  each  happy  realm  adorn, 
Blefs  future  (tales,  and  nations  yet  unborn  !" 

On  the   Marriage  of  Frederic  Prince   of  Walest  anA 
Priiicdfs  Augttjla  of  Saxe-Gotba  f . 

WHEN  pious  frauds  and  holy  pride  no  more 
Could  hold  that  empire  which  fo  long  they  bore ; 

*  -Originally  printed  in  tie  "  Epitbalamia  Oxoniett- 
?«,  Oxoftii,  1734,"  in  the  name  of  JVlr.  Spencc  ;  bat 
oiv  reclaimed  at  fill's  on  the  authority  of  Bijbofc 
Lotvtb. 

f  Originally  printed  in  the  "  Gratulatio  Academi* 
•  QxouienJ&s  iu  Muptias  aulpicatifiimai  illiftrin> 
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heaven. 
r,  was  his-j 

lent  air,      V 
!"  was  his  I 


From  fair  Germania's  ftates  the  truth  began 
To  gleam,  and  (hed  her  heavenly  light  on  man ; 
To  Frederic  f  firft,  the  Saxon  prince,  'twas  given, 
To  nurfe  and  cherifli  this  beft  gift  of  heaven. 
Its  growth,  whilft  young  and  tender,  was  his 

care, 

To  gtiard  its  blofibms  from  th'  inclement 
And  dying,  "  May'ft  thou  flouri(h  ! 
prayer. 

Again,  when  fair  religion  now  had  fpread 
Her  influence  round, and  rais'd  her  captiv'd  head; 
When   Charles  and   Rome   their  impious  forces 

join'd 

To  quench  its  light,  and  re-enflave  mankind ; 
Another  Frederic  |  firft  appear'd  in  arms, 
To  guard  th'  endanger'd  blefling  from  alarms. 
Ye   heavens '.  what  virtues  with  what   courage 

join'd ! 

But  join'd  in  vain ! — See,  vanquifli'd,  and  confin'd 
In  the  deep  gloom,  the  pious  hero  lies, 
And  lifts  to  heaven  his  ever-ftreaming  eyes. 
There,  fpent  with  forrows,  as  he  funk  to  reft 
(The  public  caufe  ftill  labouring  in  hisbreaft), 
Behold,  in  (lumber,  to  his  view  difplay'd, 
Refe  the  firft  Frederic's  venerable  (hade  ! 
His  temples  circled  with  a  heavenly  flame ; 
The  fame  his  flowing  robe,  his  look  the  fame. 

"  And  art  thou  come?  (the  captive  warrior 

cries) 

What  realms  fo  long  detained  thee  from  our  eyes? 
After  fuch  wars,  fuch  deaths  and  honours  paft, 
Is  our  great  guardian  chief  return 'd  at  laft  ? 
Say,  from  your  heaven,  fo  long  defir'd  in  vain, 
Defcends  our  hero  to  our  aid  again  ? 
Now  when  proud  Rome,  her  ftandard  wide  un- 

furl'd, 

Pours  like  a  deluge  o'er  the  trembling  world ; 
Fierce,  her  difputed  empire  to  reftore, 
And  fcourge  mankind  for  ten  dark  ages  more  ? 
Like  me,  religion  wears  the  tyrant's  chain; 
Proftrate  like  me,  fhe  bleeds  at  every  vein  : 
Oh  !  muft  we  never,  never  rife  again  ?" 

"  Difmifs  thy  fears,  (the  reverend  (hade  replies) 
Be  firm,  be  conftant,  and  abfolve  the  Ikies. 
Dark  are  the  ways  of  heaven  :  let  man  attend  : 
Soon  will  the  regular  confufion  end. 
Soon  (hail  thy  eyes  a  brighter  fcene  furvey 
(Lo,  the  fleet  hours  already  wing  their  way  !) 
When,  to  thy  native  foil  in  peace  reftor'd, 
Once  more  (hall  Gotha  fee  her  lawful  Lord. 
True  to  religion,  each  fucccflive  fon 
Shall  aid  the  caufe  their  generous  fires  begun. 
Even  now  I  look  through  fate.     O  glorious  fight ! 
1  fee  thy  offspring  as  they  rife  to  light. 

<c  morum  Principum  Frederici  Principis  Walliae 
"  et  Auguftas  Principiflae  de  Saxo-Gotha.  Oxo-v 
"  nii,  1736;"  and  noiv  rejlored  to  Pitt,  on  the  fame 
vnqueftionable  authority  as  the  preceding  poem, 

f   Frederic ,  Elector  of  $a\ony,  the  chief  ProteSJor  of 
Luther  and  tbe   Protejlant  religion^  died  In   tbe  year 


\   John  Frederic,  nephew  to  tbe  former ,  taken  frifoner 
by  Charles  V.  and  deff  oiled  of  bis  deflorate  by  him  in 


What  benefits  to  man  !  what  Kghts  divine ! 

What  heroes,  and  what  faints  adorn  the  line ! 

And  oh  !  to  crown  the  fcene,  my  joyful  eyes 

Behold  from  far  a  princely  virgin  rife  ! 

This,  this  is  fhe,  the  fmiling  fates  ordain 

To  bring  the  bright  primeval  times  again  ! 

The  fair  Augufta! — Grac'd  with  blooming  charms; 

Referv'd  to  blefs  a  BritifK  prince's  arms. 

Behold,  behold  the  loHg-expeded  day  ! 

Fly  fwift,  ye  hours,  ye  minutes,  hafte  away  ; 

To  wed  the  fair,  O  favour'd  of  the  ikies, 

Rife  in  thy  time,  thou  deftin'd  hero,  rife  ! 

For  through  this  fcene  of  opening  fate,  I  fee 

A  greater  Frederic  fhall  arife  in  thee  ! 

Then  let  thy  fears  from  this  bleft  moment  ceafej 

Henceforth  fhall  pure  religion  reign  in  peace. 

Thy  royal  race  (hall  Albion's  fceptre  fway, 

And  fon  to  fon  th'  imperial  power  convey  : 

All  fhall  fupport,  like  thee,  the  noble  caufe 

Of  truth,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws." 

This  faid,  the  venerable  (hade  retir'd : 
The  wondering  hero,  at  the  vifion  fir'd, 
With  generous  rapture  glows ;  forgets  his  pains, 
Smiles  at  his  woes,  and  triumphs  in  his  chains. 

THE  FIRST  HYMN  OF  CALLIMACHUS  TO 
JUPITER. 

WHIX.E  trembling  we  approach  Jove's  awful  (hrinC| 
With  pure  libations,  and  with  rites  divine ; 
What  theme  more  proper  can  we  choofe  to  fing, 
Then  Jove  hirafelf,  the  great,  eternal  king ! 
Whofe  word  gives  law  to  thofe  of  heavenly  birth; 
Whofe  hand  fubdues  the  rebel  fons  of  earth. 
Since  doubts  and  dark  difputes  thy  titles  move, 
Hear'ft  thou,  Didxan  and  Lycaean  Jove  ? 
For  here  thy  birth  the  tops  of  Ida  claim, 
And  there  Arcadia  triumphs  in  thy  name. 
But  Crete  in  vain  would  boaft  a  grace  fo  high, 
Whofe  faithlefs  fons  through  mere  complexion  lie : 
Immortal  as  thou  art  in  endlefs  bloom, 
To  prove  their  claim,  they  build  the  thunderer's 

tomb. 

Be  then  Arcadian,  for  the  towering  height 
Of  fteep  Parrhafia  welcom'd  thee  to  light; 
When  pregnant  Rhasa,  wandering  through  the 

wood, 

Sought  out  her  darkeft  (hades,  and  bore  the  God ; 
The  place  thus  hailow'd  by  the  birth  of  Jove, 
More  than  religious  horror  guards  the  grove  : 
The  gloom  all  teeming  females  ft  HI  decline, 
From  the  vile  worm,  to  woman,  form  divine. 
Soon  as  the  mother  had  difcharg'd  her  load, 
She  fought  a  fpring  to  bathe  the  recent  god ; 
But  fought  in  vain  :  no  living  ftream  (he  found, 
Though  fince,  the  waters  drench  the  realms  *• 

round. 

Clear  Erymanthus  had  not  learn'd  to  glide, 
Nor  mightier  Ladon  drove  his  fwelling  tide, 
At  thy  grcar  birth,  where  now  laon  flows, 
Tall  towering  oaks,  and  pathlefs  forcfts  rofc. 
The  thirfty  favages  were  heard  to  roar, 
Where  Cario  foftly  murmurs  to  the  more ; 
Where  fpreading  Melas  widely  floats  the  coaft, 
The  flying  chariot  rais'd  a  cloud  of  duft. 


Set 
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With  drouth  o'er  Gratis  and  Menope  curft, 
The  fainting  fwain,  to  aggravate  his  third- , 
Heard  from  within  the  bubbling  waters  flow, 
In  clofe  rcftraint,  and  murmur  from  below. 

Thou  tob,  O  earth,  (enjoin'd  the  power  divine) 
Bring  forth  ;  thy  pargs  are  lefs  fevere  than  mine, 
And  fooncr  paft  ;  me  fpokc,  and  as  (he  fpoke 
Rcar'd  high  her  fcepter'd  arm,  and  pierc'd  the 

rock. 

Wide  to  the  blow  the  parting  mountain  rent, 
The  waters  gufli'd  tumultuous  at  the  vent, 
Impatient  to  be  freed  ;  emid  the  flood 
She  plung'd  the  recent  babe,  and  bath'd  the  god. 
She  wrapp'd  thee,  mighty  king,  in  purple  bands, 
Then  gave  the  facred  charge  to  Neda's  hands, 
The  babe  to  nourifli  in  the  clofc  retreat, 
And  in  the  fafe  recefs,  of  diftant  Crete. 
In  years  and  wifdom,  of  the  nymphs  who  nurd 
The  infant  thunderer,  Neda  was  the  firft ; 
Next  Styx  and  Phylire  ;  the  virgin  (har'd 
For  her  great  truft  difcharg'd  a  great  reward  : 
For  by  her  honour'd  name  the  flood  fhe  calls, 
Which  rolls  into  the  fea  by  Leprion's  walls ; 
To  drink  her  ftreams  the  fons  of  Areas  crowd, 
And  draw  for  ever  from  the  ancient  flood. 

Thee,  Jove,  the  careful  nymph  to  Cnoffusbore, 
(To  Cnoffus  feated  on  the  Cretan  more) 
With  joyful  arms  the  Corybantes  heav'd, 
And  the  proud  nymphs  the  gloriouscharge  receiv'd. 
Above  the  reft  in  grace  Adrafte  ftood, 
She  rock'd  the  golden  cradle  of  the  god ; 
On  his  ambrofial  lips  the  goat  diftill'd 
Her  milky  ftore,  and  fed  th'  immortal  child  : 
With  her  the  duteous  bee  prefents  her  fpoils, 
And  for  the  god  repeats  her  flowery  toils. 

The  fierce  Curetes  too  in  arms  advance, 
And  tread  tumultuoufly  their  myftic  dance  : 
And,  left  thy  cries  fhould  reach  old  Saturn's  ear, 
Beat  on  their  brazen  fhields  the  din  of  war. 

Full  foon,  Almighty  King,  thy  early  prime 
Advanc'd  beyond  the  bounds  of  vulgar  time. 
Ere  the  foft  down  had  cloth'd  thy  youthful  face, 
Swift  was  thy  growth  in  wit  and  every  grace. 
Fraught  was  thy  mind  in  life's  beginning  ftage, 
With  all  the  wifdom  of  experienc'd  age  : 
Thy  elder  brothers  hence  their  claims  refign, 
And  leave  th'  unbounded  heavens  by  merit  thine ; 
For  fure  thofe  poets  fable,  who  advance 
The  bold  afiertion,  that  capricious  chance 
By  equal  lots  to  Saturn's  ions  had  given 
The  triple  reign  of  ocean,  hell  a-id  heaven. 
Above  blind  chance  the  vaft  divifion  lies, 
And  hell  holds  no  proportion  to  *'  :  fides. 
Things  of  a  kfs,  and  equal  value,  turn 
On  the  blind  lot  of  an  inverted  urn. 
Not  chance,  O  Jove,  attain'd  heaven's  high  abodes, 
But  thy  own  power  advanc'd  thee  o'er  the  gods, 
Thy  power  rhat  whirls  thy  rapid  chariot  on, 
Thy  power,  the  great  afieflbr  of  thy  throne. 
Difmift  by  thee,  th'  imperial  eagle  flies       [ikies  : 
Charg'd  with  thy  figns  and  thunders  through  the 
To  me  and  mine  glad  omens  may  (he  bring, 
And  to  the  left  extend  her  golden  wing. 

Thou  to  inferior  gods  hall  well  afllgn'd 
The  various  ranks  and  orders  of  mankind  : 


Of  thefe  the  wandering  merchants  claim  the  caret 
Of  thofc  the  poets,  and  the  fons  of  war  : 
Kings  claim  from  thee  rhcir  titles  and  their  reigtt 
O'er  all  degree?,  the  foldier  and  the  fwain. 
Vulcan  preildes  o'er1  all  Who  bear  the  mafs, 
Bend  the  tough  fteel,  and  fhape  the  tortnr'd  brs 
Diana  thofe  adore  who  fpread  the  toils  ; 
To  Mars  the  warrior  dedicates  his  fpoih. 
The  bard  to  Phoebus  ftrikesthe  living  firings, 
Jove's  royal  province  is  the  care  of  kings; 
For  kings  fubmiffive  hear  thy  high  decree, 
And  hold  their  delegated  powers  from  thee. 
Thy  name  the  judge  and  legiflator  awes, 
When  this  enadb,  and  that  directs  the  laws  ; 
Cities  and  realms  thy  great  prote&ion  prove  j 
Thefe  bend  to  monarchs,  as  they  bend  to  Jove. 

Though  to  tiiy  fceptre'd  fons  thy  will  extendr, 
The  proper  mean*  proportion'd  to  their  ends; 
Ail  are  nut  favour'd  in  the  fame  degree, 
For  power  fupreme  belongs  to  Ptolemy1 ; 
What  no  inferior  limitary  king 
Could  in  a  length  of  years  to  i  ipenefs  bring, 
Sudden  his  word  performs;  his  boundlefs  power 
Completes  the  work  of  ages  in  an  hour  : 
While  others  labour  through  a  wretched  reign, 
Their  fchemes  are  blafted,  and  their  counfcls  vaiif, 

Hail  Saturn's  mighty  fon,  to  whom  we  owe 
Life,  health,  and  every  blefling  here  below  ! 
Who  (hall  in  worthy  ftrains  thy  name  adorn  ? 
What  living  bard  ?  what  poet  yet  unborn  ? 
Hail  and  all  hail  again  ;  in  equal  fhares 
Give  wealth  and  virtue,  and  indulge  our  prayers. 
Hear  us,  great  king,  unlefs  they  meet  combin'd, 
Each  is  but  half  a  blefling  to  mankind. 
Then  erant  us  both,  that  blended  they  may  prove 
A  doubled  happinel's,  and  worthy  Jove. 

THE  SECOND  HYMN  OF  CALLIMACHUtf 
TO  APOLLO. 

HA  !  how  Apollo's  hallow'd  laurels  wave  ? 
How  (hakes  the  temple  from  its  inmoft  cave? 
Fly,  ye  profane  ;  for  lo  '.  in  heavenly  ftate 
The  power  defcends,  and  thunders  ac  the  gate7. 
See,  how  the  Delian  palms  with  reverence  nod  ! 
Hark  !  how  the  tuneful  fwans  conftfs  the  god  I 
Leap  from  your  hinges,  burft  your  brazen  bars, 
Ye  facred  doors  ;  the  god,  the  god  appears. 

Ye  youth,  begin  the  fong;  in  choirs  advance; 
Wake  all   your   lyres,    and  form    the   mcafur'd 

dance. 

No  impious  wretch  his  holy  eyes  have  view'd, 
None  but  the  juft,  the  innocent,  and  good. 
To  fee  the  power  confeft  your  minds  prepare, 
Refin'd  from  guilt,  and  purify 'd  by  prayer. 
So  may  you  mount  in  youth  the  nuptial  bed, 
So  grace  wich  filver  hairs  y»ur  aged  head  ; 
So  the  proud  walls  with  lot^y  turrets  crown, 
And  lay  foundations  for  the  rifmg  town. 

Apollo's  fong  with  aw  ful  filence  hr ar  ; 
Ev'n  the  wild  feas  the  facred  fong  revere  : 
N<  r  NY-etched  Thetis  dares  to  muke  her  moan, 

jut  Apollo  flew  her  <!arlir«g  f.:n. 
When  the  1  ud  lo-Pstans  ring  around, 
She  checks  her  fighs,  and  trembles  at  the  found, 
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SFix'd  in  her  grief  muft  Niobe  appear, 
Nor  through  the  Phrygian  marble  drop  a  tear  ; 
Still,  though  a  rock,  fhe  dreads  Apollo's  bow, 
And  (lands  her  own  fad  monument  of  woe. 

Sound  the  loud  16's,  and  the  temple  rend, 
With  the  bled  gods  'tis  impious  to  contend. 
In  his  audacious  rage  would  brave  the  ikies 
He,  who  the  power  of  Ptolemy  defies, 
(From  whence  the  mighty  blcfling  was  beftow'd), 
Or  challenge  Phoebus,  and  refift  the  god. 

Beyond  the  night  your  hallow'd  ftraius  prolong, 
Till  the  day  rifes  on  the  unfinifh'd  fong. 
Nor  lefs  his  various  attributes  require, 
So  {hall  he  honour,  and  reward  the  choir; 
For  honour  is  his  gift,  and  high  above 
He  fhines,  and  graces  the  right-hand  of  Jove  : 
With  beamy  gold  his  robes  divinely  glow, 
His  harp,  his  quiver,  and  his  Lictian  bow  ; 
His  feet  how  fair  and  glorious  to  behold  ! 
Shod  in  rich  fandals  of  refulgent  gold  '. 
Wealth  ftiil  attends  him,  and  vaft  gifts  beftow'd. 
Adorn  the  Delphic  temple  of  the  god. 
Eternal  charms  his  youthful  cheeks  diffufe ; 
His  trtfles  dropping  with  ambrofial  dews, 
Pale  death  before  him  flies,  with  dire  difeafe, 
And  health  and  life  are  wafted  in  the  breeze. 

To  thee,  great  Phoebus,  various  arts  belong, 
To  wing  the  dart,  and  guide  the  poet's  fong : 
Th'  enlighten'd  prophet  feels  thy  flames  divine, 
And  all  the  dark  events  of  lots  are  thine. 
By  Phoebus  taught,  the  fage  prolongs  our  breath, 
And  in  its  flight  fufpends  the  dart  of  death. 
I    To  thy  great  name,  O  Nomian  power,  we  cry, 
lire  fince  the  time  wben,  {looping  from  the  Jky, 
To  tend  Admetus'  herds  thy  godhead  chofe, 
On  the  fair  banks  where  clear  Amphryfus  flows  : 
BJeft  are  the  herds,  and  bleft  the  flocks,  that  lit 
Beneath  the  influence  of  Apollo's  eye. 
The  meads  re-echo'd  to  the  bleating  lambs, 
And  the  kids  leap'd,  and  frifk'd  around  their  dams; 
Her  weight  of  milk  each  ewe  dragg'd  on  with 

pain, 
And  dropp'd  a  double  offspring  on  the  plain. 

On  great  Apollo  for  his  aid  we  call, 
To  build  th'  town  and  raife  th'  embattled  wall : 
He,  while  an  infant,  fram'd  the  wondrous  plan, 
In  fair  Ortygia,  for  the  ufe  of  man. 
When  young  Diana  urg'd  her  fylvan  toils, 
From  Cynthus'  tops  flie  brought  her  favage  fpoils; 
The  heads  of  mountain-goats,  and  antlers  lay 
Spread  wide  around,  the  trophies  of  the  day  : 
Of  thefe  a  ftru<5hire  he  compos'd  with  art, 
In  order  rang'd,  and  jufl  in  every  part; 
And  by  that  model  taught  us  to  difpoi'e 
The  rifmg  city,  and  with  walls  enclofe  ; 
Where  the  foundations  of  the  pile  fliould  lie, 
Or  towers  and  battlements  fliould  reach  the  flcy. 

Apollo  lent  th'  aufpicious  crow  before, 
When  our  great  founder  touch'd  the  l,ybian  {bore  : 
Full  on  the  right  he  flew  to  call  him  on, 
And  guide  the  people  to  their  deftin'd  town ; 
Which  to  a  race  of  kings  Apolio  vow'd, 
And  nVd  for  ever  ftands  the  promife  of  the  god. 

Or  hear'il  thou,  while  thy  honours  we  proclaim, 
Thy  Boedromiau,  or  thy  Clarian  name  I 
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( For  to  the  power  are  Various  narhes  afllgn'd 
From  cities  rais'd,  and  bleflings  to  mankind.) 
In  thy  Caruean  title  I  rejoice, 
And  join  my  grateful  country's  public  voice. 
Ere  to  Gyrene's  realms  our  courfe  we  bore. 
Thrice  were  we  led  by  thee  from  fliore  to  Ihore; 
Till  our  progenitor  the  region  gain'd, 
And  annual  rites  and  annual  feafls  ordain'd. 
When  at  thy  prophet  Camus'  will,  we  rais'd 
A  glorious  temple  ;  and  the  altars  blaz'd 
With  hecatombs  of  bulls,  whole  recking  blood, 
Great  king,  they  fhed  to  thee  their  guardian  god. 

16  !  Carnean  Phoebus  !  awful  power  ! 
Whom  fair  Gyrene's  fuppliant  Ions  adore  ! 
To  deck  thy  hallow  d  temple,  fee  !  we  bring 
The  choicer!  flowers,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring  : 
The  moft  diftinguifli'd  odours  nature  yields, 
When  balmy  zephyr  breathes  along  the  fields; 
Soon  as  the  fad  inverted  year  retreats, 
To  thee  the  crocus  dedicates  his  fweets. 
From  thy  bright  altars  hallow'd  flames  afpire; 
They  fiiiue  incefiant  from  the  facred  fire. 
What  joy,  what  tranfport,  fwells  Apollo's  breaft, 
When  at  his  great  Carnean  annual  feaft, 
Clad  in  their  arms  our  .Libyan  tribes  advance, 
Mix'd  with    our  fwarthy  dames,    and  lead  th» 

dance. 

Nor  yet  the  Greeks  had  reach'd  Gyrene's  floods; 
But  rov'd  through  wild  Azilis'  gloomy  woods  ; 
Whom  to  his  nymph  Apollo  deign'd  to  (how, 
High  as  he  {lood  on  tall  Myrtufa's  brow  ; 
Where  the  fierce  lion  by  her  hands  was  flain, 
Who  in  his  fatal  rage  laid  wafle  the  plain. 
Still  to  Gyrene  are  his  gifts  convey'd, 
In  dear  remembrance  of  the  ravilh  d  maid; 
Nor  were  her  fons  ungrateful,  who  beftow'd 
Their  choiceft  honours  on  their  guardian  god. 

16  !   with  holy  raptures  fmg  around  ; 
We  awe  to  Delphos  the  triumphant  found. 
When  thy  vuftuiious  hands  vouchfaf 'd  to  {how 
The  wonders  of  thy  {hafts  and  golden  bow; 
When  Python  from  his  den  was  feen  to  rife, 
Dire,  fierce,  tremendous  of  enormous  fize; 
By  thee  with  many  a  fatal  arrow  flain, 
The  moniler  funk  extended  on  the  plain ; 
Shaft  after  {haft  in  fwift  fucceflion  flew; 
As  fwift  the  people's  ftiouts  and  prayers  purfue. 
16,  Apollo,  launch  thy  flying  dart ; 
Send  it,  oh  1  fend  it  to  the  monfter's  heart. 
When  thy  fair  mother  bore  thee,  flit  defign'd 
Her  mighty  fon,  a  blefiing  to  mankind. 

Envy,  that  other  plague  and  fiend,  drew  near, 
And  gently  whifper'd  in  Apollo's  ear  : 
No  poet  I  regard  but  him  whofc  lays 
Are  fvvelling,  loud,  arid  boundlefs  as  the  feas; 
Apollo  fpurn'd  the  fury,  and  repiy'd, 
The  vaft.  Euphrates  rolls  a  mighty  tide ; 
With  rumbling  torrents  the  rough  river  roars ; 
But  black  with  mud,  difcolour'd  from  hU  {hores, 
Prone  down  Affyi  ia's  lands  his  courfe  he  keeps, 
And  with  polluted  waters  ftains  the  deeps. 
But  the  Melifian  nymphs  to  Ceres  bring 
The  pureft  product  of  the  limpid  fpring  ; 
Small  is  the  facred  {tream,  but  never  itain'd 
With  mud,  or  foul  ablutions  from  the  land. 


Soi 
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Hail,  glorious  king!  beneath  thymatchlefs  power 
May  malice  fink,  and  envy  be  no  more  ! 

TO  SIR  JAMES  THORNHILL, 

On  bis  Exctllent  Painting,  the  Ra,e  of  Helen  ,  at  the 
Stat  of  General  Erie  in 


Written  in  the  Year  1718. 

COULD  I  with  thee,  O  Thornhill,  bear  a  part, 
And  join  the  poet's  with  the  painter's  art, 
(Though  both  fhare  mutually  each  common  name, 
Their  thoughts,  their  genius  and  defign  the  fame!) 
The  mufe,  with  features  neither  weak  nor  faint, 
Should  draw  her  filler-  art  in  fpeaking  paint. 
But  while  admiring  thine  and  nature  'sftrife, 
I  fee  each  touch  juft  ftarting  into  life, 
From  fide  to  fide  with  various  raptures  toft, 
Amid  the  vifionary  fcenes  I'm  loft. 

Methinks  as  thrown  upon  fome  fairy  land, 
Amaz'd  we  know  not  how,  nor  where  we  {land  ; 
While  tripping  phantoms  to  the  fight  advance, 
And  gay  ideas  lead  the  mazy  dance  : 
While  wondering1  we  behold  in  every  part 
The  beauteous  fcenes  of  thy  creating  art. 

By  fuch  degrees  thy  colours  rife  and  fall, 
And  breathing  flufti  the  animated  wall  ; 
That  the  bright  objects  which  our  eyes  furvey, 
Ravffh  the  mind,  and  Heal  the  foul  away; 
Our  footfteps  by  fome  fecrct  power  are  croft, 
And  in  the  pai:itcr  all  the  bard  is  loft. 

Thus  in  a  magic  ring  we  ftand  confin'd 
While  fubtle  fpells  the  fatal  circle  bind  ; 
In  vain  \ve  ftrivc  and  labour  to  depart, 
JFix'd  by  the  charms  of  that  myfterious  art  ; 
In  vain  the  paths  and  avenues  we  trace, 
While  fpirits  guard  and  fortify  the  place. 

How  could  my  ftretch'd  imagination  fvvell, 
And  on  each  iryular  proportion  dwell  ! 
While  thy  fwiit  art  unravels  nature's  maze, 
And  imitates  her  works,  and  treads  her  ways, 
Nature  with  wonder  foes  herfclf  out-done, 
And  claims  the  fair  creation  for  her  own  ; 
Thy  figures  in  fuch  lively  ftrokes  excel, 
They  give  thole  paflions  which  they  feem  to  feel. 
Each  various  feature  fome  ftrong  impulfe  bears, 
Wraps  us  in  joy,  or  melts  us  all  to  tears. 
Each  piece  with  fuch  tranfcendent  art  is  wrought, 
That  we  could  almoft  fay  thy  pictures  thought  ; 
When  we  behoM  thee  conquer  in  the  ftrifc, 
And  ftrike  the  kindling  figures  info  life, 
Which  does  from  thy  creating  pencil  pafs, 
"Warm  the  dull  matter,  and  inipire  the  mafs  ; 
As  fam'd  Prometheus'  wand  convey'd  the  ray 
Of  heavenly  fire  to  animate  his  clay. 

How  the  juft  ftrokes  in  harmony  unite  ! 
How  fhades  and  darkntfs  recommend  the  light  ! 
No  lineaments  unequally  furprife  ; 
The  beauties  regularly  fail  and  rife. 
Loft  in  each  other  we  in  vain  purfue 
The  fleeting  lines  that  cheat  our  wearied  view. 
Nor  know  we  how  their  fubtle  courfes  run, 
Nor  where  this  ended,  nor  where  that  begun. 
Nor  where  the  (hades  their  utmoft  bounds  difplay, 
Or  the  light  fades  infenfibly  away  j 


But  all  harmonioufly  confus'd  we  fee", 
While  all  the  fweet  varieties  agree. 

Thus  when  the  organ's  folertm  airs  afyire, 
The  blended  mufic  wings  our  thoughts  with 
Here  warbling  notes  in  whifpering  breezes 
But  in  their  btrth  the  tender  accents  die  ; 
While  thence  the  bolder  notes  exulting  come, 
Swdl  as  they  rly,  and  bound  along  the  dome. 
With  tranfport  fir'd,  each  loft  in  each  we 
And  all  the  foul  is  center'd  in  the  ear. 

See  firft  the  fenate  of  the  gods  above, 
Frequent  and  full  amid  the  courts  of  Jove  r 
Behold  the  radiant  confiftory  (hine, 
With  features,  airs,  and  lineaments  divine. 
Hermes  difpatch'd  from  the  bright  council  flies'. 
And  cleaves  with  all  his  wings  the  liquid  fkie«. 
In  many  a  whirl  and  rapid  circle  driven 
So  fwift.  he  feems  at  once  in  earth  and  heaven. 
Oh  !  with  what  energy  !  what  noble  force 
Of  ftrongeft  colours  you  defcribe  his  courfe  ? 
Till  the  fwift  god  the  Phrygian  (hepherd  found 
Compos'd  for  fleep,  and  ftretch'd  along  the  ground. 
He  brings  the  blooming  gold,  the  fatal  prize, 
The  bright  reward  of  Oytherea's  eyes. 
The  confcious  earth  the  awful  fignal  takes. 
Without  a  wind  the  quivering  foreft  fhakes ; 
Tall  Ida  bow< ;  th1  unwieldy  mountains  nod; 
And  all  conftfs  the  prefence  of  the  god. 

Like  (hooting  meteors,  gliding  from  above,     ^ 
See  the  proud  confort  of  the  thundering  Jove,    | 
War's  glorious  goddefs,  and  the  queen  of  love ;  j 
Arm'd  in  their  naked  charms,  the  Phrygian  boy 
Regards  thofc  charms  with  mingled  fear  and  joy. 
Here  Juno  (lands  with  an  imperial  mien, 
At  once  confeft  a  goddefs  and  a  queen. 
Her  cheeks  a  fcornftil  indignation  warms, 
Blots  out  her  fmiles,  as  confcious  of  her  charms. 
But  Venus  fhines  in  milder  beauties  there, 
And  every  grace  adorns  the  blooming  fair. 
While,  confcious  of  her  charms,  fhe  feems  to  rife, 
Claims,  and  already  gral'usin  hope  the  prize; 
Beauteous,  as  when  immortal  Phidias  ftrove 
From  Parian  recks  to  carve  the  queen  of  love  : 
Each  grace  obey'd  the  fummons  of  his  art, 
And  a  new  beauty  fprung  from  every  part. 
In  all  the  terrors  of  her  beauty  bright,  fl 

Fair  Pallas  awes  and  charms  the  Trojan's  fight,  > 
And  gives  fucccflive  reverence  and  delight.          j 

Nor  thrones,  nor  victories,  his  foul  can  move  j 
Crowns,  arms,  and  triumphs,  what  are  you  to  love  t 
Too  foorrrefign'd  to  Venus,  they  behold 
The  glittering  ball  of  vegetable  gold. 
While   Jove's   proud   confort  thrown   from   her 

defires, 

Inflam'd  with  rage  malicioufly  retires; 
Already  kindles  her  immortal  hate, 
Already  labours  with  the  Trojan  fate. 
While  a  new  tranfport  flufh  d   the   blooming'V 
boy,  f 

Htlen  he  feems  already  to  enjoy,  f 

And  feeds  the  flame  that  muft  confume  his  Troy.  J1 

Another  fcene  our  wondering  fight  recalls  ; 
The  fair  adultersfs  leaves  her  native  walls  :    [joy ; 
Her   cheeks  are  ftain'd  with  mingled  flume  and1 
LuU'd  on  the  bofoav  of  the  Phrygian  boy* 
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To  the  loud  deeps  he  bears  his  charming  fpoufe, 
Freed  from  her  lord,  and  from  her  former  vows. 
On  their  foft  wings  the  whifpering  zephyrs  play, 
The  breezes  ikim  along  the  dimpled  fea  : 
The  wanton  loves  direift  the  gentle  gales, 
Sport  in  the  fhrowds,  and  flutter  in  the  fails. 
While  her  twin-brothers  *  with  a  gracious  ray 
Point  out  her  courfe  along  the  watery  way. 

Th'  exalted  ilrokes  fo  delicately  ftune, 
All  fo  confpire  to  putii  the  bold  defign  ; 
That  in  each  fprightly  feature  we  may  find 
The  great  ideas  of  the  matter's  mind, 
As  the  ftrong  colours  faithfully  unite, 
Mellow  to  (hade,  and  ripen  into  light. 
Let  others  form  with  care  the  ruddy  mafs, 
And  torture  into  life  the  running  brafs, 
,  With  potent  art  the  breathing  ftatue  mould, 
Shape  and  infpire  the  animated  gold ; 
Let  others  fenfe  to  Parian  marbles  give, 
Bid  the  rocks  leap  to  form,  and  learn  to  live ; 
Still  be  it  thine,  O  Thorrihill,  to  unite 
The  pleafing  difcord  of  the  {hade  and  light ; 
To  vanquifh  nature  in  the  generous  ftrife, 
And  touch  the  glowing  features  into  life. 

But,  Thornhill,  would  thy  noble  foul  impart 
One  lafting  inftance  of  thy  godlike  art 
To  future  times ;  and  in  thy  fame  engage 
The  praife  of  this  and  every  diftant  age  ; 
To  {tretch  that  art  as  far  as  it  can  go, 
Draw  the  triumphant  chief,  and  vanquifh'd  foe  : 
In  his  own  dome,  amidft  the  fpacious  walls, 
Draw  the  deep  fquadrons  of  the  routed  Gauls; 
Their  raviftVd  banners,  and  their  arms  refign'd, 
While  the  brave  hero  thunders  from  behind  ; 
Pours  on  their  front,  or  hangs  upon  their  rear; 
Fights,  leads,  commands,  and  animates  the  war. 
Let  his  ftrong  courfer  champ  his  golden  chain, 
And  proudly  paw  th'  imaginary  plain. 
To  Aghrim's  bloody  wreaths  let  Crefli  yield, 
With  the  fair  laurels  of  Ramilia's  field. 

Next,  on  the  fea  the  daring  hero  (how, 
To  cheer  his  friends,  and  terrify  the  foe. 
Lo  !  the  great  chief  to  famiflTd  thoufands  bears, 
The  food  of  armies,  and  fupport  of  wars. 
The  Britons  rufli'd  with  native  virtue  fir'd, 
And  qnell'd  the  foe,  or  glorioufly  expir'd  ; 
Plunging  through  flames  and  floods,  their  valour 

broke 

O'er  the  rang'd  cannon,  and  a  night  of  fmoke, 
Through  the  wedg'd  legions  urg'd  their  noble  toil, 
To  fpend  their  thunder  on  the  towers  of  Lifle  ; 
While  by  his  deeds  their  courage  he  infpires, 
And  wakes  in  every  bread  the  fleeping  fires. 
Thus  the  whole  feries  of  his  labours  join, 
Stretch 'd  from  the  Belgic  ocean  to  the  Boyne* 

Then  glorious  in  retreat  the  chief  may  read 
Th'  immortal  a&ions  of  the  noble  dead; 
And  in  recording  colours,  with  delight, 
Review  his  conquefts,  and  enjoy  the  fight; 
See  his  own  deeds  on  each  ennobled  plain  ; 
While  fancy  a&shis  triumphs  o'er  again. 

Thus  on  the  Tyrian  walls  ./Eneas  read, 
How  ftcrn  Achilles  rag'd,  and  He&or  bled; 

*   Caflor  and  PiHvtt. 
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But  half  unflieath'd  hi$  fword,  and  grip'd  his" 

fliield, 

When  he  amidft  the  fcene  himfelf  beheld, 
Thundering  on  Simois*  banks,  or  battling 


*^ 

rip'd  his") 

I,  [field,  f 
g  in  the  3 


PART  OF  THE  SECOND  BOOK  OF  STA- 

T1US. 

Now  Jove's  command  fulfill'd,  the  fon  of  May 
Quits  rhe  black  (hades,  and  flowly  mounts  to  day, 
For  lazy  clouds  in  gloomy  barriers  rife, 
Obftru<5t  the  god,  and  intercept  the  fides ; 
No  zephyrs  here  their  airy  pinions  move, 
To  fpeed  his  progrefs  to  the  realms  above. 
Scarce  can  he  fteer  his  dark  laborious  flight, 
Loft  and  encumber'd  in  the  damps  of  night : 
There  roaring  tides  of  fire  his  courfe  withitood, 
Here  Styx  in  nine  wide  circles  roll'd  his  flood. 
Behind  old  Laius  trod  th'  infernal  ground, 
Trembling  with  age,  and  tardy  from  his  wound; 
(For  ail  his  force  his  furious  fon  apply'd, 
And  plung'd  the  guilty  faulchion  in  his  fide.) 
Propt  and  fupported  by  the  healing  rod, 
The  fliade  purfued  the  footfteps  of  the  god. 
The  grores  that  never  bloom  ;  the  Stygian  coafts,' 
The  houfe  of  woe ;  the  manfions  of  the  ghofts. 
Earth  too  admires  to  fee  the  ground  give  way^ 
And  gild  hell's  horrors  with  the  gleams  of  day. 

But  not  with  life  repining  envy  fled,  ,. 
She  ftill  reigns  there,  and  lives  among  the  dead. 
One  from  this  crowd  exclaim'd  (  whole -lawlefs  will 
Inur'd  to  crimes,  and  exercis'd  in  ill, 
Taught  his  prepofterous  joys  from  pains  to  flow, 
And  never  triumph'd,  but  in  fcenes  of  woe) 
Go  to  thy  province  in  the  realms  above, 
Call'd  by  the  furies  or  the  will  of  Jove  : 
Or  drawn  by  magic  force  or  myftic  fpell, 
Rife,  and  purge  off  the  footy  gloom  of  hell. 
Go,  fee  the  fun,  and  whiten  in  his  beams, 
Or  haunt  the  flowery  fields  and  limpid  ftreams, 
With  woes  redoubled  to  return  again, 
When  thy  paft  pleafures  {hall  enhance  thy  pain. 

Now  by  the  Stygian  dog  they  bent  their  way; 
Stretch'd  in  his  den  the  dreadful  monfter  lay  ; 
But  lay  not  long,  for,  ftartling  at  the  found, 
Head  above  head  he  rifes  from  the  ground. 
From  their  clofe  folds  his  ftarting  ferpents  break, 
And  curl  in  horrid  circles  round  his  neck. 
This  faw  the  god,  and,  ftretching  forth  his  hand, 
LulTd  the  grim  monfter  with  his  potent  wand  ; 
Through  his  vaft  bulk  the  gliding  {lumbers  creep, 
And  feal  down  all  his  glaring  eyes  in  fleep. 
There  lies  a  place  in  Greece  well  known  to  fame, 
Through  all  her  realms,  and  Taenarua  the  name,' 
Where  from  the  fea  the  tops  of  Malea  rife, 
Beyond  the  ken  of  mortals,  to  the  flues:     . 
Proud  in  his  height  he  calmly  hears  below 
The  diftant  winds  in  hollow  murmurs  blow. 
Here  fleep  the  ftorms  when  weary'd  and  oppreflv 
And  on  his  head  the  drowfy  planets  reft  : 
There  in  blue  mifts  his  rocky  fides  he  {hrouds, 
And  here  the  towering  mountain  props  the  cloudi  \ 
Above  his  awful  brow  no  bird  can  fly, 
And  far  beneath  the  muttering  thunders  dies 

2  E  g: 
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When  down  the  ftcep  of  heaven  the  day  defcends, 
The  fun  fo  wide  his  floating  bound  extends, 
That  o'er  the  deeps  the  mountain  hangs  difplay'd, 
And  covers  half  the  ocean  with  his  fhade  : 
Where  the  Taenarian  fhores  oppofe  the  fea 
The  land  retreats,  and  winds  into  a  bay.       / 
Here  for  repofe  imperial  Neptune  leads, 
Tir'd  from  th'  ./Egian  floods,  his  fmoking  fteeds; 
With  their  broad  hoofs  they  fcoop  the  beach  away, 
Their  finny  train  rolls  back,  and  floats  along  the 

fea, 

Here  fame  reports  th'  unhody'd  fhadeato  go 
Through  this  wide  paffage  to  the  realms  belotr. 
Prom  hence  the  peafants  (as  th'  Arcadians  tell) 
Hear  all  the  cries,  and  groans,  and  din  of  hell. 
Oft,  as  her  fcourge  of  fnakes  the  fury  plies, 
The  piercing  echoes  mount  the  diftant  fkie«  ; 
Scar'd  at  the  porter's  triple  roar,  the  fwains 
Have  fled  aftonifh'd,  and  forfook  the  plains. 
From  hence  emergent  in  a  mantling  cloud 
Sprung  to  his  native  fkies  the  winged  god. 
Swift  from  his  face  before  th'  ethereal  ray,         "1 
Flew  all  the  black  Tartarian  ftains  away,  i- 

And  the  dark  Stygian  gloom  refin'd  to  day.       J 
O'er  towns  and  realms  he  held  his  progrefs  on,  T 
>Iow  wing'd  the  fkies  where  bright  Ar&urus/ 
{hone,  f 

And  now  the  filent  empire  of  the  moon.  j 

The  power  of  fleep,  who  met  his  radiant  flight, 
And  drove  the  folemn  chariot  of  the  night, 
Rofe  with  refpedt,  and  from  th'  empyreal  road 
Turn'd  his  pale  ftecds,  in  reverence  to  the  god. 
The  fhade  beneath  purfues  his  courfe,  and  fpics 
The  well-known  planets,  and  congenial  fkies. 
His  eyes  from  far,  tall  Cyrrha's  heights  explore, 
And  Phocian  fields  polluted  with  his  gore. 
At  length  to  Thebes  he  came,  and  with  a  groan 
Survey'd  the  guilty  palace  once  his  own  ; 
With  awful  filence  ftalk'd  before  the  gate, 
But  when  he  faw  the  trophies  of  his  fate, 
High  on  a  column  rais'd  againft  the  door^ 
And  his  rich  chariot  ftill  deform'd  with  gore, 
He  ftarts  with  horror  back;    ev'n  Jove's  com- 
mand 
Could  fcarce  controul  him,  nor  the  vital  wand. 

'Twas  now  the  folemn  day;  when  Jove,  array'd 
In  all  his  thunders,  grafp'd  the  Theban  maid : 
Then  took  from  blafted  Semele  her  load, 
And  in  himfelf  conceiv'd  the  future  god. 
For  this  the  Thebans  revel'd  in  delight, 
And  gave  to  play  and  luxury  the  night ; 
A  national  debauch  !  confus'd  they  lie 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  fields,  their  canopy  the  fky. 
The  fprightly  trumpets  found,  the  timbrels  play, 
And  wake  with  facred  harmony  the  day. 
The  matron's  breaft  the  gracious  power  infpires 
"With  milder  raptures,  and  with  fofter  fires. 
So  the  Biftonian  race,  a  madding  train, 
JLxult  and  revel  on  the  Thracian  plain  ; 
"With  milk  their  bloody  banquets  they  allay, 
Or  from  the  lion  rend  his  panting  prey  : 
On  fome  abandon'd  favage  fiercely  fly, 
Sei2e,  tear,  devour,  and  think  it  luxury. 
But  if  the  rifing  fumes  of  wine  confpire 
To  warm  :heir  rage,  and  fan  the  brutal  fire, 


Then  fcenes  of  horror  are  their  dear  cfeligfiC. 
They  whirl  the  goblets,  and  provoke  the  fight 
Then  on  the  flain  the  revel  is  renew'd 
And  all  the  horrid  banquet  floats  in  blood. 

And  now  the  winged  Hermes  from  on  higl 
Shot  in  deep  filence  from  the  dufky  fky  ; 
Then  hover'd  o'er  the  Theban  tyrant's  head, 
As  firctch'd  at  cafe  he  preft  his  gorgeous  bed: 
Where  labour'd  t^peftry  from  fide  to  fide, 
Glow'd  with  rich  figures,  and  AiTyrian  pridt 
Oh  !«the  precarious  terms  of  human  ftate  ! 
How  blind  is  man  !  how  thoughtlefs  of  his  fa 
See  !  through  his  limbs  the  deVvs  of  fl  umber  creep, 
Sunk  as  he  lies,  in  luxury  and  fleep. 
The  reverend  fhade  commifTion'd  from  above, 
Haftes  to  fulfil  the  high  behefts  of  Jove  : 
Like  blind  Tirefias  to  the  bed  he  came, 
In  form,  in  habit,  and  in  voice  the  fame. 
Pale,  as  before,  the  phantom  ftill  appear'd, 
Down  his  wan  bofom  flow'd  a  length  of  beard  j 
His  head  an  imitated  fillet  wore, 
His  hand  a  wreath  of  peaceful  olive  bore  : 
With  this  he  touch'd  the  fleeping  monarch's  breafl, 
And  in  his  own,  the  voice  oi  fate  expreft. 

Then  canft  thou  fleep,  to  thoughtlefs  reft  re- 

fign'd  ? 

And  drive  thy  brother's  image  from  thy  mind  ? 
Yon  gathering  ftorm  demands  thy  timely  care, 
See  !  how  it  rolls  this  way  the  tide  of  war. 
When  o'er  the  feas  the  fwecping  whirlwinds  fly. 
And  roar  from  every  quarter  ot  the  fey ; 
The  pilot,  in  defpair  the  {hip  to  fave, 
Gives  up  the  helm,  a  fport  to  every  wave : 
Such  is  thy  error,  and  thy  fate  the  fame 
(For  know,  I  fpeak  the  common  voice  of  fame), 
Proud  in  his  new  alliances,  from  far 
Againft  thy  realm  he  meditates  the  war  ; 
Big  with  ambitious  hopes  to  reign  alone, 
And  fwell  unrival'd  on  the  Theban  throne. 
New  figns  and  fatal  prodigies  infpire 
His  mad  ambition,  with  his  boafted  fire; 
And  Argos'  ample  realms  in  dower  beflow'd, 
And  Tydeus  reeking  from  his  brother's  blood, 
League  and  confpire  to  raife  him  to  the  throne, 
And  make  his  tedious  banifliment  thy  own. 
For  this,  with  pity  touch'd,  almighty  Jove, 
The  fire  of  gods,  difpatch'd  me  from  above. 
Be  ftill  a  monarch  ;  let  him  fwell  in  vain 
With  a  gay  profpefl  of  a  fancy 'd  reign  : 
Still  let  him  hope  by  fraud,  or  by  the  fword, 
To  humble  Thebes  beneath  a  foreign  lord. 

Thus  the  majeftic  ghoft  ;  but  e'er  he  fled, 
He  pluck'd  the  wreaths  and  fillets  from  his  head. 
For  now  the  fickening  ftars  were  chas'd  away, 
And  heaven's  immortal    courfers    breath'd    thflri 

day. 

Awful  to  fight  confeft  the  grandfire  flood.  J 
Bared  his  wide  wound,  and  all  his  bofom  fhow'd,  >• 
Then  dafli'd  the  fleeping  monarch  with  his  blood,  j 

With  a  diftra&ed  air,  and  fudden  fpring, 
Starts  from  his  broken  fleep  the  trembling  king. 
Shakes  off  amaz'd  th'  imaginary  gore, 
While  fancy  paints  the  fcene  he  faw  before  : 
Beep  in  his  foul  his  grandfire's  image  wrought, 
And  all  his  brother  rofc  in  every  thought. 
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So  while  the  toils  are  fpread,  and  from  behind 
The  hunter's  fhouts  come  thickening  in  the  wind  ; 
The  tiger  ftarts  from  fleep  the  war  to  wage, 
Collects  his  powers,  and  roufes  all  his  rage  : 
Sternly  he  grinds  his  fangs,  he  weighs  his  might, 
And  whets  his  dreadful  talents  for  the  fight ; 
Then  to  his  young  he  bears  his  foe  away, 
His  foe  at  once  the  chafer  and  the  prey, 
Thus  on  his  brother  he  in  every  thought, 
Waged  future  wars,  and  battles  yet  unfought. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  GENTLE- 
MAN. 

WITH  joy,  bleft  youth,  we  faw  thee  reach  the 

goal; 

Fair  was  thy  frame,  and  beautiful  thy  foul; 
The  graces  and  the  mufes  came  combin'd, 
Thefe  to  adorn  the  body,  thofe  the  mind ; 
'Twas  there  we  fa.w  the  fofteft  manners  meet, 
Truth,  fweetnefs,  judgment,  innocence,  and  wit. 
So  form'd,  he  flew  his  race  ;  'twa*  quickly  won, 
*  Twas  but  a  ftep,  and  finifh'd  when  begun. 
Nature  herfelf  furpris'd  would  add  no  more, 
His  life  complete  in  all  its  parts  before  ; 
But  his  few  years  with  pleating  wonder  told, 
By  virtues,  not  by  days  ;  and  thought  him  old. 
So  far  beyond  his  age  thofe  virtues  ran, 
That  in  a  boy  fhe^found  him  more  than  man. 
For  years  let  wretches  importune  the  flues, 
Till,  at  the  long  txpence  of  anguifh  wife, 
They  live,  to  count  their  days  by;miferies. 
Thofe  win  the  prize,  who  fooneft  run  the  race, 
And  life  burns  brighteft  in  the  fhorteft  fpace. 
So  to  the  convex  glafs  embody'd  run, 
Drawn  to  a  point  the  glories  of  the  fun  ; 
At  once  the  gathering  beams  intenfely  glow, 
And  through  the  ftreighten'd  circle  fiercely  flow  : 
In  one  ftrong  flame  confpire  the  blended  rays, 
Run  to  a  fire,  and  crowd  into  a  blaze. 

CHRIST'S  PASSION, 

From  a  Greek  Ode  of  Mr.  Martin's,  formerly  of 
Ncio   Cellege. 

Atf  ODE. 

No  more  of  earthly  fubje&s  fing, 

To  heaven,  my  mufe,  afpire ; 
To  raife  the  long,  charge  every  firing, 

And  ftrike  the  living  lyre. 
Begin ;  in  lofty  numbers  (how 
Th'  Eternal  King's  unfathom'd  love, 
Who  reigns  the  fov'reign  God  above, 

And  fuffers  on  the  crofs  below. 
Prodigious  pile  of  wonders  !  rais'd  too  high 
For  the  dim  ken  of  frail  mortality. 

What  numbers  fhall  I  bring  along  ! 
From  whence  fhall  1  begin  the  long  ? 
The  mighty  myftery  I'll  fing  infpir'd 
Beyond  the  reach  of  human  wifdorn  wrought, 
Beyond  the  compafs  of  an  angel's  thought, 
How  by  the  rage  of  man  his  God  expir'd. 
I'll  make  the  tracklefs  depths  of  mercy  known, 
H^ovv  to  redeem  his  foe  God  render'd  up  his  Son ; 


I'll  raife  my  voice  to  tell  mankind 

The  victor's  conqueft  o'er  his  doom, 
How  in  the  grave  he  lay  confin'd, 

To  feal  more  fure  the  raveneus  tomb. 
Three  days  th'  infernal  empire  to  fubdue, 
He  pafs'd  triumphant  through  the  coafts  of  woe  } 
With  his  own  dart  the  tyrant  death  he  flew, 
And  led  hell  captive  through  her  realms  below, 

A  mingled  found  from  Calvary  I  hear, 
And  the  loud  tumults  thicken  on  my  ear, 
The  fhouts  of  murderers  that  infult  the  flain, 
The  voice  of  torment  and  the  fhrieks  of  pain. 

I  caft  my  eyes  with  horror  up 
To  the  curft  mountain's  guilty  top ; 
See  there !  whom  hanging  in  the  midft  I  view  '. 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  other  two  ! 

I  fee  him  high  above  his  foes, 

And  gently  bending  to  the  wood 

His  head  in  pity  down  to  thofe, 

Whofe  guilt  confpires  to  fhed  his  blood. 
His  wide-extended  arms  I  fee, 

Transfix'd  with  nails,  a,nd  faften'd  to  the  tree. 

Man  !  fenfelefs  man  !  canft  thou  look  on  ? 
Nor  make  thy  Saviour's  pains  thy  own. 
The  rage  of  all  thy  pain  exert, 
Rend  thy  garments  and  thy  heart  : 
Beat  thy  bread,  and  grovel  low, 
Beneath  the  burden  of  thy  woe ; 
Bleed  through  thy  bowels,  tear  thy  hairs, 
Breathe  gales  of  fighs,  and  weep  a  flood  of  tears. 

Behold  thy  King  with  purple  cover' d  round, 

Not  in  the  Tyrian  tin&ure  dy'd, 
Nor  dipt  in  poifon  of  Sidonian  pride, 
But  in  his  own  rich  blood  that  ftreams  from  eve- 

ry  wound. 

Doft  thou  not  fee  the  thorny  circle  red  ? 
The  guilty  wreathe  that  blufhes  round  his  head  ? 
And  with  what  rage  the  bloody  fcourge  apply'd, 
Curls  round  his  limbs,  and  ploughs  into  his  fide? 

At  fiich  a  fight  let  all  thy  anguifh  rife, 
Break  up,  break  up  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes, 
Here  bid  thy  tears  in  gufliipg  torrents  flow, 
Indulge  thy  grief,  and  give  a  loofe  to  woe. 
Weep  from  thy  foul,  till  earth  be  drown'd, 
Weep,  till  thy  forrows  drench  the  ground. 
Canft  thou,  ungrateful  man  !  his  torment  fee, 
Nor  drop  a  tear  fop  him,  who  pours  his  blood  foy 
thee  ? 

ON  THE  KING'S  RETURN, 

IN   THE  YEAR  I72O. 

RETURN,  aufpicious  prince,  again, 
Nor  l«t  Britannia  mourn  in  vain ; 
Too  long,  too  long,  has  fbe  deplor'd 
Her  abfent  father  and  her  lord. 

To  bend  her  gracious  monarch's  mind, 
She  fends  her  Cghs  in  every  wind  : 
Can  Britain's  prayer  be  throws  afide  ? 
And  that  the  firll  he  e'er  deny'd ! 

Yet,  mighty  prince,  vnuchfafe  to 
Return  and  blcfa  our  longing  ifle  j 
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Though  fond  Germania  begs  thy  flay, 
And  courts  thce  from  our  eyes  away. 

Though  Belgia  would  our  king  detain, 
We  know  fhe  begs  and  pleads  in  vain  ; 
We  know  our  gracious  king  prefers  • 
Britannia's  happinefs  to  her's. 

And  lo  !  to  fave  us  from  defpair, 
At  length  he  Hftens  to  our  prayer. 
Dejected  Albion's  vows  he  hears, 
And  haftes  to  dry  her  falling  tears. 

He  hears  his  anxious  people  pray, 
And  loudly  call  their  king  away, 
Once  more  their  longing  eyes  to  blefs, 
And  guard  their  freedom  and  their  peace. 

They  know,  while  Brunfwick  fills  the  throne, 
The  feafons glide  with  pleafure  on; 
The  Britifti  funs  improve  their  rays, 
Adorn,  and  beautify  the  days. 

But  fee  the  royal  veflcl  flies, 
Leffening  to  Belgians  weeping  eyes : 
She  proudly  fails  for  Albion's  ft  ores, 
Guard  her,  ye  gods,  with  all  your  powers. 

O  fea,  bid  every  wave  fubfide, 
And  teach  allegiance  to  thy  tide; 
Thy  billows  in  fubje&ion  keep, 
And  own  the  the  monarch  of  deep. 

Old  Thames  can  fcarce  his  joy  fuftain, 
But  runs  down  headlong  to  the  main, 
His  mighty  matter  to  defcry, 
And  leaves  his  fpacious  channel  dry. 

Augufta's  fons  from  either  hand 
Pour  forth,  and  darken  all  the  ftrand; 
Their  eyes  purfue  the  royal  barge, 
Which  now  refigns  her  i'acred  charge, 

Th*  unruly  tranfport  (hakes  the  (hore, 
And  drowns  the  feeble  cannon's  roar ; 
The  nations  in  the  fight  rejoice, 
And  fend  their  fouls  in  every  voice. 

But  now  amidft  the  loud  applaufe, 
With  fhame  the  confcious  mufe  withdraws, 
Nor  can  her  voice  be  heard  amidfl  the  throng, 
The  theme  fo  lofty,  and  fo  low  the  fong. 


ON  THE  MASQUERADES. 

« ' 
"  Si  Natura  negant,  facit  indignatio  verfum." 

WELL — we  have  reach'd  the  precipice  at  lafl ; 
The  prefent  age  of  vice  obfcures  the  paft. 
Our  dull  forefathers  were  content  to  ftay, 
Nor  finn'd,  till  nature  pointed  out  the  way  : 
No  arts  they  pradlis'd  to  foreftal  delight, 
But  ftopp'd  to  wait  the  calls  of  appetite. 
Their  top-debauches  were  at  beft  precife, 
An  unimprov'd  fimplicity  of  vice.    . 

But  this  bleft  age  has  found  a  fairer  road, 
And  left  the  paths  their  anceftors  had  trod. 
Nay,  vre  could  wear  (our  tafte  fo  very  nice  is) 
Their  old  caft-faflrions  fooner  than  their  vices, 


Whoring  till  now  a  common  trsde  has  bce«, 
But  mafquerades  refine  upon  the  fin  : 
An  higher  tafte  to  wickednrfc  impart, 
And  fecond  nature  with  the  helps  of  art. 
New  ways  and  means  to  pleafui>;s  we.  dcvife, 
Since  pleafure  looks  the  lovelier  in  difguife. 
The  ftcalth  and  frolic  give  a  fmarter  guft, 
Add  wit  to  vice,  and  eloquence  to  luft. 

In  vain  the  modifh  evil  to  redrefs, 
At  once  confpire  the  pnlpit  and  the  prefs : 
Our  priefts  and  poets  preach  and  write  in  vain  ; 
All  fatyr's  loft,  both  facrcd  and  profar.e. 
So  many  various  changes  to  impart, 
Would  tire  an  Ovid  or  a  Proteus'  art ; 
Where  loft  in  one  promifcuous  whim  we  fee, 
Sex,  age,  condition,  quality,  degree. 
Where  the  facetious  crowd  themfelves  lay  down, 
And  take  up  every  perfoh  but  their  own. 
Fools,  dukes,  rakes,  cardinals,  fops,  Indian  qu< 
Belles  in  tie-wigs,  and  lords  in  harlequins ; 
Troops  of  right  honourable  porters  come, 
And  garter'd ftnall-coal-mcrchants  crowd  the  i 
Valets  adorn'd  with  coronets  appear, 
Lacqueys  of  (rate,  and  footmen  with  a  flar  : 
Sailors  of  quality  with  juJges  mix, 
And  chimney-fweepers  drive  their  coach  and  fix, 
Statefmen  fo  us'd  at  court  the  mafk  to  wear, 
With  lefs  difguife  aflume  the  vizor  here. 
Officious  Hcydegger  deceives  our  eyes, 
For  his  own  perfon  is  his  heft  difguife  : 
And  half  the  reigning  toafts  of  equal  grace, 
Truft  to  the  natural  vizor  of  the  face. 
Ideots  turn  conjurers  ;  and  courtiers  clowns; 
And  fultans  drop  their  handkerchiefs  to  nuns. 
Starch'd  quakers  glare  in  furbelows  and  filk ; 
Beaux  deal  in  fprats,  and  ducheffes  cry  milk. 

But  guard  thy  fancy,  mufe,  nor  ftain  thy  pen 
With  the  lewd  joys  of  this  fantaftic  fcene; 
Where  fexes  blend  in  one  confus'd  intrigue, 
Where  the  girls  ravifh,  and  the  men  grow  big  : 
Nor  credit  what  the  idle  world  has  faid, 
Of  lawyers  forc'd,  and  judges  brought  to  bed  : 
Or  that  to  belles  their  brothers  breathe  their  vowa, 
Or  hufbands  through  miftake  gallant  a  fpoufe. 
Such  dire  difafters,  and  a  numerous  throng 
Of  like  enormities,  require  the  fong  : 
But  the  chafte  mufe,  with  bluftiescovcr'd  o'er, 
Retires  confua'd,  and  will  reveal  no  more. 

ON  A  SHADOW. 

AN  ODE. 

How  are  deluded  humankind 

By  empty  fliows  betray'd  ? 
In  all  their  hopes  and  fchemes  they  find 

A  nothing  or  a  (hade. 

The  profpe6ls  of  a  truncheon  caft 

A  foldier  on  the  wars ; 
Difmifs'd  with  fhatter'd  limbs  at  laft, 

Brats,  poverty,  and  fears. 

The  fond  philofopher  for  gain 

Will  leave  unturn'd  no  (tone  ; 
But  though  they  toil  with  cndlcfs  pain, 

They  never  find  their  own* 
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By  the  fame  rock  the  chemifts  drown, 

And  find  no  friendly  hold, 
But,melt  their  ready  fpecie  down, 

In  hopes  of  fancy'd  gold. 

What  is  the  mad  projector's  care  ?. 

In  hopes  elate  and  fwelling, 
He  builds  his  caftles  in  the  air, 

Yet  wants  an  houfe  to  dwell  in. 

At  court  the  poor  dependants  fail, 

And  damn  their  fruitlefs  toil, 
When  complimented  thence  to  jail, 

And  ruin'd  with  a  (mile. 

jHow  to  philofophers  will  found 

So  ftrange  a  truth  difplay'd  ? 
"  There's  not  a  fubftance  to  .be  found, 

"  But  every  where  a  (hade." 

TO  CJELIA  PLAYING  ON  A  LU  TE. 

ON  ODE. 

WHILE  Cilia's  hands  fly  fwiftly  o'er, 

And  ftrike  this  foft  machine, 
Her  touch  awakes  the  fprings,  and  life 

Of  harmony  within. 

Sweetly  they  fink  into  the  firings, 

The  quivering  firings  rebound, 
Each  ftroke  obfequioufly  obey, 

And  tremble  into  found. 

Oh  !  had  you  bleft  the  years  of  oldj 

His  lute  had  Ovid  fining, 
And  dwelt  on  your's,  the  charming  theme 

Of  his  immortal  fong. 

Yours,  with  Arion's  wondrous  harp. 

The  bard  had  hung  on  high ; 
And  on  the  new-born  ftar  beftow'd 

The  honours  of  the  iky. 

The  radiant  fpheres  had  ceas'd  their  tunes. 

And  danc'd  in  filence  on, 
Plcas'd  the  new  harmony  to  hear, 

More  heavenly  than  their  own. 

Of  old  to  raife  one  (hade  from  hell, 

To  Orpheus  was  it  given : 
But  every  tune  of  your's  calls  down 

An  angel  from  his  heaven. 

TO  THE 

UNKOWN  AUTHOR  OF  THE  BATTLE 
OF  THE  SEXES. 

T.H  E  theme  in  other  works,  for  every  part, 
Supplies  materials  to  the  builder's  art : 
To  build  from  matter,  is  fublimely  great, 
But  gods  and  poets  only  can  create ; 
And  fuch  are  you;  their  privilege  you  claim, 
To  fhow  your  wonders,  but  conceal  your  name. 
Like  fome  eftablifh'd  king,  without  controul, 
You  take  a  general  progrefs  through  the  foul ; 
Survey  each  part,  examine  every  fide, 
Where  (he's  fecure,  and  where  unfortify'd. 
In  faithful  lines  her  hiftory  declare, 
And  trace  the  caufes  of  her  civil  war ;    . 


Your  pen  no  partial  prejudices  fway, 

But  truth  decide*,  and  virtue  wins  the  day. 

Through  what  gay  fields  and  flowery  fcenes  we 

pafs, 

Where  fancy  fports,  and  fi&ion  leads  the  chafe  ? 
Where  life,  as  through  her  various  a&s  {he  tends, 
Like  other  comedies,  in  marriage  ends. 

What  mufe  but  yours  fo  juftly  could  difplay 
Th'  embattled  paflions  maruSall'd  in  array  ? 
Bid  the  rang'd  appetites  in  order  move, 
Giv^'  luft  a  figure,  and  a  fhape  to  love  ? 
To  airy  notions  folid  forms  difpenie, 
And  make  our  thoughts  the  images  of  fenfe? 
Difcover  all  the  rational  machine,  [within  ? 

And  fiiow  the   movements,  fprings,  and  wheels 

But  Hymen  waves  his  torch,  all  difcords  ceafe| 
All  parley,  drop  their  arms,  and  fue  for  peace. 
Soon  as  the  fignal  flames,  they  quit  the  fight, 
For  all  at  firft  but  differ  d  to  unite. 
From  every  part  the  lines  in  order  move, 
And  fweetly  centre  in  the  point  of  love. 

Let  blockheads  to  the  mufty  fchools  repair, 
And  poach  for  morals  and  the  pafiions  there, 
Where  virtue,  like  a  dwarf  in  giant's  arms, 
Cumber'd  with  words,  and  manacled  in  terms, 
Serves  to  amufe  the  philosophic  fool, 
By  method  dry,  and  regularly  dull. 
Who  fees  thy  lines  fo  vifibly  exprefs 
The  foul  herfelf  in  fuch  a  pleafing  drefs; 
May  from  thy  labours  be  convinc'd  and  taught, 
How  Spenfcr  would  have  fung,  and.Plato  thought, 

THE  TWELFTH  ODE  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOJ$ 
OF  HORACE,  TRANSLATED. 

WHAT  man,  what  hero  will  you  raife, 

By  the  ftuill  pipe,  or  deeper  lyre  ? 
What  God,  O  Clio,  will  you  praife, 

And  teach  the  echoes  to  admire  ? 

Amidft  the  {hades  of  Helicon, 

Cold  Haemus*  tops,  or  Pindus'  head, 

Whence  the  glad  forefts  haften'd  down, 
And  danc'd  as  tuneful  Orpheus  play'd. 

Taught  by  the  mufe,  he  ftop'd  the  fall 
Of  rapid  floods,  and  charm'd  the  wind  ; 

The  liftening  oaks  obey'd  the  call, 

And  left  their  wondiering  hills  behind. 

Whom  fhouM  I  firft  record,  but  Jove, 
Whofe  fway  extends  o'er  fea  and  land, 

The  king  of  men  and  god*  above, 
Who  holds  the  feafons  in  command  ? 

To  rival  Jove,  {hall  none  afpire, 

None  (hall  to  equal  glory  rife; 
Buc  Pallas  claims  beneath  her  lire, 

The  fecond  honours  of  the  flcics. 

To  thee,  O  Bacchus,  great  in  war, 

To  Dian  will  I  ftrike  the  firing, 
Of  Phoebus  wounding  from  afar, 

In  numbers  like  his  own  I'll  fing. 

The  mnfe  Alcides  {hall  refound ; 

The  twins  of  Leda  {hall  fucceed  ; 
This  for  the  (landing  fight  renown'd, 

And  that  for  managing  the  fteed. 
3  £  i»j 
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Whofe  ftar  (nines  innocently  frill ; 

The  clouds  difperfe,  the  tem^r-ils  ceafe, 
The  waves  obedient  to  their  will, 

Sink,  down,  and  hulh  their  rage  to  peace. 

Next  fball  I  Numa's  pious  reign, 

Or  thine,  O  Romulus,  relate  : 
Or  Rome  by  Brutus  free'd  again, 

Or  haughty  Cato's  glorious  fate  ? 

Or  dwell  on  noble  Paulus'  fame  ? 

Too  lavilh  of  the  patriot's  blood  ? 
Or  Regulus'  immortal  name, 

Too  obftinately  juft  and  good  ? 

Thefe  with  Camillus  brave  and  bold, 
And  other  chiefs  of  matchlefs  might, 

Rome's  virtuous  poverty  of  old, 
Severely  feafon'd  to  rhe  fight. 

Like  tree?,  Marcellus*  glory  grows, 

With  a.n  infenfible  advance  ; 
The  Julian  ftar,  like  Cynthi^,  glows, 

Who  leads  the  planetary  dance. 

The  fates,  O  fire  of  human  race, 

Intruft  great  Caefar  to  thy  care, 
Give  him  to  hold  thy  fecond  place, 

And  reign  thy  folc  vicegerent  here. 

And  whether  India  he  (hall  tame, 
Or  to  his  chains  the  Seres  doom ; 

Or  mighty  Parthia  dreads  his  name, 
And  bows  her  haughty  neck  to  Rome. 

While  on  our  groves  thy  boles  are  hurl'd, 
And  thy  loud  car  {hakes  heaven  above, 

He  fhali  with  juftice  awe  the  world, 
To  nouc  inferior  but  to  Jove. 

THE  TWENTY-SECOND  ODE  OF  THE 
FIRST  BOOK  OF  HORACE. 

THE  man  unfully'd  with  a  crime, 

Difdains  the  pangs  of  fear, 
He  fcorns  to  dip  the  poifon'd  fliaft, 

Or  poife  the  glittering  fpear. 

JJor  with  the  loaded  quiver  goes 

To  take  the  dreadful  field  : 
His  folid  virtue  is  his  helm, 

And  innocence  his  (hield. 

In  vain  the  fam'd  Hydafpes'  tides, 

Obftruft  and  bar  the  mad, 
He  fmiles  on  danger,  and  enjoys 

The  roarings  of  the  flood. 

All  climes  are  native,  and  forgets 

Th'  extremes  of  heats  and  frofts, 
The  Scythian  Caucafus  grows  warm, 

And  cool  the  Libyan  coafts. 


For  while  I  wander'd  through  the 
And  rang'd  the  lonely  grove, 

Loft  and  bewilder'd  in  the  fongs 
And  pleafing  cares  of  love ; 

A  wolf  beheld  me  from  afar, 
Of  monflrous  bulk  and  might ; 

Bur,  naked  as  I  was,  he  fled 
Ar.d  tiembl-d  at  the  fight. 
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bead  fit  huge,  nor  Datinia's  grove, 
Nnr  Afric  ever  view'd  ; 
Though  nurft  by  her,  the  lion  reigns 
The  monarch  of  the  wood. 

Expofe  me  in  thofe  horrid  climes, 

Where  not  a  gentle  breeze 
Revives  the  vegetable  race, 

Or  cheers  the  drooping  trees. 

Where  on  the  world's  remcteft  verge 

Th'  unadive  feafons  lie, 
And  not  one  genial  ray  unbinds 

The  rigour  of  the  iky. 

On  that  uninhabitable  fhore, 

Expofe  me  all  alone, 
Where  I  may  view  without  a  fliade, 

The  culminating  fun. 

Beneath  th'  equator,  or  the  pole, 

Iri  fafety  could  I  rove  ; 
And  in  a  thoufand  different  climes 

Could  live  for  her  I  love. 

A  PROLOGUE  FOR  THE  STROLLERS?. 

GENTEELS,  of  old  pert  prologues  led  the  way, 
To  guide,  defend,  and  uflier  in  the  play, 
As  p')wder'd  footmen  run  before  the  coach, 
And  thunder  at  the  door  my  lord's  approach. 
But  though  the/  fpeak  your  entertainment  near, 
Moft  prologues  fpeed  like  other  bills  of  fare  ; 
Seldom  the  languid  ftomach  they  eicite, 
And  oftener  pall,  than  raife  the  appetite. 

As  for  the  play—  'tis  hardly  worth  <5ur  care, 
The  prologue  craves  your  mercy  for  the  player  ; 
That  is,  your  money  —  for  by  Jove  I  fwear, 
White  gloves  and  lodging  are  confounded  dear. 
Sinee  here  are  none  but  friends,  the  truth  to  own, 
Hafp'd  in  a  coach  our  company  came  down, 
But  I  moft  ftirewdly  fear  we  (hall  depart, 
Ev'n  in  our  old  original,  a  cart. 

With  pride  inverted,  and  fantaftic  power, 
We  ftrut  the  fancy'd  monarchs  of  an  hour  ; 
While  duns  our  emperors  and  heroes  fear, 
And  *  Cleomenes  ftarves  in  earneft  here  : 
The  mightieft  kings  and  queens  we  keep  in  paya 
Support  their  pomp  on  eighteen  pence  a  day. 
Great  Cyrus  for  a  dram  has  pawn'd  hii  coat, 
And  all  our  Casfars  can't  command  a  groat  ; 
Our  Scipios,  Hannibals,  and  Pompeys  break, 
Ki:d  Cleopatra  fhiirsbut  once  a  week. 

To  aggravate  the  cafe,  we  have  not  one, 
Of  all  the  new  refinements  of  the  town  : 
No  moving  ftatues,  no  lewd  harlequins, 
No  pafteboard  players,  no  heroes  in  machines; 
No  rofin  to  fiaih  lightning  —  'twould  exhauft  us< 
To  buy  a  devil  and  a  Do&or  Fauftus. 
No  windmills,  dragons,  millers,  conjurers, 
To  exercife  your  eyes,  and  fpare  your  ears; 
No  paper  feas,  no  thunder  from  the  fkies, 
No  witches  to  defcend,  no  ftage  to  rile  ; 
Scarce  one  for  us  the  agtors  —  we  can  fet 
Nothing  before  you  but  mere  feiife  and  wit. 
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A  bare  downright  old-fafliion'd  Englifh  feaft, 
Such  as  true  Britons  only  can  digeft ; 
Such  as  your  homely  fathers  us'd  to  love, 
Who  only  came  to  hear  and  to  improve  : 
Humbly  content  and  pleas'd  with  what  wa«  dreft, 
"When  Ot  way,  Lee,  and  Shakfpeare  rang'd  the  ftaft. 

PSALM  VIII.  TRANSLATED. 

O  KING  eternal  and  divine  ! 

The  world  is  thine  alone  : 
Above  the  {tars  thy  glories  fhine, 

Above  the  heavens  thy  throne. 

How  far  extends  thy  mighty  name  ! 

Where'er  the  fun  can  roll, 
That  fun  thy  wonders  fhall  proclaim, 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  infant's  tongue  fhall  fpeak  thy  power, 

And  vindicate  thy  laws; 
The  tongue  that  never  fpoke  before, 

Shall  labour  in  thy  caufe. 

por  when  I  lift  my  thoughts  and  eyes, 

And  view  the  heavens  around, 
Yon  ftretching  wafte  of  azure  fkies, 

With  ftars  and  planets  crown'd ; 

Who  in  their  dance  attend  the  moon, 

The  emprefs  of  the  night, 
And  pour  around  her  filver  throne, 

Their  tributary  light  : 

Lord  !  what  is  mortal  man  ?  that  he 

Thy  kind  regard  Ihould  fhare  ? 
What  is  his  fon,  who  claims  from  thee 

And  challenges  thy  care  ? 

Next  to  the  Weft  angelic  kind, 

Thy  hands  created  man, 
And  this  inferior  world  afiign'd, 

To  dignify  his  fpari. 

Him  all  revere,  and  all  obey 

His  delegated  reign, 
The  flocks  that  through  the  valley  ftray, 

The  herds  that  graze  the  plain. 

The  furious  tiger  fpeeds  his  flight. 

And  trembles  at  his  power- 
In  fear  of  his  fuperior  might, 

The  lions  ceafe  to  mar. 

Whatever  horrid  monfters  tread 

The  paths  beneath  the  fea, 
Their  king  at  awful  diftance  dread, 

And  fullenly  obey. 

O  Lord,  how  far  extends  thy  name  ! 

Where'er  the  fun  can  roll, 
That  fun  thy  wonders  mail  proclaim^ 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

PSALM  XXIV.   PARAPHRASED, 

FAR  as  the  world  can  ftretch  its  bounds, 

The  Lord  is  king  of  all, 
His  wondrous  power  extends  around 
-  The  circuit  of  the  ball. 


or  he  within  the  gloomy  deeps 

Its  dark  foundations  call, 
\nd  rear'd  the  pillars  of  the  earth 

Amid  the  watery  wafte. 

Who  fhall  afcend  his  Sion's  hill, 

And  fee  Jehovah  there  ? 
Who  from  his  facred  Ihrine  fhall  breathe 

The  facrifice  of  prayer  ? 

rle  only  whofe  unfully'd  foul 

Fair  virtue's  paths  has  trod, 
Who  wiih  ck*an  hands  and  heart  regards 

His  neighbour  and  his  God. 

On  him  fhall  his  indulgent  Lord 

Diffufive  bounties  (lied, 
From  God  his  Saviour  fhall  defcend 

All  bieflings  on  his  head. 

Of  thofe  who  feek  his  righteous  ways, 

Is  this  the  chofen  race, 
Who  balk  in  all  his  bounteous  fmiles, 

And  flourifh  in  his  grace. 

Lift  up  your  ftatcly  heads,  ye  doors, 

With  hafty  reverence  rife ; 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  paffes  of  the  ikies. 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap, 

Your  barriers  roll  a.way, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide, 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 

For  fee  !  the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th'  ethereal  road  : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fhall  beay 

The  triumph  of  your  God. 

Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King  ? 

Oh  !  'tis  the  Lord,  whofe  might 
Decides  the  conqueft,  and  fufpends 

The  balance  of  the  fight. 

Lift  up  your  ftately  heads,  ye  deors, 

With  hafty  reverence  rife ; 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  paffes  of  the  ikies. 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap. 

Your  barriers  roll  away, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide., 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 

For  fee  !  the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th*  ethereal  road : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  fhall  bear 

The  triumphs  of  their  God. 

Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King? 

Oh  !  'tis  the  God,  whofe  care 
Leads  on  his  Ifrael  to  the  field, 

Whofe  power  controuls  the  war. 

PSALM  XXIX. 

YE  mighty  princes,  your  oblations  bring, 
And  pay  due  honours  to  your  awful  King; 
His  boundlefs  power  to  all  the  world  proclaim, 
Bend  at  his  fhrine,  and  tremble  at  his  name. 
For  hark  !  his  voice  with  unrefifted  fvvay 
Rules  and  controuls  the  raging  of  the  fea; 
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Within  due  bounds  the  mighty  ocean  keeps, 
And  in  their  watery  cavern  awes  the  deeps: 
Shook  by  that  voice,  the  nodding  groves  around 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  fly  the  dreadful  found. 
The  blafted  cedars  low  in  dull  are  laid 
And  Lebanon  is  left  without  a  (hade. 
See  !  when  he  fpeaks,  the  lofty  mountains  crowd, 
And  fly  for  flicker  from  the  thundering  God  : 
Sirion  and  Lebanon  like  hinds  advance, 
'And  in  wild  meafures  lead  th'  unwieldy  dance. 
His  voice,  his  mighty  voice,  divides  the  fire, 
Back  from  the  blaft  the  fhrinking  flames  retire. 
Ev'n  Cades  trembles  when  Jehovah  fpeaks, 
With  all  his  favages  the  defert  (hakes. 
At  the  dread  found  the  hinds  with  fear  are  flung, 
And  in  the  lonely  fbreft  drop  their  young. 
While  in  his  hallow'd  temple  all  proclaim 
His  glorious  honours,  and  adore  his  name. 
High  o'er  the  foamine  furges  of  the  fea 
He  fits,  and  bids  the  iiftening  deeps  obey  : 
He  reigns  o'er  all ;  for  ever  lads  his  power 
Till  nature  finks,  and  time  mail  be  no  more. 
With  ftrength  the  fons  of  Ifrael  fliall  he  blefs, 
And  crown  our  tribes  with  happinefs  and  peace. 

PSALM  XLVI.  PARAPHRASED, 

ON  God  we  build  our  fure  defence, 

In  God  our  hope  repofe  : 
His  hand  protects  us  in  the  fight, 

And  guards  us  from  our  woes. 
Then  be  the  earth's  unwieldy  frame 

From  its  foundation  hurl'd, 
We  may,  unmov'd  with  fear,  enjoy 

The  ruins  of  the  world. 

What  though  the  folid  rocks  be  rent, 

In  tcmpefb  whirl'd  away  ? 
What  though  the  hills  mould  burft  their  roots, 

And  roll  into  the  fea  ? 

Thou  fea,  with  dreadful  tumults  fwcil, 

And  bid  thy  waters  rife 
In  furious  furges,  till  they  dafh 

The  flood-gates  of  the  ikies. 

Our  minds  fhall  be  ferene  and  calm, 

Like  Siloah's  peaceful  flood  ; 
Whofe  foft  and  filver  dreams  rcfrefh 

The  city  of  our  God. 

Within  the  proud  delighted  waves 

Their  wanton  turrets  play; 
The  dreams  lead  down  their  humid  trait} 

Relu&ant  to  the  fea. 

Amid  the  fcene  the  temple  floats, 

With  its  reflected  towers, 
Gilds  all  the  furface  of  the  flood, 

And  dances  to  the  mores. 

With  wonder  fee  what  mighty  power 

Our  facred  Sion  cheers ; 
Lo  !  there  amidft  her  (lately  walla 

Her  God,  her  God  appears. 
Fix'd  on  her  bafis  (he  fhall  ftand, 

And,  innocently  proud, 
Smile  on  the  tumults  of  the  world, 

Beneath  the  wings  of  God. 


See  !  how,  their  weaknefs  to  proclaim. 

The  heathen  tribes  engage  ! 
See  !  how  with  fruitlefs  wrath  they  burn, 

And  impotence  of  rage ! 

But  God  has  fpoke  ;  and,  lo  1  the  world, 

His  terrors  to  difplay, 
With  all  the  melting  globe  of  earth, 

Drops  filcntly  away. 

Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hoftg 

Securely  we  refort; 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God, 

Our  fuccour  and  fupport. 

Hither,  ye  numerous  nations,  crowd. 

In  filcnt  rapture  ftand, 
And  fee  o'er  all  the  earth  difplay'd 

The  wonders  of  his  hand. 

He  bids  the  din  of  war  be  ftill, 

And  all  its  tumults  ceafe ; 
He  bids  the  guiltlefs  trumpet  found 

The  harmony  of  peace. 

He  breaks  the  tough  reluctant  bow, 

He  burft$  the  brazen  fpear, 
And  in  the  crackling  fire  his  hand 

Confumes  the  blazing  car. 

Hear  then  his  formidable  voice, 
"  Be  ftill  and  know  the  Lord  ; 

"  By  all  the  heathen  I'll  be  fear'd, 
"  By  all  the  earth  ador'd,," 

Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hoft» 

Securely  we  refort ; 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God, 

Our  fuccour  and  fupport. 

PSALM  XC.  PARAPHRASED. 

THY  hand,  O  Lord,  through  rolling  year* 

Has  fav'd  us  from  defpair, 
From  period  down  to  period  ftretch'd 

The  profpects  of  thy  care. 

Before  the  world  was  firft  conceiv'd, 

Before  the  pregnant  earth 
Call'd  forth  the  mountains  from  her  womb, 

Who  ftruggled  to  their  birth; 
Eternal  God  !  thy  early  day* 

Beyond  duration  run, 
Ere  the  firft  race  of  darting  time 

Was  meafur'd  by  the  fun. 

We  die ;  but  future  nations  hear 

Thy  potent  voice  again  ; 
Rife  at  thefummons,  and  reftore 

The  perim'd  race  of  man. 

Before  thy  comprehenfive  fight 

Duration  fleets  away ; 
And  rapid  ages  on  the  wing 

Fly  fwifter  than  a  day. 

As  great  Jehovah's  piercing  eyes 

Eternity  explore, 
The  longetl  aera  is  a  night, 

A  period  is  an  honr. 

We  at  thy  mighty  call,  O  Lord, 
Our  fancy'd  beings  leave, 
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JlousM  from  the  flattering  dream  of  life, 
To  fleep  within  the  grave. 

Swift  from  their  barrier  to  their  goal 

The  rapid  moments  pafs, 
And  leave  poor  man,  for  whom,  they  run, 

The  emblem  of  the  grafa. 

In  the  firft  morn  of  life  it  grows, 

And  lifts  its  verdant  head, 
At  noon  decays,  at  evening  dies. 

And  withers  in  the  mead. 
We  in  the  glories  of  thy  face 

Our  fecret  fins  furvey, 
And  fee  how  gloomy  thofe  appear, 

How  pure  arid  radiant  they. 

To  death,  as  our  appointed  goal, 

Thy  anger  drives  us  on, 
To  that  full  period  fix'd  at  length 

This  tale  of  life  is  done. 
With  winged  fpeed  to  dated  bounds. 

And  limits  we  muft  fly, 
While  feventy  rolling  funs  complete 

Their  circles  in  the  iky. 

Or  if  ten  more  around  us  roll, 

*Tis  labour,  woe,  and  ftrife, 
Till  we  at  length  are  quite  drawn  down 

To  the  laft  dregs  of  life. 
But  who,  O  Lord,  regards  thy  wrath, 

Though  dreadful  and  fevere  ? 
That  wrath,  whatever  fear  he  feels, 

Is  equal  to  his  fear. 

So  teach  us,  Lord,  to  count  our  days, 

And  eye  their  conftant  race, 
To  meafure  what  we  want  in  time 

By  wifdom  and  by  grace. 

With  us  repent,  and  on  our  hearts 

Thy  choiceft  graces  ftied. 
And  fhower  from  thy  celeftial  throne 

Thy  bltfiings  on  our  head. 

Qh  !  may  thy  mercy  crown  us  here, 

And  come  without  delay; 
Then  our  whole  ceurfe  of  life  will  feem 

One  glad  triumphant  day. 

Now  the  bleft  years  of  joy  rcftore 

For  thofe  of  grief  and  ftrife, 
And  with  one  pleafant  drop  allay 

This  bitter  draught  of  life. 
Thy  wonders  to  the  world  difplay, 

Thy  fervants  to  adorn, 
That  may  delight  their  future  fons, 

And  children  yet  unborn. 

Thy  beams  of  majefty  diffufe, 
With  them  thy  great  commands, 

And  bid  profperity  attend 
The  labours  of  our  hands. 

PSALM  CXXXIX.  PARAPHRASED. 

IN  MILTONIC  VEXSE. 

O  dread  Jehovah  !  thy  all-piercing  eyes 
|Jzj>lore  the  motions  of  this  mortal  frame, 


This  tenement  of  duft :  Thy  Aretching  fight 
Surveys  th'  harmonious  principles  that  move 
Jn  beauteous  rank  and  order,  to  inform 
This  calk  and  animated  mafs  of  clay. 
Nor  are  the  profpecb  of  thy  wondrous  fight 
To  this  terreftrial  part  of  man  confin'd ; 
But  {hoot  into  his  foul,  and  there  difcern 
The  firft  materials  of  unfafhion'd  thought, 
Yet  dim  and  undigefted,  till  the  mind, 
Big  with  the  tender  images,  expands, 
And,  fwelliug,  labours  with  th'  ideal  birtfc. 

Where'er  1  move,  thy  cares  purfue  my  feet 
Attendant.     When  1  drink  the  dews  of  fleep, 
Stretch'd  on  my  downy  bed,  and  there  enjoy 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  all  my  toils, 
Unfeen  thy  fovereign  prefence  guards  my  fleep 
Wafts  all  the  terrors  of  my  dreams  away, 
Soothes  all  my  foul,  and  foftens  my  repofc. 

Before  conception  can  employ  the  tongue, 
And  mould  the  ductile  images  to  found; 
Before  imagination  ftands  difpUy'd, 
Thine  eye  the  future  eloquence  can  read, 
Yet  unarrayM  with  fpeech.    Thou,  mighty  Lord! 
Haft  moulded  man  from  his  congenial  duft, 
And  fpoke  him  into  being ;  while  the  clay, 
Beneath  thy  forming  hand,  leap'd  forth,  infpir'd, 
And  ftarted  into  life  :  through  every  part, 
At  thy  command,  the  wheels  of  motion  play'd. 

But  fuch  exalted  knowledge  leaves  below 
And  drops  poor  man  from  its  fuperior  fphere. 
In  vain,  with  reafon's  ballaft,  would  he  try 
To  ftem  th'  unfathomable  depth ;  his  bark 
O'erfets,  and  founders  in  the  vaft  abyfs. 

Then  whither  (hall  the  rapid  fancy  run, 
Though  in  its  full  career,  to  fpeed  my  flight 
From  thy  unbounded  prefence  ?  which  alone 
Fills  all  the  regions  and  extended  fpace 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  nature  !  Whither,  Lord, 
Shall  my  unrein'd  imagination  rove, 
To  leave  behind  thy  fpirit,  and  out-fly        [fpread, 
Its  influence,  which,  with  brooding  wings  ont- 
Hatch'd  unfledg'd  nature  from  the  dark  profound. 

If,  mounted  on  my  towering  thoughts,  I  climb 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens,  I  there  behold 
The  blaze  of  thy  unclouded  majefty ! 
In  the  pure  empyrean  thee  I  view, 
High  thron'd  above  all  height,  thy  radiant  flirine, 
Throng'd  with  the  proftrate  feraphs,  who  receive 
Beatitude  paft  utterance  1   If  I  plunge 
Down  to  the  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound, 
There  too  I  find  thee  in  the  loweft  bound* 
Of  Erebus,  and  read  thee  in  the  fcenes 
Of  complicated  wrath  :   I  fee  thee  clad 
In  all  the  majefty  of  darknefs  there. 

If,  on  the  ruddy  morning's  purple  wings 
Upborne,  with  indefatigable  courfe, 
I  feek  the  glowing  borders  of  the  eaft, 
Where  the  bright  fun,  emergent  from  the  deeps, 
With  his  firft  glories  gilds  the  fparkiing  feas, 
And  trembles  o'er  the  waves ;  ev'n  there  thy  hand 
Shall  through  the  watery  defert  guide  my  courfe, 
And  o'er  the  broken  furges  pave  my  way, 
While  on  the  dreadful  whirls  I  hang  fecure, 
And  mock  the  warring  ocean,     if,  with  hopes, 
As  fond  as  falfe,  the  darkaeftiiexped 
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To  hide,  an<T  wrap  me  in  its  mantling  {hade, 
Vain  were  the  thought  :  for  thy  unbounded  ken 
Darts  through  the  thickening  gloom,  and  pries 

through  all 

The  palpahle  obfcure.     Before  thy  eyes, 
The  vanquilh'd  night  throws  off  her  duflcy  fhrowd, 
And  kindles  into  day  :  the  lhade  and  light, 
To  man  ftill  various,  but  the  fame  to  thee. 
On  thee  is  all  the  flru'&ure  of  my  frame 
Dependant.     Lock'd  within  the  filent  womb, 
Sleeping  I  lay,  and  ripening  to  my  birth  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  thy  out -ftretch'd  arm  preferv'd me  there; 
Before  I  mov'd  to  entity,  and  trod 
The  verge  of  being.     To  thy  hallow  'd  name 
I'll  pay  due  honours  :  for  thy  mighty  hand 
Built  this  corporeal  fabric,  when  it  laid 
The  ground-work  of  cxiftence.     Hence,  I  read 
The  wonders  of  thy  art.     This  frame  I  view, 
With  terror  and  delight ;  and,  wrapt  in  both, 
I  ftartle  at  myfflf.     My  bones,  unform'd 
As  yet,  nor  hardening  from  the  vifcuous  parts, 
But  blended  with  th'  unanimated  mafs, 
Thy  eye  diftin&ly  vievv'd  ;  and  while  I  lay 
Within  the  earth,  imperfect,  nor  perceiv'd 
The  firft  faint  dawn  of  life,  with  eafe  furvcy'd 
The  vital  glimmerings  of  the  active  feeds, 
Juft  kindling  to  exiftcnce  ;  and  beheld 
My  fubftance  fcarce  material.     In  thy  book, 
Was  the  fair  model  of  this  ftructure  drawn, 
Where  every  part,  in  juft  connection  join'd, 
Compos'd  and  perfected  th'  harmonious  piece, 
Ere  the  dim  fpeck  of  being  learn'd  to  ftretch 
Its  ductile  form,  or  entity  had  known 
To  range  and  wanton  in  an  ampler  fpace. 

How  dear,  how  rooted  in  my  inmoft  foul, 
Are  all  thy  counfels,  and  the  various  ways 
Of  thy  eternal  providence  !  The  fum 
So  boundlefs  and  immenfe,  it  leaves  behind 
The  low  account  of  numbers  ;  and  out-flies 
All  that  imagination  e'er  concciv'd, 
JLefs  numerous  are  the  fands  that  crowd  the  fhores, 
The  barriers  of  the  ocean.     When  t  rife 
From  my  foft  bed,  and  fofter  joys  of  fleep, 
I  rife  to  thee.     Yet  lo  !  the  impious  flight 
Thy  mighty  wonders.     Shall  the  fons  of  vice 
Elude  the  vengeance  of  thy  wrathful  hand, 
Aud  mock  thy  lingering  thunder,  which  with- 
holds 

Its  forky  terrors,  from  their  guilty  heads  ! 
Thou  great  tremenduous  God  ! — A  vaunt,  and  fly, 
All  ye  who  third  for  blood. — For,  Iwoln  with 

pride, 

Each  haughty  wretch  blafphemes  thy  facred  name, 
And  bellows  his  reproaches  to  affront 
Thy  glorious  Majefty.     Thy  foes  I  hate 
Worfe  than  my  own,  O  Lord !  Explore  my  foul, 
See  if  a  flaw  or  ftain  of  fin  infects 
My  guilty  thoughts.  Then,  lead  me  in  the  way 
That  guides  my  feet  to  thy  own  heaven  and  thee. 

PSALM  CXLIV.  PARAPHRASED. 

MY  foul  in  raptures  rife  to  blefs  the  Lord, 
Who  taught  my  hands  to  draw  the  fatal  fword ; 
Led  by  his  arm,  undalunted  I  appear 
In  the  firft  rcnks  of  death  and  trout  of  war. 


He  taught  me  firft  the  pointed  fpear  to  wield,' 
And  mow  the  glorious  harveft  of  the  field. 
By  him  infpir'd,  from  ftrength  to  ftrength  I  paft, 
Plung'd  through  the  troops,  and  laid  the  battle 
wafte. 

In  him  my  hopes  I  centre  and  repofe, 
He  guards  my  life,  and  fhields  me  from  my  foes. 
He  held  his  ample  buckler  o.'er  my  head, 
And  fcreen'd  me  trembling  in  the  mighty  {hade  : 
Againft  all  hoftile  violence  and  power, 
He  was  my  fword,  my  bulwark,  and  my  tower. 
He  o'er  my  people  will  maintain  my  fway, 
And  teach  my  willing  fubjects  to  obey. 

Lord  :  what  is  man  ?  of  vile  and  humble  birth, 
Sprung  with  this  kindred  reptiles  from  the  earth, 
That  he  fhould  thus  thy  fecret  counfels  fhare, 
Or  what  his  fon,  who  challenges  thy  care  ? 
Why  does  thine  eye  regard  this  nothing,  man  ? 
His  life  a  point,  his  meafure  but  a  fpan ; 
The  fancy'd  pageant  of  a  moment  made, 
Swift  as  a  dream,  and  fleeting  as  a  (hade. 

Come  in  thy  power,  and  leave  th'  ethereal  plain, 
And  to  thy  harnefs'd  tempeft  give  the  rein; 
Yon  ftarry  arch  fhall  bend  beneath  the  load, 
So  loud  the  chariot,  and  fo  great  the  God ! 
Soon  as  his  rapid  wheels  Jehovah  rolls, 
The  folding  flcies  fhall  tremble  to  the  poles  : 
Heaven's  gaudy  axle  with  the  world  (hall  fall, 
Leap  from  the  centre,  and  unhinge  the  ball,  [pire 

Touch'd  by  thy  hands,  the  labouring  hills  ex- 
Thick  clouds  of  fnic>ke,  and  deluges  of  fire ; 
On  the  tall  groves  the  red  deftroyer  preys, 
And  wraps  th'  eternal  mountains  in  the  blaze : 
Full  on  my  foes  may  all  thy  lightnings  fly, 
On  purple  pinions  through  the  gloomy  fky. 

Extend  thy  hand,  thou  kind  all-gracious  God, 
Down  from  the  heaven  of  heavens  thy  bright 

abode, 

And  fhield  me  frt>m  my  foes,  whofe  towering  pride 
Lowers  like  a  ftorm,  and  gathers  like  a  tide  : 
Againft  ftrange  children  vindicate  my  caufe, 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws ; 
Who  fear  not  vengeance  which  they  never  felt, 
Train'd  to  blafpheme,  and  eloquent  in  guilt : 
Their  hands  arc  impious,  and  their  deeds  profanff, 
They  plead  their  boafted  innocence  in  vain. 

Thy  name  fhall  dwell  forever  on  my  tongue, 
And  guide  the  facrtd  numbers  of  my  fcng  ; 
To  thee  my  mufe  fhall  confecrafe  her  lays, 
And  every  note  fhall  labour  in  thy  praife  ; 
The  hallow'd  theme  fhall  teach  me  how  to  fing, 
Swell  on  the  lyre,  and  tremble  on  the  firing. 

Oft  has  thy  ha.nd  from  fight  the  monarch  led, 
When  death  flew  raging,  and  the  battle  bled; 
And  fnatch'd  thy  fervant  in  the  laft  defyair 
From  all  the  rifing  tumult  of  the  war. 

Againft  ftrange  children  vindicate  my  caufe, 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws; 
That  our  fair  fons  may  fmile  in  early  bloom, 
Our  fons,  the  hopes  of  all  our  years  to  cpme  : 
Like  plants  that  nurs'd  by  foftering  fhowers  arife, 
And  lift  their  fpreading  honours  to  the  fkies. 
That  our  chafte  daughters  may  their  charms  dif-*> 

Pla7»  L 

Like  the  bright  pillars  of  oxir  temple,  gay,         V 
JPoliih'dj  and  tall,  and  fmooth,  and  fair  as  they  J 
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failed  up  with  plenty  let  our  barns  appear, 
And  burft  with  all  the  feafons  of  the  year  ; 
Let  pregnant  flocks  in  every  quarter  bleat, 
And  drop  their  tender  young  in  every  ftreet. 
Safe  from  their  labours  may  our  oxen  come, 
Safe  may  they  bring  the  gather'd  fummer  home. 
Oh  !  may  no  fighs,  no  ftreams  of  forrow  flow, 
To  ftain  our  triumphs  with  the  tears  of  woe, 

Blefs'd  is  the  nation,  how  fincerely  blefs'd  ! 
Of  fuch  unbounded  happinefs  poflefs'd, 
To  whom  Jehovah's  facred  name  is  known, 
Who  claim  the  God  of  Ifrael  for  their  own. 


JOB,  CHAP.  III. 

JOB  curs'd  his  birth,  and  bade  his  curfes  flow 
In  words  of  grief,  and  eloquence  of  woe  ; 
Loft  be  that  day  which  dragg'd  me  to  my  doom, 
Recent  to  life,  and  drugging  from  the  womb  ; 
Whofe  beams  with  fuch  malignant  luftre  (hone, 
Whence  all  my  years  in  anxious  circles  run. 
Loft  be  that  night  in  undetermin'd  fpace, 
And  veil  with  deeper  fhades  her  gloomy  face, 
Which  crowded  up  with  woes  this  (lender  fpan, 
While  the  dull  mafs  rofe  quickening  into  man. 

O'er  that  curs'd  day  let  fable  darknefs  rife, 
Shrowd  the  blue  vault,  and  blacken  all  the  (kies ; 
May  God  o'erlook  it  from  his  heavenly  throne, 
Nor  roufe  from  deep  the  fedentary  fun. 
O'er  its  dark  face  to  (bed  his  genial  ray, 
And  warm  to  joy  the  melancholy  day. 
May  the  clouds  frown,  and  livid  poifens  breathe, 
And  ftain  heaven's  azure  with  the  fhade  of  death. 

May  ten-fold  darknefs  from  that  dreadful  night 
Seize  and  arreft  the  ftraggling  gleams  of  light ; 
To  pay  due  vengeance  for  its  fatal  crime, 
Still  be  it  banifh'd  from  the  train  of  time  ; 
Nor  in  the  radiant  lift  of  months  appear, 
To  ftain  the  (hining  circle  of  the  year  : 
There  through  her  duflcy  range  may  filence'J 
roam,  / 

There  may  no  ray,  no  glimpfe  of  gladnefs  come,  T 
No  voice  to  cheer  the  folitary  gloom.  3 

May  every  ftar  his  gaudy  light  with-hold, 
Nor  through  the  vapour  (hoot  his  beamy  gold  : 
Nor  let  the  dawn  with  radiant  fkirts  come  on, 
Tipp'd  with  the  glories  of  the  rifing  fun  ; 
Becaufe  that  dreadful  period  fix'd  my  doom, 
Nor  feal'd  the  dark  recedes  of  the  womb. 
To  that  original  my  ills  I  owe, 
Heir  of  affliction,  and  the  fon  of  woe. 
Oh  !  had  I  dy'd  unexcrcis'd  in  pain, 
And  wak'd  to  life,  to  deep  in  death  again! 
Why  did  not  fate  attend  me  at  my  birth, 
And  give  me  back  to  my  congenial  earth  ? 
Why  was  I,  when  an  infant,  footh'd  to  reft, 
Lull'd  on  the  knee,  or  hung  upon  the  bread  ? 
For  now  the  grave  would  all  my  cares  compofe, 
Conceal  my  forrows,  and  inter  my  woes  : 
There  wrapp'd  and  lock'd  within  his  cold  embrace, 
-Safe  had  1  dumber'd  in  the  arms  of  peace; 
There  with  the  mighty  kings,  who  lie  inroll'd 
Irt  clouds  of  incenfe,  and  in  beds  of  gold  : 
There  with  the  princes,  who  in  grandeur  fhone, 
A«d  ayv'd  the  trembling  nations  froai  the  throne; 


Afflicted  Job  an  equal  reft  might  have, 

And  fhare  the  dark  retirement  of  the  grave  ; 

Or  as  a  fhapelefs  embryo  feek  the  tomb, 

Rude  and  imperfect  from  the  abortive  womb  : 

Ere  motion's  early  principle  began, 

Or  the  dim  fubftance  kindled  into  man.       [ceafe, 

There  from  their  monftrous  crimes  the  wicked 
There  labouring  guilt  is  weary'd  into  peace ; 
There  blended  deep  the  coward  and  the  brave,  ~| 
Stretch'd  with  his  lord,  the  undiftinguifh'd  flave  s. 
Enjoys  the  common  refuge  of  the  grave.  j 

An  equal  lot  the  mighty  victor  (hares, 
And  lies  amidft  the  captives  of  his  wars ; 
With  his,  thofe  captives  mingle  their  remains, 
The  fame  in  death,  nor  leffen'd  by  their  chains, 
Why  are  we  doom'd  to  view  the  genial  ray  ? 
Why  curft  to  bear  the  painful  Hghr  of  day  ? 
Oh !  with  what  joy  the  wretches  yield  their  breath  3 
And  pant  in  bitternefs  of  foul  for  death  ? 
As  a  rich  prize,  the  diftant  blifs  they  crave, 
And  find  the  glorious  treafure  in  the  grave. 
Why  is  the  wretch  condemn'd  without  relief,    ' 
To  combat  woe,  and  tread  the  round  of  grief, 
Whom  in  the  toils  of  fate  his  God  has  bound, 
And  drawn  the  line  of  miferies  around  ? 

When  nature  calls  for  aid,  my  fighs  intrude, 
My  tears  prevent  my  neceffary  food  : 
Like  a  full  ftream  o'ercharg'd,  my  forrows  flow, 
In  burfts  of  anguifli,  and  a  tide  of  woe ; 
For  now  the  dire  affliction  which  I  fled, 
Pours  like  a  roaring  torrent  on  my  head. 
My  terrors  ftill  the  phantom  view'd,  and  wrought 
The  dreadful  image  into  every  thought : 
At  length  pluck'd  down,  the  fatal  ftroke  I  feel 
And  lofe  the  fancy'd  in  the  real  ill. 

JOB,  CHAP.  XXV.  PARAPHRASED. 

THEN  will  vain  man  complain  and  murmur  ftill? 
And  (band  on  terms  with  his  Creator's  will  ? 
Shall  this  high  privilege  to  clay  be  given  ? 
Shall  duft  arraign  the  providence  of  heaven  ? 
Withreafon's  line  the  boundlefs  diftance  fcan; 
Oppofe  heaven's  awful  majefty  to  man. 
To  what  a  length  his  vaft  dominions  run  ? 
How  far  beyond  the  journeys  of  the  fun  ? 
He  hung  yon  golden  balls  of  light  on  high, 
And  launch'd  the  planets  through  the  liquid  Iky  : 
To  rolling  worlds  he  mark'd  the  certain  fpace, 
Fix'd  and  fultain'd  the  elemental  peace. 

Unnumber'd  as  thofe  worlds  his  armies  move, 
And  the  gay  legions  guard  his  realms  above  ; 
High  o'er  th' ethereal  plains,  the  myriads' rife, 
And  pour  their  flaming  ranks  along  the  (kies : 
From  their  bright  arms  inceffant  fplendours  ftreara, 
And  the  wide  azure  kindles  with  the  gleam. 

To  this  low  world  he  bids  the  light  repair, 
Down  through  the  gulfs  of  undulating  air: 
For  man  he  taught  the  glorious  fun  to  roll, 
From  his  bright  barrier  to  his  weftern  goal. 

How  then  (hall  man,  thus  infolently  proud, 
Plead  with  his  Judge,  and  combat  with  his  God  ? 
How  from  his  mortal  mother  can  he  come, 
Unftain'd  from  fin,  untinAur'd  from  the  womb  ? 

The  Lord  from  his  fublime  empyreal  throne, 
As  a  dark  globe,  regards  the  filver  moea, 
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Thofe  ftars,  that  grace  the  wide  celeftial  plain, 
Are  but  the  humbleft  fweepings  of  his  train  ; 
Dim  are  the  brighteft  fplendours  of  the  iky ; 
And  the  fun  darkens  in  Jehovah's  eye. 
But  does  not  fin  diffufe  a  fouler  ftain, 
And  thicker  darknefs  cloud  the  foul  of  man  ? 
Shall  he  the  depths  of  endlefs  wifdom  know  ? 
The  (hort-liv'd  fovereign  of  the  world  below  ? 
His  frail  original  confounds  his  boaft,  [duft. 

Sprung  from  the  ground,  and  quicken' d  from  the 

THE  SONG  OF  MOSES, 

IK  THE  FIFTEENTH  CHAPTER  t)F  EXODUS,  PARA- 
fHRASED. 

THEN  to  the  Lord,  the  vaft  triumphant  throng 
Of  Ifrael's  fons,  with  Mofes,  rais'd  the  fong. 

To  God  our  grateful  accents  will  we  raife, 
And  every  tongue  fhall  celebrate  his  praifc  : 
Behold  difplay'd  the  wonders  of  his  might ; 
Behold  the  Lord  triumphant  in  the  fight ! 
With  what  immortal  fame  and  glory  grac'd  ! 
What  trophies  rais'd  amid  the  watery  waftc  ! 
How  did  his  power  the  deeds  and  riders  fweep 
Ingulf 'd  in  heaps,  and  whelm'd  beneath  the  deep  ? 

Whom  (hould  we  fear,  while  he,  heav'n's  aw- 
ful Lord, 

Unfheathsfor  Ifrael  his  avenging  fword? 
His  outftretch'd  arm,  and  tutelary  care, 
Guarded  and  fav'd  vs  in  the  laft  defpair  • 
His  mercy  eas'd  us  from  our  circling  pains, 
Unbound  our  (hackles  and  unlock'd  our  chains. 
To  him  our  God,  our  fathers  God,  I'll  rear        "\ 
A  facred  temple,  and  adore  him  there, 
With  vows  and  incenfe,  facrifice  and  prayer.       j 

The  Lord  commands  in  war;    his  matchlcfs 

might 

Hangs  out  and  guides  the  balance  of  the  fight : 
By  him  the  war  the  mighty  leaders  form, 
And  teach  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  ftorm. 
His  name,  O  Ifrael,  Heaven's  Eternal  Lord, 
For  ever  honour'd,  reverenc'd,  and  ador'd. 

When  to  the  fight  from  Egypt's  fruitful  foil, 
Pour'd  forth  in  myriads  all  the  fons  of  Nile  ; 
The  Lord  o'erthxew  the  courfer  and  the  car, 
Sunk  Pharaoh's  pride,  and  overwhclm'd  his  war. 
Beneath  th*  encumber'd  deeps  his  legions  lay, 
For  many  a  league  impurpling  all  the  fea : 
The  chiefs, and  fteeds,and  warriors  whirl'd  around, 
Lay  midft  the  roarings  of  the  furges  drown'd. 

Who  fhall  thy  power,  diou  mighty  God,  with- 

ftand, 

And  check  the  force  of  thy  victorious  hand  ? 
Thy  hand,  which  red  with  wrath  in  terror  rofe, 
To  crufh  that  day  thy  proud  Egyptian  foes. 
Struck  by  that  hand,  their  drooping  fquadrons  fall, 
Crowding  in  death ;  one  fate  o'erwhelms  them  all. 

Soon  as  thy  auger,  charg'd  with  vengeance, 

came, 

They  funk  like  ftubble  crackling  in  the  flame. 
At  thy  dread  voice  the  fummon'd  billows  crowd, 
And  a  ftill  filence  lulls  the  wondering  flood  : 
Roll'd  up,  the  cryftal  ridges  ftrike  the  fkies, 
Waves  peep  o'er  waves,  and  feas  o'er  feas  arife. 
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Around  in  heaps  the  liftening  furges  itand, 
Mute  and  obfervant  of  the  high  command. 
Congeal'd  with  fear  attends  the  watery  train, 
Rous'd  from  the  fecret  chambers  of  the  main. 

With  favage  joy  the  fons  of  Egypt  cry'd, 
(Vaft  were  their  hopes,  and  boundlefs  was  their 

pride) 

Let  us  purfue  thofe  fugitives  of  Nile, 
This  fervilc  nation,  and  divide  the  fpoil  : 
And  fpread  fo  wide  the  (laughter,  till  their  blood 
Dyes  with  a  ftronger  red  the  blufhing  flood. 
Oh  !  what  a  copious  prey  their  hofts  afford, 
To  glut  and  fatten  the  devouring  fword  ! 

As  thus  the  yawning  gulf  the  boafters  pafs'd/ 
At  thy  command  rufh'J  forth  the  rapid  blaft. 
Then,  at  the  fignal  given,  with  dreadful  fway, 
In  one  huge  heap  roll'd  down  the  roaring  fea ; 
And  now  the  didntangled  waves  divide, 
Unlock  their  folds,  and  thaw  the  frozen  tide. 
The  deeps  alarm  cl  call  terribly  from  far 
The  loud,  embattled  furges  to  the  war  ; 
Till  her  proud  fons  aftonifh'd  Egypt  found, 
Cover'd  with  billows,  and  in  tempefts  drown'd. 

What  God  can  emulate  thy  power  divine, 
Or  who  oppofe  his  miracles  to  thine  ! 
When  joyful  we  adore  thy  glorious  name, 
Thy  trembling  foes  confefs  their  fear  and  flume. 
The  world  attends  thy  absolute  command, 
And  nature  waits  the  wonders  of  thine  hand. 
That  hand,  extended  o'er  the  fwelling  fea, 
The  confduus  billows  reverc&ce  and  obey. 
O'er  the  devoted  race  the  furges  fweep, 
And  whelm  the  guilty  nation  in  the  deep. 
That  hand  redeem'd  us  from  our  fervile  toil, 
And  each  infulting  tyrant  of  the  Nile  : 
Our  nation  came  beneath  that  mighty  hand, 
From  Egypt's  realms  to  Canaan's  facred  land. 
Thou  wert  their  Guide,  their  Saviour,  and  then- 
God, 

To  fmoothe  the  way,  and  clear  the  dreadful  road. 
The  diilant  kingdoms  (hall  thy  wonders  hear, 
The  fierce  Phihftines  {hall  confefs  their  fear; 
Thy  fame  (hall  over  Edom's  princes  fpread, 
And  Moab's  kings,  the  univerfal  drt-ad  ; 
While  the  vaft  fccnes  of  miracles  impart 
A  thrilling  horror  to  the  braveft  heart. 
As  through  the  world  the  gathering  terror  runs, 
Canaan  (hall  (brink,  and  tremble  for  his  fons. 
Till  thou  haft  Jacob  from  his  bondage  brought, 
At  fuch  a  vaft  expence  of  wonders  bought, 
To  Canaan's  promis'd  realms  and  blelt  abodes, 
Led  through  the  dark  receffes  of  the  floods. 
Crown'd  with  their  tribes  (hall  proud  Moriahrife, 
And  rear  his  fummit  nearer  to  the  (kies. 

Through  ages,  Lord,  (hall  itretch  thy  boundlefa 

power, 

Thy  throne  fhall  ftand  when  time  (hall  be  no  more: 
For  Pharaoh's  deeds,  and  cars,  and  warlike  train, 
Leap'd  in,  and  boldly  rang'd  the  fandy  plain. 
While  in  the  dreadful  road,  and  defcrt  way, 
The  (hining  crowds  of  gafping  fifties  lay  : 
Till,  all  around  with  liquid  toils  beiet, 
The  Lord  fwept  o'er  their  heads  the  watery  net. 
He  freed  the  ocean  from  his  fecret  chain, 
And  on  each  har.d  difcharg'd  the  thundering  main. 
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The  loofen'd  billows  burfl  from  every  fide, 
And  whelm  the  war  and  warriors  in  the  tide ; 
But  on  each  hand  the  folid  billows  flood, 
Like  lofty  mounds  to  check  the  raging  flood; 
Till  the  bleft  race  to  promis'd  Canaan  pafl 
O'er  the  dry  path,  and  trod  the  watery  wafle. 

THE  THIRD  ODE  OF  THE  SECOND  BOOK 
OF  HORACE,  PARAPHRASED. 

LET  the  brave  youth  be  train'd,  the  ftings 

Of  poverty  to  bear, 
And  in  the  fchool  of  want  be  taught 

The  exercife  of  war. 

Let  him  be  pra&is'd  in  his  bloom, 

To  liflen  to  alarms, 
And  learn  proud  Parthia  to  fubdue 

With  unrefifled  arms. 

The  hoftile  tyrant's  beauteous  bride, 

Diftracled  with  defpair, 
Beholds  him  pouring  to  the  fight, 

And  thu-idering  through  the  war. 

As  from  the  battlement  fhe  views 

The  flaughter  of  his  fword, 
Thus  fhall  the  fair  exprefs  her  grief, 

And  terrors  for  her  Lord  : 

Look  down,  ye  gracious  powers,  from  heaven, 

Nor  let  my  conibrt  go, 
Rude  in  the  arts  of  war,  to  fight 

This  formidable  foe. 

Oh  !  not  with  half  that  dreadful  rage 

The  royal  favage  flics, 
When,  at  the  flightefl  touch,  he  fprings, 

And  darts  upon  his  prize. 

How  fair,  how  comely  are  our  wounds, 

In  our  dear  country's  canfe  ! 
What  fame  attends  the  glorious  fate, 

That  props  our  dying  laws  ! 

For  death's  cold  hand  arrefts  the  fear* 

That  haunt  the  coward's  mind; 
Swift  fhe  purfues  the  flying  wretch, 

And  wounds  him  from  behind. 

Bravely  regardlefs  of  difgrace, 

Bold  virtue  {lands  alone, 
With  pure  unfully'd  glory  {nines, 

And  honours  ftill  her  own. 

From  the  dark  grave,  and  filent  duft,       -»-> 

She  bids  her  fons  strife, 
And  to  the  radiant  train  unfolds 

The  portals  of  the  ikies. 

Now,  with  triumphant  wings,  fhe  foars, 

Above  the  realms  of  day, 
Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  groveling  crowd, 

And  towers  th'  ethereal  way. 

With  her  has  filence  a  reward, 

Within  the  blefs'd  abodes, 
That  holy  filence  which  conceals 

The  fccrets  of  the  god*. 

But  with  a  wretch  I  would  not  live, 
By  facrilege  profan'd, 


Nor  lodge  beneath  one  roof,  nor  launch 
One  veflel  from  the  land  : 

For,  blended  with  the  bad,  the  good 
The  common  flroke  have  felt, 

And  heaven's  dire  vengeance  flruck  alike 
At  innocence  and  guilt. 

The  wrath  divine  purfues  the  wretch, 

At  prefent,  lame  and  flow, 
But  yet,  though  tardy  to  advance, 

She  gives  the  furer  blow. 


THE  THIRD  ODE  OF  THE  FOURTH  BOOK, 
OF  HORACE,  PARAPHRASED. 

WHOM  firft,  Melpomene,  thy  eye 

With  friendly  afpedt  views, 
Shall  from  his  cradle  rife  renown'd, 

And  facred  to  the  mufe. 

Nor  to  the  Ifthmian  games  his  fame 

And  deathlefs  triumphs  owe ; 
Nor  fhall  he  wear  the  verdant  wreath<9 

That  ihades  the  champion's  brow. 

Nor  in  the  wide  Elsean  plains 

Fatigue  the  courier's  fpeed ; 
Nor  through  the  glorious  cloud  of  duft, 

Provoke  the  bounding  fteed. 

Nor,  as  an  haughty  viclor,  mount 

The  Capitolian  heights, 
And  proudly  dedicate  to  Jove 

The  trophies  of  his  fights. 

Becaufe  his  thundering  hand  in  war 

Has  check'd  the  fwelling  tide 
Of  the  ftern  tyrant's  power,  and  broke 

The  meafures  of  his  pride. 

But  by  fweet  Tyburn's  groves  and  ftreatn* 

His  glorious  theme  purfues, 
And  fcorns  the  laurels  of  the  war, 

For  thofe  that  crown  the  mufe. 

There  in  the  moft  retir'd  retreats, 

He  fets  his  charming  fong, 
To  the  fweet  harp  which  Sappho  touch'd, 

Or  bold  Alczus  fining. 

Rank'd  by  thy  fons,  Imperial  Rome, 

Among  the  poet's  quire, 
Above  the  reach  of  envy's  hand 

I  fafely  may  afpire. 

Thou  facred  mufe,  whofe  artful  hand 

Can  teach  the  bard  to  fing ; 
Can  animate  the  golden  lyre, 

And  wake  the  living  firing  : 

Thou,  by  whofe  mighty  power,  may  Gng, 

In  unaccuflom'd  ftrains, 
The  filent  fifhes  in  the  floods, 

As  on  their  banks  the  fwans. 

To  thee  I  owe  my  fpreading  fame, 

That  thoufands,  as  they  gaze, 
Make  me  their  wonder's  common 

And  objeft  of -their  praife. 
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If  firft  I  (truck  the  Lefblan  lyre, 
No  fame  belongs  to  me  ; 

1  owe  my  honours,  when  I  pleafe, 
(If  e'er  I  pleafe)  to  thee. 


ON  THE 


APPROACHING  CONGRESSOFCAMBRAY. 


WRITTEN  IN 


YE  patriots  of  the  world,  whofe  cases  combin'd 
Confult  the  public  welfare  of  mankind, 
One  moment  let  the  crowding  kingdoms  waif, 
And  Europe  in  fufpenie  attend  her  fate, 
Which  turns  in  your  great  concils  ;  nor  refufe 
To  hear  the  ftrainsof  the  prophetic  mufe  ; 
Who  fees  thofe  councils  with  a  generaus  care 
Heal  the  wide  wounds,  and  calm  the  rage  of  war; 
She  fees  new  verdure  all  the  plain  o'erfpread, 
Where  the  fight  burn'd,  and  where  the  battle  bled. 
The  fields  of  death  a  fofter  fcene  difclofe, 
And  Ceres  fmiles  where  iron  harvefts  rofe. 
The  bleating  flocks  along  the  baflion  pafs, 
And  from  the  awful  ruins  crop  the  grafs. 
Treed  from  his  fears,  each  unmolefted  fwain, 
In  peaceful  furrows  cuts  the  fatal  plain  ; 
Turns  the  high  bulwark  and  afpiring  mound, 
And  fees  the  camp  with  all  the  feafons  crown'd. 
Beneath  each  clod,  bright  burnifh'd  arms  appear  ; 
Each  furrow  glitters  with  the  pride  of  war  ; 
The  fields  refound  and  tinkle  as  they  break, 
And  the  keen  faulchion  rings  againft  the  rake  ; 
At  reft  beneath  the  hanging  ramparts  laid, 
He  fings  fecurely  in  the  dreadful  fhade. 

Hark  !  -  o'er  the  feas,  the  Britifh  lions  roar 
Their  monarch's  fame  to  every  diftant  fhore  : 
Swift  on  their  canvas  wings  his  navies  go, 
Wherever  tides  can  roll,  or  winds  can  blow; 
Their  fails  within  the  ar&ic  circle  rife, 
I'ed  by  the  flars  that  gild  the  northern  fkies  ; 
Tempt  frozen  feas,  nor  fear  the  driving  blaft, 
But  fwell  exulting  o'er  the  hoary  wafte  ; 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  hold  fupreme  command, 
And  acTive  commerce  fpread  through  every  land; 
Or  with  full  pride  to  fou.hern  regions  run» 
To  diftant  worlds,  on  t'  other  fide  the  fun  ; 
And  plough  the  tides,  where  odoriferous  gales 
Perfume  the  fmiling  waves,  and  ftretch  the  belly- 
ing fails. 

See  !  the  proud  merchant  feek  the  precious  fhore, 
And  trace  the  winding  veins  of  glittering  ore  ; 
Low  in  the  earth  his  wondering  eyes  behold 
Th'  imperfect  metal  ripening  into  gold. 
The  mountains  tremble  with  alternate  rays, 
And  caft  at  once  a  fhadow  ,and  a  blaze  : 
Streak'd  o'er  with  gold,  the  pebbles  rlame  around, 
<51eam  o'er  the  foil,  and  giir*  the  tinkling  ground; 
Charg'd  with  the  glorious  prize,  his  yriTels  come, 
And  in  proud  triumph  bring  an  India  home. 

3fair  concord,  hail;  thy  wings  o'er  Brunfwitk 

fprcad, 

And  with  thy  olives  crown  his  laurePd  head. 
Come  ;  in  thy  moft  diftinguiuYd  charms  appear; 
Oh  !  come,  and  bolt  the  iron  gates  of  war. 
The  fight  ftands  ttill  when  Brunfwick  bids  it  ceafe, 
The  monarch  fpeuksj  and  gives  the  world  a  peace  j 


Like  awful  juftice,  fits  fHperior  lord, 
To  poife  the  balance,  or  to  draw  the  fworci  ; 
In  due  fufptnfc  the  jarring  realms  to  keep, 
And  hufh  the  tumults  of  the  world  to  fleep. 
Now  with  a  brighter  face,  and  nobler  ray, 
Shine  forth,  thou  fource  of  light,  and  god  of  day  ; 
Say,  didft  thou  ever  in  thy  bright  career 
Light  up  before  a  more  diftinguifh'd  year  ? 
Through  all  thy  journeys  paft,  thou  canft  not  fed 
A  perfect  image  of  what  this  fhall  be  : 
Scarce  the  Platonic  year  fhall  this  renew, 
Or  keep  the  bright  original  in  view. 

THE  FABLE 

OF  THE  YOUNG  MAN  AND  HIS  CAT. 

A  HAPLESS  youth,  whom  fates  averfc  had  drorrf 
To  a  ftrange  paffion,  and  prepyfterous  love, 
Long'd  to  poffefs  his  pufs's  fpotted  charms, 
And  hug  the  tabby  beauty  in  his  arms. 
To  what  odd  whimfies  love  inveigles  men  ? 
Sure  if  the  boy  was  ever  blind,  'twas  then. 
Rack'd  with  his  paffion,  and  in  deep  defpair, 
The  youth  to  Venus  thus  addreft  his  prayer. 

O  queen  of  beauty  !  fince  thy  Cupid's  dart 
Has  fir'd  my  foul,  and  rankles  in  my  heart ; 
Since  doom'd  to  burn  in  this  unhappy  flamej 
From  thee  at  leaft  a  remedy  I  claim; 
If  once,  to  blefs  Pigmalion's  longing  arms, 
The  marble foften'd  into  living  charms; 
And  warm  with  life  the  purple  current  ran 
In  circling  ftrcams  through  every  flinty  vein  ; 
If,  with  his  own  creating  hands  difplay'd, 
He  hugg'd  the  ftatue,  and  embrac'd  a  maid  ; 
And  with  the  breathing  image  fir'd  his  heart, 
The  pride  of  nature,  and  the  boaft  of  art : 
Hear  my  requeft,  and  crown  my  wond'rousflame^ 
The  fame  its  nature,  be  thy  gift  the  fame  ; 
Give  me  the  like  unufual  joys  to  prove, 
And  though  irregular,  indulge  my  love. 

Delighted  Venus  heard  the  moving  prayer, 
And  foon  fefolv'd  to  eafe  the  lover's  care, 
To  fet  Mifs  Tabby  off  with  every  grace, 
To  drefs,  and  fit  her  for  the  youth's  embrace. 

Now  fhe  by  gradual  change  her  form  forfook, 
Firft  her  round  face  an  oval  figure  took; 
The  roguifh  dimples  next  his  heart  beguile, 
And  each  grave  whiiker  foften'd  to  a  fmile  ; 
Unufual  ogles  wanton'd  in  her  eye, 
Her  fylcmn  purring  dwindled  to  a  figh  : 
Sudden,  a  huge  hoop-petticoat  difplay'd, 
A  wide  circumference  !   intfench'd  the  maid, 
And  for  the  tail  in  waving  circles  play'd. 
Her  fur,  as  deflin'd  ftill  her  charm*  to  deck, 
Made  for. her  bane's  a  muff,  a  tippet  for  her  neck, 

In  the  fine  lady  now  her  Ihupe  was  loft, 
And  by  fuch  ftrange  degrees  fhe  grew  a  toaft ; 
Was  all  ler  ombre  now ;  and  who  but  fhe, 
To  ialk  of  modes  and  fcamlal  o'er  her  tea  ; 
To  lettle  every  fafhion  of  the  fex, 
And  run  through  all  the  female  politics  ; 
To  ipend  her  time  at  toilet,  and  ballet, 
To  play,  to  flaunt,  to  flutter,  and  coquet  : 
From  a  grave  thinking  moufer.  fhe  was  grown 
The  gayeft  ilirt  that  coach'd  it  rouud  the 


POEM    S. 


IJut  fee  how  often  fotne  intruding  woe 
Nips  all  our  blooming  profpe&s  at  a  blow  ! 
For  as  the  youth  his  lovely  conforr  led 
To  the  deaf  pleafures  of  the  nuptial  bed, 
Juft  on  that  inftant  from  an  inner  houfe, 
Into  <he  chamber  p'opt  a  heedlefs  moufe. 
Mifs  Tabby  faw,  and  brooking  no  delay,       [prey. 
Sprung  from  the  iheets,  and  feiz'd  the  trembling 
Nor  did  the  bride,  in  that  ill-fated  hour, 
Refle&  that  all  her  moufing-days  were  o'er. 
The  youth,  aflonifh'd,felt  a  new  defpair, 
Jxion-like  he  grafp'd,  and  grafp'd  but  air; 
He  faw  his  vows  and  prayers  in  vain  beftow'd, 
And  loft  the  jilting  goddefs  in  a  cloud. 


TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON   HIS  TRANSLATION  ©F  HOMER*S  ILIAD* 

*Ti»  true,  what  fam'd  Pythagoras  maintain'd, 
That  fouls  departed  in  new  bodies  reign'd  : 
We  muft  approve  the  dodlrine,  (ince  we  fee 
The  foul  of  godlike  Homer  breathe  in  thee. 
Old  Enniusfirft,  then  Virgil  felt  her  fires; 
But  now  a  Britifh  Poet  fhe  infpires. 

To  you,  O  Pope,  the  lineal  right  extends, 
To  you  th'  hereditary  mufe  defcends. 
At  a  vaft  diflance  we  of  Homer  heard, 
Till  you  brought  in,  and  naturalized  the  bard; 
Bade  him  our  Englifh  rights  and  freedom  claim; 
His  voice,  his  habit,  and  his  air  the  fame. 
Now  in  the  mighty  ftranger  we  rejoice, 
And  Britain  thanks  thee  with  a  public  voice* 

See  !  too  the  poet,  a  majeftic  (hade, 
Lifts  up  in  awful  pomp  his  laurel'd  head, 
To  thank  his  fucceffor,  who  fets  him  free 
From  the  vile  hands  of  Hobbes  and  Ogilby  ; 
"Who  vext  his  venerable  afhes  more, 
Than  his  ungrateful  Greece^  the  living  bard  before. 

While  Homer's  thoughts  in  thy  bold  lines  are 
fhown,  [own; 

Though  worlds  contend,  we   claim  him  for  our 
Our  blooming  boys  proud  Ilion's  fate  bewail ; 
Our  lifping  babes  repeat  the  dreadful  tale, 
Ev'n  in  their  {lumbers  they  purfue  the  theme, 
Start,  and  enjoy  a  fight  in  every  dream. 
By  turns  the  chief  and  bard  their  fouls  inflame, 
And  every  little  bofom  beats  for  fame. 
Thus  (hall  they  learn  (as  future  times  will  fee) 
From  him  to  conquer,  or  to  write  from  thee. 

In  every  hand  we  fee  the  glorious  fong, 
And  Homer  is  the  theme  of  every  tongue* 
Parties  in  ftate  poetic  fchemes  employ, 
And  Whig  and  Tory  fide  with  Greece  and  Troy ; 
NeglecT:  their  feuds ;  and  feem  more  zealous  grown 
To  pufh  thofe  countries  interefts  than  their  own. 
Our  bufiaft  politicians  have  forgot  [fought ; 

How   Somer's  counfeFd,  and  how  Marlborough 
But  o'er  their  fettling  coffee  gravely  tell, 
What  Neftor  fpoke,  and  how  brave  Hector  fell. 
Ourfofteft  beaux  and  coxcombs  you  infpire, 
With  Glaucus'  courage,  and  Achilles'  fire. 
Now  they  refent  affronts  which  once  they  bore, 
And  draw  thofe  fwords  that  ne'er  were  drawn 
before ; 
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Nay,  ev*n  our  belles,  inform'd  how  Homer  writ, 
Learn  thence  to  criticife  on  modern  wit. 

Let  the  mad  critics  to  their  fide  engage 
The  envy,  pride,  and  dulnefs  of  the  age  : 
In  vain  they  curie,  in  vain  they  pine  and  mourn, 
Back  on  themfelves  their  arrows  will  return  ; 
Whoe'er  would  thy  eftablifh'd  fame  deface', 
Are  but  immortaliz'd  to  their  difgrace. 
Live,  and  enjoy  their  fpight,  and  ihare  that  fate, 
Which  would,  if  Homer  liv'd,  on  Homer  wait. 

And  lo  !  his  fecond  labour  claims  thy  care^ 
Ulyffes'  toils  fucceed  Achilles'  war. 
Hafte  to  the  work  ;  the  ladies  long  to  fee 
The  pious  frauds  of  chafte  Penelope. 
Helen  they  long  have  feen,  whofe  guilty  charmf 
For  ten  whole  years  engag'd  the  world  in  arms. 
Then,  as  thy  fame  (hall  fee  a  length  of  days, 
Some  future  bards  {hall  thus  record  thy  praife  : 
"  Iri  thofe  bleft  times  when  fmiling  heaven  and 

"  fate 

"  Had  rais'd  Britannia  to  her  happieft  {late, 
"   When  wide  around,  me  faw  the  world  fubmit, 
"   And  own  her  fons  fupreme  in  arts  and  wit  ; 
"  Then  Pope  and  Dryden  brought  in  triumph 

"  home 

"  The  pride  of  Greece,  and  ornament  of  Rome  ; 
"  To  the  great  tafk  each  bold  tranflator  came, 
"  With  Virgil's   judgment,  and    with   Homer's 
"  flame;  [foary 

"  Here  the  pleas'd  Mantuan  fwah  was  taught  to 
"  Where  fcarce  the  Roman  eagles  tow'er'd  before; 
"  And  Greece  no  more  was  Homer's  native  earth, 
"  Though  her  feven  rival  cities  elaim'd  his  hirth  ; 
"  On  her  feven  cities  he  look'd  down  with  fcorn, 
"  And  own'd  with  pride  he  was  in  Britain  born,'* 

SPECIMEN 

OF   A  TRANSLATION   Off   THE   ODYSSEY*. 


TfiE  nurfe  all  wild  with  tranfport  feem' 
Joy  wing'd  her  feet,  and  lighten'd  ev'ry  limb  ; 
i  hen,  to  the  room  with  fpeed  impatient  borne, 
Flew  with  glad  tidings  of  her  lord's  return. 
There  bending  o'er  the  fleeping  queen,  fhe  cries, 
Rife,  my  Penelope,  my  daughter,  rife 
To  fee  Ulyffes  thy  long  abfent  fpoufe, 
Thy  foul's  dcfire  and  lord  of  all  thy  vows  : 
Though  late,  he  comes,  and  in  his  rage  has  flain3 
For  all  their  wrongs,  the  haughty  fuitor  train, 

Ah  !  Euryclea,  fhe  replies,  you  rave  ; 
The  gods  refume  that  reafon  which  they  gave  5 
For  Heaven  deep  wildom  to  the  fool  fupplies, 
But  oft  infatuates  and  confounds  the  wife. 
And  wifdom  once  was  thine  !  but  now  I  find 
The  gods  have  ruin'd  thy  diftemper'd  mind. 
How  could  you  hope  your  fiction  to  impofe  ? 
Was  it  to  flatter  or  deride  my  woes  ? 
How  could  you  break  a  fleep  with  talk  fo  vain4 
That  held  my  furrows  in  fo  foft  a  chain  ? 

*  Dr.  Ridley  ivas  one  of  Mr.  Spends  execntort, 
Mr.  Steevens  ajjlfted  him  in  looking  over  the  papers 
of  tie  deccafcd  }  andtranfcribed  this  letter  t  \S?c  from  t&e 
original. 
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A  fleep  fo  fweet  1  never  could  enjoy 

Since  my  dear  lord  left  Ithaca  for  Troy  : 

Curft  Troy  —  oh  !  why  did  I  thy  name  difclcfe  ? 

Thy  fatal  name  awakens  all  my  woes  : 

But  fly  —  fome  other  had  provok'd  my  rage  *, 

And  you  but  owe  your  pardon  to  yo«»r  age. 

No  artful  tales,  no  ftudied  lies,  I  frame, 
Ulyffes  livst  (rejoins  the  reverend  dame) 
In  that  difhonour'd  ftranger's  clofe  difguife, 
Long  has  he  pafs'd  all  unftifpecT.ing  eyes, 
All  but  thy  fon's  —  and  long  has  he  fupprpft 
The  well-concerted  fecret  in  Us  breafl  ; 
Till  his  brave  father  fhould  his  foesdefeat^ 
And  the  clofe  fcheme  of  his  revenge  complete. 

Swift  as  rhe  word  the  queen  tranfportcd  fprung^ 
And  round  tie  dame  in  ftri<9;  embraces  bung; 
Then,  as  the  big  round  tears  began  to  roll, 
Spoke  the  quick  doubts  and  hurry  of  her  foul. 

If  my  victorious  hero  fafe  arrives, 
If  my  dear  lord,  Ulyffes,  ftill  furvives, 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  how  he  fought  alone  : 
How  were  fuch  multitudes  deftroy'd  by  one  ? 

Nought  I  beheld,  but  heard  their  cries,  fhe  faid, 
When  death  flew  raging,  and  the  fuitors  bled  : 
Jmmur'Jwe  liften'd,  as  we  fat  around, 
To  each  deep  groan  and  agonizing  found. 
Cali'd  by  thy  fon  to  view  the  fccne  I  fled, 
And  faw  tJlyffts  ftriding  o'er  the  dead  ! 
Amidft  the  rifing  heaps  the  hero  ftocd 
All  grim,  and  terribly  adorn'd  v»ith  blood. 

***  "  This  is  enough  in  confcience  for  this 
time  :  befides,  I  am  defircd,  by  Mr  Pope  or  Mr. 
Lintot,  I  don't  know  which,  to  write  to  Mr.  Pope 
on  a  certain  affair." 

ON  HIS  MAJESTY'S  PLAYING  WITH  A 
TIGER, 

IN   KENSINGTON    GARDENS. 

"  Prima  difte  mihi,  fumma  diccnde  Camcena." 
AMIDST  the  den,  the  lions  prry, 
Seal'd  up  for  death  the  prophet  lay  ; 
But  couch'd  the  hungry  monfters  Ct| 
And  fawning  lick  his  facred  feet; 
Swift  fhot  an  angel  from  above, 
And  chang'd  their  fury  into  love. 

As  fwift  did  Britain's  genius  fly, 
And  for  her  charge  ftand  trembling  by  ; 
When  Brunfwick,  pious,  brave,  and  wife, 
Like  him  the  favourite  of  the  Ikies, 
Play'd  with  the  monfter's  dreadful  teeth, 
And  fported  with  the  fangs  of  death. 
Genius  of  Britain,  fpare  thy  fears, 
For  know,  within,  our  fovereign  wears 
The  fureft  guard  ;  the  beft  defence  ; 
A  firm  untainted  innocence. 
So  fweet  an  innocence  difarrns 
The  fierceft  rage  with  powerful  charms, 
So  far  rebellion  it  beguiles, 
Thai  faction  bends;  that  envy  fmilcs; 
That  furiv  us  favages  fubmir, 
And  pay  due  homage  at-  his  feet. 
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Britain  !  by  this  example  prove 
The  duty,  loyalty,  and  love. 
See  !  the  fierce  brutes  thy  king  carefs, 
And  court  him  with  a  mute  addrefs ; 
Well  may'ft  thou  own  his  gentle  fway, 
If  tigers  bend,  and  favages  obey. 

A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  A  POET  AND 
HIS  SERVANT. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE,  BOOK  II.  SAT. 

To  enter  into  the  beauties  of  tbis   Satirr,  it  mup  be 

mctnbercd,  tbatjlaves,  among  the  Romans,  during  tit 

FfaJIs  of  caturn,   ivore  tbeir    mafters   Htbitst  and 

were  alloiatd  t»  fay  -what  tbty  pleafed. 

Servant. 

SIR, — I've  long  waite  !  in  my  turn  to  have 
A  word  with  you — but  I'm  your  humble  Have. 

P.  What  knave  is  that  ?  my  rafcal ! 

5.  Sir,  'tis  I, 
No  knave  nor  rafcal,  but  your  trufty  Guy. 

P.  Well,  as  your  wages  ftill  are  due,  I'll  bear 
Your  rude  impertinence  this  time  of  year,     [ever, 

S.  Some  folks  are  drunk  one  day,  and  fome  for    ' 
And  fome,  like  Wharton,  but  .twelve  years  to- 
gether. 

Old  Evremond,  renown'd  for  wit  and  dirt, 
Would  change  his  living  oftener  than  his  fhirt; 
Roar  with  the  rakes  of  ftate  a  month  ;  and  come 
To  ftarve  another  in  hi*  hole  at  home. 
So  rov'd  wild  Buckingham  the  public  jeft, 
Now  fome  inholder's,  now  a  monarch's  guefl  ; 
His  life  and  politics  of  every  fhapc, 
This  hour  a  Roman,  and  the  next  an  ape. 
The  gout  in  every  limb  from  every  vice, 
Poor  Clodio  hir'd  a  boy  to  throw  the  dice. 
Some  wench  for  ever ;  and  their  fins  on  thofe, 
By  cuftem,  fit  as  eafy  as  their' clothes. 
Some  fly,  like  pendulums,  from  good  to  evil, 
And  in  that  point  are  madder  than  the  devil : 
For  they 

P.  To  what  will  thefe  wild  maxims  tend  ? 
And  where,  fweet  fir,  will  your  refledlious  end  ? 

5.  In  you.' 

P.  In  me,  you  knave  ?  make  out  your  charge. 

S.  You  praife  low-living,  but  you  live  at  large. 
Perhaps  you  fcarce  believe  the  rules  you  teach, 
Or  find  it  hard  to  pradlife  what  you  preach. 
Scarce  have  you  paid  one  idle  journey  down, 
But,  withoul  buiinefs,  you're  again  in  town. 
If  none  invite  you,  fir,  abroad  to  roafn, 
Then — Lord,  what  pleafure  'tis  to  read  at  home  : 
And  fip  your  two  half-pints,  with  great  delight, 
Of  beer  at  noon,  and  muddled  port  at  night. 
From  *  Encome,  John  comes  thundering  at  the 

door, 

With  "  Sir,  my  mafter  begs  you  to  come  o'er, 
"  To  pals  thefe  tedious  hours,  thefe  winter  nights^ 
"  Not  that  -he  dreads  invafions,  rogues,  or  fprites." 
Strait  for  your  two  beft  wigs  aloud  you  call, 
This  ftiff  in  buckle,  that  not  curl  d  at  all, 
"   And  where,  you  rafcal,  are  the  fpurs,"  you  cry; 
"  And  O !  what  blockhead  laid  the  bufki'ns  by  >*' 

*   The  fiat  of  Join  fitt,  Efq.  in  Dorfetftirs. 
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On  your  old  battcr'd  mare  you'll  needs  be  gone, 

(No  matter  whether  on  four  legs  or  none) 

Splafh,  plunge,  and  ftumble,as  you  fcour  the  heath 

All  fwcar  at  Morden  'tis  on  life  or  death  ; 

Wildly  through  Wareham  ftreets  you  fcamper  on 

Raife  all  the  dogs  and  voters  in  the  town  ; 

Then  fly  for  fix  long  dirty  miles  as  bad, 

That  Corfe  and  Kingfton  gentry  think  you  mad. 

And  all  this  furious  riding  is  to  prove 

Your  high  refpect,  it  feems,  and  eager  love  : 

And  yet,  that  mighty  honour  to  obtain, 

Banks,  Shaftefbury,Dod<3ington,may  fend  in  vain. 

Before  you  go,  we  curfe  the  noife  you  make, 

And  blefs  the  moment  that  you  turn  your  back  : 

As  for  myfelf,  I  own  it  to  your  face, 

I  love  good  eating,  and  I  take  my  glafs  : 

But  fure  'tis  ftrange,  dear  Sir,  that  this  fhould  be 

In  you  amufement,  but  a  fault  in  me. 

All  this  is  bare  refining  on  a  name, 

To  make  a  difference  where  the  fault's  the  fame. 

My  father  fold  me  to  your  fervice  here, 
For  this  fine  livery,  and  four  pounds  a  year. 
A  livery  you  fhould  wear  as  well  as  I, 
And  this  I'll  prove — but  lay  your  cudgel  by. 
You  ferve  your  pafftons — Thus,  without  a  jeft, 
Both  are  but  fellow-fervants  at  the  btft. 
Yourfelf,  good  Sir,  are  play'd  by  your  defires, 
A  mere  tall  puppet  dancing  on  the  wires. 
P.  Who  at  this  rate  of  talking,  can  be  free  ? 
S.  The  brave,  wife,  honed  man,  and  only  he  : 
All  elfe  are  flaves  alike,  the  world  around, 
Kings  on  the  throne,  and  beggars  on  the  ground  : 
He,  Sir,  is  proof  to  grandeur,  pride,  or  pelf, 
And  (greater  dill)  is  mafter  of  himfelf : 
Not  to-and-fro  by  fears  and  factions  hurl'd, 
But  loofe  to  all  the  interefts  of  the  world  : 
And  while  that  world  turns  round,  entire  and 
He  keeps  the  facred  tenor  of  his  foul ;         [whole, 
In  every  turn  of  fortune  ftill  the  fame, 
As  gold  unchang'd,  or  brighter  from  the  flame  : 
Collected  in  himfelf,  with  godlike  pride, 
He  fees  the  darts  of  envy  glance  afidc; 
And,  fix'd  like  Atlas,  while  the  tempcfb  blow, 
Smiles  at  the  idle  ftormsthat  roar  below. 
One  fuch  you  know,  a  layman,  to  your  fhame, 
And  yet  the  honour  of  your  blood  and  name, 
If  you  can  fuch  a  character  maintain, 
You  too  are  free,  and  I'm  your  flave  again. 

But  when  in  Hemfkirk's  pictures  you  delight, 
More  than  yourfelf,  to  fee  two  drunkards  fight; 
"  Fool,  rogue,  fot,  blockhead,"  or  fuch  names  are 

mine : 

Your's  are,  "  a  connoiffeur,"  or  "  deep  divine." 
I'm  chid  for  loving  a  luxurious  bit, 
The  facred  prize  of  learning,  worth,  and  wit  : 
And  yet  feme  fell  their  lands  thefe  bits  to  buy; 
Then,  pray,  who  fuffers  moll  from  luxury  ? 
I'm  chid,  'tis  true;   but  then  I  pawn  no  plate, 
I  feal  no  bonds,  I  mortgage  no  eftate. 

Bcfide?,  high  living,  Sir,  muft  wear  you  out 
"With  furfeits,  qualms,  a  fever,  or  the  gout. 
By  fome  new  pleafures  are  you  ftill  engrofs'd, 
And  when  you  fave  an  hour,  you  think  it  loft. 
To  fports,  plays,  races,  from  yqur  books  ycu  run, 
And  like  all  company,  except  your  own. 


You  hunt,  drink,  fleep,  or  (idler  ftill)  you  rhyme  ;  ' 
Why  ? — but  to  banifh  thought, and  murder  time: 
And  yet  that  thought,  which  you  difcharge  in  vain, 
Like  a  foul-loaded  piece,  recoils  again. 

P.  Tom,  fetch  a  cane,  a  whip,  a  club,  a  ftone,— • 

S.  For  what  ? 

P.  A  fword,  a  piftol,  or  a  gun  : 
I'll  fhoot  the  dog. 

•S'.   Lord  !  who  would  be  a  wit  ? 
He's  in  a  mad,  or  in  a  rhyming  fit. 

P,  Fly,  fly,  you  rafcal,  for  your  fpade  and  fork; 
For  once  I'll  fet  your  lazy  bones  to  work  : 
Fly,  or  I'll  fend  your  back,  without  a  groat, 
To  the  bleak  mountains  where  you  firfl  were 
caught. 


ODE  TO  JOHN  PITT, 

Advljing  him  to  build  a  Banqucttlng-bouft  on  a    Hilt 
that  overlooks  the  Sea. 

FROM  this  tall  promontory's  brovr 

You  look  majeftic  down, 
And  fee  extended  wide  below 

Th'  horizon  all  your  own. 

With  growing  piles  the  vales  are  crown'd, 

Here  hills  peep  over  hiljs  ; 
There  the  vaft  fky  and  fea  profound 

Th'  increafing  profpect  fills. 

O  bid,  my  friend,  a  ftructure  rife, 

And  this  huge  round  command  ; 
Then  fhall  this  little  point  comprife 

The  ocean  and  the  land. 
Then  you,  like  .ffiolus,  on  high, 

From  your  aerial  tower, 
Shall  fee  fecure  the  billows  fly, 

And  hear  the  whirlwinds  roar. 
You,  with  a  fmi)e,  their  rage  defpife, 

Till  fome  fad  wreck  appear?, 
And  calls,  from  your  relenting  eyes, 

The  fympathizing  tears. 

Thus  may  you  view,  with  proud  delight,, 

While  winds  the  deep  reform, 
(Till  human  woes  your  grief  excite) 

All  nature  in  a  ftorm. 

Majeftic,  awful  fcene  !  when,  hurl'd 

On  furges,  furges  rife, 
And  all  the  heaving  watery  world 

Tumultuous  mounts  the  fkies. 

The  feas  and  thunder  roar  by  turns, 

By  turns  the  peals  expire  ; 
The  billows  flafli,  and  ether  burns 

With  momentary  fire. 
Sut  lo  !  the  furious  tempefts  ceafe, 

The  mighty  rage  fubfides ; 
Old  ocean  hufh'd,  in  folemn  peace, 

Has  ftill'd  the  murmuring  tides. 
Spread  wide  abroad,  the  glaffy  plain, 

In  various  colours  gay, 
Reflects  the  glerious  fun  again, 

And  doubly  gilds  the  day. 
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Th'  horizon  glows  from  fide  to  fide, 

And  flames  with  glancing  rays; 
The  floating,  trembling,  filver  tide, 

Is  one  continual  blaze. 
Your  eyes  the  profpe&  now  command, 

All  uncontroul'd  and  free, 
Fly  like  a  thought  from  land  to  land, 

And  dart  from  fea  to  fea. 

Thus,  while  above  the  clouds  we  fit, 

And  innocently  gay, 
J*afs  in  amufements,  wine,  or  wit, 

The  fukry  hours  away  ; 

Sometimes,  with  pity,  or  difdain, 

In  thought  a  glance  wa  throw 
Down  on  the  poor,  the  proud,  the  vain, 

In  yonder  world  below. 
"We  fee,  from  this  exalted  feat, 

(How  ihrunk,  reduc'd,  confin'd !) 
The  little  perfon  of  the  great, 

As  little  as  his  mind. 
See  there — amidft  the  crowds  our  view 

Some  fcatter'd'virtues  ftrike  ; 
But  thofe  fo  throng'd,  and  thefe  fo  few, 

The  world  looks  all  alike. 
Yet,  through  this  cloud  of  human-kind, 

The  Talbots  we  furvey, 
The  Pitts,  the  Yorkes,  the  Seekers  find, 

Who  ihine  in  open  day. 


ODE  TO  JOHN  PITT, 

ONT  THE  SAME   SUBJECT. 

O'ER  curious  models  as  you  rove 

The  vales  with  piles  to  crown, 
And  great  Palladio's  plants  improve 

With  nobler  of  your  own  ; 
O  bid  a  ftru&ure  o'er  the  floods 

From  this  high  mountain  rife, 
"Where  we  may  fit  enthron'd  like  gods, 

And  revel  in  the  fkies. 
Th'  afcending  breeze,  at  each  repaft, 

Shall  breathe  an  air  divine, 
Give  a  new  brightnefs  to  the  ^aft,e, 

New  fpirit  to  the  wine. 
Or  thefe  low  pleafures  we  may  quit 

For  banqutts  more  refin'd, 
The  works  of  each  immortal  wit, 

The  luxury  of  the  mind. 
Plato,  or  Boyle's,  or  Newton's  page, 

Our  towering  thoughts  fliall  raife, 
Or  Homer's  fire,  or  Pindar's  rage, 

Or  Virgil's  lofty  lays. 
Or  with  amufive  thoughts  the  fea 

Shall  entertain  the  mind, 
While  we  the  rolling  fcene  furver, 

An  emblem  of  mankind. 
Where,  like  fworn  foes,  fucceffive  all, 

The  furious  furges  run, 
To  urge  their  predeceflor's  fall, 

Though  follow 'd  by  .their  own. 


Where,  like  our  moderns  fo 

Engag'd  in  dark  difpute, 
The  fkuttles  caft  their  ink  around 

To  puzzle  the  difpute. 
Where  (harks,  like  fhrewd  directors,  thrive: 

Like  lawyers,  rob  at  will  ; 
Where  flying-fifti,  like  trimmers  live  ; 

Like  foldiers,  fword-fifh  kill. 
Where  on  the  lefs  the  greater  feed, 

The  tyrants  of  an  hour, 
Till  the  huge  royal  whale  focceed, 

And  all  at  once  devour. 
Thus  in  the  mortal  world  we  DOW 

Too  truly  underftand, 
Each  monfter  of  the  fea  below 

Is  matched  by  one  at  land. 

ON  MRS.  WALKER'S  POEMS. 

FARTiCULARLY   THAT  ON  THE  AUTHOR. 

BLUSH,  Wilmot,  blufli ;  a  female  mufe, 

Without  one  guilty  line; 
The  tender  theme  of  love  purfues 

In  fofter  drains  than  thine. 
'Tis  thine  the  pafllon  to  blafpheme, 

'Tis  her's  with  wit  and  cafe 
(When  a  mere  nothing  is  the  theme) 

Beyond  thyfelf  to  pleafe. 
Then  be  to  her  the  prize  decreed, 

Whofe  merit  has  prevailed  ; 
For  what  male  poet  can  fucceed, 

If  Rochefter  has  fail'd  ? 
Since  Phoebus  quite  forgetful  grows, 

And  has  not  yet  thought  fit, 
In  his  high  wifdom,  to  impofe 

A  falique  law  on  wit ; 
Since  of  your  thoughts  he  takes  no  care, 

Ye  Priors,  Popes,  and  Gays ; 
'Tis  hard  ! — but  let  the  women  wear, 

The  breeches  and  the  bays. 

VERSES 

ON  A  FLOWERED   CARPET. 
Worked  by  the  Young  Ladiet  at  King  fan. 

WHEN  Pallas  faw  the  piece  her  pupils  wrought, 
She  flood  long  wondering  at  the  lovely  draught  i 
"  And,  Flora,  now  ({he  cried)  no  more  difplay 
Thy  flowers,  the  trifling  beauties  of  a  day  : 
For  fee  !  how  thefe  with  life  immortal  bloom, 
And  fpread  and  flourifli  for  an  age  to  come  ! 
In  what  unguarded  hour  did  I  impart 
To  thefe  fair  virgins  all  my  darling  art  ? 
In  all  my  wit  1  faw  thefe  rivals  fhine, 
But  this  one  art  I  thought  was  always  mine : 
Yet  lo  !   I  yield  ;  their  miftrefs  now  no  more, 
But  proud  to  learn  from  thefe  I  taught  before. 
For  look,  what  vegetable  fenfe  is  here  ! 
How  warm  with  life  thefe  blufliing  leavesappear! 
What  temper'd  fplendours  o'er  the  piece  arc  laid! 
Shade  deals  on  light,  and  light  dies  into  fhade. 
Through  heaven's  gay  bow  lefs  various  beautic 

run, 
And  far  lefs  bright,  though  painted  by  the  fun. 


POEM 


See  in  each  blooming  flower  what  fplrit  glows  ! 
What  vivid  colours  flufh  the  opening  rofe  ! 
In  fome  few  hours  thy  lily  difappears ; 
But  this  (hall  flourifti  through  a  length  of  years, 
See  unfelt  winters  pafs  fucceffive  by, 
And  fcorn  a  mean  dependence  on  the  iky. 
And  oh  !  may  Britain,  by  my  counfels  fway'd, 
But  live  and  fiourilh^till  thefe  flowers  (hall  fade  ! 
Then  go,  fond  Flora,  go,  the  palm  refign 
To  works  more  fair  and  durable  than  thine  ; 
For  I,  ev'n  I,  in  juftice  yield  the  crown 
To  works  fo  far  fuperior  to  my  own." 

VERSES 

ON  A  FLOWERED  CARPET. 

ON  this  fair  ground,  with  ravifh'd  eyes, 

We  fee  a  fecond  Eden  rife, 

As  gay  and  glorious  as  the  firft, 

Before  th'  offending  world  was  curft. 

While  thefe  bright  nymphs  the  needle  guide. 

To  paint  the  rofe  in  all  her  pride, 

Nature,  like  her,  may  blufh  to  own 

Herfelf  fo  far  by  art  out-done. 

Thefe  flowers  fhe  rais'd  with  all  her  car*, 

So  blooming,  fo  divinely  fair ! 

The  glorious  children  of  the  fun, 

That  David's  regal  heir  outfhone, 

Where  fcarce  like  one  of  thefe  array'd ; 

•They  died,  but  thefe  (hall  never  fade. 

ON  THE  ART  OF  PREACHING. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

In  Imitation  of  Horace  s  Art  of  Poetry. 
"  ;  Pedent  opera  interrupta. " 

SHOULD  fome  fam'd  hand,  in  this  fantaftic  age, 
Draw  Rich,  as  Rich  appears  upon  the  ftage, 
With  all  his  pofiures  in  one  motley  plan, 
The  god,  the  hound,  the  monkey,  and  the  man, 
Here  o'er  his  head  high  brandifhing  a  leg, 
And  there  jufl  hatch'd,  and  breaking  from  his 

egg ;  [piece, 

While  monfler  crowds  on  monfter  through  the 
Who  could  help  laughing  at  a  fight  like  this  ? 
Or,  as  a  drunkard's  dream  together  brings 
"  A  court  of  coblers,  or  a  mob  of  kings  *  ;" 
Such  is  a  ferrnon,  where,  confus'dly  dark, 
Join  Sharp  f,  South,  Sherlock,  Barrow,  Wake,  and 

Clarke  ; 

So  eggs  of  different  parifhes  will  run 
To  batter,  when  you  beat  fix  yolks  to  one ; 
So  fix  bright  chemic  liquors  when  you  mix, 
In  one  dark  fhadow  vanifh  all  the  fix. 

Full  licence  pricfts  and  painters  ever  had 
To  run  bold  lengths,  but  never  to  run  mad  j 
For  thefe  can't  reconcile  God's  grace  to  fin, 
Nor  thofe  paint  tigers  in  an  afs's  ikin. 
No  common  dauber  in  one  piece  would  join 
The  fox  and  goofe — unlefs  upon  a  fign. 

*  Dryden. 

f  Another  copy  reads, 

f<  Join  Hoadly,  Sharp,  South,  Sherlock,  Wake,  and 
(i  Clarke." 


Some  fleal  a  page  of  fenfe  from  Tillotfon, 
Vnd  then  conclude  divinely  with  their  own. 
Like  oil  on  water,  mounts  the  prelate  up ; 
His  Grace  is  always  fure  to  be  at  top  : 
That  vein  of  mercury  its  beams  will  fpread, 
And  flnne  more  ftrongly  through  a  mine  of  lead-., 
With  fuch  low  arts  your  audience  never  bilk  ; 
For  who  can  bear  a  fuitian  lin'd  with  filk  ? 
Sooner   than    preach    fuch   fluff,    I'd   walk   the 

town, 

Without  my  fcarf,  in  Whifton's  draggled  gown  j 
Ply  at  the  Chapter,  and  at  Child's,  to  read 
For  pence,  and  bury  for  a  groat  a-head. 

Some  eafy  fubject  choofe,  within  your  power, 
Or  you  can  never  hold  out  hah?  an  hour. 
One  rule  obferve  :  this  Sunday  fplit  your  text ; 
Preach  one  part  now,  and  t'other  half  the  next. 
Speak,  look,  and  move,  with  dignity  and  eafe, 
Like  mitred  Seeker,  you'll  be  fare  to  pleafe. 
But,  if  you  whine  like  boys  at  country  fchools, 
Can  you  be  faid  to  ftudy  Cambray's  rules  ? 
Begin  with  care,  nor,  like  that  curate  vile, 
Set  out  in  this  high  prancing  {tumbling  ftyle, 
''  Whoever  with  a  piercing  eye  can  fee 
"  Through  the  paft  records  of  futurity — " 
All  gape — no  meaning — the  puff 'd  orator 
Talks  much,  and  fays  juft  nothing  for  an  hour, 
Truth  and  the  text  he  labours  to  difplay, 
Till  both  are  quite  interpreted  away  : 
So  frugal  dames  infipid  water  pour, 
Till  green,  bohea,  and  coffee,  are  no  more. 
His  arguments  in  filly  circles  run 
Still  round  and  round,  and  end  where  they  be- 

gun  : 

So  the  poor  turn-fpit,  as  the  wheel  runs  round, 
The  more  he  gains,  the  more  he  lofes  ground. 
Surpris'd  with  folitary  felf-applaufe, 
He  fees  the  motley  mingled  icene  he  draws  : 
Dutch  painters  thus  at  their  own  figures  ftart, 
Drawn  with  their  utmoft  uncreating  art. 
Thus  when  old  Bruin  teems,  her  children  fail 
Of  limbs,  form,  figure,  features,  head,  or  tail  ; 
Nay  though  fhe  licks  her  cubs,  her  tender  cares 
At  beft  can  bring  tht  bruins  but  to  bears. 
Still  to  your  hearers  all  your  fermons  fort ; 
Who'd  preach  againft  corruption  at  the  court  J 
Againft  church-power  at  visitations  bawl, 
Or  talk  about  damnation  at  Whitehall  ? 
Harangue  the  horfe-guards  on  a  cure  of  fouls, 
Condemn  the  quirks  of  chancery  at  the  rolls, 
Or  rail  at  hoods  and  organ's  at  St.  Paul's  ? 
Or  be,  like  David  Jones,  fo  indifcreet, 
To  rave  at  ufurers  in  Lombard-ftrcet  ? 
Ye  country-vicars,  when  you  preach  in  town, 
A  turn  at  Paul's  to  pay  your  journey  down, 
If  you  would  fhun  the  fneer  of  every  prig, 
Lay  by  the  little  band  and  rufty  wig ; 
But  yet  be  fure  your  proper  language  knowy 
Nor  talk  as  born  within  the  found  of  bow  ; 
Speak  not  the  phrafe  that  Drury-lane  affords, 
Nor  from  'Change-alley  fteal  a  cant  of  words : 
Coachmen  will  criticife  your  ftyle  ;  «ay,  further, 
Porters  will  bring  it  in  for  wilful  murther  : 
The  dregs  of  the  Caneille  will  look  afeew, 
To  hear  the  language  of  the  town  from  you  : 
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Nay,  my  Lord-mayor,  with  merriment  pofleft,  } 
Will  break  his  nap,  and  laugh  among  the  reft,  > 
And  jog  the  aldermen  to  hear  the  jeft. 

INVITATION  TO  MR.  DODINGTON*. 
In  .  llufion  to  Heraet,  Book  J.  Ef.  V. 

I»  Dodingfon  will  condefcend 

To  vifit  a  poetic  friend, 

And  leave  a  numerous  bill  of  fare, 

For  four  or  five  plain  difhes  here  ; 

No  coftly  welcome,  but  a  kind 

He  and  his  friends  will  always  find  ; 

A  plain,  but  clean  and  fpacious  room, 

The  mafter  and  his  heart  at  home, 

A  ceflar  open  as  his  face, 

A  dinner  fhorter  than  his  grace  ; 

Your  mutton  comes  from  Pimpcrn-down, 

Your  filh  (if  any)  from  the  town  ; 

Our  rogues,  indeed,  of  late,  o'eraw'd, 

By  human  laws,  not  thofe  of  God, 

No  venifon  fteal,  or  none  they  bring, 

Or  fend  it  all  to  mafter  Kingf; 

And  yet,  perhaps,  fome  venturous  fparfc 

May  bring  it,  now  the  nights  are  dark. 

Punch  I  have  (tore,  and  beer  befide, 

And  port  that's  good,  though  Frenchified. 

Then,  if  you  come,  I'm  fure  to  get 

From  Eaftbery  \  —  a  defert  —  of  wit. 

One  line,  good  Sir,  to  name  the  day, 
And  your  petitioner  will  pray,  &c. 

MR.  R.  PITT,  TO  HIS  BROTHER.  C.  PITT 

On  bit  having  a  Fit  of  the  Gout. 

AMONG  the  well  bred  natives  of  onr  ifle, 

'*  I  kifs  your  hand,  Sir,"  is  the  modifli  ftyle  ; 

In  humbler  manner,  as  my  fate  is  low, 

I  beg  to  kifs  your  venerable  toe, 

Not  old  infallibilities  can  have 

Profounder  reverence  from  its  meaneft  flave. 

What  dignity  attends  the  folemn  gout  ! 
What  confcious  greatnefs  if  the  heart  be  ftout  ! 
Methinks  I  fee  you  o'er  the  houfe  prefide, 
In  painful  majefty  and  decent  pride, 
With  leg  toft  high,  on  ftately  fofa  fit, 
More  like  a  fultan  than  a  modern  wit; 
Quick  at  your  call  the  trembling  flaves  appear, 
Advance  with  caution,  and  retire  with  fear; 
Ev'n  Peggy  trembles,  though  (or  authors  fail) 
At  times  the  anti-i'alic  laws  prevail. 

Now,  Lord  have  mercy  on  poor  Dick  !  fay  I  ; 
"   Where's  the  lac'd  {hoc  —  who  laid  the  flannel 

.  "  by?" 

Within,  'tis  hurry,  the  houfe  feems  poffeft  ; 
Without,  the  horfes  wonder  at  their  reft. 
What  terrible  difmay,  what  fcenes  of  care  ! 
Why  is  the  footy  Mmtrem's  hopeful  heir  § 
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The  Blandford  carrier. 
J\lr.  Dodington  s  feat  at  that  time. 
Pitt's  Servant)  tbefon  of  n  blackfmitii, 


Before  the  morning-dawn  compell'd  to  rife, 
/Vnd  give  attendance  with  his  half-flu^  eyes? 
What  makes  that  girl  with  hideous  vifage   tare  ? 
What  fiends  prevent  Ead's  *  journey  to  the  fairf  J 
Why  all  this  noife,  this  buftle  and  this  rout  ? 
"  Oh,  nothing — but  poor  mafter  has  the  gout." 

Meantime,  fuperior  to  the  pains  below, 
Your  thoughts  in  foaring  meditations  flow, 
In  rapturous  trance  on  Virgil's  genius  dwell, 
To  ue,  poor  mortals,  his  ftrong  beauties  tell, 
And,  like  JE  ieas.  from  your  couch  of  ftate, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  words  difplay  the  Trojan  €ate. 

Can  nothing  your  afpiring  thoughts  rellrain  I 
Or  does  the  mufe  fufpend  the  rage  of  pain  ? 
Awhile  give  o'er  your  rage ;  in  ficknefs  prove 
Like  other  mortals,  if  you'd  pity  move  : 
Think  not  your  friends  compaflionatc  can  be, 
When  fuch  the  product  of  dileafe  they  fee; 
Your  fharpeft  par.gs  but  add  to  our  delight, 
We'll  wiih  you  ftill  the  gout,  if  ftill  you  write. 

WRITTEN    IN   THE    FOLDS   OF   A   PIN- 
PAPER. 

Or  old,  a  hundred  Cyclops  drove 
To  forge  the  thunder-bolt  for  Jove; 
I  too  employ  a  hundred  hands, 
And  travel  through  as  many  lands. 
A  head  I  have,  though  very  fmall, 
But  then  1  have  no  brains  at  all. 
The  mifer  locks  me  up  with  care, 
Clofe  as  his  money  all  the  year. 
When  J"hn  and  Joan  are  both  at  ftrife, 

h  I  find  money  for  the  wife. 
At  court  I  make  the  ladies  fhine, 
I  grace  ev'n  gracious  Caroline  • 
And,  though  I  often  take  my  way- 
Through  town  and  country,  laud  and  fea, 
I'm  neither  fifh,  flefti,  nor  herring, 
And  now  I  live  with  goody  Verring,|. 

DE  MINIMIS  MAXIMA. 

AUTORE  LUDOVICO  DUNCOMBE. 

ZXIGUA  crefcit  de  glandc  altifllma  quercus, 
Et  tandem  patulis  iuigit  in  aftra  comU: 

Dumque  anni  pefgunr,  crefcit  htiffima  moles; 
Mox  fecat  aequoreas  bellica  navis  aquas. 

Angliacis  hinc  iaiua,  falus  hinc  nafcitur  ori», 
Et  glans  eft  noftri  praefidium  imperil. 

TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FOREGOING,  BY  MR.  PITT. 

''ROI,:  a  fmall  acorn,  fee  !  the  oak  arife, 
upretnely  tall,  and  towering  in  the  ikies ! 
Queen  of  the  groves  !  her  ftately  head  (he  rears, 
icr  bulk  incrcafing  with  increafing  years  : 

moves  in  pomp,  majellic,  o'er  the  deep, 
Vhile  in  her  womb  ten  thoufand  thunders  fleep. 

*   Anotler  fcrvant  of  Pit:. 

f  Blandford  fair  ;  two  miles  from  Pimftrn,   Pitt's 

reftory. 
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Hence  Britain  boafts  her  far-extended  reign, 
And  by  th'  expanded  acorn  rules  the  main, 

AN  EPITAPH, 

Infer  lied  on  a  Stone  that  covers  bis  Father^  M other t  and 
Brother*. 

YE  facred  fpirits !  while  your  friends  diftrefs'd 
Weep  o'er  your  afhes,  and  lament  the  blefs'd; 
O  let  the  penfive  mufe  infcribe  that  ftone, 
And  with  the  general  furrows  mix  her  own  : 
The  penfive  mufe! — who,  from  thi?  mournful  hour, 
Shall  raife  her  voice,  and  wake  the  ftringno  more  ! 
Of  love,  of  duty,  this  laft  pledge  receive  ; 
*Tis  all  a  brother,  ail  a  ion  can  give. 

A  POEM 

ON  THI  DEATH  OF   THE   LATE  EARL   STANHOPE. 
Humbly  Infcribedto  the  Ceuntefs  of  Stanhope. 

t(  At  length,  grim  fate,  thy  dreadful  triumphs 

"  ceafe  : 
**  Lock  up  the  tomb,  and  feal  the  grave  in  peace." 

Now  from  thy  riot  of  deftruction  breathe, 

Call  in  thy  raging  plagues,  thou  tyrant  death  : 

Too  mean's  the  conqueft  which  thy  arms  bellow, 

Too  mean  to  fweep  a  nation  at  a  blow. 

No,  thy  unbounded  triumphs  higher  run, 

And  feem  to  ftrlke  at  all  mankind  in  one  ; 

Since  Stanhope  is  thy  prey,  the  great,  the  brave, 

A  nobler  prey  was  never  paid  the  grave. 

We  feem  to  feel  from  this  thy  daring  crime, 

A  blank  in  nature,  and  a  paufe  in  time. 

He  flood  fo  high  in  reafon's  towering  fphere, 

As  high  as  man  unglorify'd  could  bear. 

In  arms,  and  eloquence,  like  Casfar,  fhone 

So  bright,  that  each  Minerva  was  his  own. 

How  could  fo  vaft  a  fund  of  learning  lie 

Shut  up  in  fuch  a  fhort  mortality  ? 

One  world  of  fcience  nobly  travell'd  o'er, 

.Like  Philip's  glorious  fon,  he  wept  for  more. 

And  now  refign'd  to  tears,  th'  angelic  choirs, 
With  drooping  heads  unftring  their  golden  lyres, 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  grief,  they  figh  to  view 
Their  facred  image  laid  by  death  f<>  low  : 
And  deep  in.anguifh  funk,  on  Stanhope's  fate, 
Begin  to  doubt  their  own  immortal  ftate. 

But  hold,  my  mufe,  thy  mournful  tranfport  errs, 
Hold  here,  and  liften  to  Lucinda's  tears, 
While  thy  vain  furrows  echo  to  his  tomb, 
Behold  a  fight  that  ftrikes  all  forrow  dumb  : 
Behold  the  partner  of  his  cares  and  life, 
Bright  in  her  tears,  and  beautiful  in  grief. 
Shall  then  in  vain  thofe  ftreams  of  forrow  flow, 
Dreft  up  in  all  the  elegance  of  woe  ? 
And  (hall  the  kind  officious  mufe  forbear 
To  anfwer  figh  for  figh,  and  tell  out  tear  for  tear? 
Oh  !  no ;  at  fuch  a  melancholy  fcene, 
The  poet  echoes  back  her  woes  again. 
Each  weeping  mufe  fhould  minifter  relief, 
From  all  the  moving  eloquence  of  grief. 

*  Robert  Pittt  A*  M-  his  cttfjl  brother. 


Each,  like  a  Niobe,  his  fate  bemoan, 

Melt  into  tears,  or  harden  into  ftone. 

From  dark  obfcurity  his  virtues  fave, 

And,  like  pale  fpectres,  hover  round  his  grave. 

With  them  the  marble  fhould  due  meafures  keep, 

Relent  at  every  figh,  at  every  accent  weep. 

Britannia  mourn  thy  hero,  nor  refufe 
To  vent  the  fighs  and  forrows  with  the  mufe  : 
Oh!  let  thy  rifing  groans  load  every  v^ind, 
Nor  let  one  fiuggifh  accent  lag  behind. 
Thy  heavy  fate  with  juftice  to  deplore, 
Convey  a  gale  of  fighs  from  fhore  to  ihore. 
And  thou,  her  guardian  angel,  widely  fpread 
Thy  golden  wings,  and  fliield  the  mighty  dead. 
Brood  o'er  his  afhes,  and  illuftrious  dull, 
And  foothe  with  care  the  venerable  ghoft. 
To  guard  the  nobler  relics,  leave  a  while 
The  kind  protection  of  thy  favourite  ifle  : 
Around  his  filent  tomb,  thy  ftation  keep, 
And,  with  thy  fifter-angel,  learn  to  weep. 

Ye  fons  of  Albion,  o'er  your  patriot  mourn, 
And  cool  with  ftreams  of  tears  his  facr.ed  urn. 
His  wondrous  virtues,  ftretch'd  to  diftant  fhorcs, 
Demand  all  Europe's  tears,  as  well  as  yours. 
Nature  can't  bring  in  every  period  forth, 
A  finifiVd  hero,  of  exalted  worth, 
Whofe  godlike  genius,  towering  and  fublime, 
Muft  long  lie  ripening  in  the  womb  of  time : 
Before  a  Stanhope  enters  on  the  ftage, 
The  birth  of  years,  and  labour  of  an  age. 
In  field,  and  council,  born  the  palm  to  lhare, 
His  voice  a  fenate,  as  his  fword  a  war  : 
And  each  illuftrious  action  of  his  life,  " 
Confpire  to  form  the  patriot,  and  the  chief : 
On  either  fide,  unite  their  blended  rays, 
And  kindly  mingle  in  a  friendly  blaze. 

Stand  out,  and  witnefs  this,  unhappy  Spain, 
Lift  up  to  view  the  mountains  of  thy  flain  : 
Tell  how  thy  heroes  yielded  to  their  fear, 
When  Stanhope  rous'd  the  thunder  of  the  war  : 
With  what  fierce  tumults  of  icvere  delight 
Th'  impetuous  hero  plung'd  into  the  fight. 
How  he  the  dreadful  front  of  death  defacM, 
Pour'd  on  the  foe,  and  laid  the  battle  wafle. 
Did  not  his  arm  the  ranks  of  war  deform, 
And  point  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  ftorm  ? 
Did  not  his  fword  through  legions  cleave  his  way, 
Break  their  dark  fquadrons,  and  let  in  the  day  ? 
Did  not  he  lead  the  terrible  attack, 
Pufh  conqueft  on,  and  bring  her  bleeding  back? 
Throw  wide  the  fcenes  ef  horror  and  dcfpair, 
The  tide  of  conflict,  and  the  ftream  of  war  ? 
Bid  yellow  Tagus,  who  in  triumph  roli'd, 
Till  then  his  turbid  tides  of  foaming  gold, 
Boaft  his  rich  channels  to  the  world  no  more, 
Since  all  his  glittering  ftreams,  and  liquid  ore, 
Lie  undiftinguifh'd  in  a  flood  of  gore. 
Bid  his  charg'd  wave?,  and  loaded  billows  fwecp, 
Thy  flaughter'd  thoufands  to  the  frighted  deep. 
Confefs,  fair  Albion,  how  the  liftening  throng 
Dwelt  on  the  moving  accents  of  his  tongue. 
In  the  fage  council  feat  him,  and  confefs 
Thy  arm  in  war,  thy  oracle  in  peace  : 
How  here  triumphant  too,  his  nervous  fcnic" 
B.ore  c-fF  the  palm  of  manly  eloquence : 
3  v  inJ 


THE    WORKS    OF    PITT. 


The  healing  balm  to  Albion's  wounds  apply'd, 
And  charm'd  united  factions  to  his  fide  : 
I?ix'd  on  his  fovereign's  head  the  nodding  crown, 
And  propp'd  the  tottering  bafis  of  the  throne, 
Supported  bravely  all  the  nation's  weight, 
And  flood  the  public  Atlas  of  the  date. 

Sound  the  loud  trumpet,  let  the  folemn  knell 
Bid  with  due  horror  his  great  foul  farewell. 
Tune  every  Ynartial  inftrument  with  care, 
At  once  wake  all  the  harmony  of  war. 
JLet  each  fad  hero  in  proceffion  go, 
And  fwell  the  vaft  folcmnity  of  woe. 
J>Jeglc&  the  yew,  the  mournful  cyprefs  leave, 
Arid  with  frefh  laurels  ftrew  the  warrior's  grave. 
There  they  fhall  rife,  in  honour  of  his  name, 
Crow  green  with  victory,  and  bloom  with  fame. 
Lo  !  from  his  azure  throne,  old  father  Thames 
Sighs  through  his  floods,  and  groans  from  all  his 

ftreams : 

O'er  his  full  urn  he  droops  his  reverend  head, 
And  finks  down  deeper  in  his  oozy  bed, 
As  the  fad  pomp  proceeds  along  his  fides, 
O'ercharg'd  with  forrow,  pant  his  heaving  tides. 
L.OW  in  his  humid  palace  laid  to  mourn, 
"With  ftreams  of  tears,  the  god  fupplies  his  urn. 
Within  his  channels  he  forgets  to  flow, 
And  pours  o'er  all  his  bound*  the  deluge  of  his  woe. 

But  lee,  my  mufe,  if  yet  thy  ravilh'd  fight 
Can  bear  that  blaze,  that  rufhing  flream  of  light ; 
Where  the  great  hero's  difencumber'd  foul, 
Springs  from  the  earth,  to  reach  her  native  pole. 
JJaldly  fhe  quits  th*  abandon'd  calk  of  clay, 
3?reedfrom  her  chains,  and  tower- th' ethereal  way  : 
Soars  o'er  th'  eternal  funds  of  hail  and  mow, 
^.ud  leaves  heaven's  ftormy  magazines  below. 
Ihencethrough  the  vaft  profound  of  heaven  fhe flies, 
And  meafures  all  the  concave  of  the  ikies : 
Sees  where  the  planetary  worlds  advance, 
Orb  above  orb,  and  lead  the  ftarry  dance. 
Itfor  reft*  fhe  there,  but,  with  a  bolder  flight, 
Explores  the  undifcover'd  realms  of  light, 
Where  the  fix'd  orbs,  to  deck  the  fpangled  pole, 
In  {late  around  their  gaudy  axles  roll. 
Thence  his  afpiring  courfe  in  triumph  fleers, 
^Beyond  the  golden  circles  of  the  fpheres ; 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens,  the  feat  divine, 
Where  nature  never  drew  her  mighty  line. 
A  region  that  excludes  ajl  time  and  place, 
And  fliurs  creation  from  th'  unbounded  fpace  : 
Where  the  full  tides  of  light  in  oceans  flow, 
And  ice  the  fun  ten  thoufand  worlds  below. 
So  far  from  our  inferior  orbs  disjoin'd, 
The  tir'd  imagination  pants  behind. 
Then  ceafe  thy  painful  flight,  n<>r  venture  more, 
Where  never  mufe  has  flretch'd  her  wing  before. 
Thy  pinions  tempt  immortal  heights  in  vain, 
That  throw  thee  fluttering  back  to  earth  again. 
On  earch  a  while,  bled  ihade,  thy  thoughts  em 

ploy, 

And  fleal  one  moment  from  eternal  joy. 
While  there,  in  heaven,  immortal  fongs  infpire} 
Thy  golden  firings,  and  tremble  on  the  lyre, 
Which  raii'e  to  nobler  drains  th'  angelic  choir.  J 
Look  down  with  pity  on  a  mortal's  lays, 
$y"iio  ftrive.Sjin  vain,  to  reach  thy  boundlefspraife 
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Vho  with  low  verfe  profanes  thy  facrcd  name, 
..oft  in  -the  fpreading  circle  of  thy  fame. 
Thy  fame,  which,  like  thyfclf,  is  mounted  high, 
Wide  as  thy  heaven,  and  lofty  as  thy  fky. 
And  thou,  his  pious  confort,  here  below, 
avifh  of  grief,  and  prodigal  of  woe  : 
Oh  !  choke  thy  griefs,  thy  rifing  fighs  fuppre 
Mor  let  thy  forrow*  violate  his  peace. 
This  rage  of  anguifh,  that  difdains  relief, 
Dims  his  bright  joys,  with  fome  allay  of  grief. 

k  on  his  deareft  pledge,  he  left  behind, 
And  fee  how  nature,  bountiful  and  kind, 
Stamps  the  paternal  image  on  his  mind, 
Oh  !  may  th'  hereditary  virtues  run 
n  fair  fucceflion,  to  adorn  the  fon  ; 
The  laft  bcft  hopes  of  Albion's  realms  to  grace, 
And  form  the  hero  worthy  of  his  race  : 
Some  means  at  laft  by  Britain  may  be  found, 
To  dry  her  tears,  and  clofe  her  bleeding  wound* 
And  if  the  mnfe  through  future  times  can  fee, 
Fair  youth,  thy  father  fhall  revive  in  thee  : 
Thou  fhalt  the  wondering  nation's  hopes  engage, 
To  rife  the  Stanhope  of  the  future  age. 

EPITAPH  ON  DR.  KEIL. 

THE   LATE   FAMOUS  ASTRONOMER. 

BENEATH  this  {lone  the  world's  juft  wender  lie% 
Who,  while  on  earth,  had  rang'd  ^he  fpaciousfkics-; 
Around  the  flars  his  active  foul  had  flown, 
And  feen  their  courfes  finifh'd  ere  his  own  : 
Now  he  enjoys  thofe  realms  he  could  explore, 
And  finds  that  heaven  he  knew  fo  well  before. 
He  through  more  worlds  his  vidlery  purfued 
Than  the  brave  Greek  could  wifh  to  have  fub* 

dued; 

In  triumph  ran  one  vaft  creation  o'er, 
Then  ftopp'd, — for  nature  could  afford  no  more. 
With  Caefar's  fpeed,  young  Ammon's  noble  pride 
He  came,  faw,  vanquilh'd,  wept,  return'd,  and  died. 

HORACE,  BOOK  II.  EPIST.  XIX.  IMITATED,* 

AN   EPISTLE  TO   MR.  ROBERT  LOWTU  *. 

'Tis  faid,  dear  Sir,  no  poets  pleafe  the  town, 
Who  drink  mere  water,  though  from  Helicon  : 
For  in  cold  blood  they  feldom  boldly  think ; 
Their  rhymes  are  more  infipid  than  their  drink. 
Not  great  Apollo  could  the  train  infpire, 
Till  generous  Bacchus  helped  to  fan  the  fire. 
Warm'd  by  two  gods  at  once,  they  drink  and  write^ 
Rhyme  ail  the  day,  and  fuddle  all  the  night. 
Homer,  fays  Horace,  nods  in  many  a  place, 
But  hints,  he  nodded  ottner  o'er  the  glafs. 
Infpir'd  with  wine  old  Ennius  fung  and  thought 
With  the  fame  fpirit,  that  his  heroes  fought : 
And  we  from  Johnfon's  tavern-laws  divine, 
That  bard  was  no  great  enemy  to  wine. 
'Twas  from  the  bottle  King  deriv'd  his  wit, 
Drank  till  he  could  not  talk,  and  then  he  writ* 
Let  no  coif 'd  ferjeant  touch  the  facred  juice, 
But  leave  it  to  the  bards  for  better  ufc  : 

*  Lati  Efiof  of  Londcii. 


POEMS. 


Let  the  grave  judges  too  the  glafs  forbear, 
Who  never  fing  and  dance  but  once  a  year. 
This  truth  once  known,  our  poets  take  the  hint, 
Get  drunk  or  mad,  and  then  get  into  print : 
To  raife  their  flames  indulge  the  mellow  fit, 
And  lofe  their  fenfes  in  the  fearch  of  wit : 
And  when  with  claret  fir'd  they  take  the  pen, 
Swear  they  can  write,  bccaufe  they  drink  like  Ben. 
Such  mimic  Swift  or  Prior  to  their  coft, 
For  in  the  rafh  attempt  the  fools  are  loft. 
When  once  a  genius  breaks  through  common  rules, 
He  leads  an  herd  of  imitating  fools. 
If  Pope,  the  prince  of  poets,  fick  a-bed, 
O'er  {teaming  coffee  bends  his  aching  head, 
The  fools  in  public  o'er  the  fragrant  draught 
Incline  thofe  heads,  that  never  ach'd  or  thought. 
This  muft  provoke  his  mirth  or  his  difdain, 
Cure  his  complaint, — or  make  him  fick  again. 
I  too,  like  them,  the  poet's  path  purfue, 
And  keep  great  Flaccus  ever  in  my  view ; 
But  in  a  diftant  view — yet  what  I  write, 
IB  thefe  loofe  fheets,  muft  never  fee  the  light ; 
Epiftles,  odes,  and  twenty  trifles  more, 
Things  that  are  born  and  die  in  half  an  hour. 
What !  you  muft  dedicate,  fays  fneering  Spence, 
This  year  fome  new  performance  to  the  prince  : 
Though  money  is  your  fcorn,  no  doubt  in  time 
You  hope  to  gain  fome  vacant  ftall  by  rhyme ; 
Like  other  poets,  were  the  truth  but  known, 
You  too  a%nire  whatever  is  your  own. 
Thefe  wife  remarks  my  modefty  confound, 
While  the  laugh  rifes,  and  the  mirth  goes  round 
Vext  at  the  jeft,  yet  glad  to  fhun  a  fray, 
I  whiik  into  my  coach,  and  drive  away. 

TO  MR.  SPENCE. 

PREFIXED  TO  THE  ESSAY  ON  POPE*S  ODYSSEY. 


'Tis  done  —  Reftor'd  by  thy  immortal  pen, 
The  critic's  noble  name  revives  again  ; 
Once  more  that  great,  that  injur'd  name  we  fee 
Shine  forth  alike  in  Addifon  and  thee. 

Like  curs,  our  critics  haunt  the  poet's  feaft, 
And  feed  on  fcraps  refus'd  by  every  gueft  ; 
From  the  old  Thracian  *  dog  they  learn'd  the  way 
To  fnarl  in  want,  and  grumble  o'er  their  prey. 
As  though  they  grudg'd  themfelves  the  joys  they 

feel, 

Vex'd  to  be  charm'd,  and  pleas'd  againft  their  will. 
Such  their  inverted  tafte,  that  we  expect 
For  faults  their  thanks,  for  beauties  their  negled  ; 
So  the  fell  fnake  rejects  the  fragrant  flowers, 
But  every  poifon  oif  the  field  devours. 

Like  bold  Longinus  of  immortal  fame, 
You  read  your  poet  with  a  poet's  flame  ; 
With  his,  your  generous  raptures  ftillafpire; 
The  critic  kindles  when  the  bard's  on  fire. 
But  when  fome  lame,  fome  limping  line  demands 
The  friendly  fuccour  of  your  healing  hands; 
The  feather  of  your  pen  drops  balm  around, 
And  plays,  and  tickles,  while  it  cure?  the  wound. 

While  Pope's  immortal  labour  we  furvey, 
We  ftand  all  dazzled  with  excefs  of  day, 


Q  called  by  the  ancients* 


Blind  with  the  glorious  blaze  •,— to  vulgar  fight 
Twas  one  bright  mafs  of  undiftinguilh'd  light; 
But,  like  the  towering  eagle,  you  alone 
Difcern'd  the  fpots  and  fplendours  of  the  fun. 
To  point  out  faults,  yet  never  to  offend ;  ^ 
To  play  the  critic,  yet  preferve  the  friend ; 
A  life  well  fpent,  that  never  loft  a  day ; 
An  eafy  fpirit,  innocently  gay  ; 
A  ftrici  integrity,  devoid  of  art ; 
The  fwecteft  manners,  and  fincereft  heart ; 
A  foul  where  depth  of  fenfe  and  fancy  meet; 
A  judgment  brighf  en'd  by  the  beams  of  wit. 
Were  ever  yours; — be  what  you  were  before, 
Be  ftill  yourfelf ;  the  world  can  aflc  no  more. 

IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

A  WELL-KNOWN  vafe  of  foYereign  ufe  I' fing, 
Pleafing  to  young  and  old,  and  Jordan  bight, 
The  lovely  queen,  and  eke  the  haughty  king 
Snatch  up  this  vefiel  in  the  murky  night  : 
Ne  lives  there  poor.nelivesthere  wealthy  wight, 
But  ufes  it  in  mantle  brown  or  green  ; 
Sometimes  it  ftands  array'd  in  gloffy  white  ; 
And  eft  in  mighty  dortours  may  be  feen 
Of  China's  fragile  earth,  with  azure  flowrets  fheen« 
The  virgin,  comely  as  the  dewy  rofe, 

Here  gently  fheds  the  foftly-whifpering  rill ; 

The  frannion,  who  ne  fhame  nc  blufhing  knows, 

At  once  ths  potter's  gloffy  vafe  does  fill ; 

It  whizzes  like  the  waters  from  a  mill. 

Here  frouzy  houfewives  clear  their  loaded  reins; 

The  beef-fed  juftice,  who  fat  ale  doth  fwill, 

Grafps  the  round-handled  jar,  and  tries,  and 
ftrains,  [drains. 

While  flowly  dribbling  down  the  fcanty  water 

The  dame  of  Frauncefhall  without  fhame  convey 
This  ready  needment  to  its  proper  place ; 
Yet  fhall  the  daughters  of  the  loud  of  Fay- 
Learn  better  amenaunce  and  decent  grace; 
Warm  blufhes  lend  a  beauty  to  their  face, 
For  virtue's  comely  tints  their  cheeks  adorn  ; 
Thus  o'er  the  diftant  hillocks  you  may  trace 
The  purple  beamings  of  the  infant  morn : 
Sweet  are  our  blooming  maids — the  fweetefh  crea* 
tures  born. 


None  but  their  hufbands  or  their  lovers  true 
They  truft  with  management  of  their  affairs ; 
Nor  even  thefe  their  privacy  may  view, 
When  the  foft  beavys  feek  the  bower  by  pairs  : 
Then  from  the  fight  accoy'd,  like  timorous  hares, 
From  mate  or  bellamour  alike  they  fly  ; 
Think  not,  good  fwain,  that  thefe  are  fcornful 

airs, 

.  Think  not  for  bate  they  fhun  thine  amorous  eye, 
Soon  fhall  the  fair  return,  nor  done  thee,  youth, 

to  dye. 

While  Belgic  frows  acrofs  a  charcoal  ftove 
(Repleniih'd  like  the  Veftal's  lading  fire)  [love, 
Bren  for  whole  years,  and  fcorch  the  parts  of 
No  longer  parts  that  can  delight  infpire, 
Erft  cave  of  blifs,  now  monumental  pyre ; 
O  Britifli  maid,  for  ever  clean  and  neat, 
For  whom  I  aye  will  make  my  fimple  lyr^ 
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With  double  care  prefcrve  that  dun  retreat, 
Fair  Venus'  myftic  bower,  Dan  Cupid's  feather'd 
feat. 

So  may  your  hours  foft  fliding  fteal  away, 
Unknown  to  gnarring  (lander  and  to  bale, 
O'er  feas  of  blifs  peace  guide  her  gondelay, 
He  bitter  dole  impeft  the  paffing  gale. 
O  !  fweeter  than  the  lilies  of  the  dale, 
In  your  foft  brcafts  the  fruits  of  joyance  grow. 
Nc  fell  defpair  be  here  with  vifage  pale, 
Brave  be  the  youth  from  whom  your  bofoms 

glow, 
JJc  other  joy  but  you  the  faithful  ftriplings  know. 

EPISTLE  TO  J.  PITT,  Es^. 
T*  Imitatiex  of  Horace,  Efifl.   1Y.   Book   I. 

DEAR  SIR, 

To  all  my  trifles  you  attend, 
But  drop  the  critic  to  indulge  the  friend, 
And   with   moft   Chriftian    patience   lofe    your 

time, 

To  hear  me  preach,  orpefter  you  with  rhyme. 
Here  with  my  books  or  friend  I  fpend  the  day, 
But  hsw  at  Kingfton  pafs  your  hours  away  ? 
Say,  (hall  we  fee  fome  plan  with  ravifh'd  eyes, 
Some  future  pile  in  miniature  arife  ? 
(A  model  to  excel  in  every  part 
Judicious  Jones,  or  great  Palladio's  art) 
Or  fome  new  bill,  that,  when  the  houfe  is  met, 
Shall  claim  their  thanks, and  pay  the  nation's  debt? 
Or  have  you  ftudy'd  in  the  filent  wood 
The  facred  duties  of  the  wife  and  good  ? 
Nature,   who   form'd    you,  nobly   crownM    the 

whole 

With  a  ftrong  body,  and  as  firm  a  foul  : 
The  praife  is  yours  to  finifh  every  part 
With  all  th*  embellifhments  of  tafte  and  art. 
Some  fee  in  canker'd  heaps  their  riches  roll'd, 
Your  bounty  gives  new  luftre  to  your  gold. 
Could  your  dead  father  hope  a  greater  blifs, 
Or  your  furviving  parent  more  than  this  ? 

Than  fuch  a  fon a  lover  of  the  laws, 

And  ever  true  to  honour's  glorious  caufe  : 
Who  fcorns  all  parties,  though  by  parties  fought  : 
Who  greatly  thinks,  and  truly  fpeaks  his  thought  : 
With  all  the  chafte  ieverity  of  fenfe, 
Truth,  judgment,  wit,  and  manly  eloquence. 
So  in  his  youth  great  Cato  was  rever'd, 
By  Pompey  courted,  and  by  Czefar  fear'd  : 
Both  he  dildain'd  alike  with  godlike  pride, 

For  Rome  and  Liberty  he  liv'd and  dy'd. 

In  each  perfedion  as  you  rife  fo  fait, 

Well  may  you  think  each  day  may  be  your  laft. 

Uncommon  worth  is  ftill  with  fate  at  ftrife, 

Still  inconfiflent  with  a  length  of  life. 

The  future  time  is  ever  in  your  power, 

Then  'tis  clear  gain  to  feize  the  prefent  hour ; 

Break  from  the  ferious  thought,  and  laugh  away 

In  Pimpern  walls  one  idle  cafy  day. 

You'll  find  your  rhyming  kiniman  well  in  cafe, 

For  ever  fix'd  to  the  delicious  place. 

Though  not  like  I- with  corpulenceo'ergrown 

For  he  has  twenty  cures,  and  1  but  one. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR.  SPENCE. 

In  Imitation  tf  Hor*ctt  EpiJI.  X.  Soot  I. 

HEALTH  from  the  bard  who  loves  the  rural  fport3 

To  the  more  noble  bard  that  haunts  the  court; 

In  every  other  point  of  life  we  chimer 

Like  two  foft  lines  when  coupled  into  rhyme. 

I  praife  a  fpacious  villa  to  the  fky, 

You  a  clofe  garret  full  five  ftories  high ; 

I  revel  here  in  nature's  varied  fweets, 

You  in  the  nobler  fcents  of  London  ftreets. 

I  left  the  court,  and  here  at  cafe  reclin'd, 

Am  happier  than  the  king  who  ftaid  behind  : 

Twelve  (lifling  difhes  I  could  fcarce  live  o'er, 

At  home  I  dine  *vith  luxury  on  four. 

Where  would  a  man  of  judgment  choofe  a  feat, 

But  in  a  wholefome,  rural,  foft  retreat  ? 

Where  hills  adorn  the  manfion  they  defend  ? 

Where  could  he  better  anfwer  nature's  end  ? 

Here  from  the  fea  the  melting  breezes  rife, 

Unbind  the  fnow,  and  warm  the  wintery  ikies  : 

Here  gentle  gales  the  dog-ftar's  heat  allay, 

Andfoftly  breathing  cool  the  fultry  day. 

How  free  from  cares,  from  dangers  and  affright, 

In  plcafmg  dreams  I  pafs  the  filent  night! 

Does  not  the  variegated  marble  yield 

To  the  gay  colours  of  the  flowery  field  ? 

Can  the  New-river's  artificial  ftreams 

Or  the  thick  waters  of  the  troubled  1j0  ames, 

In  many  a  winding  nifty  pipe  convey 'd, 

Or  dafh'd  and  broken  down  a  deed  cafcade, 

With  our  clear  fylvan  ftreams  in  fwcctnefs  vie, 

That  in  eternal  rills  run  bubbling  by; 

In  dimples  o'er  the  poliftVd  pebbles  pafs, 

Glide  o'er  the  fands,  or  glitter  through  the  grafs  ?• 

And  yet  in  town  the  country  profpeds  pleafe, 

Where  ftately  colonades  are  flank'd  with  trees : 

On  a  whole  country  looks  the  mafter  down 

With  pride,  where  fcarce  five  acres  are  his  own. 

Yet  nature,  though  repell'd,  maintains  her  part, 

And  in  her  turn  fhe  triumphs  over  art; 

The  handmaid  now  may  prejudice  our  tafte, 

But  the  fair  miftrefs  will  prevail  at  laft. 

That  man  muft  fmart  at  laft  whofe  puzzled  fight 

Miftakcs  in  life  falle  colours  for  the  right; 

As  the  poor  dupe  is  Cure  his  lofs  to  rue, 

Who  takes  a  pinchbeck  guinea  for  a  true. 

The  wretch,  whofe  frantic   pride   kind   fortune 

crowns, 

Grows  twice  as  abject  when  the  goddefs  frowns ; 
As  he,  who  rifes  when  his  head  turns  round, 
Muft  tumble  twice  as  heavy  to  the  ground. 
Then  love,  not  grandeur,  'tis  a,  fplendid  curfe; 
The  more  the  love,  the  harder  the  divorce. 
We  live  far  happier  by  thefe  gurgling  fprings, 
Than  ftatefmen,  courtiers,  counsellors,  or  kirgs. 
The  ftag  expelTd  the  courfer  from  the  plain  ; 
What  can  he  do  ? — he  begs  the  aid  of  man  j 
He  takes  the  bit  and  proudly  bears  away 
His  new  illy  ;  he  fights  and  wins  the  day  ; 
Bur,  ruin'd  by  fuccefs,  he  flrives  in  vain 
To  quit  his  mafter  and  the  curb  again. 
So  from  the  fear  of  want  moft  wretches  fly, 
But  loie  iheir  nobieft  wealth,  their  liberty  -t 
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To  their  imperious  pafllons  they  fuhmit, 
Who  mount,  ride,  fpur,  but  never  draw  the  bit. 
'Tis  with  your  fortune,  Spence,  as  with  your  fhoe, 
A  large  may  wrench,  a  fmall  one  wring  your  toe. 
Then  bear  your  fortune  in  the  golden  mean, 
"Not  every  man  is  born  to  be  a  dean. 
I'll  btar  your  jeers,  if  ever  I  am  known 
To  feck  two  cures,  when  fcarce  1  merit  one. 
Riches,  'tis  true,  fome  fervice  may  afford, 
But  oftner  play  the  tyrant  o'er  their  lord. 
Money  I  fcorn,  but  keep  a  little  ftill, 
To  pay  my  doctor's    or  my  lawyer's  bill. 
From  Encombe's  foft  romantic  fcenes  I  write, 
Deep  funk  in  eafe,  in  pleaf jre  and  delight ; 
Yet,  though  her  gen'rous  lord  himfclf  i*  here, 
'Twould  be  one  pleafure  more,  could  you  appear. 


INVITATION  TO  A  FRIEND  AT  COURT. 

IF  you  can  leave  for  books  the  crowded  court, 
And  generous  Bourdeaux  for  a  glafs  of  Port, 
To  thefe  fweet  folitudes  without  delay 
Break  from  the  world's  impertinence  away. 

Soon  as  the  fun  the  face  of  nature  gilds, 
For  health  and  pleafure  will  we  range  the  fields; 
O'er  her  gay  fcenes  and  opening  beauties  run, 
While  all  the  vaft  creation  is  our  own. 
But  when  his  gojden  globe  wirh  faded  light 
Yields  to  the  folemn  empire  of  the  night ; 
And  in  her  fober  majefty  the  moon 
With  milder  glories  mounts  her  filver  throne ; 
Amidft  ten  choufand  orbs  with  fplendour  crown'd, 
That  pour  their  tributary  beams  around  ;      [fight 
Through  the  long  levell'd  tube  our  ftrengthen'd 
Shall  mark  diftincl  the  fpangles  of  the  night ; 
From  world  to  world  mail  dart  the  boundlefs  eye, 
And  flretch  from  ftar  to  ftar,  from  fky  to  Iky. 

The  buzzing  infe6l  families  appear, 
When  funs  unbind  the  rigour  of  the  year; 
Quick  glance   the   myriads  round   the   evening 

bower, 

Hofts  of  a  day,  or  nations  of  an  hour. 
Aflonifh'd  we  fhall  fee  th'  unfolding  race, 
Stretch' d  eut  in  bulk,  within  the  polifh'd  glafs ; 
Through  whofe  fmall  convex  a  new  world  we  fpy, 
Ne'er  feen  before,  but  by  a  feraph's  eye  ! 
So  long  in  darknefs  fliut  from  human  kind 
Lay  half  God's  wonders  to  a  point  confin'd  ! 
But  in  one  peopled  drop  we  now  furvey 
In  pride  of  power  fome  little  monfter  play ; 
O'er  tribes  invifible  he  reigns  alone, 
And  ftruts  a  tyrant  of  a  world  his  own. 

Now  will  we  ftudy  Homer's  awful  page, 
Now  warm  our  fouls  with  Pindar's  noble  rags  : 
To  Englifh  lays  fhall  Flaccus'  lyre  be  fining, 
And  lofty  Virgil  fpeak  the  Britifh  tongue. 
Immortal  Virgil  !  at  thy  facred  name 
I  tremble  now,  and  now  I  pant  for  fame  ; 
With  eager  hopes  this  moment  I  afyire 
To  catch  or  emulate  thy  glorious  fire  ; 
The  next  purfue  the  rafh  attempt  no  more, 
But  drop  the  quill,  bow,  wonder,  and  adore  ; 
By  thy  ftrong  genius  overcome  and  aw'd  ! 
U  Lat  fire  from  heaven !  that  fpirit  of  a  God  I 
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Pleas'd  and  tranfported  with  thy  name  I  tend 
Beyond  my  theme,  forgetful  of  rny  friend; 
And  from  my  firft  defign  by  rapture  led, 
Neglect  the  living  poet  for  the  dead. 

EPISTLE  TO  MR.  SPENCE, 

When  Tutor  to  Lord  Middlefex. 
IN  IMITATION   OF  HORACE,    BOOK  I.   EPIST  XVili, 

SPENCE,  with  a  friend  you  pafe  the  hours  away 
In  pointed  jokes,  yet  innocently  gay  : 
You  ever  differ'd  from  a  flatterer  more, 
Than  a  chafle  lady  from  a  flaunting  whore. 

'Tis  true  you  rallied  every  fault  you  found, 
But  gently  tickled,  while  you  cur'd  the  wound  : 
Uiilike  the  .paultry  poets  of  the  town, 
Rogues  who  expofe  themfelves  for  half  a  crown  : 
And  .ftill  impofe  on  every  foul  they  meet 
Rudenefs  for  fenfe,  and  ribaldry  for  wit  : 
Who,  though  half-ftarv'd,  in   fpite  of  time  and 

place, 

Repeat  their  rhymes,  though  dinner  flays  for  grace;_ 
And  as  their  poverty  their  dreifes  fit, 
They  think  of  courfe  a  floven  is  a  wit ; 
But  fenfe  (a  truth  thefe  coxcombs  ne'er  fufpedt) 
Lies  juft  'twixt  ufFeclation  and  neglect. 

One  ftep  {till  lower,  if  you  can,  defcend, 
To  the  mean  wretch,  the  great  man's  humKIe 

friend ; 

That  moving  (hade,  that  pendant  at  his  ear, 
That  two-legg'd  dog,  ftill  pawing  on  the  peer. 
Studying  his  looks,  and  watching  at  the  board, 
He  gapes  to  catch  the  droppings  of  my  lord; 
And,  tickled  to  the  foul  at  every  joke, 
Like  a  prefs'd  watch,  repeats  what  t'other  fpoke  : 
Echo  to  nonfenfe  1  fuch  a  fcene  to  hear ! 
'  1'is  juft  like  Punch  and  his  interpreter. 

On  trifles  fome  are  earneftly  abfurd, 
You'll  think  the  world  depends  on  ev'ry  word. 
What,  is  not  every  mortal  free  t«  fpeak? 
I'll  give  my  reafons,  though  I  break  my  neck. 
And  whac's  the  queftion  ? — if  it  fhines  or  rains, 
Whether  'tis  twelve  or  fifteen  miles  to  Staines. 

The  wretch  reduc'd  to  rags  by  every  vice, 
Pride,  projects,  races,  miftreffes,  and  dice, 
The  rich  rogue  fhuns,  though  full  as  bad  as  he, 
And  knows  a  quarrel  is  good  hufbandry. 

'Tis  ftrange,  cries  Peter,  you  are  out  of  pelf, 
I'm  fure  I  thought  you-  wifer  than  myftlf ; 
Yet  gives  him  nothing — but  advice  too  late, 
Retrench,  or  rather  mortgage  your  eftate, 
I  can  advance  the  fum, — 'tis  bed  for  both  ; 
But  henceforth  cut  your  coat  to  match  your  cloth. 

A  minifter,  in  mere  revenge  and  fport, 
Shall  give  his  foe  a  paltry  place  at  court. 
The  dupe  for  every  royal  birth-day  buys 
New  horfes,  coaches,  clothes,  and  liveries; 
Plies  at  the  levee,  and  diftinguiuYd  there 
Lives  on  the  royal  wh'fper  for  a  year  ; 
His  wenches  fhine  in  Bruffcls  and  Brocade  ! 
And  now  the  wretch,  ridiculoufly  mad, 
Draws  on  his  banker,  mortgages  and  fails, 
1  hen  to  the  country  runs  away  from  jails  : 
There  ruin'd  by  the  court  he  lells  a  vote 
To  the  next  burgefc,  as  of  old  he  bought  j 
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Rubs  down  the  ftecds  which  once  his  chariot  bore, 
Or  fweeps  the  town,  which  once  he  ferv'd  before. 

But,  by  this  roving  meteor  led,  I  tend 
Beyond  my  theme,  forgetful  of  my  friend. 
Then  take  advice  ;  I  preach  not  out  of  time, 
when  good  lord  Middlefex  is  bent  on  rhyme. 

Their  humour  check'd,  or  inclination  crofs'd, 
Sometimes  the  friendfhip  of  the  great  is  loft. 
Unlefs  call'd  out  to  wench,  be  fure  comply, 
Hunt  when  he  hunts,  and  lay  the  fathers  by  : 
For  your  reward  you  gain  his  love,  and  dine 
On  the  beft  venifon  and  the  beft  French  wine, 
Nor  to  .Lord  ******  make  the  obfervation, 
How  the  twelve  peers  have  anfwer'd  their  creation, 
Nor  in  your  wine  or  wrath  betray  your  truft, 
Be  filent  ftill,  and  obftinately  juft  : 
Explore  no  fecrets,  draw  no  characters, 
For  echo  will  repeat,  and  walls  have  ears  : 
Nor  let  a  bufy  fool  a  fecret  know, 
A  fecret  gripes  him  till  he  lets  it  go  : 
Words  are  like  bullet*,  and  we  wifc  in  vain, 
When  once  difcharg'd,  to  call  them  back  again. 


Defend,  dear  Spence,  the  honeft  and  the  civil, 
But  to  cry  up  a  rafcal — that's  the  devil. 
Who  guards  a  good  man's  character,  'tis  known, 
At  the  fame  time  protects  and  guards  his  own. 
For  as  with  houfes  '  tis  with  people's  names, 
A  fhed  may  fet  a  palace  all  on  flames ; 
The  fire  neglected  on  the  cottage  preys, 
But  mounts  at  lad  into  a  gentral  blaze. 


'Tis  a  fine  thing,  fome  think,  a  lord  to  know{    " 
wifh  his  tradefmen  could  but  think  fo  too. 
He  gives  his  word — then  all  your  hopes  are  gone  r 
He  gives  his  honour — then  your  quite  undone. 
His  and  fome  women's  love  the  fame  are  found  ; 
You  ralhly  board  a  nre-fhip,  and  arc  drown'd. 

Moft  folks  fo  partial  to  themfelves  are  grownj, 
They  hate  a  temper  differing  from  their  own. 
The  grave  abhor  the  gay,  the  gay  the  fad, 
And  tormalifts  pronounce  the  witty  mad  : 
The  fot,  who  drinks  fix  bottles  in  a  place, 
Swears  at  the  flinchers  who  refufe  their  glafs. 
Would  you  not  pafs  for  an  ill-natur'd  man, 
Comply  with  eyery'humour  that  you  can. 

Pope  will  inftrucl  you  how  to  pafs  away 
Your  time  like  him,  and  never  lofe  a  day  ; 
From  hopes  or  fears  your  quiet  to  defend, 
To  all  mankind  as  to  yourfelf  a  friend, 
And,  facred  from  the  world,  retir'd,  unknown, 
To  lead  a  life  with  mortals  like  his  own. 

When  to  delicious  Pimpcrne  I  retire, 
What  greater  blifs,  my  Spence,  can  1  defire  ? 
Contented  there  my  eafy  hours  I  fpend 
With  maps,  globes,  books,  my  bottle,  and  a  friend. 
There  can  I  live  upon  my  income  ftill, 
E'en  though  the  houfe  fhould  pafs  the  Quakers 

bill: 

Yet  to  my  fhare  fhould  fome  good  prebend  fall, 
1  think  myfelf  of  fize  to  fill  a  ftall. 
For  life  or  wealth  let  Heaven  my  lot  affign, 
A  firm  and  even  foul  ihall  ftill  be  mine. 
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BOOK    I. 

GIVE  me,  ye  facred  mufes,  to  impart 
The  hidden  fecrets  of  your  tuneful  art ; 
Give  me  your  awful  myfteries  to  fing, 
Unlock,  and  open  wide,  your  facred  fpring ; 
While  from  his  infancy  the  bard  1  lead, 
And  fet  him  on  y»ur  mountain's  lofty  head  ; 
Direct  his  eourfe,  and  point  him  out  the  road 
To  fing  in  epic  {trains  an  hero  or  a  god.      [praife, 
What  youth,  whole  generous  bofom  pants  for 
Will  dare  with  me  to  beat  thofe  arduous  ways  ? 
O'er  high  Parnaffus'  painful  fteeps  to  go, 
And  leave  the  grovelfng  multitude  below  : 
Where  the  glad  mules  fing,  and  form  the  choir, 
While  bright  Apollo  ftrikes  the  lilver  lyre, 
Approach  thou  firft,  great  Francis,  nor  refufe 
r^'o  pay  due  honours  to  the  facred  mufe  • 


While  Gallia  waits  for  thy  aufpicious  reign, 
Till  age  completes  the  monarch  in  the  man  ; 
Mean  time  the  mule  may  bring  fome  fmall  relief, 
To  charm  thy  anguifh,  and  fufpend  thy  grief; 
While  guilty  fortune's  ftern  decrees  detain 
Thee  and  thy  brother  in  the  realms  of  Spain ; 
Far,  far  traniported  from  your  native  place, 
Your  country's,  father's,  and  your  friend's  em- 
brace ! 

Such  are  the  terms  the  cruel  fates  impofc 
On  your  great  father,  ftruggling  with  his  woes, 
Such  are  their  hard  conditions : — they  require 
The  fons  to  purchafe,  and  redeem  the  fire,    [ftain, 
But  yet,  brave  youth,  from  grief,  from  tears  ab-; 
Fate  may  relent,  and  heaven  grow  mild  again; 
At  laft  perhaps  the  glorious  day  may  come, 
The  day  that  brings  our  royal  exile  home.; 
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When,  to  thy  native  realms  in  peace  reftor'd, 
The  ravifh'd  crowds  fhall  hail  their  paffing  lord  ; 
When  each  tranfported  city  fhall  rejoice, 
And  nations  blefs  thee  with  a  public  voice ; 
To  the  throng'd  fanes  the  matrons  fhall  repair ; 
Abfolve  their  vows,  and  breathe  their  fouls  in 

prayer. 

Till  then,  let  every  mufe  engage  thy  love, 
With  me  at  large  o'er  high  Parnaflus  rove, 
Range  every  bower,  and  fport  in  every  grove. 

Firft  then  obferve,  that  verfe  is  ne'er  confin'd 
To  one  fix'd  meafure,  or  determin'd  kind  ; 
Though  at  its  birth  it  fung  the  gods  alone, 
And  then  religion  claim'd  it  for  her  own; 
In  facred  ftrains  addrefs'd  the  Deity, 
And  fpoke  a  language  worthy  of  the  fky ; 
New  themes  fucceeding  bards  began  to  choofe, 
And  in  a  wider  field  engag'd  the  mufe  ; 
The  common  bulk  of  fubjecls  to  rehearfe 
In  all  the  rich  varieties  of  verfe. 
Yet  none  of  all  with  equal  honours  fhine 
(But  thofe  which  celebrate  the  power  divine) 
To  thofe  exalted  meafures,  which  declare 
The  deeds  of  heroes,  and  the  fons  of  war. 
From  hence  pofterity  the  name  beftow'd 
On  this  rich  prefent  of  the  Delphic  god  ; 
Fame  fays,  Phaemonoe  in  this  meafure  gave 
Apollo's  anfwers  from  the  Pythian  cave. 

But  ere  you  write,  confult  your  ftrength  and 

choofe 

A  theme  proportion'd  juftly  to  your  mufe. 
For  though  in  chief  thcfe  precepts  are  beftow'd 
On  him  who  fings  an  hero  or  a  god  ; 
To  other  themes  their  general  ufe  extend 
And  ferves  in  different  views  to  different  ends. 
Whether  the  lofty  mufe  with  tragic  rage 
Would  proudly  ftalk  in  bufkins  on  the  ftage; 
Or  in  foft  elegies  our  pity  move, 
And  fhow  the  youth  in  all  the  flames  of  love  ; 
Or  fing  the  fhepherd's  woes  in  humble  ftrains, 
And  the  low  humours  of  contending  fwains : 
Thefe  faithful  rules  fhall  guide  the  bard  along 
In  every  meafure,  argument,  and  fong. 

Be  fure  (whatever  you  propofe  to  write) 
Let  the  chief  motive  be  your  own  delight, 
And  well-weigh'd  choice; — a  tafk  enjoin'd  refufe, 
XJnlefs  a  monarch  fhould  command  your  mufe. 
(If  we  may  hope  thofe  golden  times  to  fee, 
When  bards  become  the  care  of  majefty  !) 
Free  and  fpontaneous  the  fmooth  numbers  glide, 
Where  choice  determines,  and  our  wills  prefide  ; 
But,  at  command,  we  toil  with  fruitlefs  pain, 
And  drag  th'  involuntary  load  in  vain. 

Nor,  at  its  birth,  indulge  your  warm  defire, 
On  the  firft  glimmering  of  the  facred  fire  ; 
Defer  the  mighty  tafk ;  and  weigh  your  power 
And  every  part  in  every  view  explore  ; 
And  let  the  theme  in  different  profpecls  roll 
Deep  in  your  thoughts,  and  grow  into  the  foul. 

But  ere  with  fails  unfurl'd  you  fly  away, 
And  cleave  the  bofom  of  the  boundlefs  fea  ; 
A  fund  of  words  and  images  prepare, 
And  lay  the  bright  materials  up  with  care, 
Which  at  due  time,  occafion  may  produce, 
All  rang'd  in  order  for  the  poet's  ufe. 


Some  happy  objedls  by  mere  chance  are  brought 
From  hidden  caufes  to  the  wandering  thought ; 
Which  if  once  loft,  you  labour  long  in  vaia 
To  catch  th'  ideal  fugitives  again. 
Nor  mufl  I  fail  their  conduct  to  extol, 
Who,  when  they  lay  the  bafis  of  the  whole, 
Explore  the  ancients  with  a  watchful  eye, 
Lay  all  their  charms  and  elegancies  by, 
Then  to  their  ufe  the  precious  fpoils  apply. 

At  firft  without  the  leaft  reftraint  compofe, 
And  mould  the  future  poem  into  profe ; 
A  full  and  proper  feries  co  maintain, 
And  draw  the  juft  connection  in  a  chain; 
By  ftated  bounds  your  progrefs  to  controul, 
To  join  the  parts,  and  regulate  the  whole. 

And  now  'tis  time  to  fpread  the  opening  fail* 
Wide  to  the  wanton  winds  and  flattering  gales  j. 
'Tis  time  we  now  prefcribe  the  genuine  laws 
To  raife  the  beauteous  fabric  with  applaufe  ; 
But  firft  fome  method  requifite  appears 
To  form  the  boy,  and  mould  his  tender  years* 
In  vain  the  bard  the  facred  wreath  purfues, 
Unlefs  train'd  up  and  fealon'd  to  the  mufe. 
Soon  as  the  prattling  innocent  fhall  reach 
To  the  firft  ufe  and  rudiments  of  fpeech, 
Ev'n  then,  by  Helicon  he  ought  to  rove, 
Ev'n  then  the  tuneful  nine  fhould  win  his  love 
By  juft  degrees. — But  make  his  guide  your  choice 
For  his  chafte  phrafe  and  elegance  of  voice ; 
That  he  at  firft  fuccefsfully  may  teach 
The  methods,  laws,  and  difcipline  of  fpeech  ; 
Left  the  young  charge,  miftaking  right  and  wrong, 
With  vicious  habits  prejudice  his  tongue. 
Habits,  whofe  fubtle  feeds  may  mock  your  art, 
And  fpread  their  roots  and  poifon  through  his 
heart.  [wrettk, 

Whence  none   fhall  move   me    to    approve  the 
Who  wildly  borne  above  the  vulgar  reach, 
And  big  with  vain  pretences  to  impart 
Vaft  fhows  of  learning,  and  a  depth  of  art, 
For  fenfe  th'  impertinence  of  terms  affords ; 
An  idle  cant  of  formidable  words ; 
The  pride  of  pedants,  the  delight  of  fools; 
The  vile  difgrace,  and  lumber  of  the  fchools: 
In  vain  the  circling  youths,  a  blooming  throng, 
Dwell  on  th'  eternal  jargon  of  his  tongue. 
Deluded  fools  ! — the  fame  is  their  miftake,         ~) 
Who  at  the  limpid  ftream  their  thirft  may  flake,  > 
Yet  choofe  the  tainted  waters  of  the  lake.  3 

Let  no  fuch  peft  approach  the  blooming  care, 
Deprave  his  ftyle,  and  violate  his  ear  ; 
But  far,  oh  far,  to  fome  remoter  place. 
Drive  the  vile  wretch  to  teach  a  barbarous  race, 

Now  to  the  mufe's  ftream  the  pupil  bring, 
To  drink  large  draughts  of  the  Pierian  fpring; 
And  from  his  birth  the  facred  bard  adore, 
Nurft  by  the  nine,  on  Mincio's  flowery  fhore  ; 
And  afk  the  gods  his  numbers  to  infpire, 
With  like  invention,  majefty,  and  fire. 
He  reads  Afcanius*  deeds  with  equal  flame, 
And  longs  with  him  to  run  at  nobler  game. 
For  youths  of  ages  paft  he  makes  his  moan, 
And  learns  to  pity  years  fo  like  his  own ; 
Which  with  too  fwift,  and  too  fevere  a  doom. 
The  fate  of  war  had  hurried  to  the  tomb. 
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His  eyes,  for  Pallas,  and  for  Laufus,  flow, 
Mourn  with  their  fires,  and  weep  another's  woe. 
But  when  Uryalus,  in  all  hii  charms, 
Is  fnatch'd  by  fate  from  his  dear  mother's  arms, 
And  as  he  rolls  in  death,  the  purple  flood 
Streams   out,  and   ftains  his  fnowy  limbs  with 

blood, 

His  foul  the  pangs  of  generous  forrow  pierce, 
And  a  new  tearfteals  out  at  every  verfe. 
[Meantime  with  bolder  fteps  the  youth  proceeds, 
And  the  Greek  poets  in  fucccfiion  reads; 
Seafons  to  either  tongue  his  tender  ears ; 
Compares  the  heroes  glorious  characters  ; 
Sees,  how  ^Eneas  is  himfelf  al.me, 
The  draught  of  Peleus'  and  Laertes*  fon  ; 
How,  by  the  poet's  art,  in  one,  confpire 
Uljfles'  conduct,  and  Achilles'  fire. 

But  now,  young  bard,  with  drift  attention  hear, 
And  drink  my  precepts  in  at  either  ear; 
Since  mighty  crowds  of  poets  you  may  find, 
Crowds  of  the  Grecian  and  Aufonian  kind, 
Learn  hence  what  bards  to  quit  or  to  purfue, 
To  (hun  the  falfe,  and  to  embrace  the  true; 
Nor  is  it  hard  to  cull  each  noble  piece, 
And  point  out  every  glorious  fon  of  Greece  ; 
Above  whole  numbers  Homer  fits  on  high, 
And  fhines  fupreme  in  diftant  majefty  ; 
Whom  with  a  reverend  eye  the  reft  regard, 
And  owe  their  raptures  to  the  fovereign  hard  ; 
Through  him  the  god  their  panting  fouls  inlpires, 
Swells  every  breaft,  and  warms  with  ull  his  fires, 
'Bleft  were  the  poets  with  the  holiow'd  rage, 
Train'd  up  in  that  aud  the  fuiceidiug  age  : 
As  to  his  time  each  poet  nearer  drew, 
His  fpreading  fame  in  juft  proportion  grew, 
By  like  degrees  the  next  degenerate  race 
Sunk  from  the  height  of  honour  to  dif^race. 
And  n*w  the  fame  of  Greece  extinguifh'd  lies, 
Her  ancient  language  with  her  glory  dies. 
Her  baninYd  princes  mourn  their  ravinYd  crowns, 
Driven  from  their  old  hereditary  thrones; 
Her  drooping  natives  rove  o'er  worlds  unknown, 
And  weep  their  woes  in  regions  not  their  own  ; 
She  feels  through  all  her  dates  the  dreadful  blow, 
And  mourns  the  fury  of  a  barbarous  foe.       [maids 
But  when  our  bards  brought  o'er  tli'   Aonian 
From  their  own  Helicon  to  Tyber's  (hades; 
When  firft  they  fettled  on  Helperia's  plains, 
Their  numbers  ran  in  rough  unpoliuYd  (trains. 
Void  of  the  Grecian  art  their  meafures  flow'd  ; 
f^eas'd  the  wild  fatyrs,  an  1  the  fylvan  crowd. 
Low  fhrubs  and  lofty  forefts  whilom  rung, 
With  uncouth  verfe,  and  antiquated  fong  ; 
Nor  yet  old  Enniusfur.g  in  artlefs  drains, 
Fights,  arms,  and  hods  embattel'd  on  the  plain8, 
Who  firft  afpir'd  to  pluck  the  verdant  crown 
From  Grecian  heads  and  fix  it  on  his  own. 
New  wonders  the  fucceeding  bards  'explore, 
Which  flept  couccal'd  in  nature's  womb  before; 
Her  awful  fecrcts  the  bold  poet  digs, 
And  fets  to  view  the  principles  of  things ; 
Each  part  was  fair,  and  beautiful  the  whole, 
And  every  line  was  ne<5!ar  to  the  foul. 
By  fuch  degrees  the  verfe,  as  ages  rolPd, 
Was  ftamp'd  to   form,   and  took  the  beauteous, 
mould. 


Aufonia's  bards  drew  oil  from  every  part 

The  barbarous  dregs,  and  civiliz'd  the  art. 

Till,  like  the  day,  all  fhining  and  ferene, 

That  drives  the  clolids,  and  clears   the  gloomy 

fcene, 

Refines  the  air,  and  brightens  up  the  Ikies, 
See  the  majeftic  head  of  Virgil  rife  ; 
Phoebus'  undoubted  fon  \ — who  clears  the  ruft 
Of  the  rough  ancients,  and  fhakes  off  their  duft. 
He  on  each  line  a  nobler  grace  beftow'd ; 
He  thought,  and  fpoke  in  every  word  a  god. 
To  grace  this  mighty  bard,  ye  mufes,  bring 
Your  choiceft  flowers,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring  j 
See  \  how  the  Grecian  bards,  at  diftance  throv 
With  reverence  bow  to  this  diftinguifh'd  fon  ; 
Immortal  founds  his  golden  lines  impart, 
And  nought  can  match  his  genius  but  his  art. 
Ev'n  Greece  turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  his  fa 
Which  (hades  the  luftre  of  her  Homer's  name. 
'  Twas  then  Aufonia  faw  her  language  rife 
In  all  its  ftrength  and  glory  to  the  (kies; 
fSuch  glory  never  could  (he  boafl  before, 
Nor  could  fucceeding  poets  make  it  mope. 
From  that  bleft  period  the  poetic  (late 
Ran  down  the  precipice  of  time  and  fate; 
Degenerate  fouls  fucceed,  a  wretched  train, 
And  her  old  fame  at  once  drew  back  again. 
One,  to  his  genius  trufts,  in  every  part, 
Aud  fcorns  the  rules  and  difcipline  of  art. 
While  this,  an  empty  tide  of  found  affords, 
And  roar?  and  thunders  in  a  ftorm  of  words. 
Some,  mufically  dull,  all  methods  try 
To  win  the  ear  with  fweet  ftupidity  ; 
Unruffled  drains  for  folid  wit  difpenfe, 
And  give  u«  numbers,  when  we  call  for  fenfe. 
Till  from  th'  Hefperian  plains  and  Tyber  chas'd, 
From  Rome  the  banifli'd  fifters  fled  at  laft  ; 
Driven  by  the  barbarous  nations,  who  from  far 
Burft  into  Latium  with  a  tide  of  war. 
Hence  a  vaft  change  of  their  old  manners  fprunp:; 
The  (laves  were    farc'd   to  fpcak   their   mafters 

tongue ; 

No  honours  now  were  paid  the  facred  mufe, 
But  all  were  bent  on  mercenary  views  ; 
Till  Latium  faw  with  joy  th'  Aonian  train 
By  the  great  Medici  reftor'd  again  ; 
1  h'  illuftrious  Medici,  of  Tufcan  race, 
Were  born  to  cherifti  learning  in  difgrace, 
New  life  on  every  fcience  to  beftow, 
And  lull  the  cries  of  Europe  in  her  woe. 
With  pity  they  beheld  thofe  turns  of  fate, 
And  propp'd  the  ruins  of  the  Grecian  ftate ; 
For  left  her  wit  fliould  perifh  with  her  fame, 
Their  care  fupported  ftill  the  Argive  name  ; 
They  call'd  the  afpiring  youths  from  diftant  parts, 
To  plant  Aufonia  with  the  Grecian  arts; 
To  balk  in  eafe,  and  fcicnce  to  diffufe, 
And  to  reftore  the  empire  of  the  mufe; 
They  fent  to  ravag'd  provinces  with  care, 
And  cities  wafted  by  the  rage  of  war, 
To  buy  the  ancients  works  of  deathlefs  fame, 
And  fnatch  th'  immortal  labours  from  the  flame; 
To  which  the  foes  had  doom'd  each  glorious  piece. 
Who  reign  and  lord  it  in  the  realms  of  Greece. 
3ut  we,  ye  gods,  would  raife  a  foreign  lord, 
As  yes  untaught  to  Iheath  the  civil  (word!) 
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Through  many  a  period  this  has  been  the  fate, 
And  this  the  lift  of  the  poetic  ftate. 

Hence  iacred  Virgil  from  thy  foul  adore         ") 
Above  the  reft,  and  to  thy  utinoft  power 
Purfue  the  glorious  paths  he  ftruck  before.         j 
If  he  fupplics  not  all  your  wants,  perufe 
Th'  immortal  {trains  of  each  Auguftan  mufe. 
There  flop — nor  raftily  f«ek  to  know  the  reft, 
But  drive  the  dire  ambition  from  thy  breaft, 
Till  riper  years  and  judgment  form  thy  thoughts 
To  mark  their  beauties,  and  avoid  their  faults. 
Meantime,  ye  parents,  with  attention  hear, 
And  thus  advis'd  exert  your  utmoft  care ; 
The  blamelefs  tutor  from  a  thoufand  choofe, 
One  from  his  foul  devoted  t»  the  mufe ; 
Who,  pleas'd  the  tender  pupil  to  improve, 
Regards  and  loves  him  with  a  father's  love. 
Youth,  of  itfelf  to  numerous  ills  betray'd, 
Requires  a  prop,  and  wants  a  foreign  aid ; 
Unlefs  a  matter's  rules  his  mind  incline 
To  love  and  cultivate  the  facred  nine, 
His  thoughts  a  thoufand  objedts  will  employ, 
And  from  Parnaflus  lead  the  wandering  boy. 
So  trufts  the  fwain  the  faplings  to  the  earth; 
So  hopes  in  time  to  fee  the  fprouting  birth ; 
Againft  the  winds  defenfive  props  he  forms, 
To  fliield  the  future  foreft  from  the  ftorms, 
That  each  embolden'd  plant  at  length  may  rife 
In  verdant  pride,  and  flioot  into  the  ikies. 

But  let  the  guide,  if  e'er  he  would  improve 
His  charge,  avoid Jiis  hate,  and  win  his  love; 
Left  in  his  rage  wrong  meafures  he  may  take, 
And  lothe  the  mufes  for  the  teacher's  fake. 
His  foul  then  fiacken'd  from  her  native  force, 
Flags  at  the  barrier,  and  forgets  the  courfe. 
Nor  by  your  anger  be  the  youth  o'er-aw'd, 
But  fcorn  th!  ungenerous  province  of  the  rod ; 
Th'  offended  mufes  never  can  fuftain 
To  hear  the  fhriekings  of  the  tender  train, 
But  ftung  with  grief  and  anguifh  hang  behind  ; 
Damp'd  is  the  fprightly  vigour  of  the  mind. 
The  boy  no  daring  images  infpire, 
No  bright  ideas  fet  his  thoughts  on  fire  : 
He  drags  on  heavily  th'  ungrateful  load, 
Grown  obftinately  dull,  and  feafon'd  to  the  rod. 

I  know  a  pedant,  who  to  penance  brought 
His  trembling  pupils  for  the  lighteft  fault; 
His  foul  tranfported  with  a  ftorm  of  ire, 
And  all  the  rage  that  malice  could  infpire  : 
By  turns  the  torturing  fcourges  we  might  hear, 
By  turns  the  fhrieks  of  wretches  ftunn'd  the  ear. 
Still  to  my  mind  the  dire  ideas  rife, 
When  rage  unufual  fparkled  in  his  eyes; 
When  with  the  dreadful  fcourge  infulting  loud, 
The  tyrant  terrify'd  the  blooming  crowd; 
A  boy  the  faireft  of  the  frighted  train, 
Who  yet  fcarce  gave  the  promife  of  a  man, 
Ah  !  difmal  object.  !  idly  paft  the  day 
In  all  the  thoughtlefs  innocence  of  play ; 
When  lo  !  th'  imperious  wretch  inflam'd  with  rage, 
Fierce,  and  regardlefs  of  his  tender  age, 
With  fury  ftorms ;  the  fault  his  clamours  urge  : 
His  hand  high-waving  brandifhes  the  fcourge. 
Tears,  vows,  and  prayers,  the  tyrant  s  ears  affail ; 
In  vain ; — nor  tears,  nor  vows,  nor  prayers  prevail. 


The  trembling  innocent  from  detp  defpair 
Sicken'd,  and  breath'd  his  little  foul  in  air. 
For  him,  beneath  his  poplar,  mourns  the  Po; 
For  him  the  tears  of  hoary  Serius  flow ; 
For  him  their  tears  the  watery  fitters  fhed, 
Who  lov'd  him  living,  and  deplor'd  him  dead. 
The  furious  pedant,  to  reftrain  his  rage, 
Should  mark  th'  example  of  a  former  age ; 
How  fierce  Alcides,  warm'd  with  youthful  ire, 
Dafti'd  on  his  matter's  front  his  vocal  lyre. 
But  yet,  ye  youths,  confefs  your  matters  fway, 
And  their  commands  implicitly  obey. 

Whoever  then  this  arduous  tafk  purfues, 
To  form  the  bard,  and  cultivate  the  mufe, 
Let  him  by  fofter  means,  and  milder  ways, 
Warm  his  ambition  with  the  love  of  praife  * 
Soon  as  his  precepts  ftiall  engage  his  heart, 
And  fan  the  rifing  fire  in  every  part, 
Light  is  the  talk ; — for  then  the  eager  boy 
Purfues  the  voluntary  toil  with  joy ; 
Difdains  th'  inglorious  indolence  of  reft, 
And  feeds  th'  immortal  ardour  in  his  breaft. 

And  here  the  common  practice  of  the  frhoob 
By  known  experience  juftifies  my  rules, 
The  youths  in  focial  ftudies  to  engage; 
For  then  the  rivals  burn  with  generous  rage. 
Each  foul  the  ftings  of  emulation  raife, 
And  every  little  bofom  beats  for  praife. 
But  gifts  propos'd  will  urge  them  beft  to  rife; 
Fir'd  at  the  glorious  profpect  of  a  prize, 
With  noble  jealoufy  the  blooming  bard 
Reads,  labours,  glows,  and  drains  for  the  reward  g 
Fears  left  his  happy  rival  win  the  race, 
And  raifc  a  triumph  on  his  own  difgrace. 

But  when  once  feafon'd  to  the  rage  divine, 
He  loves  and  courts  the  raptures  of  the  nine; 
The  fenfe  of  glory,  and  the  love  of  fame, 
Serve  but  as  fecond  motives  to  the  flame ; 
The  thrilling  pleafure  all  the  bard  fubdues, 
Lock'd  in  the  ftrict  embraces  of  the  mufe. 
See  !  when  harfh  parents  force  the  youth  to  quit 
For  meaner  arts  the  dear  delights  of  wit, 
If  e'er  the  wonted  warmth  his  thoughts  infpire, 
And  with  paft  pleafures  fet  his  mind  on  fire, 
How  from  his  foul  he  longs,  but  longs  in  vain, 
To  haunt  the  groves  and  purling  ftreams  again  ! 
No  ftern  commands  of  parents  can  controul, 
No  force  can  check  the  fallies  of  his  foul. 
So  burns  the  courfer  feafon'd  to  the  rein, 
That  fpies  his  females  on  a  diftant  plain, 
And  longs  to  act  his  pleafures  o'er  again. 
Fir'd-with  remembrance  of  his  joys,  he  bounds, 
He  foams  and  ftrives  to  reach  the  well-known 

grounds; 

The  goring  fpurs  his  furious  flames  improve, 
And  roufe  within  him  all  the  rage  of  love ; 
Ply'd  with  the  fcourge  he  ftill  neglects  his  haftc, 
And  moves  reluctant  when  he  moves  at  laft ; 
Reverts  his  eye,  regrets  the  diftant  mare, 
And  neighs  impatient  for  the  dappled  fair. 

How  oft  the  youth  would  long  to  change  hii 

fate, 

Who,  high  advanc'd  to  all  the  pomp  of  ftate, 
With  grief  his  gaudy  load  of  grandeur  views, 
Loft  at  too  high  a  diftance  from  the  mufe  1 
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How  oft  Ke  figb.8  by  warbling  dreams  to  rove, 

And  quit  the  palace  for  the  fhady  grove  ! 

How  oft  in  Tybur's  cold  retreats  to  lye,  ~l 

And  gladly  doop  to  cheerful  poverty, 

Beneath  the  rigour  of  the  wintery  iky  !  j 

But  yet  how  many  curfe  their  fruitlefs  toil, 

Who  turn  and  cultivate  a  barren  foil  ? 

This,  ere  too  late,  the  mader  may  divine 

By  a  fure  omen  and  a  certain  fign ; 

The  hopeful  youth,  dctermin'd  by  his  choice, 

Works  without  precept,  and  prevents  advice, 

Confults  his  teacher,  plies  his  talk  with  joy, 

And  a  quick  -fenfe  of  glory  fires  the  boy. 

He  challenges  the  crowd ; — the  conqued  o*er, 

He  druts  away  the  victor  of  an  hour.  [care, 

Then  vanquifh'd  in  his  turn  ;  o'erwhelm'd  with 

He  weeps,  he  pines,  he  fickens  with  defpair ; 

Nor  looks  his  little  rivals  in  the  face, 

But  flies  for  {belter  to  fome  lonely  place, 

To  mourn  his  fliame,  and  cover  his  difgrace. 

His  matter's  frowns  impatient  to  fudain, 

Streight  he  returns,  and  wins  the  day  again. 

This  is  the  boy  his  better  fates  defign 

To  rife  the  future  darling  of  the  nine ; 

For  him  the  mufes  weave  the  facred  crown, 

And  bright  Apollo  claims  him  for  his  own. 

Not  the  lead  hope  th'  unactive  youth  can  raife, 

Dead  to  the  profpect  and  the  fenfe  of  praife ; 

Who  your  jud  rules  with  dull  attention  hears, 

Nor,  lends  his  underdanding,  but  his  ears, 

Refoly'd  his  parts  in  indolence  to  keep, 

He  lulls  his  drowfy  faculties  aflecp  ; 

The  wretch  your  bed  endeavours  will  betray, 

And  the  fuperfluous  care  is  thrown  away. 

I  fear  for  him  who  ripens  ere  his  prime; 
For  all  productions  there's  a  proper  time. 
Oh  !  may  no  apples  in  the  fpring  appear, 
Out-grow  the  feafons,  and  prevent  the  year, 
Nor  mellow  yet  till  autumn  dains  the  vine, 
And  thp  full  prefles  foam  with  floods  of  wine. 
Torn  from  the  parent-tree  too  foon,  they  lie 
Trod  down  by  every  fwain  who  pafles  by. 

Nor  fhould  the  youth  too  drictly  be  confiVd, 
*Tis  fometimes  proper  to  unbend  his  mind  ; 
When  tir'd  with  dudy,  let  him  feek  the  plains, 
And  mark  the  homely  humours  of  the  fwains; 
Or  pleas'd  the  toils  to  fpread,  or  horns  to  wind, 
Hunt  the  fleet  mountain-goat  or  forcd-hind. 
Meantime  the  youth,  impatient  that  the  day 
Should  pafs  in  pleafures  unimprov'd  away, 
Steals  from  the  fliouting   crowd,  and  quits  the 

plains, 

To  fing  the  fylvan  gods  in  rural  drains ; 
Or  calls  the  mufes  to  Albunca's  fliades, 
Courts  and  enjoys  the  vifionary  maids. 
So  labour'd  fields,  with  crops  alternate  bled, 
By  turns  lie  fallow,  and  indulge  their  red; 
The  fwain  contented  bids  the  hungry  foil 
Enjoy  a  fweet  viciflitude  from  toil, 
Till  earth  renews  her  genial  powers  to  bear, 
And  pays  his  prudence  with  a  bounteous  year. 
On  a  drict  view  your  folid  judgment  frame, 
Nor  think  that  genius  is  in  all  the  fame  : 
How  oft  the  youth,  who  wants  the  facred  fire, 
Fondly  miftakes  for  genius  his  defire ! 


Courts  the  coy  mufes,  though  rejected  ftilj, 
!>Ior  nature  feconds  his  mifguided  will : 
rie  drives,  he  toils  with  unavailing  care  ; 
Mor  heaven  relents,  nor  Phoebus  hears  his  prayei' 
rie  with  fuccefa  perhaps  may  plead  a  caufe, 
Shine  at  the  bar,  and  flourifh  by  the  laws; 
Perhaps  difcover  Nature's  fecret  fprings, 
And  bring  to  light  th'  originals  of  things. 
But  fometimes  precept  will  fuch  force  impart, 
That  nature  bends  beneath  the  power  of  art. 

Befides,  'tis  no  light  province  to  remove 
From  the  rafh  boy  the  fiery  pangs  of  love  ; 
Till,  ripe  in  years,  and  more  confirm'd  in  age, 
He  learns  to  bear  the  flames  of  Cupid's  rage ; 
Oft  hidden  fires  on  all  his  vitals  prey, 
Devour  the  youth,  and  melt  his  foul  away. 

By  flow  degrees ; -blot  out  his  golden  dreams, 

The  tuneful  poets,  and  Caftalian  dreams ; 
Struck  with  a  fecret  wound,  he  weeps  and  fighs ; 
In  every  thought  the  darling  phantoms  rife ; 
The  fancy'd  charmer  fwims  before  his  fight, 
His  theme  all  day,  his  vifion  all  the  night : 
The  wandering  object  takes  up  all  his  care, 
Nor  can  he  quit  th'  imaginary  fair. 
Meantime  his  fire,  unconfcious  of  his  pain, 
Applies  the  temper'd  medicines  in  vain  ; 
The  plague,  fo  deeply  rooted  in  his  heart, 
Mocks  every  flight  attempt  of  Paean's  art ; 
The  flames  of  Cupid  all  his  bread  infpire, 
And  in  the  lover's  quench  the  poet's  fire. 

When  in  his  riper  years,  without  controul, 
The  nine  have  took  pofieffion  of  his  foul ; 
When,  facred  to  their  god,  the  crown  he  wears, 
To  other  authors  let  him  bend  his  cares  ; 
Confult  their  dyles,  examine  every  part, 
And  a  new  tincture  take  from  every  art. 
Firft  dudy  Tully's  language  and  his  fenfe, 
And  range  that  boundlefs  field  of  eloquence- 
Tully,  Rome's  other  glory,  dill  affords 
The  bed  expreffions  and  the  riched  words ; 
As  high  o'er  all  in  eloquence  he  dood, 
As  Rome  o'er  all  the  nations  fheYubdu'd. 
Let  him  read  men  and  manners,  and  explore 
The  Cte  and  didances  from  fliore  to  fliore ; 
Then  let  him  travel,  or  to  maps  repair, 
And  fee  imagin'd  cities  rifing  there  ; 
Range  with  his  eyes  the  earth's  fictitious  ball, 
And  pafs  o'er  figur'd  worlds  that  grace  the  wall. 
Some  in  the  bloody  (hock  of  arms  appear, 
To  paint  the  native  horrors  of  the  war ; 
Through  charging  hods  they  rufti before  they  write, 
And  plunge  in  all  the  tumult  of  the  fight. 
But  fince  our  lives,  contracted  in  their  date 
By  fcanty  bounds  and  circumfcrib'd  by  fate, 
Can  never  launch  through  all  the  depths  of  arts, 
Ye  youths,  touch  only  the  material  parts ; 
There  dop  your  labour,  there  your  fcarch  controul, 
And  draw  from  thence  A  notion  of  the  whole. 
From   didant   climes  when   the    rich  merchants 

come, 

To  bring  the  wealth  of  foreign  regions  home ; 
Content  the  friendly  harbour*  to  explore, 
They  only  touch  upon  the  winding  fhore; 
Nor  with  vaia  labour  wander  up  and  down 
To  view  the  land,  and  vifit  every  town ; 


VIDA'S   ART   OF   POETRV. 


$13 


Ti'.at  would  but  call  them  from  their  former  road, 
To  fpend  an  age  in  banifliment  abroad  ; 
Too  late  returning  from  the  dangerous  main, 
To  fee  their  countries  and  their  friends  again. 

Still  be  the  facred  poets  your  delight ; 
Read  them  by  day,  confult  them  in  the  night; 
From   thofe    clear   fountains  all   your    raptures 

bring, 

And  draw  for  ever  from  the  mufes'  fpring. 
But  let  your  fubjecl:  in  your  bofom  roll, 
Claim  every  thought,  and  draw  in  all  the  foul. 
That  conftant  object  to  your  mind  difplay, 
Your  toil  all  night,  your  labour  all  the  day. 

I  need  not  all  the  rules  of  verfe  difclofe, 
Nor  how  their  various  meafures  to  difpofe ; 
The  tutor  here  with  eafe  his  charge  may  guide 
To  join  the  parts  and  numbers,  or  divide. 
Now  let  him  words  to  ftated  laws  fnbmit, 
Or  yoke  to  meafures,  or  reduce  to  feet ; 
Now  let  him  foftly  to  himfelf  rehearfe 
His  firft  attempts  a*nd  rudiments  of  verfe ; 
Fix  on  thofe  rich  expreffions  his  regard, 
To  ufe  made  facred  by  fome  ancient  bard ; 
Toft  by  a  different  guft  of  hopes  and  fears, 
He  begs  of  heaven  an  hundred  eyes  and  ears. 
Now  here,  now  there,  coy  nature  he  purfues, 
And  takes  one  image  in  a  thbufand  views. 
He  waits  the  happy  moment  that  affords 
The  nobleft  thoughts,  and  moft  expreflive  words  ; 
He  brooks  no  dull  delay  ;  admits  no  reft; 
A  tide  of«p aflion  ftruggles  in  his  breaft ; 
Round  his  dark  foul  no  clear  ideas  play, 
The  moft  familiar  objects  glide  away. 
All  fix'd  in  thought,  aftonifh'd  he  appears, 
His  foul  examines,  and  confults  his  ears  ; 
And  racks  his  faithlefs  memory,  to  find 
Some  traces  faintly  Iketch'd  upon  his  mind. 
There  he  unlocks  the  glorious  magazine, 
And  opens  every  faculty  within  ; 
Brings  out  with  pride  their  intellectual  fpoils, 
And  with  the  noble  treafure  crowns  his  toils; 
And  oft  mere  chance  fhall  images  difplay, 
That  ftrike  his  mind  engag'd  a  different  way. 
Still  he  perfifts ;  regrets  no  toil  or  pain, 
And  ftill  the  tafk,  he  tried  before  in  vain, 
iPlies  with  unweary'd  diligence  again. 
For  oft  unmanageable  thoughts  appear, 
That  mock  his  labour,  and  elude  his  care ; 
Th'  impatient  bard,  with  all  his  nerves  apply'd, 
Tries  all  the  avenues  on  every  fide  ; 
Refolv'd  and  bent  the  precipice  to  gain ; 
Though  yet  he  labours  at  the  rock  in  Vain  ; 
By  his  own  ftrength  and  heaven,  with  conqueft 

grac'd, 

He  wins  th'  important  victory  at  laft ; 
Stretch'd  by  his  hands  the  vanquiuYd  monfter  lies, 
And  the  proud  triumph  lifts  him  to  the  fkies. 
But  when  ev'n  chance  and  all  his  efforts  fail, 
Nor  toils,  nor  vigilance,  nor  cares  prevail ; 
His  p:ift  attempts  in  vain  the  boy  renews, 
And  waits  the  fofter  feafons  of  the  mufe ; 
He  quits  his  work ;  throws  by  his  fond  defires  : 
And  from  his  tafk  reluctantly  retires. 

Thus  o'er  the  fields  the  fwain  purfues  his  road, 
Till  ftopt  at  length  by  fome  impervious  flood, 
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That  from  a  mountain's  brow,  o'ercharg'd  with 
rains,  [plains ; 

Burfts  in  a  thundering  tide,  and  foams  along  the 
With  hor'for  chill'd,  he  traverfes  the  fhore, 
Sees  the  waves  rife,  and  hears  the  torrent  roar ; 
Then  griev'd  returns ;  or  waits  with  vain  delay, 
Till  the  tumultuous  deluge  rolls  away. 

But  in  no  Iliad  let  the  youth  engage 
His  tender  years,  and  unexperienc'd  age ; 
JLet  him  by  juft  degrees  and  fteps  proceed, 
Sing  with  the  fwains,  and  tune  the  tender  reed  : 
He  with  fuccefs  an  humbler  theme  may  ply, 
And,  Virgil-like,  immortalize  a  fly  : 
Or  fing  the  mice,  their  battles  and  attacks, 
Againft  the  croaking  natives  of  the  lakes  : 
Or  with  what  art  her  toils  the  fpider  fets, 
And  (pins  her  filmy  entrails  into  nets. 

And  here  embrace,  ye  teachers,  this  advice ; 
Not  to  be  too  inquifitively  nice, 
But,  till  the  foul  enlarg'd  in  ftrength  appears, 
Indulge  the  boy,  and  fpare  his  tender  year* ; 
Till,  to<ripe  judgment  and  experience  brought, 
Himfelf  difcerns  and  blufhes  at  a.  fault ; 
For  if  the  critic's  eyes  too  ftriclly  pierce, . 
To  point  each  blemifh  out  in  every  verf*?. 
Void  of  all  hope  the  ftripling  may  depart, 
And  turn  his  ftudies  to  another  ait. 
But  if  refolv'd  his  darling  faults  to  fee, 
A  youth  of  genius  fhould  apply  to  me, 
And  court  my  elder  judgment  to  perufe 
Th'  imperfect  labours  of  his  infant  mufe  ; 
I  fhould  not  fcruple.  with  a  candid  eye, 
To  read  and  praife  his  poem  to  the  fky ; 
With  feeming  rapture  on  each  line  to  paufe, 
And  dwell  on  each  exprefllon  with  applaufe. 
But  when  my  praifes  had  inflam'd  his  mind, 
If  fome  lame  verfe  limp'd  flowly  up  behind ; 
One,  that  himfelf,  unconfcious,  had  not  found, 
By  numbers  charm'd,  and  led  away  by  found, 
I  fhould  not  fear  to  minifter  a  prop, 
And  give  him  ftronger  feet  to  keep  it  up ; 
Teach  it  to  run  along  more  firm  and  fure  ; 
Nor  would  I  fhow  the  wound  before  the  cure. 

For  what  remains ;  the  poet  I  enjoin 
To  form  no  glorious  fcheme,  no  great  defign, 
Till  free  from  bufinefs  he  retires  alone, 
And  flies  the  giddy  tumult  of  the  town  ; 
Seeks  rural  pleafures,  and  enjoys  the  glades, 
And  courts  the  thoughtful  filence  of  the  fhades, 
Where   the    fair  Dryads    haunt    their    native 

woods, 

With  all  the  orders  of  the  fylvan  gods. 
Here  in  their  foft  retreats  the  poets  lie, 
Serene,  and  bleft  with  cheerful  poverty  ; 
No  guilty  fchemes  of  wealth  their  fouls  molcft, 
No  cares,  no  profpects,  difcompofe  their  reft  ; 
No  fchemes  of  grandeur  glitter  in  their  view  ; 
Here  they  the  joys  of  innocence  purfue, 
And  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  happy  few. 
From  a  rock's  entrails  the  barbarian  fprung, 
Who  dares  to  violate  the  facred  throng 
By  deeds  or  words — The  wretch  by  fury  driven, 
Affaults  the  darling  colony  of  heaven  !  [eye§ 

Some  have  look'd  down,  we  know,  with  fcornful 
On  the  bright  mufe  who  taught  them  how  to  rife, 
3  « 
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And  paid,  when  fais'd  to  grandeur,  no  regard 
From  that  high  ftation  to  the  facred  bard. 
Uninjur'd,  mortals,  let  the  poets  lie, 
Or  dread  th'  impending  vengeance  of  the  fky  ; 
The  gods  ftill  liflenM  to  their  conftant  prayer, 
And  made  the  poets  their  peculiar  care. 
They,  with  contempt,  on  fortune's  gift  look  down, 
And  laugh  at  kings  who  wear  an  envy  d  crown. 
Rais'd  and  tranfported  by  their  foaring  mind, 
From  their  proud  eminence  they  view  mankind 
Loft  in  a  cloud  ;  they  fee  them  toil  bel->w, 
All  buly  to  promote  their  common  woe  ; 
Of  guilt  unconfcious,  with  a  fteady  foul, 
They  fee  the  lightnings  flafli,  and  hear  the  thun- 
ders roll. 

When,  girt  with  terrors,  heaven's  Almighty  Sire 
Launches  his  triple  bolts  and  forky  fire, 
When  o'er  high  towers  the  red  deftroyer  plays, 
And  ftrikes  the  mountains  v.'ith  the  pointed  blaze; 
Safe  in  their  innocence,  like  gods,  they  rife, 
And  lift  their  fouls  ferenely  to  the  Ikies. 

Fly.  ye  profane  ; — the  facred  nine  were  j*iven 
To  blefs  thefe  lower  worlds  by  bounteous  heaven: 
Of  old,  Prometheus,  from  the  realms  above, 
Brought  down  thefc  daughters  of  all-mighty  Jove, 
When  to  his  native  earth  the  robber  came, 
Charg'd  with  the  plunder  of  ethereal  flame. 
As  due  companion  touch'd  his  generous  mind, 
To  fee  the  favage  ftate  of  human  kind  ; 
When,  led  to  range  at  large  the  bright  abodes, 
And  fharcth*  ambrofial  banquets  of  the  gods; 
In  many  a  whirl  he  law  Olympun  driven, 
And  heard  th'  eternal  harmony  of  heaven.      [ears 
Turu'd  round  and  round  the  concert  charm'd  hi» 
With  all  the  mufic  of  the  dancing  fpheres ; 
The  facred  nine  his  wondering  eyes  behold, 
As  each  her  orb  in  juft  divifions  roli'd; 
The  thief  beholds  them  with  ambitious  eyes, 
And,  bent  on  fraud,  he  meditates  the  prize  ; 
A  prize  !  the  nobleft  gift  he  could  bcftow 
(Next  to  the  fire)  on  human  race  below ; 
At  length  th'  immortals  reconcil'd  rcfign'd 
The  fair  celeftial  lifters  to  mankind ; 
Though  bound  to  Caucafus  with  folid  chains, 
Th'  afpiring  robber  groan'd  in  endlefs  pains ; 
By  which  deterr'd,  for  ages  lay  fupine 
The  race  of  mortals,  nor  invok'd  the  nine  : 
Till  heaven  in  verfe  fliow'd  man  his  future  ftate, 
And  open'd  every  diftant  fcene  of  fate. 
Firft,  the  great  father  of  the  gods  above 
Sung  in  Dcdona  and  the  Libyan  grove  ; 
Next,  to  th'  inquiring  nations  Themis  gave, 
Her  facred  anfwers  from  the  Phocian  cave  ; 
Then  Phoebus  warn'd  them  from  the  Delphic  dome 
Of  future  time,  and  ages  yet  to  come ; 
And  reverend  Faunu*  utter'd  truths  divine 
To  the  firft  founders  of  the  Latian  line. 
Next  the  great  race  of  hallow'd  prophets  came, 
With  them  the  Sibylls  of  immortal  fame, 
Infpir'd  with  all  the  god  ;  who  rapt  en  high      "^ 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  unbounded  fly,      > 
And  range  the  dark  reccfies  of  the  fky.  _} 

Next,  at  their  feafts,  the  people  fung  their  lays  ^ 
(The  fame  their  prophets  fung  in  former  days);  J» 
vheoie  an  hero,  and  his  deathleii  praite.   J 


What  has  to  man  of  nobler  worth  been  gn 
Than  this  the  heft  and  grrateft  boon  of  heaven  ? 
Whatever  power  the  gloiiou^  gift  beftow'd, 
We  trace  the  certain  footflep>  of  a  God  ; 
By  thee  infpir'd.  the  during  pr<  t  flies, 
His  foul  mourrs  up,  and  towers  above  the  fkies; 
Thou  art  the  iource  of  plcafure,  and  we  fee 
No  joy,  no'tranfport,  when  debarr'd  of  thee; 
1'hy  tuneful  deity  the  fc-ather'd  throng 
Confefs  in  all  the  meafures  of  their  fong. 
Thy  great  commands  the  fav-ges  obey, 
And  every  filent  native  of  the  ft  a  : 
Ltd  by  thy  voice,  the  f  carting  rocks  advance, 
And  lifteni'i,*  tW,-,..,  mingle  in  the  dance. 
On  thy  1'v.v.  »    i<    .  r-  the  damn  d  rejoice  to  dwell, 
Thy  ftrams  '/.j. ended  all  the  din  of  hell; 
Lull'd  by  the  found,  the  furies  ragXd  no  more, 
And  hell's  infernal  porter  ceas'd  to  roar. 
Thy  powers  exalt  us  to  the  realms  above, 
To  fcaft  with  gods,  and  fit  theguefts  of  Jove  : 
Thy  prefence  foftens  anguifh,  woe,  and  ftrife, 
And  reconciles  us  to  the  load  of  life  ; 
Hail,  thou  bright  comfort  of  thefe  low  abodes, 
Thou  joy  of  men,  and  darling  of  the  gods. 
As  prieft  and  poet,  in  thefc  humble  lays, 
I  boldly  labour  to  refound  thy  praife; 
To  hang  thy  (brines,  this  gift  I  bring  along, 
And  to  thy  altars  guide  the  tender  throng. 

BOOK  II. 

PROCEED,  ye  Nine,  defcended  from  above^ 

Ye  tuneful  daughters  of  almighty  Jove  ; 

To  teach  the  future  age,  I  haften  on, 

And  open  every  fource  of  Helicon. 

Your  prieft  and  bard  with  rage  divine  infpire, 

While  to  your  fhrine  I  lead  the  blooming  choir. 

Hard  was  the  way,  and  dubious,  which  we  trod, 

Now  fhow,  ye  goddefles,  a  furcr  road  ; 

Point  out  thole  paths,  which  you  can  find  alone, 

To  all  the  world  but  to  yourfelves  unknown  ; 

Lo  :  all  th'  Hefperian  youths  with  me  implore 

Your  foftcr  influence,  and  propitious  power, 

Who,  rang'd  beneath  my  banners,  boldly  tread 

Thole   arduous  tracks  to  reach  your  mountain's 

hea-d. 

New  rules  'tis  now  my  province  to  impart; 
Firft  to  invent,  and  then  difpofe  with  art; 
Each  a  laborious  tafk  :  but  they  who  fhare 
Heaven's  kinder  bounty,  and  peculiar  care, 
A  glorious  train  of  images  may  find, 
Preventing  hope,  and  crowding  on  the  mind. 
The  other  tafk,  to  fettle  every  part, 
Depends  on  judgment,  and  the  powers  of  art  j 
From  whence  in  chief  the  poet  hopes  to  raife 
His  future  glory,  and  immortal  praife. 

This  as  a  rule  the  nobleft  bards  cfteem, 
To  touch  at  firft  in  general  on  the  theme ; 
To  hint  at  all  the  fubject  in  a  line  ; 
And  draiv  in  miniature  the  whole  defign. 
Nor  in  themfelves  confide  ;  but  next  implore 
The  timely  aid  of  fome  cejeftial  power ; 
To  guide  your  labours,  and  point  out  your  road, 
Choofe,  as  you  pleafc,  your  tutelary  god  ; 
Buc  ftill  invoke  fome  guardian  deity, 
Some  power,  to  look  aufpiciou?  from  the  fky ; 
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To  nothing  great  (h'ould  mortals  bend  their  care, 

Till  Jove  be  folemnly  addreft  in  prayer. 

'Tis  not  enough  to  call  for  aid  divine, 

And  court  but  once  the  favour  of  the  Nine; 

When  objects  rife,  that  mock  your  toil  and  pain, 

Above  the  labour  and  the  reach  of  man  ; 

Then  you  may  fupplicate  the  bleft  abodes, 

And  aflc  the  friendly  fdccour  of  the  gods. 

Shock  not  your  reader,  nor  begin  too  fierce, 

Nor  fwell  and  blufter  in  a  pomp  of  verfe ; 

At  firft  all  needlefs  ornament  remove, 

To  fhun  his  prejudice,  and  win  his  love. 

At  firft,  you'  find  moft  favour  and  fuccefs 

In  plain  expreflion,  and  a  modeft  drefs. 

For  if  too  arrogant  you  vaunt  your  might, 

You  fall  with  greater  fcandal  in  the  fight, 

When  on  the  niceft  point  your  fortune  (lands, 

And  all  your  courage  all  your  ftrength  demands. 

With  gradual  flights  furprife  tfs  as  we  read  ; 

And  let  more  glorious  images  fucceed 

To  wake  our  fouls ;  to  kindle  our  defire" 

Still  to  read  on,  and  fan  the  rifing  fire. 

But  ne'er  the  fubject  of  your  w©rk  proclaim; 

In  its  own  colours,  and  its  genuine  name ; 

Let  it  by  diftant  tokens  be  convey'd, 

And  wrapt  in  other  words,  and  cover' d  in  their 

fhade. 

At  laft  the  fubject  from  the  friendly  fhrowd 
Burfts  out,  and  fhines  the  brighter  from  the  cloud; 
Then  the  di'Tolving  darknefs  breaks  away, 
And  every  object  glares  in  open  day. 
Thus  great  *  Ulyfies*  toils  were  I  to  choofe, 
For  the  main  theme  that  fhould  employ  my  mufe ; 
By  his  long  labours  of  immortal  fame, 
Should  fhine  my  hero,  but  conceal  his  name ; 
As  one,  who  loft  at  fea,  had  nations  fcen,      [men, 
And  mark'd  their  towns,  their  manners,  and  their 
Since  Troy  was  levell'd  to  the  duft  by  Greece  j 
Till  a  few  lines  epitoraiz'd  the  piece. 

But  fludy  now  what  order  to  maintain, 
To  Huk  the  work  in  one  continued  chairf, 
That,  when  the  mufe  difpiays  her  artful  icheme, 
And  at  the  proper  time  unfolds  the  theme  ; 
Each  part  may  find  its  own  deterririn'd  place,. 
Laid  out  with  method,  and  difpbs'd  with  grace ; 
That  to  the  deftin'd  fcope  the  piece  may  tend, 
And  keep  one  conftant  tenor  to  the  end. 
Firft  to  furprifing  novelties  inclin'd, 
The  bards  fom'e  unexpected  objects  find, 
To  wake  attention,  and  fufpend  the  mind. 
A  cold,  dull  order  bravely  they  forfake  ; 
Fix'd  and  refolv'd  the  winding  way  to  take, 
They  nobly  deviate  from  the  beaten  track. 
The  poet  marks  th'  occafion,  as  he  lings, 
To  launch  out  boldly  from  the  midft  of  things, 
Where  fome  diftinguifh'd  incident  he  views, 
Some  fhining  action  that  deferves  a  mufe. 
Thence  by  degrees  the  wondering  reader  brings 
To  trace  the  fubject  backward  to  its  fprings, 
JLeft  at  his  entrance  he  fhould  idly  ftay, 
Shock'd  at  his  toil,  and  dubious  of  his  way; 
For  when  fet  down  fo  near  the  promised  goal, 
The  flattering  profpect  tempts  and  fires  his  foul ; 


Already  paft  the  treacherous  bounds  appear, 
Then  moft  at  diitance,  when  they  feem  fo  near  3 
Far  from  his  grafp  the  fleeting  harbour  flies, 
Courts  his  purfuit,  but  mocks  his  dazzled  eyes ; 
The  promis'd  region  he  with  joy  had  fpy'd, 
Vaft  tracts  of  oceans  from  his  reach  divide  ; 
Still  muft  he  backward  fteer  his  lengthen'*!  wdy} 
And  plmgh  a  wide  interminable  fea. 
No  flcilful  poet  would  his  mufe  employ, 
From  Paris'  vote  to  trace  the  fall  of  Troy, 
Nor  every  deed  of  Hector  to  relate, 
While  his  ftrong  arm  fufpended  Ilion's  fate  ; 
Work  for  fome  annalift  !  fomo  heavy  fool, 
Correctly  dry,  and  regularly  dull. 
Bell  near  the  f  end  thofe  dreadful  fcenes  appear  £ 
Wake  then,  and  roufe  the  furies  of  the  war. 
But  for  his  raviftVd  fair  at  firft  engage 
Peleides'  foul  in  unrelenting  rage. 
Be  this  the  caufe  that  every  Phrygian  flood 
Swells  with  red  waves,  and  rolls  a  tide  of  blood  J 
That  Xanthus'  urns  a  purple  deluge  pour, 
And  the  deep  trenches  float  with  human  gore. 
Nor  former  deeds  in  filence  muft  we  lofe,  T 

The  league  at  Aulia,  arid  the  mutual  vows, 
The  Spartan  raging  for  his  ravifh'd  fpoufe ;        j 
The  thoufand  (hips ;  the  woes  which  Ilion  bore 
From  Greece,  for  nine  revolving  years  before. 
This  \  rule  with  judgment  fliould  the  bard  main-H 
tain,  / 

Who  brings  Laertes'  wandering  fon  again,         i 
From  burning  Ilion  to  his  native  reign. 
Let  him  not  launch  from  Ida's  Itrand  his  fhips, 
With  his  attendant  friends  into  the  deeps; 
Nor  ftay  to  vanquifh  the  Ciconian  hoft  ;  ' 

But  let  him  firft  appear  (his  comrades  loft) 
With  fair  Calypfo  on  th'  Ogygian  co'aft. 
From  thence,  a  world  of  toils  and  dangers  paft, 
Waft  him  to  rich  Phseacia's  realms  at  laft, 
There  at  the  feaft  his  wanderings  to  relate, 
His  friends  dire  change  ;  his  own  relentlefs  fate. 
But  if  the  bard  of  former  actions  Cngs, 
He  wifely  draws  from  thofe  remoter  fprings 
The  prefent  order,  and  the  courfe  of  things. 

As  yet  unfold  th'  event  on  no  pretence, 
Tis  your  chief  taflt  to  keep  us  in  fu'fyerife. 
Nor  tell  what  §  prefents  Atreus'  fon  prepares, 
To  reconcile  Achilles  to  the  wars"; 
Or  ||  by  what  god's  aufpicious  conduct  led, 
From  Polyphemus'  den  Ulyffes  fled. 
Pleas'd  with  the  toil,  and  on  the  profpect  bent,1 
Our  fouls  leap  forward  to  the  wiftVd  event. 
No  call  of  nature  can  our  fearch  reftrain, 
And  fleep,  and  thirft,  and  hunger,  plead  in  vain,' 
Glad  we  purfue  the  labour  we  embrac'd, 
And  leaVe  reluctant,  when  we  leave  at  laft. 
See  !  how  the  bard  triumphant  in  his  art, 
Sports  with   our   pafiibns,    and   commands  the 

heart; 

Now  here,  now  there,  he  turns  the  varying  fo£g  5* 
.  And  draws  at  will  the  captive  foul  along ; 

f  See  Homer's  Iliad. 

j:  Ste  the  Ody/ty. 

§  See  the  Iliad.  Lit.  XIX. 

y  oy./jr. 
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RackM  with  uncertain  hints,  in  every  fenfe 
We  feel  the  lengthin'd  anguifti  of  fufpenfe. 
When  *  Homer  once  has  promis'd  to  rehearfe 
Bold  Paris'  fight,  in  many  a  founding  verfe, 
He  foon  perceives  his  reader's  warm  defire 
Wrapt  in  the  event,  and  all  his  foul  on  fire  ; 
The  poet  then  contrives  fome  fpecious  ftay, 
Before  he  tells  the  fortune  of  the  day. 
Til!  Helen  to  the  king  and  elders  fhow, 
From  fome  tall  tower,  the  leaders  of  the  foe, 
And  name  the  heroes  in  the  fields  below, 
f  When  chafte  Penelope,  to  gain  her  end, 
Invites  her  fuitors  the  tough  bow  to  bend ; 
(Her  nuptial  bed  the  victor's  promis'd  prize) 
With  what  addrefs  her  various  arts  fhe  plies  ! 
Skill' d  in  delays,  and  politically  flow 
To  fearch  her  treafures  for  her  hero's  bow. 
None  lead  the  reader  in  the  dark  along, 
To  the  laft  goal  that  terminates  the  fong ; 
Sometimes  th'  event  muft  glance  upon  the  fight, 
Not  glare  hi  day,  nor  wholly  fink  in  night. 
Tis  thus  Anchifes  to  his  fon  relates 
The  various  feries  of  his  future  fates  5 
For  this  the  f  prophets  fee,  oh  Tyber's  fhore, 
Wn^  horrid  wars,  and  Latium  red  with  gore, 
A  new  Achilles  rifing  to  deftroy 
With  boundlefs  rage  the  poor  remains  of  Troy ; 
But  raife  his  mind  with  profpects  of  fuccefs, 
And  give  the  promife  of  a.  lafting  peace. 
This  knew  the  hero  when  he  fought  the  plains, 
Sprung  §  from  his  fliips,  and  charg'd  tke  embattled 

f  wains, 
Hew'd  down  the  Latian  troops  with  matchlefs 

might, 

{The  firft,  aulpicious  omen  of  the  fight) 
And  at  one  blow  gigantic  Theroh  kill'd, 
Bold,  but  in  vain,  and  foremoft  of  the  field; 
Thus  too  |j  Patroclus  with  his  lateft  breath 
:Foretold  his  unregarding  victor's  death  : 
'His  parting  foul  anticipates  the  blow, 
That  waits  brave  Hector  from  a  greater  foe. 
Thou  too,  poor  Turnus,  juft  before  thy  doom, 
Couid'ft  read  thy  end,  and  antedate  a  tomb, 
When  o'er  thy  head  the  baleful  fury  flew, 
And  in  dire  oniens  fet  thy  fate  to  view  : 
A  bird  obfcene,  fhe  flutter'd  o'er  the  field, 
And  fcream'd  thy  death,  and  beat  thy  founding 

.    fhield. 

For  lo  !  the  time,  the  fatal  time  is  conic, 
Charg'd  with  thy  death,  and  heavy  with  thy  doom, 
When  Turnus,  though  in  vain,  fhall  rue  tire  day ; 
Shall  curfe  the  golden  belt  he  bore  away  ; 
Shall  wifh  too  late  young  Pallas'  fpoils  unfought, 
And  mourn  the  conqueft  he  fo  dearly  bought. 
Th'  event  fhould  glimmer  through    its  gloomy 

fhrowd, 

Though  yet  confus'd,  and  ftru^gling  in  the  cloud. 
So,  to  the  traveller,  as  he  journies  on 
.  To  reach  the  walls  of  fome  far  diftant  town, 
If,  high  jn  air,  the  dubious  turrets  rife, 
Peep  o'er  the  hills-,  and  dance  before  his  eyes; 


*  See  Horn.  Iliad  111.  f  Q*)f* 

}  See  I'irg.  JEntid>  Lib.  VI.  V.  890. 

§  llli.  Lit.  II L  v.  45  8.       H  Ibid.  Lib.  V.  v.  5  3 1 . 
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Pleas'd  thv.  refrefhing  profpect  td  furvcy, 
Each  ftride  he  lengthens,  and  beguiles  the  way. 
More  pleat*  d  (the  tempting  fcene  in  view)  to  go, 
Than  y»enfively  to  walk  the  gloomy  vales  below. 

Unlefs  the  theme  within  your  bofom  roll, 
Work  in  each  thought,  and  run  through  all  the 

foul; 

Unlefs  you  alter  with  mceffant  pain, 
Pull  down,  and  build  the  fabric  o'er  again  ; 
In  vain,  when  rival-  wits  your  wonder  raife, 
You'll  ftrive  to  match  thofe  beauties  which  you 

p  raife. 

To  one  juft  fcnpe  with  fixt  defign  go  on  ! 
Let  fovercign  realon  dictate  from  her  throne, 
By  what  determin'd  methods  to  advance, 
But  never  truft  to  arbitrary  chance. 
Where  chance  prcfides,  all  objects  wildly  join'd, 
Crowd  on  the  reader,  and  diftradt  his  mind  ; 
From  theme  to  theme  unwilling  is  he  toft, 
And  in  the  dark  variety  is  loft. 
You  fee  fome  bards,  who  bold  excurfions  make 
In  long  digreflions  from  the  beaten  track  ; 
And  paint  a  wild  unneceffary  throng 
Of  things  and  objects  foreign  to  the  fong  ; 
For  new  defci  iptions  from  the  road  depart, 
Devoid  of  order,  difcipline,  and  art. 
So,  many  an  anxious  toil  and  danger  pad, 
Some  wretch  returns  from  baniftnncnt  at  la/I  ; 
With  fond  delay  to  range  the  fhady  wood, 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  wanders  from  the  road, 
From  field  to  -field,  from  ftream  to  ftreaai  kc 

roves, 

And  courts  the  cooling  fhelter  of  the  groves. 
For  why  fhould  Homer  *  deck  the  gorgeous  car, 
When  our  rais'd  fouls  are  eager  for  the  war  : 
Or  dwell  on  every  wheel,  when  loud  alarms, 
And  Mars  in  thunder  calls  the  hofts  to  arms  ? 
When  with  his  heroes  we  fome  daftard-  f  find, 
Of  a  vile  afpeA,  and  malignant  mind  ; 
His  awkward  figure  is  not  worth  our  care  ; 
His  monftrous  length  of  head,  or  want  of  hair, 
Not,  though  he  goes  with  mountain  ihouideis  b)"j 
Short  of  a  foot,  or  blinking  in  an  eye. 
Such  trivial  objects  call  us  off  too  long 
From  the  main  drift  and  tenor  of  the  fong. 
Dranccs  \  appears  a  jufter  chara&ef* 
Tn  council  bold,  but  cautious  in  the  war; 
Fadious  and  loud  the  liftening  throng  he  draws, 
And  fwells  with  wealth  and  popular  applaufe; 
But,  what  in  our's  would  never  find  a  place, 
The  bold  Greek  language  may  admit  with  grace. 

Why  fhould  I  here  the  ftratagcms  recite, 
And  the  low  tricks  of  every  little  wit  ? 
Some  out  of  time  their  flock  of  knowledge  boaft, 
Till  in  the  pedant  all  the  bard  is  loft. 
Such  without  care  their  ufclefs  lumber  pluce  ; 
One  black,  confus'd,  and  undigefted  mafs, 
With  a  wild  heap  encumbers  every  part, 
Nor  rang'd  with  grace,  nor  methodis'd  with  art. 
But  then  in  chief,  when  things  abftrufe  they  teach, 
Themes  too  abftra&ed  for  the  vulgar  reach  j 


*   Vld.  Horn.  Iliad,  Lib. 
f  Ibid.  Lib.  II.  v.  3IZ. 
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The  hidden  nature  of  the  deities  ; 
The  fecret  laws  and  motions  of  the  flues ; 
Or  from  what  dark  original  began 
The  fiery  foul,  and  kindled  up  the  man; 
Oft  they  in  odious  inftances  engage, 
-   And  for  examples  ranfack  every  age, 
With  every  realm ;  no  hero  will  they  pafs, 
But  adt  againft  the  rules  of  time  and  place. 
Avoid,  ye  youths,  thefe  practices;  nor  raife 
Your  fwelling  fouls  to  fuch  a  thiril  of  praife. 
Some  bards  of  eminence  there  are,  we  own, 
Who  fing  fometimes  the  journies  of  the  fun, 
The  rifing  flars,  and  labours  of.  the  moon  : 
What  impulfe  bids  the  ocean  rife  and  fall; 
What  motions  fhake  and  rock  the  trembling  ball. 
Though  foreign  fubjecls  had  engag'd  their  care, 
The  rage,  the  din  and  thunder  of  the  war, 
Through  the  loud  field ;   the  genius  of  the  earth ; 
Or  rules  to  ra-ife  the  vegetable  birth  : 
Yet  'tis  but  feldom,  and  when  time  and  place 
Require  the  thing,  and  reconcile  to  grace. 
Thole  foreign  objcrc-ls  neceffary  feem, 
And  flow,  to  all  appearance,  from  the  theme  ; 
With  fo  much  art  fo  well  conceal'd  they  pleale, 
When  wrought  with  (kill,  and  imroduc'd  with 

eafe. 

Should  not  *  Anchifes,  fuch  occafion  fhown, 
Reiblve  the  queftions  of  his  godlike  fon  ? 
If  fouls  depriv'd  of  heaven's  fair  light  repair 
Once  more  to  day,  and  breathe  the  vital  air  ,? 
Or  if  from  high  Olympus  firft  they  came,  ") 

Infpir'd  with  portions  of  ethereal  flame, 
Though  here  encumber'd  with  the  mortal  frame?  j 
Tire  not  too  long  onefubjecT:  when  you  write, 
For  'tis  variety  that  gives  delight ; 
But  when  to  that  variety  inclin'd, 
You  feek  new  objects  to  relieve  the  mind, 
Be  fure  let  nothing  forc'd  or  labour'd  feem, 
But  watch  your  time,  and  fteal  from  off  your 

theme. 

Conceal  with  care  your  longing  to  depart, 
For  art's  chief  pride  is  ftiil  to  cover  art. 
So  f  Mulciber,  in  future  ages  fkill'd, 
Engrav'd  Rome's  glories  on  JEneas'  fhield, 
On  the  bright  orb  her  future  fame  enroll'd, 
And  with  her  triumphs  charg'd  the  rifing  gold  ; 
Here  figur'd  fights  the  blazing  round  adorn, 
There  his  long  line  of  heroes  yet  unborn. 
But  if  a  \  poet  of  Aufonian  birth 
Defcribes  the  various  kingdoms  of  the  earth, 
Wide  interfperft ;  the  Medes,  or  fwarthy  Moors; -} 
The  different  natures  of  their  foils  explores,         / 
And  paints  the   trees  that  bloom   on   India's  f 
fhores :  \ 

On  his  own  land  he  looks  with  partial  eyes, 
And  lifts  the  fair  Hcfperia  to  the  fkies ; 
To  all  the  fair  Hefperia  he  prefers, 
And  makes  the  woods  of  Bacrria  yield  to  her's, 
With   proud   Panchaia;    though  her  grpves  fhe 

boafts, 
And  breathes  a  cloud  of  incenfe  from  her  coafls. 


*  rid.  Virg.  JEneid,  Lib. 
t  llid.  Lib.  Vlll.  v.  626. 
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Hear  then,  ye  generous  youths,  on  this  regard 
I  fhould  not  blame  the  conduct  of  the  bard, 
Who  in  foft  numbers,  and  a  flowing  {train, 
Relieves  and  reconciles  our  ears  again. 
When  I  the  various  implements  had  fung 
That  to  the  fields,  and  rural  trade  belong, 
In  fvyeet  harmonious  meafures  would  !  tell 
How  *  nature  mourn'd  when  the  great  Csefar  fell. 
When  Bacchus'  curling  vines  had  grac'd  my  lays, 
The  rural  pleafurtsf  next  fhould  ilia  re -my  praifc. 
The  labour  ended,  and  complete  the  whole, 
Some  bards  with  pleafure  wander  round  the  goal, 
The  flights  and  fallies  of  the  mufe  prolong, 
And  add  new  beauties  to  the  finifh'd  fong ; 
Pleas'd  with  th'  excurfion  of  the  charming  {train, 
We  ftrive  to  quit  the  work,  but  ftrive  in  vain. 
Thus,  were  the  bees  the  fubjecl  of  my  mufe, 
Their  laws,  their  natures,  and  ccleftial  dews; 
Poor  |  Arirtffius  fhould  hU  fate  difciofe, 
His  mother's  counfel  fhould  affwage  his  woes  ; 
Old  Proteus  here  fhould  ftruggle  in  his  chain, 
There  in  foft  verfe  the  Thracian  bard  complain 
As  Philomela  on  a  popular  bo;>gh 
Bewails  her  young,  melodious  in  her  woe). 
Pangzean  fteeps  his  forrows  fhouid  return, 
And  vocal  Thrace  with  Rhodope  fhould  mourn  ; 
Hebrus  fhould  roll  low-murmuring  to  the  deep, 
And  barbarous  nations  wonder  why  they  weep. 
Thus  too  the  poets,  who  the  names  declare 
Of  kings  and  nations  gathering  to  the  war, 
Sometimes  diverfify  the  ftrains  and  fing 
The  wondrous  change  of  the  §  Ligurian  king. 
While  for  his  Phaeton  his  forrows  flow, 
And  his  harmonious  {trains  beguile  his  woe,      » 
O'er  all  the  man  the  fuowy  feathers  rife, 
And  in  a  tuneful  fwan  he  mounts  the  flcies. 
Thus  too  |J  Hippolitus,  by  Dian's  care 
And  Pecan's  art,  returns  to  upper  air. 
The  bards  now  paint  the  arms  their  heroes  wield, 
And  each  bold  JSgure  on  the  glittering  fhield. 
Great  ^  Aventinus,  great  Alcides'  fon, 
Wore  the  proud  trophy  which  his  father  won  ; 
An  hundred  ferpents  o'er  the  buckler  roll'd, 
And  Hydra  hifs'd  from  all  her  heads  in  gold. 
Now  blooming  Tempe's  cool  retreats  they  fing, 
And  now  with  flowery  beauties  paint  the  fpring. 
Now  with  a  fylvan  fcene  the  floods  they  hide;    ' 
Or  tcaqh  the  fam'd  Eridanus  to  glide, 
Or  fport  on  fabled  Achelous'  fide. 
Dr  hoary  Nereus'  numerous  race  difplay, 
The  hundred  azure  fitters  of  the  fea. 
With  them  the  nymphs  that  haunt  their  native. 

woods, 
And  the  long  orders  of  the  Sylvan  gods. 

With  gay  defcriptions  fprinkle  here  and  there, 
ome  grave  inftruciive  fentences  with  care, 
That  touch  on  life,  fome  moral  good  purfuc, 
And  give  us  virtue  in  a  tranfient  view; 

*    Vlrg.  Gtorg.  Lib.  /.v.  466. 
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Rules,  which  the  future  fire  may  make  his  own, 
And  point  the  golden  precepts  to  his  fon. 

Sometimes  on  little  images  to  fall, 
And  thus  illuftrate  mighty  things  by  fmall ; 
With  due  fuccefs  the  licensed  poet  dares, 
When  to  the  *  ants  the  Phrygians  he  compares, 
Who  leaving  Carthage,  gather  to  the  feas  ; 
v)r  the  laborious  Tynans  to  the  f  bees. 
But  fwarming  f  flies,  ofFenfive  animals, 
That  buz  inctflant  o'er  the  fmoking  pails, 
Are  images  too  low,  to  paint  the  hofts 
That  roll  and  blacken  o'er  Aufonia's  coafts. 
The  lofty  mufe  who  fung  the  Latian  war. 
Would  think  fuch  trivial  thing?  beneath  her  care. 
Mow  from  his  majefty  would  Virgil  fall, 
If  Turnus,  fcarce  repell'd  from  Ilion's  wall, 
Retiring  grimly  with  a  tardy  pace, 
Had  e'er  been  figur'd  by  the  patient  §  afs  ! 
Whom  unregarded  troops  of  boys  furround, 
While  o'er  his  fides  their  rattling  ftrokes  refound; 
Slow  he  gives  way,  and  crops  the  fpringing  grain, 
Turns  on  each  fide,  and  flops  to  graze  again. 
In  every  point  the 'thing  is  juft,  we  know, 
But  then  the  image  is  itfelf  too  low  : 
For  Turnus,  fpi  ung  from  fuch  a  glorious  ftrain, 
The  vile  refemblance  would  with  fcorn  difdain. 
With  better  grace  the  ||  lion  may  appear, 
Who,  fingly  impotent  the  crowd  to  dare, 
Repel,  or  ftand  their  whole  embody'd  war, 
Looks  grimly  back,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eye, 
Defpairs  to  conquer,  and  difdains  to  fly. 
'    Since  fictions  are  allow'd,  be  fure,  ye  youths, 
Your  fictions  wear  at  leaft  the  air  of  truths. 
When  ^  Glaucus  meets  Tydides  on  the  plain, 
Inflam'd  with  rage,  and  reeking  from  the  flain  ; 
Some  think  they  could  not  pafs  the  time  away, " 
In  fuch  long  narratives,  and  cool  delay, 
Amidft  the  raging  tumult  of  the  day. 
But  yet  we  hear  fierce  Diomed  relate 
The  crime  of  bold  Lycurgus,  and  his  fate ; 
And  Glaucus  talks  of  brave  Bellerophon, 
Doom'd  for  a  lawlefs  paffion  not  his  own ; 
Sets  forth  the  hero's  great  exploits  to  view, 
How  the  bold  chief  the  dire  Chimxra  flew, 
The  Solymaean  hoft,  and  Amazonian  crew. 
For  thofe  furprifing  fictions  are  defign'd 
With  their  fweet  talfhodds  to  delight  the  mind; 
The  bards  expect  no  credit  fhould  be  given 
To  the  bare  lie,  though  authorized  by  heaven, 
Which  oft  with  confidence  they  vent  abroad, 
Beneath  the  needful  fanction  of  a  god. 
*Twas  thus  the  *  *  roafted  heifers  of  the  fun 
Spoke  o'er  the  fire  with  accents  not  their  own ; 
'Twas  thus  ft  Achilles'  fteed  his  filence  broke, 
And  JJ  Trojan  fhips  in  human  voices  fpoke  ; 
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As  wrought  by  heaven  thefe  wonders  they  rel 
All  airy  vifions  of  the  ivory  gate  ! 

Speak  thing^  but  once,  if  order  be  your  care, 
For  more  the  cloy'd  attention  will  not  bear, 
And  tedious  repetitions  tire  the  ear. 
In  this  we  differ  from  the  Grecian  train, 
Who  tell  *  Atrides'  vifions  o'er  again. 
'Tis  not  enough  with  them  we  know  the  caufe 
Why  great  Achilles  from  the  war  withdraws, 
Unlefs  the  \  weeping  hero,  on  the  fhore, 
Tells  his  blue  mother  all  we  heard  before. 
So  much  on  punctual  niceties  they  ftand, 
That,  when  their  kings  difpatch  f<  me  high  com* 

mand, 

All  word  for  word,  th'  embafiadors  \  rehcarfe 
In  the  fame  tenor  of  unvaried  verfe. 
Not  fo  did  §  Venulus  from  Arpi  bring 
The  final  anfwer  of  th'  ^tolian  king. 
Let  others  labour  on  a  vaft  defign, 
A  lefs,  but  polifli'd  with  due  care,  be  thine. 
To  change  its  ftructure,  be  your  laft  delight ; 
Thus  fpend  the  day,  and  exercife  the  night, 
Inceflant  in  your  toil.     But  if  you  choofe 
A  larger  field  and  fubject  for  your  mufe  ; 
If  fcanty  limits  fhould  the  theme  confine, 
Learn  with  juft  art  to  lengthen  the  defign 
Beyond  its  native  bounds ;  the  roving  mind 
A  thoufand  methods  to  this  end  may  find  ; 
Unnumber'd  fictions  may  with  truths  be  join'd. 
Nature  fupplits  a  fund  of  matter  ftill ; 
Then  cull  th'  rich  variety  at  will. 
See !  how  the    bard  call*  down  th'  embattled  gods. 
All  rang'd  in  factions,  from  their  bright  abodes ; 
Who,  fir'd  with  mutual  hare,  their  arms  employ, 
And  in  the  field  declare  for  Greece  or  Troy ; 
Till  Jove  convenes  a  council  to  aflwage 
Their  rifing  fury,  and  fufpend  their  rage ; 
Though  the  bleft  gods,  remov'd  from  human  eyeu, 
Live  in  immortal  eafe  within  the  diftant  fkies. 
And  now  th'  infernal  realm  his  theme  he  makes,~j 
The  reign  of  Pluto,  the  Tartarean  lakes,  C, 

The  furies  dreadful  with  their  curling  fnakes.    J 
He  gathers  omens  frrm  each  bird  that  flies, 
And  figns  from  every  wing  that  beats  the  ikies. 
He  now  defcribes  a  banquet,  where  the  gueft, 
Prolongs  with  narratives  the  royal  feaft. 
Or  at  the  glorious  hero's  tomb  we  read 
Of  games  ordain'd  in  honour  of  the  dead. 
And  oft  for  mercies  in  old  times  difplay'd, 
To  their  own  gods  their  annual  rites  are  paid. 
For  monftrcus  Python  flain,  their  praifes  rife, 
And  lift  the  fame  of  Phoebus  to  the  flcies. 
In  hymns  Alcides'  labours  they  refound. 
While  Cacus  lies  extended  on  the  ground, 
Alternate  fing  the  labours  of  his  hands, 
Enjoin'd  by  fierce  Euryftheus'  ftern  commands; 
The  den  of  Cacus  crowns  the  grateful  ftrain, 
Where  the  grim  monfter  breathes  his  flames  in  vain. 
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Mark  how  fometimes  the  bard  without  control 
Exerts  his  fire,  and  pours  forth  all  his  foul ; 
His  lines  fo  daring,  and  his  words  fo  ftrong ; 
We  fee  the  fubjedt  figur'd  in  the  fong  : 
When  with  the  winds  old  *  Ocean  he  deforms, 
Or  paints  the  rage  and  horrors  of  the  ftorms ; 
Or  drives  on  pointed  rocks  the  burfting  (hips, 
Toft  on  the  Euxine,  or  Sicilian  deeps. 
Or  fings  the  f-  plagues  that  blaft  the  livid  fky, 
When  beafts  by  herds,  and  men  by  nations  die ; 
Or  the  fierce  flames  \  that  JEtna's  jaws  expire, 
Her  melted  rocks,  and  deluges  of^fire, 
When  from  her  mouth  the  burfting  vapour  flies, 
And,  charg'd  with  ruin,  thunders  to  the  fides ; 
While  drifts  of  fmoke  in  footy  whirlwinds  play, 
And  clouds  of  cinders  ftain  the  golden  day. 
See  !  as  the  poet  founds  the  dire  alarms, 
Calls  on  the  war,  and  fets  the  hofts  in  arms  ; 
Squadrons  on  fquadrons  driven,  confus'dly  die; 
Grim  Mars  in  all  his  terrors  ftrikes  the  eye ; 
More  than  defcription  rifing  to  the  fight, 
Prefents  the  real  horrors  of  the  fight ; 
A  new  creation  feems  our  praife  to  claim  ; 
(Hence  Greece  derives  the  facred  §  poet's  name  ;) 
The  dreadful  clang  of  clashing  arms  we  hear  ; 
The  agonizing  groan,  the  fruitlefs  prayer, 
And  ftirieks  of  fuppliants  thicken  on  the  ear. 
Who,  when  he  reads  a  ||  city  ftorm'd,  forbears 
To  feel  her  woes,  and  fympathize  in  tears  ? 
When  o'er  the  palaces  the  flames  afpire 
From  wall  to  wall,  and  wrap  the  domes  in  fire  ? 
The  fire,  with  years  and  hoftile  rage  oppreft  ! 
The  ftarting  infant,,  clinging  to  the  breaft ! 
The  tender  mother  runs,  with  piercing  cries, 
Through  friends  and  foes,  and  ihrieking  rends  the 

ikies. 

Pragg'd  from  the  altar,  the  diftra&ed  fair 
Beats  her  white  breaft,  and  tears  her  golden  hair. 
Here  in  thick  crowds  the  vanquifh'd  fly  away, 
There  the  proud  victors  heap  the  wealthy  prey  ; 
With  rage  relentlefs  ravage  their  abodes, 
Nor  fpare  the  facred  temples  of  the  gods. 
O'er^  the  whole  town  they  run  with  wild  affright 
Tumultuous  hafte,  and  violence  of  flight. 

Why  ihould  I  mention  how  our  fouls  afpire, 
Loft  in  the  raptures  of  the  facred  fire  ? 
For  ev'n  the  foul  not  always  holds  the  fame, 
But  knows  at  different  times  a  different  frame. 
Whether  with  rolling  leafons  fhe  complies, 
Turns  with  the  fun,  or  changes  with  the  ikies  ; 
Or  through  long  toil,  remifllve  of  her  fires, 
Droops  with  the  mortal  frame  her  force  infpires; 
Or  that  our  minds  alternately  appear 
Now  bright  with  joy,  and  now  o'ercaft  with  care 
No  ! — but  the  gods,  th'  immortal  gods,  fupply 
The  glorious  fires  ;  they  fpeak  the  deity. 
Then  bleft  is  he  who  waits  th*  aufpicious  nod, 
The  warmth  divine,  and  prefence  of  the  god  ; 
Who  his  fufpended  labours  can  reflrain, 
Till  heaven's  ferene  indulgence  fmiles  again. 
JJnt  ftrive,  on  no  pretence,  againft  your  power, 
Till  time  brings  back  the  voluntary  hour. 


»  Mneid.  Lib.  I. 
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ometimes  their  verdant  honours  leave  the  woods, 
And  their  dry  urns  defraud  the  thirfty  floods  ; 
>Jor  ftill  the  rivers  a  full  channel  yield, 
"lor  fpr  ing  with  flowery  beauties  paints  the  field : 
"he  bards  no  lefs  fuch  fickle  changes  find, 
Dampt  is  the  noble  ardour  of  the  mind  ; 
Their  wonted  toil  her  wearied  powers  refttfe; 
"heir  fouls  grow  flack  and  languid  to  the  mufe, 
")eaf  to  their  call ;  their  efforts  are  withftood ; 
Round  their  cold  hearts  congeals  the  freezing  blood* 
You'd  think  the  mufesfled;  the  god  no  more 
Would  fire  the  bofom  where  he  dwelt  before, 
"lomore  return  ! — how  often,  though  in  vain, 
The  poet  would  renew  the  wonted  drain ! 
•"Jor  fees  the  gods  who  thwart  his  fruitlefs  care, 
Slor  angry  heaven  relentlefs  to  his  prayer. 
Some  read  the  ancient  bards,  of  deathlefs  fame, 
And  from  their  raptures  catch  the  noble  flame 
By  juft  degrees ;  they  feed  the  glowing  vein, 
And  all  th'  immortal  ardour  burns  again 
In  its  full  light  and  heat ;  the  fun's  bright  ray- 
Thus  (when  the  clouds  difperfe)  reftores  the  day  t 
Whence   fhoot   this   fudden   flafh  that  gilds  the 

pole  ? 

The  god,  the  god  comes  rufhing  on  his  foul; 
Fires  with  ethereal  vigour  every  part, 
Through  every  trembling  limb  he  feems  to  dart, 
Works  in  each  vein,  and  fwells  his  rifing  heart. 
Deep  in  his  breaft  the  heavenly  tumult  plays, 
And  fets  his  mounting  fpirits  on  a  blaze. 
Nor  can  the  raging  flames  themfelves  contain, 
For  the  whole  god  defcends  into  the  man. 
He  quits  mortality,  he  knows  no  bounds, 
But  fings  jnfpir'd  in  more  than  human  founds. 
Nor  from  his  breaft  can  ihake  th'  immortal  load, 
But  pants  and  raves,  impatient  of  the  god  ; 
And  rapt  beyond  himfelf,  admires  the  force 
That  drives  him  on  reluctant  to  the  courfe. 
He  calls  on  Phcebus,  by  the  god  oppreft, 
Who  breathes  exceflive  fpirit  in  his  breaft  ; 
No  force  of  thirft  or  hunger  can  controul 
The  fierce,  the  ruling  tranfport  of  his  foul. 
Oft  in  their  deep,  inlpir'd  with  rage  divine, 
Some  bards  enjoy  the  vifions  of  the  Nine  : 
Vifions !  themfelves  with  due  applaufe  may  crown; 
Vifions !  that  Phoebus  or  that  Jove  may  own. 
To  fuch  an  height  the  god  exalts  the  flame, 
And  fo  unbounded  is  their  thirft  of  fame. 
But  here,  ye  youths,  exert  your  timely  care* 
Nor  truft  th'  ungovernable  rage  too  far; 
Ufe  not  your  fortune,  nor  unfurl  your  fails, 
Though  foftly  courted  by  the  flattering  gales, 
Refufe  them  ftill,  and  call  your  judgment  in, 
While  the  fierce  god  exults  and  reigns  within  ; 
To  reafon's  ftandard  be  your  thoughts  confin'd, 
Let  judgment  calm  the  temped  of  the  mind. 
Indulge  your  heat  with  conduct,  and  reftrain  ;  ^ 
Learn  when  to  draw,  and  when  to  give  the  reiru 
But  always  wait  till  the  warm  raptures  ceafe, 
And  lull  the  tumults  of  the  foul  to  peace; 
Then,  nor  till  then,  examine  ftrictly  o'er 
What  your  wild  fallies  might  fuggeft  before. 

Be  fure,  from  nature  never  to  depart; 
To  copy  nature  is  the  taflc  of  art. 
The  nobleft  poets  own  her  fovereign  fway, 
And  ever  follow  where  (he  leads  the  way., 
Z  G  iiij 
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From  her  the  different  characters  they  trace, 

That  mark  the  human,  or  the  fovage  race, 

Each  various  and  diftincl ;  in  every  dage 

They  paint  mankind ;  their  humours,  fes,  and  age  ; 

They  fhow  what  manners  the  flow  Cage  become, 

What  the  brilk  youth  in  all  his  fprightly  bloom. 

In  every  word  and  fentiment  explain, 

How  the  proud  monarch  differs  from  the  fwain. 

I  natifeate  all  confounded  characters, 

Where  young  Telemachus  too  grave  appears, 

Or  reverend  Neftor  a<Sb  beneath  his  years. 

The  poet  fuits  his  fpeeches,  when  he  fings, 

To  proper  pcrfons,  and  the  ftate  of  things; 

On  each  their  juft  diftin&ions  are  beftow'd, 

To  mark  a  male,  a  female,  or  a  god. 

Thus  when  in  *  heaven  feditious  tumults  rife, 

Amongft  the  radiant  fenate  of  the  fkies, 

The  fire  of  gods,  and  fovereign  of  mankind, 

In  a  few  words  unfolds  his  facred  mind. 

Not  fo  fair  Venus;  who  at  large  replies, 

And  pities  Troy,  and  counts  her  miferie*, 

Woes  undcferv'd  :  but  with  contention  fir'd, 

And  with  the  fpirit  of  revenge  infpir'd, 

Fierce  Juno  ftorms  amidft  the  bleft  abodes, 

And  ftuns  with  loud  complaints  the  lidening  gods. 

When  youthful  f  Turnus  the  ftern  combat  claims, 

His  rifing  heart  is  fill'd  with  martial  flames ; 

ImpeU'd  by  rage,  and  bent  to  prove  his  might, 

His  foul  fprings  forward,  and  prevents  the  fight ; 

Rous'd  to  revenge,  his  kindling  fpirits  glow, 

Confirm  his  challenge,  and  provoke  the  foe, 

The  fugitive  of  Trey. — But  while  his  rage 

And  youthful  courage  prompts  him  to  engage, 

On  Latham's  king  incumbent  it  appears, 

Grown  old  in  prudence,  piety,  and  years, 

To  weigh  events,  and  youthful  heat  affuage, 

With  the  cold  caution  and  the  fears  of  age. 

In  Dido's  various  chara«5ter  is  feen, 

The  furious  lover  and  the  gracious  queen : 

When  Troy's  fam'd  chief,  commanded  from  above, 

Prepares  to  quit  her  kingdom,  and  her  love  ; 

She  raves,  die  dorms  with  unavailing  care, 

Grown  wild  with  grief,  and  frantic  with  defpair. 

Through  every  ftreet  die  flies,  with  angui(h  Itung, 

And  broken  accents  flutter  on  her  tongue ; 

Her  words  confus'd  and  interrupted  fluw, 

Speak  and  exprefs  the  hurry  of  her  woe. 

How  in  this  Dido  is  that  Dido  loft, 

Who  late  recciv'd  the  Trojans  on  her  coaft, 

And  bade  them  banifh  grief,  and  fliare  her  throne, 

Difmifs  their  fears,   aud  think  her  realms  their 

own. 

Next  the  great  orators  confult,  and  thence 
Draw  all  the  moving  turns  of  eloquence  ; 
That  J  Sinon  may  his  Phrygian  foes  betray, 
And  lead  the  crowd,  as  fraud  direils  the  way  ; 
That  wife  ff  Ulyffes  may  the  Greeks  detain,c 
While  Troy  yet  ftood,  from  meafurirg  ba  k  the 

main. 

Need  I  name  §  Neftor,  who  cculd  talk  to  peace, 
With-melting  words,  the,  factious  kings  oi  Greece 


tf  Horn.  Iliad.  Lib.  U 


f  Uid.  Lib.  Xll.  -v. 
t  Ibid.   Lib.  11. 


Whofe  foft  addrefs  their  fury  could  controul, 
Vlould  every  paffion,  and  fubdue  the  foul ! 
Thefe  foothing  arts  to  *  Venus  fure  were  kr 
To  beg  immortal  arms  to  grace  her  fon ; 
ier  injur'd  fpoufe  each  thrilling  word  infpires, 
With  every  pang  of  love  to  fccond  her  defues. 
With  niceit  art  the  fair  adultrefs  draws 
-ier  fond  addreffes  from  a  diilant  caufe  ; 
And  all  her  guileful  accents  arc  dcfign'd 
To  catch  his  paffions,  and  enfnarc  his  mind. 
Tis  hence  the  poet  Jearns  in  every  part 
To  bend  the  foul,  and  give  with  wondrous  art 
A  thoufand  different  motions  to  the  heart. 
Kence,  as  his  fubjedl  gay  or  fad  appears, 
tie  claims  our  joy,  or  triumphs  in  our  tears. 
Who,  when  he  fees  how  f  Orpheus'  furrows  flow, 
Weeps  not  his  tears,  and  anfwers  woe  for  woe  ? 
When  he  his  dear  Eurydice  deplores 
To  the  deaf  rocks,  and  folitary  mores ; 
With  the  foft  harp  the  bard  relieves  his  pain,     ' 
For  thee,  when  morning  dawns,  prolongs  thej 
ftrain,  | 

For  thce,  when  Phcebus  feeks  the  fcas  again. 
Or  when  the  young  \  Euryalus  is  kill'd, 
And  rolls  in  death  along  the  bloody  field ; 
Like  feme  fair  flower  beneath  the  fhare  he  lies, 
His  head  declin'd, and  drooping  as  he  dies; 
The  reader's  foul  is  touch'd  with  generous  woe, 
He  longs  to  rufli  with  Nifus  on  the  foe  ; 
He  burns  with  friendly  pity  to  the  dead, 
To  raife  the  youth, and  prop  hi*  finking  head; 
And  drives  in  vain  to  ftop  the  gufhing  blood, 
That  ftains  his  hofom  with  a  purple  flood. 

But  If  the  bard  fuch  images  purfues, 
That  raife  the  blufhes  of  the  virgin-mufe  ; 
Let  them  be  flightly  touch'd',  and  ne'er  expreft, 
Give  but  an  hint,  and  let  us  guefs  the  reft. 
If  Jove  commands  the  gathering  ftorms  to  rife, 
And  with  deep  thunders  rends  the  vaulted  fkies, 
To  the  fame  cave  together  may  repair 
To  the  Trojan  §  hero  and  the  Tynan  fair. 
The  poet's  modcfty  mud  add  no  more ; 
Enough,  that  earth  had  given  the  fign  before; 
The  confcious  aether  was  with  flames  o'erfpread, 
The  nymphs  ran  fhrieking  round  the  mountain's 

head. 

Nor  let  young  Troilus,  unhappy  boy, 
Meet  fierce  Achilles  in  the  plains  of  Troy ; 
But  fhow  th*  unequal  youth's  untimely  fail, 
To  great  ./Eneas  on  the  Tynan  wall ; 
Supine  and  hanging  from  his  empty  car, 
Dragged  by  his  panting  courfers  through  the  war. 
This,  from  our  bright  examples  you  may  trace, 
To  write  with  judgment,  decency,  and  grace ; 
From  others  learn  invention  to  increafe, 
And  fearch  in  chief  the  glorious  fons  of  Greece  ; 
For  her  bright  treafures  Argos'  realms  explore,") 
Bring  home  triumphant  all  her  gather'd  itore,   > 
And  with  her  fpoils  enrich  the  Latian  fhorc.      j 
Nor  is  the  glory  of  tranflation  lefs, 
To  give  the  Grecian  bards  a  Roman  drefs, 

*  Iliad.  Lib.  I.  v.  246. 

f  Firgil   Georglc.  Lib.  IV.  vt  464, 

j   JEntU,  Lib.  IX.  v.  433. 
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Jf  Phoebus'  gracious  fmiles  the  labour  crown, 
Than  if  fome  new  invention  were  your  own. 
Mincio's  and  Mantos  glorious  fon  behold, 
Th'  immortal  Virgil,  fheath'd  in  foreign  gold, 
Shines  out  unfham'd,  and  towers  above  the  reft, 
In  the  rich  fpoiis  of  godlike  Homer  dreft. 
Let  Greece  in  triumph  boaft  that  (he  imparts 
To  Latium's  conquering  realms  her  glorious  arts : 
While  Latium's  fons  improve  her  beft  dcfigns, 
Till  by  degrees  each  polifh'd  labour  fhines, 
While  Rome  advances  now  in  arts,  as  far 
Above  all  cities,  as  of  old  in  war. 

Ye  gods  of  Rome,  yc  guardian  deities, 
Who  lift  our  nation's  glory  to  the  Ikies  ; 
And  thou,  Apollo,  the  great  fource  of  Troy, 
Let  Rome  at  leaft  this  fingle  palm  enjoy, 
To  fhine  in  arts  fupreme,  as  once  in  power, 
And  teach  the  nations  fhe  fubdued  before  ; 
Since  difcord  all  Aufonia's  kings  alarms, 
And  clouds  the  ancient  glories  of  her  arms. 
In  our  own  breafts  we  (heath  the  civil  fword, 
Our  country  naked  to  a  foreign  lord; 
Which  lately,  proftrate,  ftarted  from  defpair,  [war; 
Burn'd  with  new  hopes,  and  arm'd  her  hands  for 
But  arm'd  in  vain ; — th'  inexorable  hate 
Of  envious  fortune  call'd  her  to  her  fate, 
Infatiate  in  her  rage  ;  her  frowns  oppofe 
The  Latian  fame,  and  woes  are  heap'd  on  woes. 
Our  dread  alarms  each  foreign  monarch  took, 
Through  all  their  tribes  the  diftant  nations  fhook; 
To  earth's  lafk  bounds  the  fame  of  Leo  runs, 
Nile  heard,  and  Indus  trembled  for  his  fons. 
Arabia  heard  the  Medicean  line, 
The  firft  of  men,  and  fprung  from  race  divine. 
The  fovereign  prieft,  and  mitred  king,  appears  ~\ 
With  his  lov'd  Julius  join'd,  who  kindly  fhares  •  > 
The  reins  of  empire,  and  the  public  cares.  J 

To  break  their  country's  chains,  the  generous  pair 
Concert  their  fchemes,  and  meditate  the  war. 
On  Leo  Europe's  monarchs  turn  their  eyes, 
On  him  alone  the  weftern  world  relies; 
And  each  bold  chief  attends  his  dread  alarms, 
While  the  proud  crefcent  fades  before  his  aims. 
High  en  his  fplendid  car,  immortal  Rome,          ^ 
Thine  eyes  had  fcen  the  holy  warrior  come,        J» 
Lord  of  the  vanquifh'd  world,  in  triumph  home.  J 
Thy  flreams,  old  Tyber,  fwcll'd  with  confcious 

pride, 

Had  borne  thy  kindred  warrior  down  thy  tide  ; 
While,  crowded  up  in  heaps,  thy  wave*  admire 
The  captive  nations,  and  their  itrange  attire ; 
JBehind  his  wheels  fhould  march  a,  numerous') 

train  / 

Of  fcepter'd  flaves,  reludlant  to  the  chain,  T 

Forget  their  haughty  threats,  and  boaft  in  vain.  J 
Though  the  proud  foe,  of  Jury's  realm  poffeft, 
Has  fpread  his  wide  dominion  through  the  eaft ; 
Sees  his  dread  ftandard  there  at  large  unfurl'd, 
And  grafps  in  thought  the  empire  of  the  world  ; 
And  now  (ye  gods)  increas'd  in  barbarous  power, 
His  armies  hover  o'er  th'  Hefperian  (bore. 
To  fee  the  palling  pomp,  the  ravifh'd  throng 
Through  every  ftreet  fhould  flow  in  tides  along  ; 
The  facred  father,  as  the  numbers  roll'd,  "p 

Should  his  dear  citizens  again  behold, 
High  o'er  the  fhouting  crowds  eathion'd  in  gold;  J 


Should  fhow  the  trophies  of  his  glorious  toil?, 
And  harg  the  fhrines  with  confecrated  fpoiis. 
Piles  of  barbaric  gold  fhould  glitter  there, 
The  wealth  of  kingdoms,  and  the  pomp  of  war  ; 
But,  by  your  crime,  ye  gods,  our  hopes  are  croft 
And  thofe  imaginary  triumphs  loft  ; 
Interr'dwith  Leo,  in  one  fatal  hour, 
Our  profpedts  perilh'd,  as  they  liv'd  before. 

BOOK  III. 

WHAT   ftyle,  what   language,   fuits    the  poet's 

lays, 

To  claim  Apollo's  an'd  the  mufes*  praife, 
I  now  unfold  ;  to  this  laft  bound  I  tend, 
And  fee  my  promis'd  labours  at  an  end. 

Firft  then  with  care  a  juft  expreffton 
Led  by  the  kind  indulgence  of  the  mufe, 
To  drefs  up  every  fubjedl  when  you  write, 
And  fct  all  objecls  in  a  proper  light. 
But  left  the  diftant  profpecl  of  the  goal  -} ' 

Should  damp  your  vigour,  and  your  ftrength  f 
controul,  r 

Roufe  every  power,  and  call  forth  all  the  foul.  Jj 
See  !  how  the  nine  the  panting  youth  invite, 
With  one  loud  voice  to  reach  Parnaffus'  height; 
See  1  how  they  hold  aloft  th'  imn;ortal  crown, 
To  urge  the  courfe,  and  call  the  victor  on ; 
See  !  from  the  clouds  each  lavifh  goddefs  pours  "> 
Full  o'er  thy  head  a  fudden  fpring  of  flowers,      C. 
And  rofes  fall  in  odoriferous  mowers ;  jT 

Celeftial  fcents  in  balmy  breezes  fly, 
And  flied  ambrofial  fpirits  from  the  fky. 

In  chief  avoid  obfcurity,  nor  fhroud 
Your  thoughts  and  dark  conceptions  in  a  cloud; 
For  *  fome,  we  know,  affecl:  to  fhun  the  light, 
Loft  in  forc'd  figures,  and  involv'd  in  night, 
Studious  and  bent  to  leave  the  common  way, 
They  flculk  in  darknefs,  and  abhor  the  day. 
Oh  1  may  the  facred  nine  infpire  my  lays 
To  fliine  with  pride  in  their  own  native  rays ; 
For  this  we  need  not  irnportune  the  fkies, 
In  our  own  power  and  will  the  bleffing  lies, 
Expreffion,  boundlefs  in  extent,  difplays 
A  thoufand  forms,  a  thoufand  feveral  ways ; 
In  different  garbs  from  different  quarters  brought. 
It  makes  unnumber'd  dreffes  for  a  thought ; 
Such  vaft  varieties  of  hues  we  find 
To  paint  conception,  and  unfold  the  mind  I 
If  e'er  you  toil,  but  toil  without  fuccefs, 
To  give  your  images  a  fhining  drefs, 
Quit  your  purfuit,  and  choofe  a  different  way,     "> 
Till,  breaking  forth,  the  voluntary  ray 
Cuts  the  thick  darknefs,  and  lets  down  the  day.> 

Since  then  a  thoufand  forms  you  may  purfue, 
A  thoufand  figures  rifing  to  the  view, 
Unlefs  confin'd  and  ftrengthen'd  in  your  fcheme, 
With  the  fhort  limits  of  a  fcanty  theme, 
From  thefe  to  thofe  with  boundlefs  freedom  pafs, 
And  to  each  image  give  a  different  face. 
The  readers  hence  a  wond'rous  pleafure  find, 
That  charms  the  ear,  and  captivates  the  mind; 
In  this  the  laws  of  nature  we  obey, 
And  a&  as  her  example  points  the  way. 


«*» 

"Which  has  en  every  different  fpecies  thrown 
A  fliaj.e  diftincT:  and  figure  of  its  own  ; 
Man  differs  from  the  beaft,  that  haunts  the  woods, 
The  bird  from  every  native  of  the  floods. 

See  how  the  poet  banifhes  with  grace 
A  native  term  to  give  ax*  ftranger  place  ! 
From  different  images  with  ju(t  fucccfs 
He  clothes  his  matter  in  the  borrowed  drefs: 
The  bnrrow'd  drefs  the  things  themfelves  admire, 
And  wonder  whence,  they  drew  the  ftrange  attire ; 
Proud  of  their  ravifh  d  fpnils,  they  now  difclaim 
Their  former  colour,  and  their  genuine  name, 
And,  in  another  garb  more  beauteous  grown, 
Prefer  the  foreign  habit  to  their  pwn. 
Oft,  as  he  paints  a  battle  on  the  plain, 
The  battle's  imag'd  by  the  roaring  main ; 
Now  he  the  fight  a  fiery  deluge  names, 
That  pours  along  the  fields  a  flood  of  flames; 
In  airy  conflict  now  the  winds  appear, 
Alarm  the  deeps,  and  wage  the  ftormy  war; 
To  the  fierce  (hock  th1  embattl'd  tempefb  pour, 
Waves  charge  on  waves,  th'  encountering  billows 
Thus  in  a  vary'd  drefs  the  fubje<St  (bines,       [roar. 
By  turns  the  objects  fhift  their  proper  figns ; 
From  fhape  to  fhape  alternately  they  run? 
To  borrow  others  charms,  and  lend  their  own ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  borrow'd  charms,  the  readers*} 
find  ( 

A  crowd  of  different  images  combin'd,  y 

Rife  from  a  (ingle  obje&  to  the  mind.  J 

So  the  pleas' d  traveller,  from  a  mountain'*  brow, 
Views  the  calm  furface  of  the  feas  below ; 
Though  wide  beneath  the  floating  ocean  lies 
The  firfl  immediate  object  of  hiseyes, 
He  fees  the  forefts  tremble  from  within* 
And  gliding  meadows  paint  the  deeps  with  green  ; 
While  to  his  eyes  the  fair  dclufions  pafs 
In  gay  fucceflion  through  the  watery  glafc. 
""Tis  thus  the  bard  diverfifies  his  fong, 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  calls  the  foul  along. 
The  rich  variety  he  fets  to  fight, 
Cloys  not  the  mind,  but  adds  to  our  delight. 
Now  with  a  frugal  choice  the  bard  affords 
The  ftrongefr.  light  and  energy  of  words ; 
While  humble  fubje<5ls  he  contrives  to  raife 
With  borrow'd  fplendours,  and  a  foreign  blaze. 
This,  if  on  old  tradition  we  rely, 
Was  once  the  current  language  of  the  (Vy ; 
Which  firft  the  mufes  brought  to  thefe  abode?, 
Who  taught  mankind  the  fecrets  of  the  gods. 
For  in  the  court  of  Jove  their  choirs  advance, 
And  fing  alternate,  as  they  lead  the  dance, 
Mix'd  with  the  gods;  they  hear  Apollo's  lyre, 
And  from  high  heaven  the  panting  bard  infpire. 
Nor  bards  alone,  but  other  writers,  reach 
This  bold,  this  daring  privilege  of  fpcech  ; 
In  chief  the  orators,  to  raife  their  ferfe, 
In  this  ftrong  figure  drefs  their  eloquence, 
When  with  perfuafive  ftrokes  they  plead  a  caufe, 
And  bridle  vice,  and  vindicate  the  laws ; 
Or  on  the  dreadful  verge  of  death  defend, 
And  IJnatch  from  fate  a  poor  devoted  friend. 

*    The  Metaphor. 
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Ev'n  the  rough  hinds  delight  In  fuch  a  (train,     ^» 
When  the  glad  harvcft  waves  with  golden  grain,  > 
And  thirfty  meadows  drink  the  pearly  rain  ;       j 
On  the  proud  vine  her  purple  gems  appear  ; 
The  fmiling  fields  rejoice,  and  hail  the  pregnant 

year. 

Firft  from  necefllty  the  figure  fprung 
For  things,  that  would  not  fuit  our  fcanty  tongue, 
When  no  true  names  were  offcr'd  to  the  view, 
Thofe  they  transferr'd  that  border'd  on  the  true  ; 
Thenca  by  degrees  the  noble  licence  grew. 
The  bards  thofe  daring  liberties  embrac'd, 
Through  want  at  fii  ft,  through  luxury  at  laft  : 
They  now  to  alien  things,  at  will,  confirm 
The  bprrow'd  honours  of  a  foreign  term. 
So  man,  at  firft,  the  rattling  ftorm  to  fly, 
And  the  bleak  horrors  of  the  wintery  (ky, 
Rais'd  up  a  roof  of  ofiers  o'er  his  head, 
And  clos'd  with  homely  clay  the  (lender  (bed  : 
Now  regal  palaces,  of  wond'rous  fize, 
With  brazen  beams  on  Parian  columns  rife, 
That  heave  the  pompous  fabric  to  the  (kics. 
But  other  writers  fprinkle  here  and  there 
Thefe  bolder  beauties  with  a  frugal  care ; 
So  vaft  a  freedom  is  allow'd  to  none, 
But  fuits  (he  labours  of  the  bard  alone, 
Who  in  the  laws  of  verfc  himfelf  rcftraim, 
Ty'd  up  to  time  in  voluntary  chains. 
Others,  by  no  reftraint  or  ftop  withheld, 
May  range  the  compafs  of  a  wider  field; 
The  facred  poets,  who  their  labours  fill 
With  pleafing  fictions,  or  with  truths  at  will, 
Their  thoughts  in  bolder  liberties  txprefs, 
Which  look  more  beauteous  in  a  foreign  drefs. 
To  all  unufual  colours  they  impart, 
Nor  blufh,  if  e'er  detected  in  their  art. 

*  *  Sometimes  beyond  the  bounds  of  truth  they  fly, 
And  boldly  lift  their  fubjedl  to  the  (ky  ; 

When  with   tumultuous  (bouts  the   heaven*  re- 
bound, 

And  all  Olympus  trembles  with  the  found  ; 
Or  with  repeated  accents  they  relate 
The  fall  of  Troy,  and  dwell  upon  her  fate  ; 
t  Oh  fire  !  oh  country,  once  with  glory  crown'd!} 
Oh  wretched  race  of  Priam,  once  renown'd  ! 
Oh  Jove  '.  fee  Ilion  fmoking  on  the  ground  !       j 

They  now  name  Ceres  for  the  golden  grain, 
Bacchus  for  wine,  and  Neptune  for  the  main  : 
Or  from  the  father's  name  point  out  the  fon  ; 
Or  for  her  people  introduce  a  town  : 
So  when  alarm'd  her  natives  dread  their  fates, 
Pale  Afric  (hakes,  and  trembles  through  her  ftatei: 
And  fome,  by  Achelous'  ftreams  alone, 
Comprife  the  floods  of  all  the  worjd  in  one. 

JLo!  now  they  (tart  afide,  and  change  theftrain 
To  fancy'd  converlewi'h  an  abicnt  fwain; 
To  grots  and  caverns  all  their  cares  dilcloie, 
Or  tell  the  folitary  rocks  their  woes ; 
To  fcenes  inanimate  proclaim  their  love, 
Talk  with  an  hill,  orwhifper  to  a  grove. 

•  *  TLe  ffyperbolt. 

f  Hec  verba  ex  iacerti  nominit  Pocia  cltat  Qltertm 
\  Toe  Apoflrtylje, 
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On  you  they  call,  ye  unattentive  woods, 
And  wait  an  anfwer  from  your  bordering  floods, 
f  Sometimes  they  fpcak  one  thing,  but  leave 

behind 

Another  fecret  meaning  in  the  mind  : 
A  fair  expreflion  artfully  difpenfe, 
But- ufe  a  word  that  clafhes  with  the  fenfe. 
^  Thus  pious  Helen  ftole  the  faithful  fword, 
While  Troy  was  flaming,  from  her  fleeping  lord. 
§  So  glorious  Drances  tower'd  amid  the  plain, 
And   pil'd    the   ground  with   mountains  of  the 

flain; 

Immortal  trophies  rais'd  from  fquadrons  kill'd,       < 
And  with  vaft  fpoils  ennobled  all  the  field. 

H  But  now  to  mention  farther  I  forbear, 
With  what  ftrong  charms  they  captivate  the  ear  j 
When  the  fame  terms  they  happily  repeat, 
The  fame  repeated  feem  more  foft  and  fweet. 
This,   **were  Arcadia  judge,  if  Pan  withftood, 
Pan's  judge,  Arcadia,  would  condemn  her  god. 

But   though    our  fond  indulgence  grants  the 

mufe 

A  thoufand  liberties  in  different  views, 
Whene'er  you  choofe  an  image  to  exprefs 
In  foreign  terms,  and  fcorn  the  native  drefs ; 
Yet  be  difcreet,  nor  ftrain  the  point  too  far, 
Let  the  tranfition  ftill  unforc'd  appear, 
Nor  e'er  difcovcr  an  excefs  of  care  : 
For  fome,  we  know,  with  awkward  violence 
Diftort  the  fubject,  and  disjoint  the  fenfe  ; 
Quite  change  the  genuine  figure,  and  deface 
The  native  fhape  with  every  living  grace  j 
And  force  unwilling  objects  to  put  on 
An  alien  face,  and  features  not  their  own. 
A  low  conceit  in  difproportion'd  terms, 
Looks  like  a  boy  drefs'd  up  in  giants  arms  ; 
Blind  to  the  truth,  all  reafon  they  exceed, 
ft  Who  name  a  flail  the  palace  of  the  fteed, 
Or  grafs  the  trefles  of  great  Rhsea's  head. 
*Tis  beft  fometimes  an  image  to  exprefs 
In  its  own  colours,  and  its  native  drefs ; 
The  genuine  words  with  happy  care  to  ufe, 
If  mcely  cull'd,  and  worthy  of  the  mufe. 

Some  things  alternately  eompar'd  are  fhown, 
Both  names  ftill  true,  and  mutually  their  own ; 
But  here  the  leaft  redundance  you  muft  fhun  ; 
Tell  us,  in  fhort,  from  whence  the  hint  you  drew, 
And  fet  the  whole  comparifon  to  view  ; 
Left,  mindlefs  of  your  firft  defign,  you  feem 
To  lead  the  mind  away,  and  rove  from  theme  to 
theme. 

But  now  purfue  the  method,  that  affords 
The  fitteft  terms,  and  wifeft  choice  of  words. 
Not  all  deferve  alike  the  fame  regard, 
Nor  fuit  the  godlike  labours  of  the  bard  ; 
For  words  as  much  may  differ  in  degree, 
As  the  moft  various  kinds  of  poetry. 
Though  many  a  common  term  and  word  we  find 
Bifpers'd  promifcuoufly  through  every  kind, 
Thofe  that  will  never  fuit  th'  heroic  rage, 
Might  grace  the  bufkin,  and  become  the  ftage. 

•f    Toe  Irony. 

t  See  Firg.  Mn.  Lib.  VI.  §  Ibid.  Lib.  XL 
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Their  large,  their  vaft  variety  explore 
With  piercing  eyes,  and  range  the  mighty  ftore. 
From  their  deep  fund  the  richeft  words  unfold, 
With  niceft  care  be  rich  expreflion  cull'd, 
To  deck  your  numbers  in  the  pureft  gold, 
The  vile,  the  dark  degenerate  crowd  refufe, 
And  fcorn  a  drefs  that  would  difgrace  the  mufe  { 
Then,  to  fucceed  your  fearch,  purfue  the  road, 
And  beat  the  track  the  glorious  ancients  trod. 
To  thofe  eternal  monuments  repair, 
There  read,  and  meditate  for  ever  there. 
If  o'er  the  reft  fome  mighty  genius  fhines, 
Marjt  the  fweet  charms  and  vigour  of  his  lines* 
As  far  as  Phoebus  and  the  heavenly  powers 
Smile  on  your  labours,  make  his  diction  your'ss 
Your  ftyle  by  his  authentic  ftandard  frame, 
Your  voice,  your  habit,  and  addrefs,  the  fame. 
With  him  proceed  to  cull  the  reft  ;  for  there 
A  full  reward  will  juftity  your  care. 
Examine  all ;  and  bring  from  all  away 
Their  various  treafures  as  a  lawful  prey. 
Nor  would  I  fcruple,  with  a  due  regard, 
To  read  fometimes  a  rude  unpolifiVd  bard^; 
Among  whofe  labours  I  may  find  a  line, 
Which  from  unfiglnly  ruft  I  may  refine, 
And,  with  a  better  grace,  adopt  it  into  mine. 
How  often  may  we  fee  a  troubled  flood 
Stain'd  with  unfettled  ooze  and  rifing  mud  ! 
Which  (if  a  well  the  bordering  natives  fink) 
Supplies  the  thirfty  multitude  with  drink. 
The  trickling  ftreani  by  juft  degrees  refines. 
Till  in  it*  courfe  ths  limpid  current  fhines; 
And  taught  through  fecret  labyrinths  to  flow. 
Works  itftlf  clear  among  the  fands  below. 
For  nothing  looks  fo  gloomy,  but  will  fhine 
From  proper  care,  and  timely  difcipline  ; 
Tf,  with  due  vigilance  and  conduct,  wrougtit 
Deep  in  the  foul,  it  labours  in  the  thought. 
Hence  on  the  ancients  we  muft  reft  alone. 
And  make  their  golden  Sentences  our  own. 
To  cull  their  beft  exprefHons  claims  our  cares, 
To  form  our  notions,  and  our  flyles  on  their**. 
See  !  how  we  bear  away  their  precious  fpoil^ 
And  with  the  glorious  drefs  enrich  our  ftyles; 
Their  bright  inventions  for  our  ufe  convey,         *\ 
Bring  all  the  fpirit  of  their  words  away,  / 

And  make  their  words  themfelves  our  lawful^T 
prey !  J 

Unafham'd  in  other  colours  to  be  mown, 
We  fpeak  our  thoughts  in  accents  not  our  own. 
But  your  defign  with  modeft  caution  weigh, 
Steal  with  due  care,  and  meditate  the  prey. 
Invert  the  order  of  the  words  with  art, 
And  change  their  former  fite  in  every  part. 
Thus  win  your  readers,  thus  deceive  with  grace, 
And  let  th'  expreflion  wear  a  different  face; 
Yourfelf  at  laft,  the  glorious  labour  done, 
Willfcarce  difcern  his  diction  from  your  own, 
Some,  to  appear  of  diffidence  bereft, 
Steal  in  broad  day,  and  glory  in  the  theft ; 
When  with  jnft  art,  defign  and  confidence, 
On  the  fame  words  they  graft  a  different  fenfe; 
Preferve  th*  unvary'd  terms  and  order  too, 
But  change  their  former  fpirit  for  a  new  : 
Or,  with  the  fenfe  of  emulation  bold, 
With  ancient  bards  a  glorious  conteft  hold  j 
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Their  richcfl  fpoils  triumphant  they  explore, 
Which,  rang'd  with  better  grace,  they  varnifh 

o'er, 

And  give  them  charms  they  never  knew  before. 
So  trees,  that  change  their  foils,  more  proudly  rife 
And  lift  their  fpreading  honours  to  the  flcies ; 
And,  when  tranfplanted,  nobler  fruits  produce, 
Exalt  their  nature,  and  ferment  their  juice. 
So  Troy's  fam'd  chief  the  Afian  empire  bore, 
With  better  omens,  to  the  Latian  fhore  ; 
Though  from  thy  realm,  O  Dido,  to  the  fea 
CalPd  by  the  gods  reluctantly  away  ; 
Nor  the  firfl  nuptial  pleafures  could  controul 
The  fix'd,  the  ftubborn  purpofe  of  his  foul. 
XJnhappy  queen  !  thy  woes  fuppreft  thy  breath  ; 
Thy  cares  purfue  thee,  and  furviv'd  In  death. 
Had  not  the  Dardan  fleet  thy  kingdom  fought, 
Thy  life  had  (hone  unfully'd  with  a  fault,    [toil 

Come  then,  ye  youths,  and  urge  your  generous 
Come  ftrip  the  ancients,  and  divide  the  fpoils 
Your  hands  have  won — but  fhun  the  fault  of  fuch 
Who  with  fond  raflinefs  truft  themfelves  too  much 
For  fome  we  know,  who,  by  their  pride  betray'd, 
With  vain  contempt  reject  a  foreign  aid  9 
Who  fcorn  thole  great  examples  to  obey, 
Nor  follow  where  the  ancients  point  the  way. 
While  from  the  theft  their  cautious  hands  refrain, 
Vain  are  their  fears,  their  fuperftition  Tain. 
Nor  Phuebus'  fmiles  th'  unhappy  poet  crown  ; 
The  fate  of  all  his  works  prevents  his  own. 
Himfelf  his  mouldering  monument  iurvives, 
And  fees  his  labours  perifh  while  he  lives  : 
His  fame  is  more  contracted  than  his  fpan, 
And  the  frail  author  dies  before  the  man. 
How  would  he  wifh  the  labour  to  forbear, 
And  follow  other  arts  with  more  fuccefsful  care. 

I  like  a  fair  allufion  nicely  wrought; 
When  the  fame  words  exprcfs  a  difierent  thought. 
And  fuch  a  theft  true  critics  dare  not  blame, 
Which  late  pofterity  fhall  crown  with  fame. 
Void  of  all  fear,  of  every  doubt  bereft, 
I  would  not  blufh,  but  triumph  in  the  theft. 
Nor  on  the  ancients  for  the  whole  rely, 
The  whole  is  more  than  all  their  works  fupply ; 
Some  things  your  own  invention  muft  explore, 
Some  virgin  images  untouch'd  before. 

New  terms  no  laws  forbid  us  to  induce, 
To' coin  a  word,  andfandtify  to  ufe; 
But  yet  admit  no  words  into  the  fong, 
Vnlefs  they  prove  the  flock  from  whence  they 

fprung; 

Point  out  their  family,  their  kindred  trace, 
And  fet  to  view  the  ferics  of  their  race. 
Uut    where    you  find  your    native  tongue    too 

poor 

Tranfport  the  riches  of  the  Grecian  ftore ; 
Inform  the  lump,  and  work  it  into  grace, 
And  with  new  life  infpire  th'  unwieluy  mafs; 
Till,  chang'd  by  difcipline,  the  word  puts  on 
A  foreign  nature,  and  forgets  its  own. 
So  Latium's  language  found  a  rich  increafe, 
And  grew   and   fiourifii'd   from   the   wealth   of 

Greece ; 

Till  ufe,  in  time,  had  rifled  Argos'  {lores, 
And  brought  all  Athens  to  th'  tiefperian  fhores. 


How  many  words  from  rich  Mycenae  come, 
Of  Greek  extraction,  in  the  drefs  of  Rome  ? 
That  live  with  ours,  our  rights  and  freedom  claim, 
Their  nature  different,  but  their  looks  the  fame  ; 
Through  Latium's  realms,  in  Latium's  garb  they 

At  once  her  ftrangers,  and  her  natives  too. 
Long  has  her  poverty  been  fled,  and  long 
With  native  riches  has  fhe  grac'd  her  tongue. 
Nor  fearch  the  poets  only,  but  explore 
Immortal  Tully's  inexhaufted  ftorc  ; 
And  other  authors,  born  in  happier  days,         flays. 
Shall  anfwer  all  your  wants,   and  beautify  your 

Oft,  in  old  bards,  a  verfe  above  the  reft 
Shines,  in  barbaric  fpoils  and  trophies  dreft  ; 
Thus  Gaul,  her  victor's  triumph  to  complete, 
Supplies  thofe  words  that  paint  her  own  defeat ; 
And  vanquifh'd  Macedon,  to  tell  her  doom, 
Gives  up  her  language  with  her  arms  to  Rome. 
Then  can  we  fear  with  groundlefs  diffidence 
A  want  of  words  that  fhall  exprefs  our  fenfe  ? 

But,  if  compell'd  by  want,  you  may  produce 
And  bring  an  antiquated  word  in  ufe  ; 
A  word  erft  well  receiv'd  in  days  of  yore, 
A  word  our  old  forefathers  us'd  before  : 
Well-pleas'd  the  reader's  wonder  to  engage,       •) 
He  brings  our  ^randfire's  habit  on  the  ftage,       v 
And  garbs  that  whilom  grac'd  an  uncouth  age.   S 
Yet  muft  not  fuch  appear  in  every  place; 
When  rang'd  too  thick,  the  poem  they  difgrace. 
Since  of  new  words  fuch  numbers  you  command, 
Deal  out  the  old  ones  with  a  fparing  hand. 
*  Whene'er  your  images  can  lay  no  claim 
To  a  fix'd  term,  and  want  a  certain  name ; 
To  paint  one  thing,  the  licen«'d  bard  affords 
A  pompous  circle,  and  a  crowd  of  words. 

1'wo  plighted  words  in  one  with  grace  appear, 
When  they  with  eafe  glide  fmoothly  o'er  the  ear. 
Two  may  embrace  at  once,  but  (cldom  more,  •) 
Nor  verfe  can  bear  the  mingled  fhape  of  four ;  C. 
No  triple  monfters  dwell  on  Latium's  fhore.  j 
When  mix'd  with  fmooth,  thefe  harfher  ftraius 

arc  found, 

We  ftart  with  horror  at  the  frightful  found ; 
The  Grecian  Bards,  in  whom  fuch  freedoms  pleafe, 
Vlay   match    with    more   fuccefs  iuch  words  as 

thefe; 

ieap  hills  on  hills,  and  bid  the  ftructure  rife, 
fill  the  vaft  pile  of  mountains  prop  the  fkics. 
What  words  foever  of  vaft  bulk  we  view, 
One  of  lefs  fize  may  fometimes  fplit  in  two ; 
sometimes  we  feparatefrom  the  whole  a  part, 
And  prune  the  more  luxuriant  limbs  with  art. 
Thus  when  the  names  of  heroes  we  declare, 
Barnes  whofe  unpolifh'd  founds  offend  the  tar  ; 
We  add,  or  lop  feme  branches  which  abound,^  ^ 
"ill   the   harfh    accents   are    with    fmoothnefs/ 
crown'd.  [found,  i" 

"hat  mellows  every  word,  and  fofter.s   every j 
Jy  fuch  an  happy  change,  Sicharbas  came, 
'o  fink  his  roughnefs  in  Sichxus'  name, 
lence  would  1  rather  choofe  thoie  dire  alarms 
)f  vaft  Enecladus,  and  heaven  in  arms. 

*.  Ths  Psripbrafts. 
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And  the  bold  Titan's  battles  to  rehearfe, 
Harmonious  names,  that  glide  into  the  verfe ; 
Than  count  the  rough,  the  barbarous  nations  o'er, 
Which  Rome  fubdued  of  old  from  fhore  to  fhore. 

Let  things  fubmit  to  words  on  no  pretence, 
But  make  your  words  fubfervient  to  your  fenfe ; 
Nor  for  their  fake  admit  a  fmgle  line, 
But  what  contributes  to  the  main  defign. 
Through  every  part  moft  diligently  pierce, 
And  weigh  the  found  and  fenfe  of  every  verfe. 
tJnlefs  your  ftricteft  caution  you  difplay, 
Some  words  may  lead  the  heedlefs  bard  away  ; 
Steal  from  their  duty,  and  defert  their  poft, 
And  fculk  in  darknefs,  indolently  loft ; 
Or,  while  their  proper  parts  their  fellows  ply, 
Contribute  nought  but  found  and  harmony. 
This  to  prevent,  confult  your,  words;  and  know 
How  far  their  ftrength,  extent,  and  nature  go. 
To  all  their  charges,  and  their  labours  fitj^ 
To  all,  their  feveral  provinces  of  wit. 
Without  this  care,  the  poem  will  abound 
With  empty  noife,  and  impotence  of  found ; 
Unmeaning  terms  will  crowd  in  every  part, 
Play  round  the  ears,  but  never  reach  the  heart. 
Yet  would  I  fometimes  venture  to  difperfe 
Some  words,   whofe  fplendor  mould  adorn  my 

verfe; 

(Words,  that  to  wit  and  thought  have  no  pretence, 
And  rather  vehicles  of  found  than  fenfe ;) 
Till  in  the  gorgeous  drefs  the  lines  appear, 
And  court  with  gentle  harmony  the  ear. 
Nor  with  too  fond  a  care  fuch  words  purfue, 
They  meet  your  fight,  and  rife  in  every  view. 
Oft,  from  its  chains  the  fhackled  verfe  unloofe, 
And  give  it  liberty  to  walk  in  profe  ; 
Then  be  the  work  renew'd  with  endlefs  pain, 
And  join  with  care  the  fhatter'd  parts  again  ; 
The  lurking  faults  and  errors  you  may  fee, 
When  the  words  run  unmanacled  and  free. 

Attend,  young  bard,  and  liften  while  I  fing; 
Lo  !   I  unlock  the  mufes'  facred  fpring ; 
Lo !  Phoebus  calls  thee  to  his  inmoft  fhrine  ;       ~) 
Hark  !  in  one  common  voice,  the  tuneful  nine     > 
Invite  and  court  thee  to  the  rites  divine.  j 

When  firft  to  man  the  privilege  was  given* 
To  hold  by  verfe  an  intercourfe  with  heaven, 
Unwilling  that  th'  immortal  art  fhould  lie 
Cheap  and  expos'd  to  every  vulgar  eye, 
Great  Jove,  to  drive  away  the  groveling  crowd, 
To  narrow  bounds  confin'd  the  glorious  road, 
Which  more  exalted  fpirits  may  purfue, 
And  left  it  open  to  the  facred  few. 
For  many  a  painful  tafk,  in  every  part, 
Claims  all  the  poet's  vigilance  and  art. 
Tis  not  enough  his  verfes  to  complete, 
In  meafure,  numbers,  or  determined  feet ; 

Or  render  things,  by  clear  exprefficn  bright, 
And  fet  each  object  in  a  proper  light : 
To  all,  proportion'd  terms  he  muft  difpenfe, 
And  make  the  found  a  picture  of  the  fenfe; 
The  correfpondent  words  exactly  frame, 
The  look,  the  features,  and  the  mien  the  fame. 
His  thoughts  the  bard  muft  fuitabiy  exprefs, 
Each  in  a  different  face,  and  different  drefs ; 
Left  in  unvary'd  looks  the  crowd  be  fhown, 
And  the  whole  multitude  appear  as  one. 


With  rapid  feet  and  wings,  without  delay, 
This  fwiftly  flies,  and  fmoothly  Ikims  away : 
That,  vaft  of  fize,  his  limbs  huge,  broad,  and  ftrong1 
Moves  ponderous,  and  fcarce  drags  his  bulk  along. 
This  blooms  with  youth  and  beauty  in  his  face, 
And  Venus  breathes  on  every  limb  a  grace  : 
That,  of  rude  form,  his  uncouth  numbers  fhows, 
Looks  horrible,  and  frown*  with  his  rough  brows^ 
His  monftrous  tail  in  many  a  fold  and  wind, 
Voluminous  and  vaft,  curls  up.»behind  : 
At  once  the  image  and  the  lines  appear 
Rude  to  the  eye,  and  frightful  to  the  ear. 
Nor  are  thofe  figures  given  without  a  caufe, 
But  fixt  and  fettled  by  determin'd  laws ; 
All  claim  and  wear,  as  their  deferts  are  knowrij 
A  voice,  a  face,  and  habit  of  their  own. 
*  Lo  !  when  the  failors  fteer  the  ponderous  fhips, 
And  plough,  with  brazen  beaks,  the  foamy  deepsj 
Incumbent  on  the  main  that  roars  around  ;        ~) 
Beneath  their  labouring  oars  the  waves  refound,  v 
The  prows  wide-echoing  through  the  dark  pro-  J 

found : 

To  the  loud  call  each  diftant  rock  replies, 
Toft  by  the  ftorm  the  frothy  furges  rife ; 
While  the  hoarfe  ocean  beats  the  founding  fhore, 
Dafh'd  from  the  ftrand,  the  flying  waters  roar, 
Flafh  at  the  mock,  and  gathering  in  an  heap, 
The  liquid  mountains  rife,  and  overhang  the  deep. 
See  through  her  mores  Trinacria's  realms  rebound, 
Starting  and  trembling  at  the  bellowing  found ; 
High-towering  o'er  the  waves  the  mountains  ride, 
And  clafh  with  floating  mountains  on  the  tide. 
But  when  blue  Neptune  from  his  car  furveys, 
And  calms  at  one  regard  the  raging  feas ; 
Stretch'd  like  a  peaceful  lake  the  deep  fubfides, 
And  o'er  the  level  light  the  galley  glides. 
The  poet's  art  and  conduct  we  admire, 
When  angry  Vulcan  rolls  a  flood  of  fire ; 
When  on  the  groves  and  fields  the  deluge 
And  wraps  the  crackling  ftubble  in  the  blaze. 
Nor  lefs  our  plcafure,  when  the  flame  divides, 
And  climbs  afpiring  round  the  cauldron's  fides ; 
From  the  dark  bottom  work  the  waters  up, 
Swell,  boil,  and  hifs,  and  bubble  to  the  top. 
Thus  in  fmooth  lines,  fmoothfubjects  we  rehearfcj 
But  the  f  rough  rock  roars  in  as  rough  a  verfe. 
If  gay  the  fubject,  gay  muft  be  the  fong; 
And  the  brifk  numbers  quickly  glide  along  : 
When  the  fields  flourifh  ;   or  the  fkies  unfold 
Swift  from  the  flying  hinge  their  gates  of  gold. 
If  fad  the  theme,  then  each  grave  line  moves  flowj 
The  mournful  numbers  languifhingly  flow, 
And  drag,  and  labour,  with  a  weight  of  woe  : 
If  e'er  the  boding  bird  of  night,  who  mourns 
O'er  ruins,  defolation,  graves,  and  urns, 
With  piercing  fcreams  the  darknefs  mould  invadej 
And  break  the  filence  of  the  difmal  made. 
When  things  are  fmall,  the  terms  fhould  ftill  be  fo : 
For  low  words  pleafe  us,  when  the  theme  is  loWi 
But  when  fome  giant,  horrible  and  grim, 
Enormous  in  his  gait,  and  vaft  in  every  limb, 

*   Moft  of  thefe  examples  are  drawn  tuiordfor  word 
from  Virgil. 

f  "  Sonat  base  de  nare  canina 

Litterar"  Vid,  Ferfium, 
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Stalks  towering  oft ',  the  fwellirg  words  muft  rife 
In  juft  proportion  to  the  monfter's  fize. 
If  fome  large  weight  his  huge  arms  ftrive  to  {hove, 
The  verfe  too  labours ;  the  throng'd  words  fcarcc 

move 

When  each  ftiff  clod  beneath  the  ponderousplough, 
Crumbles  and  breaks ;  th*  encumber'd  lines  march 

flow. 

JJor  lefs;  when  pilots  catch  the  friendly  gales, 
ifnfuil  their  ftiroiids,  and  hoifl  the  wide-ftrctdh'd 

fails 

But  if  the  poem  fuffers  from  delay, 
JLet  the  lines  fly  precipitate  away. 
And  when  the  viper  iffues  from  the  brake ; 
Be  quick;  with  ftones,  and  brands,  and  fire,  attack 
His  rifing  creft,  and  drive  the  ferpent  back. 
"When  night  defcends:  or,  ftunn'd  by  numerous 

ftrokes, 

And  groaning,  to  the  earth  drops  the  vaft  ox ; 
The  line  too  finks  with  correfpondent  found, 
Hat  with  the  ftccr,  and  headlong  to  the  ground. 
When  the  wild  waves  fubfide,  and  tempcfts  ceafe, 
And  hufti  their  roarings  and  their  rage  to  peace  ; 
So  oft  we  fee  the  interrupted  ftrain 
Stopp'd  in  the  midft,— and  with  the  Glent  main, 
Paufe  for  a  fpace — at  laft  it  glides  again. 
When  Priam  ftrains  his  aged  arm,  to  throw 
His  unavailing  javelin  at  the  foe ; 
(His  blood  congeal'd,  and  every  nerve  unftrung,) 
Then  with  the  theme  compiles  the  artful  fong  ; 
Like  him  the  folitary  numbers  flow 
Weak,  trembling,  melancholy,  ftiff,  and  flow. 
Kot  fo  young  Pyrrhus,  who  with  rapid  force 
Beats  down  embattled  armies  in  his  courfe ; 
The  raging  youth  on  trembling  Ilion  falls, 
Burfts  her  ftrong  gates,  and  {hakes  her  lofty  walls; 
Provokes  his  flying  courfer  to  his  fpeed, 
In  full  career  to  charge  the  warlike  fteed ; 
He  piles  the  field  with  mountains  of  the  flain ; 
He  pours,  he  ftorms,  he  thundersthrough  the  plain. 
In  thi»  the  poet's  jufteft  <?ondu«Sl  lies, 
When  with  the  various  fubjeds  he  complies, 
To  fink  with  judgment,  and  with  judgment  rife. 
We  fee  him  now,  remifiive  of  his  force, 
Glide  with  a  low,  and  inoffenfive  courfe ; 
iltript  of  the  gaudy  drefi  of  words  he  goes, 
And  icarcely  lifts  the  poem  up  from  profe  : 
And  now  he  brings  with  loofen'd  reins  along 
All  in  a  full  career  the  boundlefs  fong  j 
In  wide  array  luxuriantly  he  pours 
A  crowd  of  words,  and  opens  all  his  {lores. 
The  lavifh  eloquence  redundant  flows, 
Thick  as  the  fleeces  of  the  wintcr-fnows, 
When  Jove  invefts  the  naked  Alps,  and  fheds 
The  filcnt  tempeft  on  their  hoary  heads. 
Sometimes  the  godlike  fury  he  rcftrains, 
Checks  his  impetuous  fpced,  and  draws  the  reins; 
Balanc'd  and  pois'd,  he  neither  finks  nor  foars, 
Ploughs  the  mid  fpace,  and  fteers  between  the 

{hores, 

And  {haves  the  confines; — till  all  dangers  paft, 
He  {hoots  with  joy  into  the  port  at  laft. 

For  what  remains  unfung ;  I  now  declare 
What  claims  the  poet's  laft  and  ftri<5teft  care. 
When  all  adventures  paft,  his  labours  tend, 
lu  one  continued  order  to  their  end  j- 


When  the  proud  vi&or  on  his  conqueft  fmflcf/ 
And  fafc  enjoys  the  triumph  of  his  toils; 
Let  him  by  timely  diffidence  be  aw'd, 
Nor  truft  too  foon  th'  unpolifiVd  piece  abroad. 
Oh  !  may  his  rafh  ambition  ne'er  enflame 
His  breaft,  with  fuch  a  dangerous  thirft  of  fame  ' 
But  let  th«  terror  of  difgrace  controul 
The  warm,  the  partial  fondnefs  of  his  foul ; 
And  force  the  bard  to  throw  his  paffion  by, 
Nor  view  his  offspring  with  a  parent's  eye  : 
Till  his  affections  are  by  juftice  croft, 
And  all  the  father  in  the  judge  is  loft. 
He  feeks  his  friends,  nor  trufts  himfelf  alone, 
But  aflcs  their  judgment,  and  refigns  his  own  ; 
Beg«  them,  with  urgent  prayers,  to  be  finccre, 
Juft  and  exac"l,  and  rigidly  fevere  ; 
Due  verdict  to  pronounce  on  every  thought, 
Nor  fpare  Jhe  flighteft  fhadow  of  a  fault ; 
But,  bent  againft  himfelf,  and  ftridly  nice ; 
He  thanks  each  critic  that  detects  a  vice; 
Though  charg'd  with  what  his  judgment  can  de- 
fend, 

He  joins  the  partial  fentence  of  his  friend. 
The  piece  thrown  by  ;  the  careful  bard  reviews 
The  Itfng-forgotten  labours  of  his  mufe  : 
Lo  !  on  all  fides  far  different  objects  rife, 
And  a  new  profpeA  ftrikes  his  wondering  eyes, 
Warm  from  the  brain,  the  lines  his  love  engroir, 
Now  in  themfelves  their  former  felves  are  loft. 
Now  his  own  labours  he  begins  to  blame, 
And  blufhing  reads  them  whh  regret  and  fhame. 
He  lothes  the  piece  ;  condemns  it ;  nor  can  find 
The  genuine  ftamp,  arid  image  of  his  mind. 
This  thought  and  that,  indignant  he  rejects ;     "j 
When  moft  fecure,  fome  danger  he  fufpeds  ;       L 
Anxious  he  adds,  and  trembling  he  corre&s.      J 
With  kind  feverities,  and  timeJy  art, 
Lops  the  luxuriant  growth  of  every  part ; 
Prunes  the  fuperfluoute  boi«ghs,  that  wildly  ftray^ 
And  cuts  the  rank  redundancies  away. 
Thus  arm'd  with  propef  discipline  he  ftands, 
By  day,  by  night,  applies  his  healing  hands, 
From  every  line  to  wipe  out  every  blot, 
Till  the  whole  piece  is  guiltlefs  of  a  fault, 
Hard  is  the  taflc,  but  needful,  if  your  aim 
Tends  to  the  prcfpect  of  immortal  fame. 
If  fome  unfinifh'd  numbers  limp  behind, 
When  the  warm'd  poet  rages  unconfin'd, 
Then  when  his  fwift  invention  (corns  to  ftay", 
By  a  full  tide  of  genius  whirl'd  away ; 
He  brings  the  fovercign  cure  their  failings  claim, 
Confirms  the  fickly,  and  fupporta  the  lame. 
Oft  as  the  feafons  roll,  renew  thy  pain, 
And  bring  the  poem  to  the  teft  again. 
In  different  lights  th'  expreflion  muft  be  rang'd, 
The  garb  and  colours  of  the  words  be  chang'd. 
With  endlefs  care  thy  watchful  eyes  muft  pierce, 
And  mark  the  parts  diilinft  of  every  verfc. 
In  this  perfift  ;  for  oft  one  day  denies 
The  kind  afliftance  which  the  next  fupplies; 
As  oft,  without  your  vigilance  and  care, 
Some  faults  detected  by  themfelves  appear. 
And  now  a  thoufand  errors  yo»  explore, 
That  lay  mvolv'd  in  mantling  clouds  before. 
Oft,  to  improve  his  mufe,  the  bard  {bould  try, 
turns,  the  temper  of  a  different  fky. 
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For  thus  his  genius  take*  a  different  face 
From  every  different  genius  of  a  place. 
The  foul  too  changes,  and  the  bard  may  find 
A  thoufand  various  motions  in  his  mind. 
New  gleams  of  light  will  every  moment  rife, 
While  from  each  part  the  fcattering  darknefs  flies. 
And,  as  he  alters  what  appears  amifs, 
He  adds  new  flowers  to  beautify  the  piece. 
But  here,  ev'n  here,  avoid  th'  extreme  of  fuch, 
Who  with  excefs  of  care  correct  too  much  : 
Whofe  barbarous  hands  no  calls  of  pity  bound,  "} 
While  with  th'  infected  parts  they  cut  the  found,/ 
And  make   the  cure  more  dangerous  than  the|T 

wound.  3 

Till,  all  the  blood  and  fpirits  drain'd  away, 
The  body  fickens,  and  the  parts  decay; 
The  native  beauties  die,  the  limbs  appear 
Rough  and  deform'd  with  one  continued  fear. 
No  fix'd  determined  number  I  enjoin, 
But  when  feme  years  fhall  perfect  the  defign  ; 
Refledl  on  life ;  and,  mindful  of  thy  fpan, 
Whofe  fcanty  limit  bounds  the  days  of  man, 
Wide  o'er  the  fpacious  world,  without  delay, 
Permit  the  finifh'd  piece  to  take  its  way ; 
Till  all  mankind  admires  the  heavenly  fong, 
The  theme  of  every  hand  and  every  tongue. 
See !  thy  pleas'd  friends  thy  fpreading  glory  draws, 
Each  with  his  voice  to  fwell  the  vaft  applaufe  ; 
The  vaft  applaufe  fhall  reach  the  ftarry  frame, 
No  years,  no  ages,  fhall  obfcure  thy  fame, 
And  earth's  laft  ends  fhailhear  thy  darling  name. 
Shall  we  then  doubt  to  fcorn  all  worldly  views, 
And  not  prefer  the  raptures  of  the  mufe  ,? 

Thrice  happy  bards  1  who  taught  by  heaven, 

obey 

Thefe  rules,  and  follow  where  they  lead  the  way  ; 
And  hear  the  faithful  precepts  I  beftow'd, 
Infpir'd  with  rage  divine,  and  labouring  with  the 

god. 

But  art  alone,  and  human  means  muft  fail, 
Nor  thefe  inftrudtive  precepts  will  prevail, 
Unlefs  the  gods  their  prefent  aid  fupply, 
And  look  with  kind  indulgence  from  the  Iky. 
I  only  pointed  out  the  paths  that  lead 
The  panting  youth  to  fteep  Panaaffus'  head ; 
And  fhow'd  the  tuneful  mufes  from  afar, 
Mix'd  in  a  folemn  choir,  and  dancing  there. 
Thither  forbidden  by  the  fates  to  go, 
I  fink  and  grovel  in  the  world  below. 
Deterrd  by  them,  in  vain  I  labour  up, 
And  ftretch  thefe  hands  to  grafp  the  diftant  top. 
Enough  for  me,  at  diftance  if  I  view 
Some  bard,  fome  happier  bard,  the  path  purfue  ; 
Who,  taught  by  me  to  reach  Parnaffus'  crown, 
Mounts  up,  and  calls  his  flow  companions  on. 
But  yet  thefe  rules,  perhaps,  thefe  humble  lays, 
May  claim  a  title  to  a  fhare  of  praife  ; 
When,  in  a  crowd  the  gathering  youths  fhall  hear 
My  voice  and  precepts  with  a  vailing  earj 
Clofe  in  a  ring  fhall  prefs  the  liftening  throng, 
And  learn  from  me  to  regulate  their  fong. 
Then,  if  the  pitying  fates  prolong  my  breath, 
And  from  my  youth  avert  the  dart  of  death  j 
Whene'er  I  fink  iu  life's  declining  ftage, 


Trembling  and  fainting  on  the  verge  of  age, 
To  help  their  wearied  mafter  fhall  they  run, 
And  lend  their  friendly  hands  te  guide  him  on  ; 
Through  blooming  groves  his  tardy  progrefs  wait, 
And  fet  him  gently  down  at  Phoebus'  gate, 
The  while  he  fings,  before  the  hallow'd  fhrine, 
The  facred  poets,  and  the  tuneful  nine. 
Here  then  in  Roman  numbers  will  we  rife, 
And  lift  the  fame  of  Virgil  to  the  fkies; 
Aufonia's  pride  and  boaft ;  who  brings  along 
Strength  to  my  lines,  and  fpirit  to  my  fong  : 
Firft  how  the  mighty  bard  tranfported  o'er 
The  facred  mufes  from  th'  Aonun  fhore  j 
Led  the  fair  fitters  to  th'  Hefperian  plains, 
And  fung  in  Roman  towns  the  Grecian  {trains; 
How  in  his  youth  to  woods  and  groves  he  fled, 
And  fweetly  tun'd  the  foft  Sicilian  reed ; 
Next,  how,  in  pity  to  th'  Aufonian  fwains, 
He  rais'd  to  heaven  the  hononrs  of  the  plains ; 
Rapt  in  Triptolemus's  car  on  high, 
He  fcatter'd  peace  and  plenty  from  the  iky  ; 
Fir'd  with  his  country's  fame,  with  loud  alarmi, 
At  laft  he  rous'd  all  Latium  up  to  arms ; 
In  juft  array  the  Phrygian  troops  beftow'd, 
And  fpoke  the  voice  and  language  of  a  god. 
Father  of  verfe  !  from  whom  our  honours  fpring  j 
See  !  from  all  parts,  our  bards  attend  their  king ; 
Beneath  thy  banners  rang'd,  thy  fame  increafe, 
And  rear  proud  trophies  from  the  fpoils  of  Greece* 
Low,  in  Elyfian  vales,  her  tuneful  throng 
Bow  to  thy  laurels,  and  adore  thy  fong  t 
On  thee  alone  thy  country  turns  her  eyes ; 
On  thee  her  poets  future  fame  relies. 
See  !  how  in  crowds  they  court  thy  aid  divine 
(For  all  their  honours  but  depend  on  thine) ; 
Taught  from  the  womb  thy  numbers  to  rehearfe, 
And  up  the  balmy  fweets  of  every  verfe. 
Unrival'd  bard  !  all  ages  ihall  decree 
The  firft  unenvy'd  palm  of  fame  to  thee  ; 
Thrice  happy  bard  !  thy  boundlefs  glory  flies, 
Where  never  mortal  muft  attempt  to  rife ; 
Such  heavenly  numbers  in  thy  fong  we  hear, 
And  more  than  human  accents  charm  the  ear! 
To  thee,  his  darling,  Phoebus'  hands  impart 
His  foul,  his  genius,  and  immortal  art. 
What  help  or  merit  in  thefe  rules  are  fhown, 
The  youth  muft  owe  to  thy  fupport  alone. 
The  youth,  whofe  wandering  feet  with  care  I  led 
Aloft,  o'er  fteep  Parnaffus'  facred  head; 
Taught  from  thy  great  example  to  explore    [fore. 
Thofe  arduous  paths  which  thou  haft  trod  bc- 
Hail,  pride  of  Italy  !  thy  country's  grace ! 
Hail,  glorious  light  of  all  the  tuneful  race  ! 
For  whom  we  weave  the  crown,  and  altars  raife;  } 
And  with  rich  incenfe  bid  the  temples  blaze;      > 
Our  folemn  hymns  fhall  ftill  refound  thy  praife.  J 
Hail,  holy  bard,x  and  boundlefs  in  renown  1 
Thy  fame,  dependent  on  thyfelf  alone, 
Requires  no  fong,  no  numbers  but  thy  own. 
Look   down    propitious,    and    my   thoughts  in 

fpire ; 

Warm  my  chafte  bofom  with  thy  facred  fire  i 
Let  all  thy  flames  with  all  their  raptures  roll,. 
Deep  in  my  breaft,  and  kindle  all  my  ibui ! 
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THE  LIFE  OF  BLAIR. 


OF  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  BLAIR,  few  particulars  are  known ;  and  thofe  few  are  fuch  as  give  little 
fcope  for  amplification  and  embellifliment.  . 

The  life  of  a  country  clergyman,  conftantly  engaged  in  the  duties  of  his  profeffion,  the  practice 
^of  the  domeftic  virtues,  and  the  occupations  of  literature,  however  refpectable  fuch  a  character  may 
be,  can  afford  but  flender  materials  for  biography. 

The  facts  ftated  in  the  prefent  account,  were  communicated  to  the  compiler  of  this  collection, 
in  converfation  with  his  fon,  Robert  Blair,  Efq.,  Solicitor  General  to  his  Majcfty  for  Scotland,  and 
his  coufin,  the  learned  and  amiable  Dr.  Blair,  one  of  the  minifters  of  the  High  Church,  and  Pro~ 
feflbr  of  Rhetoric  and  Belles  Lettres,  in  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh. 

Thefe  authorities  are  produced  by  the  prefent  writer  with  much  pleafure;  as  it  gives  him,  at  once,  aa 
opportunity  of  reflecting  on  the  hereditary  love  of  literature  and  diftinguifhed  pditenefs  of  Mr.  So- 
licitor General ;  and  of  recording  his  obligations  to  the  venerable  director  of  his  youthful  ftudies; 
whofe  well-eftablifhed  reputation  can  fuffer  no  diminution  from  the  teftimony  of  a  grateful  pupil, 
to  the  merit  of  his  "  Academical  prelections,"  which  conftitute  an  aera  in  the  hiftory  of  Scottifh  li- 
terature ;  nor  eafily  receive  addition  from  the  higheft  praife  he  can  bellow  on  his  "  productions  for 
the  pulpit,"  which  difplay  the  powers  of  a  wife,  and  the  acq-uifitiona  of  a  cultivated  mind,  in 
recommending  the  fpirit  of  a  pure  and  enlightened  religion  to  every  order  of  mankind  ;  and  exhibit 
to  the  literary  world,  a  model  of  found  and  elegant  inft ruction, and  of  fimple  and  perfuafive  eloquence, 
unprecedented  in  the  hiftory  of  that  fpecies  of  compofition  in  our  country. 

Robert  Blair  was  the  eldeft  fon  of  the  Rev.  David  Blair,  one  of  the  minifters  of  Edinburgh,  and 

Chaplain  to  the  King.  His  mother  was Nifbet,  daughter  of Nifbet,  Efq ,  of  Carfin. 

His  grandfather  was  the  Rev.  Robert  Blair,  one  of  the  moft  diftinguiihed  Scottifh  clergyman  in  the 
time  of  the  civil  wars ;  a  defcendent  of  the  ancient  and  refpectable  family  of  Blair  of  Blair  in  Ayr- 
fhire. 

lie  was  born  about  the  beginning  of  this  century  ;  bad  the  moft  liberal  education  in  the  Univer- 
fity of  Edinburgh,  and  afterwards  was  fent  abroad  by  his  father  for  his  improvement,  and  fpent 
fome  time  on  the  continent.  After  undergoing  the  ufual  trials  appointed  by  the  church,  he  was 
ordained  minifter  of  Athelftaneford,  in  the  county  of  Eaft,  Lothian,  Jan.  5,  1731,  where  he  paft 
the  remainder  of  his  life. 

As  his  fortune  was  eafy,  he  lived  very  much  in  the  ftyle  of  a  gentleman,  and  was  greatly  refpetfted 
by  Sir  Francis  Kinloch,  Baronet,  of  Gilmerton,  patron  of  the  parifh,  and  by  all  the  gentlemen  in  that 
neighbourhood.  He  was  a  man  both  of  learning,  and  of  elegant  tafte  and  manners.  He  was  zt 
botanift  and  florift,  which  he  fhowed  in  the  cultivation  of  his  garden ;  and  was  alfo  converfant  in 
optical  and  microfcopical  knowledge,  on  which  fubjects  he  carried  on  correfpondence  with  feme 
learned  men  in  England.  He  was  a  man  of  fincere  piety,  and  very  afliduous  in  difcharging  the 
duties  of  his  clerical  function.  As  a  preacher,  he  was  ferious  and  warm,  and  'difcovered  the  ima- 
gination of  a  poet. 

He  married  Ifabella  Law, daughter  of  Mr.  Law  of  Elvingfton,  and  fifter  to  the  prefent  fheriff- 
depute  of  Eaft-Lothian,  a  lady  of  uncommon  beauty  and  amiable  manners.  With  her  father,  who, 
lud  been  profeffor  of  moral  philofophy,  in  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  who  was  his  relation,  an4 
hAi  been  left  one  of  his  tutors,  he  had  been  long  and  intimately  connected ;  and,  upon,  occafiofl  $| 
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his  death,  which  happened  feveral  years  before  his  marriage  with  his  daughter,  he  wrote  and  printed! 
a  funeral  Poem  to  bis  Memory,  which  is  thought  worthy  of  being  preferved ;  and  is  accordingly  in- 
ferred in  this  collection. 

By  his  lady,  who  furvived  him  feveral  years,  he  had  five  fons  and  one  daughter  ;  of  thefe  fons, 
Robert  Blair,  Efq.,  of  Avington,  Solicitor  General  to  his  Majefty  for  Scotland,  is  the  fourth.  His 
brother,  Mr.  Archibald  Blair,  was  alfo  a  clergyman,  and  was  fettled  in  a  parifh  near  him  in  Eaft 
Lothian.  One  of  his  fons,  nephew  to  the  poet,  Robert  Blair,  M.  D.,  is  one  of  the  CommifiLneri 
of  the  Sick  and  Wounded  in  London,  and  well  known  for  his  (kill  in  optics  and  aftronomy. 

He  died  of  a  fever,  on  the  4th  of  February,  1744,  in  the  47th  year  of  his  age ;  and  was  fucceeded 
in  his  living  a.t  Athelftaneford,  hy  another  poet,  Mr.  John  Home,  the  celebrated  author  of 
"  Douglas." 

.  This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Blair;  an  accomplifhed  fcholar,  and  an  elegant  poet,  whofc  geniu$ 
and  virtue,  though  celebrated  by  fome  of  the  moft  eminent  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  have  fuf- 
fered  fuch  unmerited  neglect,  that  his  name  is  not  to  be  found  in  any  collection  of  literary  biography. 
Had  the  intercfting  correfpondence  of  Watts  been  given  to  the  world  by  his  friend  and  biographer 
Dr.  Jennings,  it  would  probably  have  furnifhed  many  particulars  relating  to  Blair,  which  might  have 
gratified  curiofity  ;  though  they  could  hardly  have  §dded  to  the  honour  which  his  talents  and  virtues 
have  received  from  the  efteem  of  a  man,  who  has  left  behind  him  fuch  purity  of  character,  ami 
fuch  monuments  of  laborious  piety. 

The  friends  of  Blair  were  the  friends  of  ftience  and  of  virtue  ;  his  love  of  poetry  and  polite 
literature,  procured  him  the  fricndfhip  of  Watts,  a  polite  fcholar,  and  devout  poet ;  no  lefs  remark- 
able for  his  genius  and  learning,  than  the  mildnefs  and  fervency  of  his  piety  :  And  his  paffion 
for  natural  hiftory,  obtained  him  the  correfpondence  of  the  famous  naturalift,  Henry  Baker,  Efq., 
Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society,  an  intelligent,  upright,  and  benevolent  man,  who  was  particularly 
attentive  to  all  the  improvements  which  were  made  in  natural  fciecce,  and  very  felicitous  for 
the  profccution  of  ufeful  difcoverics.  Bcfides  the  papers  written  by  himfelf  in  the  "  Philofophical 
Tnnfactions,"  he  was  the  means,  by  his  extenfive  correfpondence,  of  conveying  to  the  Society,  the 
intelligence  and  observations  of  other  inquifitive  and  philofophical  men.  Like  Blair,  he  was  both  a 
jpoet  and  a  naturalift ;  and  printed  a  volume  of  "  Original  Poems,  ferious  and  humorous,"  8vo,  1725. 
He  was  the  author  likewife  of  "  The  Univerfe,  a  poem,"  which  has  been  feveral  times  reprinted.  But 
his  principal  publications  are,  '*  The  Microfcope  made  eafy,"  1 743  ;  and  "  Employment  for  the  Mi- 
crofcope,"  which  have  gone  through  many  editions,  and  are  generally  known.  Having  led  a  verjr 
•ufefjil  and  honourable  life,  he  died  Nov.  25,  1774,  being  then  above  feventy  years  of  age.  By  hi» 
wife  Sophia,  youngeft  daughter  of  the  celebrated  De  Foe,  he  had  a  fon,  David  Erikine  Baker,  Efq., 
author  of  the  "  M"fe  of  Offian  ;"  a  dramatic  poem,  of  three  acts,  performed  at  Edinburgh,  1763  ; 
and  "  The  Companion  to  the  Play  Mufe,  a  vols.,  izmo,  1764,  a  work  that  has  fince  been  confide- 
rably  improved  by  Mr.  Reed,  under  the  title  of  the  "  Biographica  Dramatica,"  a  vols.  8vo,  17.81. 
His  letters  to  Blair,  are  in  the  pofleflion  of  Mr.  Solicitor  General. 

With  Dr.  Doddridge,  a  man  whofe  learning  was  refpected  by  Warburton  and  Newton,  and 
whofe  piety  was  venerated  by  Lyttleton  and  Weft,  he  alfo  cultivated  a  correfpondence;  probably 
through  the  kindnefs  of  Watts,  or  the  good  offices  of  their  common  friend,  Colonel  James  Gar- 
diner, who  was  flain  at  the  battle  of  Preftonpans,  Sept.  11,1745.;  and  affectionately  commemorated 
by  Dr.  Dcddridge,  in  "  Some  remarkable  paflages  in  his  life,"  publifhed  in  1747. 

The  following  letter,  dated  Athelftaneford,  Feb.  aj,  1741-2,  and  inferted  in  the  "  Epiftolary 
Correfpondence  of  Dr.  Doddridge,"  publifhed  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Stedman  of  Shrewfbury,  1790, 
exhibits  an  advantageous  fpecimen  of  his  temper  and  difpofition,  and  contains  fome  interefting  in- 
iormation  relating  to  the  compofition  and  publication  of  The  Grave. 

"  You  will  be  juftly  furprifed  with  a  letter  from  one  whofe  name  is  not  fo  much  as  known  to 
you  :  nor  (hall  I  offer  to  make  an  apology.  Though  I  am  entirely  unacquainted  with  your  perfon, 
I  am  no  ftranger  to  your  merit  as  an  author  ;  neither  am  1  altogether  unacquainted  with  your  per- 
fonal  character,  having  often  heard  honourable  mention  made  of  you  by  my  much  refpected  and  wor- 
thy friends,  Colonel  Gardiner,  and  Lady  Fr ances,  About  ten  months  ago,  Lady  Frances  did  me  :h^| 


THE  LIFE   OF  BLAIR.  $53 

tranfniit  to  me  fome  manufcript  hymns  of  yours,  with  which  I  was  wonderfully  delighted. 
1  wifli  I  could,  on  my  part,  contribute  in  any  meafure  to  your  entertainment,  as  you  have  fometimcs 
done  to  mine*  in  a  very  high  degree.  And  that  I  may  {how  how  willing  I  am  to  do  fo,  I  have 
defired  Dr.  Watts  to  tranfmit  to  you  a  manufcript  poem  of.  mine,  intituled  the  Grave,  written,  I 
hope,  in  a  way  not  unbecoming  my  profeffion  as  a  minifter  of  the  gofpel,  though  the  greateft  part 
of  it  was  ccmpofed  federal  years  before  I  was  clothed  with  fo  facred  a  character.  I  was  urged  by 
fome  friends  here,  to  whom  I  {bowed  it,  to  make  it  public ;  nor  did  I  decline  it,  provided  I  had  the 
approbation  of  Dr.  Watts,  from  whom  I  have  received  many  civilities,  and  for  whom  t  had  ever 
entertained  the  higheft  regard.  Yefterday  I  had  a  letter  from  the  Doctor,  fignifying  his  approba- 
tion of  the  piece  in  a  manner  mo  ft  obliging.  A  great  deal  lefs  from  htm  would  have  done  me  no 
fmall  honour.  But  at  the  fame  time  he  mentions  to  me  that  he  had  offered  it  to  two  bookfellers 
of  his  acquaintance,  who,  he  tells  me,  did  not  care  to  run  the  rilk  of  publilhing  it.  They  can 
fcarce  think  (confidering  how  critical  an  age  we  live  in,  with  refpect  to  fuch  kind  of  writings)  that 
a  perfon  living  three  hundred  miles  from  London,  could  write  fo  as  to  be  acceptable  to  the  fafliion- 
able  and  polite.  Perhaps  it  may  be  fo  ;  though,  at  the  fame  time  I  muft  fay,  in  order  to  make  it 
more  generally  liked,  I  was  obliged  fometimes  to  go  crofs  to  my  own  inclination,  well  knowing, 
that  whatever  poem  is  written  upon  a  ferious  argument,  muft,  upon  that  very  account,  be  under 
peculiar  difadvantages ;  and,  therefore,  proper  arts  muft  be  ufed  to  make  fuch  a  piece  go  down 
with  a  licentious  age,  which  cares  for  none  of  thofe  things.  I  beg  pardon  for  breaking  in  upon 
moments  precious  as  yours,  and  hope  you  will  be  fo  kind  as  to  give  me  your  opinion  of  the  poem." 

The  difficulties  ftated  by  Watts  in  the  above  letter,  probably  prevented  the  publication  of  Tl>f 
'Grave  during  its  author's  lifetime.  The  earlieft  edition  of  it,  which  the.  prefent  writer  has  feen,  is 
that  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  8vo,  1747.  At  the  end  is  atranfiation  of  a  pious  ode  of  Volufenus;  but 
of  no  value.  The  fubfequent  editions  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified.  To  the  edition  in  8vo, 
1786,  is  added  Gray's  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church-yard,"  with  "  notes  moral,  critical  and  ex- 
planatory." The  notes  are  in  general  trifling  and  infipid.  It  is  now,  with  the  Poem  to  tig  memory  oj 
Mr.  Law,  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  collection  of  claffical  Englifli  poetry. 

The  variations  from  the  common  editions,  are  printed  from  the  original  MS.,  1741-^,  in  the 
jpoffeffion  of  Mr.  Solicitor  General,  communicated  for  the  ufe  of  this  edition.  The  reading'in  the 
printed  copies  has  in  general  fo  much  the  appearance  of  improvement,  and  fo  confonant  to  the  ftyle 
of  the  poem,  that  it  is  probable  it  might  be  the  refult  of  a  revifion,  fubfequent  to  the  date  of  the 
MS.  Some  verbal  tranfpofitions,  of  little  importance,  are  not  copied. 

If  Blair  had  written  nothing  elfe  but  this  fingle  poem,  it  is  alone  fufficient  to  entitle  him  to  a  cla£- 
fical  (iiftinction  among  the  poets  of  our  country.  But  the  poem  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  Law,  inferted  in 
this  collection  by  the  favour  of  Dr.  Blair,  is  no  intonfiderable  addition  to  his  fame.  It  is  evidently  a 
juvenile  performance^  the  tribute  of  affection  and  efteem  to  the  merits  of  a  friend;  and  juftly  charge- 
able, in  fome  inftances,  with  incorrectnefs  of  language,  and  incongruity  of  imagery  :  but  the  ftyle 
is  fimpie  and  beautiful ;  and  the  fentiments,  though  fometimes  trite,  are  expreffed  with  a  ten- 
dernefs  and  energy  not  unworthy  of  the  author  of  The  Grave.  The  apoftrophe  to  Mrs.  Law,  in 
particular,  is  pathetic  and  pleafing ;  and  the  abrupt  tranfition  to  the  final  conflagration  of  the  uni- 
verfe,  approaches  to  fublimity. 

The  Grave,  his  greateft  work,  amply  eftablifhes  his  fame.  It  is  a  produ&ion  of  real  genius,  and 
poffefles  a  merit  fuperior  to  many  pieces  of  the  very  firft  celebrity.  It  is  comp'ofed  of  a  fuccefiion 
of  unconnected  defcriptions,  and  of  refletftions  that  feem  independent  ef  one  another,  interwoven 
with  ftriking  allufions,  and  digrefllve  fallies  of  imagination.  It  is  a  feries  of  pathetic  reprefentations, 
•without  unity  of  defign,  variegated  with  imagery  and  allufion ;  which  exhibit  a  wide  difplay  of 
original  poetry.  The  poet's  eye  is  awake  on  the  objects  of  creation,  and  on  the  fcenes  of  human 
mifery ;  and  he  is  alive  to  every  feeling  of  compafllon  and  benevolence.  Through  a  fhade  of 
melancholy,  which  peculiar  impreffions  of  religion  throw  over  the  fcenes  he  defcribes,  we  always 
perceive  an  amiable  and  generous  principle  ftruggling  to  overcome  the  degeneracy  which  it  de- 
plores. Whatever  fubject  is  either  difcuffed  or  aimed  at,  he  always  endeavours  to  melt  the  heart,  and 
alarm  the  conlciencej  by  pathetic  delcriptign  and  Carious  remouftaces ;  and  his  fentiments  are  alwayt 
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delivered  in  a  novel  and  energetic  manner,  that  imprcfles  them  ftrongly  on  the  mind.  He  is 
always  moral,  yet  never  dull ;  and  though  he  often  expands  an  image,  yet  he  never  weakens  its 
force.  If  the  fame  thought  occurs,  he  gives  it  a  new  form  ;  and  is  copious  without  being  tirefome. 
fie  writes  under  the  ftrong  imprefiion  of  Chriftian  and  moral  truths.  Conviction  gives  force  to 
imagination ;  and  he  dips  his  pen  in  the  ftream  that  religion  has  opened  in  his  own  bofom. 

His  imagination,  excurfive  and  vigorous,  fometimes  exceeds  the  bounds  that  criticifm  prefcribes. 
Pofleffing  ftrong  powers  of  ridicule  as  well  as  fancy,  he  paffes  too  fuddenly  from  grave  and  ferioua 
clefcription,  to  irony  and  fatire.  Inftances  of  this  improper  affociation  too  frequently  occur,  and 
the  grave  and  ludicrous  deftroy  one  another. 

But  the  defects  of  The  Grave  bear  a  very  fmall  proportion  to  its  beauties ;  and  its  beauties  are  of 
no  common  account.  They  are  happily  conceived  and  forcibly  expreffed.  His  language  is  the 
natural  and  unforced  refult  of  his  conceptions.  Anxious  only  to  give  each  image  its  due  promi- 
nence and  relief,  he  has  wafted  no  unneceffary  attention  on  grace  or  embellimment ;  the  diction, 
therefore,  though  feldom  fplendid,  is  always  vigorous  and  animated,  and  carries  the  thought  home 
to  the  heart  with  inexprefiible  energy.  His  verification  is  almoft  as  Cngular  as  the  materials  upon 
•which  it  is  employed;  fometimes  carelcfs  and  profaic,  and  fometimes  ftrikingly  elegant  and  har- 
toonious;  refembling  fometimes  the  beft  manner  of  Shakfpeare  and  Rowe,  and  fometimes  that  of 
Milton  and  Young  ;  but  without  any  marks  of  fervile  imitation.  Amidft  fuch  a  profufion  of  beau- 
tiful and  ftriking  paffages  that  are  to  be  found  in  this  fingular  poem,  it  is  difficult  to  confirm  thefe 
general  remarks  by  particular  quotations. 

After  a  folcmn  introduction,  the  following  ftriking  paffage  appears. 

The  wind  is  up :  hark  !  how  it  howls !  Methinks 

Till  now  I  never  heard  a  found  fo  dreary  : 

Doors  creak,  and  windows  clap,  and  night's  foul  bird, 

Rook'd  in  the  fpire,  fcrearus  loud  :  the  gloomy  ailes 

Black  plafter'd,  and  hung  round  with  fhreds  of  'fcutcheons 

And  tatter'd  coats  of  arms,  fend  back  the  found 

Laden  with  heavier  airs,  from  the  low  vaults, 

The  manfions  of  the  dead. — Roug'd  from  their  flumber»r 

In  grim  array  the  grifly  fpectres  rife, 

Grin  horrible,  and  obftinately  fuller, 

Pafs  and  repafs,  hufh'd  as  the  foot  of  night. 

Again  the  fcreech-owl  flirieks :  ungracious  found  I 

I'll  hear  no  more  ;  it  makes  one's  blood  run  chill. 

The  following  pi&ure  is  very  fine  and  natural : 

Oft,  in  the  lone  church-yard  at  night  I've  feen, 

By  glimpfe  of  moon-ftune  ch'equering  through  the  tree; 

The  fchool-boy  with  his  fatchel  in  his  hand, 

Whittling  aloud  to  bear  his  courage  up, 

And  lightly  tripping  o'er  the  long  flat  ftones, 

(With  nettles  fldrted,  and  with  mofs  o'ergrown,) 

That  tell  in  homely  phrafe  who  lie  below. 

Sudden  he  ftarts,  and  hears,  or  thinks  he  hears 

The  found  of  fomcthing  purring  at  his  heels; 

Full  faft  he  flies,  and  dares  not  look  behind  him, 

Till  out  of  breath  he  overtakes  his  fellows  j 

"Who  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 

Of  horrid  apparition,  tall  and  ghaftly, 

That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  hie  (land 

O'er  fome  new  open'd  grave  ;  and  (ftrange  to  tell  J) 

"Evanifhes  at  crowing  of  the  cock. 

This  pleafing  picture  is  finely  contrafted  by  the  affecting  one,  which  immediately  follows  it  3 


The  new-made  widow 

Sad  fight !  flow  moving  o'er  the  proftrate  dead, 
Liftlefs,  ftie  crawls  along  in  doleful  black, 
While  burils  of  forrow  gufli  from  either  eye, 
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j?aft  falling  down  her  now  untafted  cheek. 
JProne  on  the  lowly  grave  of  the  dear  mart 
She  drops ;  whilft  bufy  meddling  memory, 
In  barbarous  fucceflion  mufters  up 
The  paft  endearments  of  their  fofter  hours, 
Tenacious  of  its  theme.      Still  {till  {he  think* 
She  fees  him,  and  indulging  the  fond  thought, 
Clings  yet  more  clofely  to  the  fenfelefs  turf ; 
Nor  heeds  the  paflenger  who  looks  that  way. 

in  the  above  defcription  there  are  many  minute  ftrokes,  her  now  untajied  cheek — lufy  meddlin 
ty,  &c.,  which  mark  the  fuperior  poet. 

From  the  apoftrophe  to  Friendjbip,  which  immediately  follows,  the  heart  catches  fympathetic  feel* 
ings ;  and  the  amiable  poet  leaves  on  it  the  imprelfion  of  all  that  is  tender,  generous,  and  endcaj> 
ing.  There  is  beautiful  defcription,  and  much  poetical  enthufiafm  in  the  following  lines. 


Oh  !  when  my  friend  and  I 


In  fome  thick  wood  have  wander'd  heedlefs  on, 

Hid  from  the  vulgar  eye,  and  fat  us  down 

Upon  the  Hoping  cowfliplcover'd  bank, 

Where  the  pure  limpid  ftream  has  flid  along 

In  grateful  errors  through  the  under-wood, 

Sweet  murmuring ;  methought  the  Ihrill-tongu'd  thrufh 

JVIended  his  fong  of  love ;  the  looty  blackbird 

Mellow'd  his  pipe,  andfoften'd  every  note : 

The  eglantine  fmell'd  fweeter,  and  the  rofe 

Affum'd  a  dye  more  deep ;  whilft  ev'ry  flower 

Vied  with  its  fellow  plant  in  luxury 

Of  drefs.— — Oh  !  then,  the  Ibngeft  fummer**  day 

Seem'd  too,  too  much  in  hafte  :  ftill  the  full  hfeart 

Had  not  imparted  half :  'twas  happinefs 

Too  exquifite  to  laft. • 

The  following  paffage  ftrongly  reminds  us  of  Shakfpeare,  and  is  equal  to  any  of  the  moft  admired 
moral  parts  of  that  wonderful  dramatift. 

Bull  grave  !  them  fpoil'fl  the  dance  of  youthful  blood, 
Strik'ft  out  the  dimple  from  the  cheek  of  mirth, 
And  ev'ry  fnairking  feature  frdm  the  face  ; 
Branding  our  laughter  with  the  name  of  madnefs, 
Where  are  the  jefters  now  ?  the  men  ©f  health 
Complexionally  pleafant  ?  Where  the  droll, 
Whofe  ev'ry  look  and  gefture  was  a  joke 
To  clapping  theatres  and  fhouting  crowds, 
And  made  ev'n  thick-lip'-l  mufing  melancholy 
To  gather  up  her  face  into  a  fmile 
Before  fhe  was  aware  ?  Ah  !  fullen  now, 
And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  that  covers  them. 

Tlie  defcription  of  a  funeral,  beginning,  But  fee  tbe  luell-plumd  herfe,  &c.  has  the  beauties  and  de~ 
fcdls  of  the  fame  admirable  writer.  The  apoftrophe  to  Beauty  is  a  mafterly  paflage ;  as  are  thofe 
on  the  death  of  the  Strong  Man,  the  Pbilofophsr,  and  the  Phyfician.  This  expreflion  in  die  laft  re- 
minds us  of  Milton. 

. ; — —From  ftubborn  fhrubs 

Thou  wringft  their  fhy  retiring  virtues  out, 

And  vex'd  them  in  the  fire— — — 

The  Stxten  will  be  readily  recognifed  as  a  relation  of  the  grave-digger  in  Hamlet» 

hoary-headad  chronicle, 

Of  hard  unmeaning  face,  down  which  ne'er  ftolc 
A  gentle  tear  ;  with  mattock  in  his  hand 
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Digs  through  whole  rows  of  kindred  and  acquaintance; 

By  far  his  juniors. Scarce  a  fkull'i  cafl  up, 

But  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell 
Some  paflage  of  hi*  life. — — — 

The  following  comparifon,  applied  to  time,  is  happily  imagined. 

Yet  treads  more  foft  than  e'er  did  midnight  thief, 
Who  flides  his  hand  under  the  mifer's  pillow, 
And  carries  off  his  prize 


The  hand  of  Shakfpeare  could  not  £oflibly  have  gone  higher,  or  have  touched  a  fituation  with 

reater  nicety. 
Few  Gmiles  can  exc 
grave,  he  enumerates 


greater  nicety. 

Few  Gmiles  can  exceed  the  following  for  elegant  fimplicity.    Among  the  various  tenants  of  the 


The  long-demurring  maid, 

Whofe  lonely  unappropriated  fweets 
Smil'd,  like  yon  knot  of  cowflips  on  the  cliff, 
Not  to  be  come  at  by  the  willing  hand. 

Another  fimile,  near  the  end  of  the  poem,  where  he  mentions  the  averfion  even  of  the  good  to 
death,  beginning,  So  bave  Ifeen  upon  afummer'i  eve,  is  natural  and  linking. 

In  Blair,  it  is  difficult  to  difcover  any  material  traces  of  imitation,  or  even  to  conjecture  who  were 
his  favourites  among  the  poets  of  his  country.  His  ftyle  of  compofition  is  his  own,  and  his  verifica- 
tion peculiar  to  himfclf.  He  undoubtedly,  however,  pofleffcd  a  tafle  for  our  elder  poets,  the  an- 
tient  tw/7*  ofEngltjb  unJcjiled,  from  whom  he  probably  learned  the  energy,  character,  and  truth  of  com- 
pofition, and  the  genuine  language  of  verfe ;  particularly  the  frequent  ufe  of  compound  epithets, 
which  are  the  life  of  a  language,  and  in  which  our  own  is  far  from  being  deficient. 

Blair,  describing  the  death  of  a  good  man,  fays  : 

By  unperceivM  degrees  he  wears  away, 
Yet  like  tbcfunfcctnt  larger  at  tis  Jetting. 

The  lad  line  is  evidently  borrowed  from  Quarles;  a  writer  of  true  poetical  genitis,  and  of  exem- 
plary virtue,  unjuftly  negledted. 

Brave  minds  oppreft,  fliould  (in  difpight  of  fate) 
Locke  gteateji  (like  tkefunne)  in  lovoejljiate. Job.  Mitt. 

The  teflimonies  to  the  merits  of  Blair  are  few,  when  compared  with  his  deferts. 
it  is  written  in  a  flyle  that  might  well  delight  the  learned,  and  defervc  the  attention  of  the  writers 
cf  verfe,  yet  has  neVer  been  mentioned,  till  very  lately,  in  any  critical  work,  nor  imitated  in  any  poe- 
tical compofition.  "  The  Talk"  of  Cowper,  an  ingenious  and  truly  original  performance,  refembles 
it  only  in  the  fingular  combination  of  pathetic  defcription,  comic  humour,  and  feriousremonftfance. 
Its  popularity,  however,  muft  be  allowed  as  an  unqueftionable  authority  in  its  favour;  for  by  the 
judgment  of  the  common,  unprejudiced,  unpcdantic  reader,  the  merit  of  every  poetical  compofition 
jnuft  be  ultimately  decided. 

Mr.  Pinkerton,  the  learned  and  ingenious  editor  of  the  "  Ancient  Scnttifh  Poems,  &c."  was  the 
firft  who  celebrated  the  merits  of  Blair,  and  fubjedled  The  Grave  to  the  examination  of  criticifm ; 
which,  though  fomewhat  too  general  and  indiscriminate,  merits  attention. 

"  I  know  not,  fays  Mr.  Pinkerton,"  that'he  wrote  any  thing  elfe  ;  but  7h  Grave  is  worth  a 
thoufand  common  poems.  The  language  is  fuch  as  Shakfpeare  would  have  ufed ;  yet  he  no  where 
imitates  Shakfpeare,  or  ufcs  any  expreffion  of  his.  It  is  frugal  and  chafte  ;  yet,  upon  occafion,  highly 
poetical,  without  any  appearance  of  refearch.  It  is  unqueilionably  the  beft  piece  of  black  veffe  we. 
have,  favc  thofc  of  Milton." 
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THE  GRAVE. 

30-23 
The  Houfe  appointed  for  all  Living.— — JOB.  30.  H> 


WHILST  fome  affect  the  fun,  and  fome  the  fhade, 
Some  flee  the  city,  fome  the  hermitage; 
Their  aims  as  various,  as  the  roads  they  take 
In  journeying  through  life  ; — the  tafk  be  mine 
To  paint  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  tomb ; 
Th'  appointed  place  of  rendezvous,  where  all 

Thefe  travellers  meet. Thy  fuccours,  I  implore, 

Eternal  king  '   whofe  potent  arm  fuftains 

The  keys  of  hell  and  death. The  grave,  dread 

thing !  10 

j\Ten  fhiver  when  thou'rt  nam'd:  Nature  appall'd, 

Shakes  off  her  wonted  firmnefs. Ah  !  how  dark 

Thy  long-extended  realms,  and  rueful  wafles  ! 
Where  nought  but  filence  reigns,  and  night,  dark 

night, 

Dark  as  was  chaos,  ere  the  infant  fun 
Was  roil'd  together,  of  had  try'd  his  beams 

Athwart  the  gloom  profound. The  fickly  taper, 

By   glimm'ring   through   thy   low-brow *d  mifty 

vaults, 

(Furr'd  round  with  mouldy  damps,  and  ropy  flime) 
Lets  fall  a  fupernumerary  horror,  20 

And  only  ferves  to  make  thy  night  more  irkfome. 
Well  do  I  know  thee  by  thy  trufty  yew, 
Cheerlefs,  imfocial  plant ;  that  loves  to  dwell 
'Midft  Ikulls  and  coffins,  epitaphs,  and  worms : 
Where  light-heei'd  ghofls,  and  vifionary  fhades, 
Beneath  the  wan  cold  moon  (as  fame  reports) 
Embody'd,  thick,  perform  their  myftic  rounds. 
No  other  merriment,  dull  tree,  is  thine. 

See  yonder  hallow'd  fane  ; — the  pious  work 
Of  names  once  fam'd,  now  dubious  or  forgot,     30 
And  bury'd'midft  the  wreck  of  things  which  were; 
There  lie  interr'd  the  more  illuftrious  dead. 
The  wind  is  up  :  hark  !  how  it  howls !  Methinks 
Till  now  I  never  heard  a  found  fo  dreary :     [bird, 
Doors  creak,  and  windows  clap,  and  night's  foul 
Rook'd  in  the  fpire,  fcreamsloud  :  the  gloomy  ailes 
Black  plafter'd,  and  hung  round  with  Ihreds    of 

'fcutcheons 

Andtatter'd  coats  of  arms,  fend  back  the  found 
JLaden  with  heavier  airs,  froru  the  low  vaults, 
The  manfions  of  the  dead. Rous'd  from  their 

flumbers,  40 

In  grim  array  the  grifly  fpe&res  r'-fe, 
term  horrible,  and  obftinately  fu'     ,, 
Pafs  and  repafs,  hufh'd  as  the  foot  of  night. 
Again  the  fcreech-owl  ihrieks :  ungracious  found  ! 
I'll  hear  noroore  ;  it  makes  one's  blood  run  chill. 
Quite  round  the  pile,  a  row  of  reverend  elms, 
(Coeval  near  with  that)  all  ragged  {how, 

VARIATIONS, 

Ver.  2Z.  Methinks  I  know  thee,  &c. 
30,    Of  thofe  that  Hv'd  fome  hundred  years  ago ; 

Where  lie  interr'd  the  more  illuftrious  dead. 

Tht  wind  is  up,  &c. 


Long  lafh'd  by  the  rude  winds.  Some  rifthalfdown 
Their  branchlefs  trunks  ;  others  fo  thiu  a-top, 
That  fcarce  two  crows  could  lodge  in  the  fame  tree. 
Strange  things,  the  neighbours  fay,  have  happen 'd 
here  :  e  % 

Wild  flirieks  have  iffued  from  the  hollotv  tombs : 
Dead  men  have  come  again,  and  walk'd  about ; 
And  the  great  bell  has  toll'd,  unrung,  untouch'd. 
(Such  tales  their  cheer  at  wake  or  gofloping, 
When  it  draws  near -to  witching  time  of  night.) 

Oft,  in  the  lone  church-yard  at  night  I've  feeir, 
By  glimpfe  of  moon-ihine  chequering  through  the 

trees, 

The  fchoolboy  with  his  fatchel  in  his  hand, 
Whittling  aloud  to  bear  his  courage  up,  fo 

And  lightly  tripping  o'er  the  long  flat  ftones, 
(  With  nettles  ffcirted,  and  with  mofs  o'ergrown), 
That  tell  in  homely  phrafe  who  lie  below. 
Sudden  he  ftarts,  and  hears,  or  thinks  he  hears, 
The  found  of  fomething  purring  at  his  heels; 
Full  faft  he  flies,  and  dares  not  look  behind  hira, 
Till  out  of  breath  he  overtakes  his  fellows ; 
Who  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 
Of  horrid  apparition,  tall  and  ghaftly, 
That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  (land     70^ 
O'er  fome  new  open'd  grave  ;  and  (ftrange  to  tell!) 
Evanifhes  at  crowing  of  the  cock. 

The  new-made  widow,  too,  I've  fometimes'fpy'd, 
Sad  fight !  flow  moving  o'er  the  prcftrate  /lead  r 
Liftlefs,  fhe  crawls  along  in  doleful  black, 
Whilft  burfts  of  forrow  gufh  from  either  eye, 
Faft  falling  dowrfrher  now  untafted  cheek. 
Prone  on  the  lowly  grave  of  the  dear  man 
She  drops ;  whilft  bufy  meddling  memory, 
In  barbaroHS  fuccefiion  mufters  up  o« 

The  paft  endearments  of  their  fofter  hours, 
Tenacious  of  its  theme.    Still,  ftill  fhe  thinks 
She  fees  him,  and,  indulging  the  fond  thought, 
Clings  yet  more  clofely  to  the  fenfelefs  turf, 
Nor  heeds  the  paflenger  who  looks  that  way. 

Invidious  grave  ! — how  doft  thou  rend  in  funder 
Whom  love  has  knit,  and  fympathy  made  one  ? 
A  tie  more  ftubborn  far  than  nature's  band. 
Friendfhip!  myflerious  cement  of  the  foul; 
Sweetner  of  life,  and  folder  of  fociety,  9« 

I  owe  thee  much.  Thou  haft  deferv'd  from  me, 
Far,  far  beyond  What  I  can  ever  pay. 
Oft  have  I  prov'd  the  labours  of  thy  love, 
And  the  warm  efforts  of  the  gentle  heart, 
Anxious  to  pleafe. — Oh  !  when  my  friend  and  I 
In  fome  thick  wood  have  wander 'd  heedlcfs  on, 
Hid  from  the  vulgar  eye,  and  fat  us  down 


VARIATIONS. 

69.    Of  horrid  apparition,  ftrait  and  tall. 
86.    Invidious  grave  '.  thou  feparat'it  chief  friends 
That  love  has  bound,  &c, 
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Upon  the  Hoping  cowflip-cover'd  bank, 
Where  the  pure  limpid  ftream  has  flid  along 
In  grateful  errors  through  the  under-wood,       TOO 
Sweet  murmuring ;  methought  the  fhrill-tongu'd 

thrufli 

Mended  his  fong  of  love  ;  the  footy  black-bird 
Mellow'd  his  pipe,  and  foften'd  every  note  : 
The  eglantine  fmell'd»fweeter,  and  the  rofe 
Affum'd  a  dye  more  deep  ;  whilft  cv'ry  flower 
Vied  with  its  fellow  plant  in  luxury 

Of  drefs. Oh  !  then,  the  longeft  fummer's  day 

Seem'd  too,  too  much  in  hafte  :  (till  the  full  heart 
Had  not  imparted  half  :  'twas  happinefs 
Too  exquifite  to  laft.    Of  joys  departed,  uo 

Not  to  return,  how  painful  the  remembrance  ! 

Dull  grave — thou  fpoil'ft  the  dance  of  youthful 

blood, 

Strik'ft  out  the  dimple  from  the  cheek  of  mirth, 
And  ev'ry  fmirking  feature  from  the  face ; 
Branding  our  laughter  with  the  name  of  madnefs. 
Where  are  the  jefters  now  ?  the  men  of  health 
Complexionally  pleafant  ?  Where  the  droll, 
Whofe  ev'ry  look  and  gefture  was  a  joke 
To  clapping  theatres  and  (houting  crowds, 
And  made  ev'n  thick-lip'd  mufing  melancholy*!  zo 
To  gather  up  her  face  into  a  fmile 
Before  fhe  was  aware  ?  Ah  '.  fallen  now, 
And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  that  covers  them. 

Where  arc  the  mighty  thunderbolts  of  war  ? 
The  Roman  Csefars,  and  the  Grecian  chiefs, 
The  boaft  of  ftory  ?   Where  the  hot-brain'd  youth  ; 
Who  the  tiara  at  his  pleafure  tore 
From  kings  of  all  the  then  difcovcr'd  globe  ; 
And  cry'd,  forfooth,  becaufe  his  arm  was  hamper'd, 
And  had  not  room  enough  to  do  its  work  ?      130 
Alas !  how  Him,  dimonourably  flim, 
And  cram'd  into  a  fpace  we  blufli  to  name  ! 
Proud  royalty  !  how  alter'd  in  thy  looks ! 
How  blank  thy  features,  and  how  wan  thy  hue  ! 
Son  of  the  morning  !  whither  art  thou  gone  ! 
Where  haft  thou  hid  thy  many-fpSngled  head, 
And  the  majcftic  menace  of  thine  eyes 
Felt  from  alar  ?  Pliant  and  powerlefs  now 
L.ike  new-born  infant  wound  up  in  his  fwathes, 
Or  vidlim  tumbled  flat  upon  his  back,  140 

That  throbs  beneath  the  facrificer's  knife. 
Mute,  mu'ft  thou  bear  the  ftrife  of  little  tongues, 
And  coward  infults  of  the  bafe-born  crowd  ; 
That  grudge  a  privilege  thou  never  hadft, 
But  only  hop'd  for  in  the  peaceful  grave, 
Of  being  unmolefted  and  alone. 
Arabia's  gums  and  odoriferous  drugs, 
And  honours  by  the  herald  duly  paid 
In  mode  and  form,  ev'n  to  a  very  fcruple; 
Oh  cruel  irony  !  thefc  come  too  late ;  150 

And  only  mock,  whom  they  were  meant  to  honour. 
Surely  there's  not  a  dungeon-flavc  that's  bury'd 
In  the  high-way,  unfhrouded  and  uncoflin'd, 
But  lies  as  foft,  and  fleets  as  luund  as  he. 
Sorry  pre-eminence  of  high  defcent, 
Above  the  bafer  born,  to  rot  in  (late,  on, 

But  fee  !  the  weJl-plum'd  herfe  comes  nodding 
Stately  and  flow  ;  and  properly  attended 
By  the  whole  fable  tribe,  that  painful  watch 
The  fkk  man's  door,  and  live  upon  the  dead,  16© 
5 


By  letting  out  their  perfons  by  the  hour, 
To  mimic  forrow,  when  the  heart's  not  fad. 
How  rich  the  trappings  !  now  they're  all  unfurl' dj 
And  glittering  in  the  fun ;  triumphant  entries 
Of  conquerors,  and  coronation -pomps, 
In  glory  fcarCe  exceed.  Great  gluts  of  people  [menta 
ketard  th'  unwieldy  (how  ;  whilft  from  the  cafe- 
And  houfes  tops,  ranks  behind  ranks  clofe  wedg'd 
Hang  bellying  o'er.    But  tell  us,  why  this  waftc, 
Why  this  ado  in  earthing  up  a  carcafe  170 

That's  fall'n  into  difgrace,  and  in  the  noftril 

Smells  horrible  ? Ye  undertakers,  tell  us, 

'Midft  all  the  gorgeous  figures  you  exhibit, 
Why  is  the  principal  conceal'd,  for  which 

You  make  this  mighty  ftir. 'Tis  wifely  done  : 

What  would  offend  the  eye  in  a  good  picture, 
The  painter  cafts  difcreetly  into  (hades. 

Proud  lineage,  now  how  little  thou  appear'ft 
Below  the  envy  of  the  private  man. 
Honour,  that  meddlefome  officious  ill,  '  180 

Purfues  thee  ev'n  to  death ;  nor  there  ftops  fliort, 
Strange  perfecution !  when  the  grave  itfclf 
Is  no  prote&ion  from  rude  fufferance. 

Abfurd  to  think  to  over-reach  the  grave, 
And  from  the  wreck  of  names  to  refcue  ours. 
The  beft  concerted  fchemes  men  lay  for  fame 
Die  faft  away  :  only  themfelves  die  fatter. 
The  far-fam'd  fculptor,  and  the  laurell'd  bard, 
Thefe  bold  infurancers  of  deathlefs  fame, 
Supply  their  little  feeble  aids  in  vain.  ijfd 

The  tapering  pyramid,  th'  Egyptian's  pride, 
And  wonder  of  the  world,  whole  Ipiky  top 
Has  wounded  the  thick  cloud,  and  long  outhVd 
The  angry  making  of  the  winter's  ftorm  ; 
Yet  fpent  at  laft  by  th'  injuries  of  heaven, 
Shatter'd  with  age,  and  furrow'd  o'er  with  years. 
The  myftic  cone  with  hieroglyphics  crufted, 
At  once  gives  way.    Oh  !  lamentable  fight : 
The  labour  of  whole  ages  lumbers  down, 
A  hideous  and  mil'-(hapen  length  of  ruins.         300 
Sepulchral  columns  wreftle,  but  in  vain, 
With  all-fubduing  time  :  her  cank'ring  hand 
With  calm  delib'rate  malice  wafteth  them : 
Worn  on  the  edge  of  days  the  brafs  confumes, 
The  bufto  moulders,  and  the  deep-cut  marble, 
Unfteady  to  the  fteel,  give  up  its  charge. 
Ambition,  half  convicted  of  her  folly, 
Hangs  down  the  head,  and  reddens  at  the  tale. 

Here  all  the  mighty  troublers  of  the  earth,    209 
Whofwam  tc-  fov'reign  rule  through  feas  of  blood; 
Th'oppreflive,  fturdy,  man-deftroying  villains, 
V.  ho  ravag'd  kingdoms,  and  laid  empires  wade, 
And  in  a  cruel  wantonnefs  of  power 
Thinn'd  ftates  of  half  their  people,  and  gave  up 
To  want  the  n.*;  now,  like  a  ftorm  that's  fpent, 
Lie  hufh'd,  and  meanly  fneak  behind  the  covert. 
Vain  thought !  to  hide  them  from  the  gen'ral  fcorn 
That  haunts  and  doggs  them  like  an  injur'd  ghoft 

Implacable. Here  too  the  petty  tyrant, 

Whofe  fcant  domains  geographer  ne'er  notic'd,  aio 
And,  well  for  neighbouring  grounds,  of  arm  asftiort, 

VARIATIONS. 

179.  Why  hide  the  puniflied,  for  fake  of  which, 
10.6.  Dodder'd  with  ajc,  &c. 
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Who  fix'd  his  Iron  taipns  on  the  poor, 

And  gripp'd  them  like  fome  lordly  beaft  of  prey  ; 

JDeaf  to  the  forceful  cries  of  gnawing  hunger, 

And  piteous  plaintive  voice  of  mifery  j 

(As  if  a  flave  was  not  a  (bred  of  nature, 

Of  the  fame  common  nature  with  his  lord)  ;  ^ 

Now  tame  and  humble,  like  a  child  that's  whipp'd, 

Shakes  hands  with  duft,  and  calls  the  worm  his 

kinfman ; 

Nor  pleads  his  rank  and  birthright.  Under  ground 
Precedency's  a  jeft  ;  vaffal  and  lord,  231 

Grofsly  familiar,  fide  by  fide  confume. 

When  felf-efteem,  or  others  adulation, 
Would  cunningly  perfuade  us  we  were  fomething 
Above  the  common  level  of  our  kind,  [ry, 

The  grave  gainfays  the  fmooth  complexion'd  flatt'- 
And  with  blunt  truth  acquaints  us  what  we  are. 
Beauty — thou  pretty  play-thing,  dear  deceit, 
That  deals  fo  foftly  o'er  the  ftripling's  heart, 
And  gives  it  a  new  pulfe,  unknown  before,       2140 
The  grave  difcredits  thee  :  thy  charms  expung'd, 
Thy  rofes  faded,  and  thy  lilies  foil'd, 
What  haft  thou  more  to  boaft  of  ?  Will  thy  lovers 
Flock  round  thee  now,  to  gaze  and  do  thee  ho- 
mage ? 

Methinks  I  fee  thee  with  thy  head  low  laid, 
Whilft  furfeited  upon  thy  daraaflc  cheek 
The  high  fed  worm,  in  lazy  volumes  roll'd, 

Riots  unfcar'd. For  this,  was  all  thy  caution  ? 

For  this,  thy  painful  labours  at  thy  glafs  ?          34? 
T'  imprcve  thofe  charms,  and  keep  them  in  repair 
For  which  the  fpoiler  thanks  thee  not.  Foul  feeder, 
Coarfe  fare  and  carrion  pleafe  thee  full  as  well, 
And  leave  as  keen  a  relifh  on  the  fenfe. 
Look  how  the  fair  one  weeps  ! — the  confcious  tears 
Stand  thick  as  dew-drops  on  the  bells  of  flow'rs: 
Honeft  effufion  1  the  fwoll'n  heart  in  vain 
Works  hard  to  put  a  glofs  on  its  diftrefs. 

Strength  too — thou  furly,  and  lefs  gentle  boaft 
Of  thofe  that  loud  laugh  at  the  village  ring ; 
A  fit  of  common  ficknefs  pulls  thee  down         a6o 
With  greater  eafe,than  e'er  thoudidft  theftrippling 
That  raftily  dar'd  thee  to  th'  unequal  fight. 
What  groan  was  that  I  heard  ? — deep  groan  indeed 
With  anguifh  heavy  laden  ;  let  me  trace  it : 
From  yonder  bed  it  comes,  where  the  ftrong-man 
By  ftronger  arm  belabour'd,  gafps  for  breath 
Like  a  hard-hunted  beaft.  How  his  great  heart 
Beats  thick  !  his  roomy  cheft  by  far  too  fcant 

To  give  the  lungs  full  play. What  now  avail 

The  ftrong-built  finewy  limbs,  and  well-fpreac 
Ihoulders  ?.  27 

See  how  he  tugs  for  life,  and  lays  about  him, 
Mad  with  his  pain  ! — Eager  he  catches  hold 
Of  what  comes  next  to  hand,  and  grafps  it  hard, 
Tuft  like  a  creature  drowning ;  hideous  fight ! 
Oh  !  how  his  eyes  ftand  out,  and  ftare  full  ghaftly 
While  the  difternper's  rank  and  deadly  venom, 
Shoots  like  a  burning  arrow  crofs  his  bowels, 
And  drinks  his  marrow   up. — Heard   you  tha 

groan  ? 
tt  washislaft. — See  how  the  great  Goliah, 
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.  Not 


Juft  like  a  child  that  brawl'd  itfelf  to  reft,        280 
.Lies  ftill. — What  mean'ft  thou  then,  O  mighty 
boafter,  [bull, 

To  vaunt  of  nerves  of  thine  ?  what  means  the 
Unconfcious  of  his  ftrength,  to  play  the  coward, 
And  flee  before  a  feeble  thing  like  man  ; 
That,  knowing  well  the  flacknefs  of  hk  arm, 
Trufts  only  in  the  well-invented  knife  ? 

With  ftudy  pale,  and  midnight  vigils  fpent 
'he  ftar-furveying  fage  clofe  to  his  eye 
Applies  the  fight-invigorating  tube  ; 
And  travelling  through  the  boundlefs  length  of 
fpace,  ajo 

Vlarks  well  the  courfes  of  the  far-feen  orbs 

roll  with  regular  confufion  there, 
n  ecftacy  of  thought.     But  ah  !  proud  man, 
Jreat  heights  are  hazardous  to  the  weak  head ; 
Soon,  very  foon  thy  firmeft  footing  fails; 
And  down  thou  dropp'ft  into  that  darkfome  place, 
Where  nor  device  nor  knowledge  ever  came. 
Here  the  tongue-warrior  lies  disabled  now, 
Difarm'd,  diflionour'd,  like  a  wretch  that's  gaggM 
And  cannot  tell  his  ails  to  paflers  by.  300 

Great   man   of  language, — whence   this  mighty 

change, 

This  dumb  defpair,  and  drooping  of  the  head  ? 
Though  ftrong  perfuafion  hung  upon  thy  lip,; 
And  fly  infinuation's  fofter  arts 
[n  ambufti  lay  about  thy  flowing  tongue ;  « 

Alas !  howchop-fall'n  now !  Thick  mifts  and  filencc 
Reft,  like  a  weary  cloud,  upon  thy  breaft 

Unceafing. Ah  !  where  is  the  lifted  arm, 

The  ftrength  of  action,  and  the  force  of  words, 

The  well-turn'd  period,  and  the  well-tun'd  voice, 

With  all  the  leffer  ornaments  of  phrafe  ?  31 1 

Ah  !  fled  for  ever,  as  they  ne'er  had  been, 

Raz'd  from  the  book  of  fame:  or,  more  provoking. 

Perchance  fome  hackney  hunger-bitten  fcribbler 

Infults  thy  memory,  and  blots  thy  tomb 

With  long  flat  narrative,  or  duller  rhymes, 

With  heavy  halting  pace  that  drawl  along  ; 

Enough  to  roufe  a  dead  man  into  rage, 

And  warm  with  red  refentment  the  wan  cheek. 

Here  the  great  mafters  of  the  healing-art,     320 
Thefe  mighty  mock  defrauders  of  the  tomb, 
Spite  of  their  juleps  and  catholicons, 
Refign  to  fate  — Proud  JEfculapius'  fon  ! 
Where  are  thy  boafted  implements  of  art, 
And  all  thy  well-cramm'd  magazines  of  health  ? 
Nor  hill  nor  vale,  as  far  as  fhip  could  go, 
Nor  margin  of  the  gravel-bottom'd  brook, 
Efcap'd  thy  rifling  hand; — from  ftubborn  ihrub« 
Thou  wrung'ft  their  fky-retiring  virtues  out, 
And  vex'd  them  in  the  fire  :  nor  fly  nor  infect, 
Nor  writh/  fnake,  efcap'd  thy  deep  refearch.     331 
But  why  this  apparatus  ?  why  this  coft  ? 
Tell  us,  thou  doughty  keeper  from  the  grave, 
Where  are  thy  recipes  and  cordials  now, 
With  the  long  lift  of  vouchers  for  thy  cures  ? 
Alas !  thou  fpeakeft  not. — The  bold  impoftor 
Looks  not  more  filly,  when  the  cheat's  found  out. 

Here  the  lank-fided  mifer,  worft  of  felons 
Who  meanly  ftole,  (difcreditable  fhift), 
From  back,  and  belly  too,  their  proper  cheer,  34$ 
Eas'd  of  a  tax  it  irk'd  the  wretch  to  pay 
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To  his  own  carcafe ;  now  lies  cheaply  lodg'd, 
By  clam'rous  appetites  no  longer  teas'd, 
Nor  tedious  bills  of  charges  and  repairs. 
But  ah  !  where  are  his  rents,  his  comings-in  ? 
Ay  !  now  you've  made  the  rich  man  poor  indeed, 
Robb'd  of  his  gods,  what  has  he  left  behind  ? 
Oh  curfed  luft  of  gold;  when  for  thy  fake, 
The  fool  throws  up  his  int'rcft  in  both  worlds  :  349 
Firft  ftarv'd  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  come. 
How  {hocking  muft  thy  fummons  be,  O  death 
To  him  that  is  at  eafe  in  his  pofft  flions ; 
Who  counting  on  long  years  of  plcafure  here, 
Is  quite  unfurnilh'd  for  that  world  to  come  ? 
In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  foul 
Raves  round  the  walls  of  her  clay  tenement, 
Runs  to  each  avenue,  and  fhrieks  for  help, 
But  fhrieks  in  vain  ! — How  wifhfully  (he  looks 
On  all  fhe's  leaving,  now  no  longer  her's  ! 
A  little  longer,  yet  a  little  longer,  360 

Oh  !  might  ihe  ftay,  to  walh  away  her  ftains, 

And  fit  her  for  her  palfage. Mournful  fight ! 

Her  very  eyes  weep  blood  ; — and  every  groan 

She  heaves  is  big  with  horror. But  the  foe, 

jLike  a  (launch  murd'rer,  fteady  to  his  purpofe, 
Purfues  her  clofe  through  every  lane  of  life, 
Nor  miffes  once  the  track,  but  prefies  on  ; 
Till  forc'd  at  laft  to  the  tremendous  verge, 
At  once  fhe  finks  to  everlafting  ruin. 

Sure  'tis  a  ferious  thing  to  die  !  my  foul,       370 
"What  a  ftrange  moment  muft  it  be,  when  near 
Thy  journey's  end,  thou  haft  the  gulf  in  view  1 
That  awful  gulf,  no  mortal  e'er  repafs'd 
To  tell  what's  doing  on  the  other  fide. 
Nature  runs  back,  and  fhudders  at  the  fight, 
And  every  life- firing  bleeds  at  thoughts  of  parting ; 
.For  part  they  muft  :  body  and  foul  muft  part ; 
Fond  couple;  liak'd  more  clofe  than  wedded  pair. 
This  wings  its  way  to  its  almighty  fource, 
The  witnefs  of  its  actions,  now  its  judge  ;         380 
That  drops  into  the  dark  and  noifome  grave, 
Like  a  difabkd  pitcher  of  no  ufe. 

If  death  were  nothing,  and  nought  after  death ; 
If  when  men  dy'd,  at  once  they  ceas'd  to  be, 
Returning  to  the  barren  womb  of  nothing, 
Whence  Crft  they  fprung,  then  might  the  debauchee 
Untrembling  mouth   the  heavens :— then  might 

the  drunkard 

Reel  over  his  full  bowl,  and,  when  'tis  drain'd, 
Fill  up  another  to  the  brim,  and  laugh         [wretch 
At  the  poor  bugbear  death : — Then  might  the 
That's  weary  of  the  world,  and  tir'd  of  life,     394 
At  once  give  each  inquietude  the  flip, 
By  Healing  out  of  being  when  he  pleas'd, 
And  by  what  way,  whether  by  hemp  or  fteel ; 
Death's  thoufand  doors  ftand  open. — Who  could 

force 

The  ill  pleas'd  gueft  to  fit  out  his  full  time, 
Or  blame  him  iT  he  goes  ? — Sure  he  does  well, 
That  helps  lurofelf  as  timely  as  he  can, 

When  able. But  if  there's  an  hereafter  ; 

And  that  there  is,  conference,  uninfiuenc'd        4*0 


VARIATIONS. 

. now  he  lodgeth  cheap. 

.  Quire  ilarv'd  in  ;his,  arid  da;rj5rd, 


And  fuffer'd  to  fpeak  out,  tells  ev'ry  man  ; 

Then  muft  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die  : 

More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one's  own  hand. 

Self-murder  ! — name  it  not :  our  ifland's  lh 

That  makes  her  the  reproach  of  neighbouring  ftate;. 

Shall  nature,  fwerving  from  her  earlieft  dictate 

Self-prefervation,  fall  by  her  own  ad  ? 

Forbid  it  heaven. — Let  not,  upon  difguft 

The  ftiamelefs  hand  be  fully  crimfon'd  o'er 

With  blood  of  its  own  lord. — Dreadful  attempt  \ 

Juft  reeking  from  felf-flaughter,  in  a  rage        411 

To  rufli  into  the  prefence  of  our  Judge  ; 

As  if  we  challeng'd  him  to  do  his  worft, 

And  matter'd  not  his  wrath ! — Unheard-of  tortures 

Muft  be  referv'd  for  fuch  :   thefe  herd  together; 

The  common  damn'd  fhun  their  fociety, 

And  look  upon  themfelves  as  fiends  lefs  foul. 

Our  time  is  fix'd,  and  all  our  days  are  number'd ; 

How  long,  how  ihort,  we  know  not : — this  we 

know, 

Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  fummons,     420 
Nor  dare  to  ftir  till  Heaven  (hall  give  permiflion  : 
Like  centries  that  muft  keep  their  deftin'd  ftand, 
And  wait  th'  appointed  hour,  till  they're  reliev'd. 
Thofe  only  are  the  brave  that  keep  their  ground, 
And  keep  it  to  the  laft.     To  run  away 
[s  but  a  coward's  trick  :  to  run  away 
From  this  world's  ills,  that  at  the  very  worft 
Will  foon  blow  o'er,  thinking  to  mend  ourfelves, 
By  boldly  vent'ring  on  a  world  unknown, 
And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark; — 'tis  mad; 
No  frenzy  half  fo  defperate  as  this.  431 

Tell  us,  ye  dead  ;  will  none  of  you,  in  pity 
To  thofe  you  left  behind,  difclofe  the  fecret  ? 
Dh  !  that  fome  courteous  ghoft  would  blab  it  out; 
What  'tis  you  are;  and  we  muft  fhortly  be. 
!'ve  heard,  that  fouls  departed,  have  fometimes 
Forewarn'd  men  of  their  death  : — 'Twas  kindly 

done 

To  knock,  and  give  the  alarm.— But  what  means 
This  Hinted  charity  ? — '  Tis  but  lame  kindnefs 
That  does  its  work  by  halves. — Why  might  you  not 
fell  us  what  'tis  to  die  ?  do  the  llrict  laws       441 
3f  your  fociety  forbid  your  fpeaking 
Jpon  a  point  fo  nice  ? — I'll  aflc  no  more  : 
Sullen,  like  lamps  in  fepukhres,  your  fhine 
Enlightens  but  yourfelves.    Well,  'tis  no  matter; 
A  very  little  time  will  clear  up  all, 
And  make  us  Icar.i'd  as  you  are,  and  as  clofe. 
Death's  fhafts  fly  thick : — Here  falls  the  village- 

fwain, 

And  there  hispamper'dlord.— The  cup  goes  round : 
And  who  fo  artful  as  to  put  it  by  ! 
Tis  long  fince  death  had  the  majority; 


450 
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05.  That  makes  her  hooted  at :  fnall  the  foul  hand, 
Acting  the  traitor's  part,  be  crimfon'd  o'er  , 
With  blood  of  its  own  lord  ?  Forbid  it,  heaven ! 
Shall  nature,  fwerving  from  her  firft  com- 
mand, 

Be  her  own  butcher  ?  (hall  we  on  difguft 
Ptcfume  to  fet  ourfelves  at  liberty 
Without  once  afking  leave  £   Dreadful  »t« 
tempt,  &c. 
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Yet  ftrange ;  the  living  lay  it  not  to  heart. 
See  yonder  maker  of  the  dead  man's  bed, 
The  Sexton,  hoary-headed  chronicle, 
Of  hard  unmeaning  face,  dovrn  which  ne'er  ftole 
A  gentle  tear ;  with  mattock  in  his  hand 
Digs  through   whole  rows    of  kindred  and  ac- 
quaintance, 

By  far  his  juniors. Scarce  a  fkull's  caft  up, 

But  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell        459 

Some  paffage  of  his  life. Thus  hand  in  hand 

The  fot  has  walk'd  with  death  twice  twenty  years; 
And  yet  ne'er  yonker  on  the  green  laughs  louder. 
Or  clubs  a  frnuttier  tale  : — When  drunkards  meet 
None  fings  a  merrier  catch,  or  lends  a  hand 
More  willing  to  his  cup — Poor  wretch  !  he  minds 

not, 

That  foon  fome  trufty  brother  of  the  trade 
Shall  do  for  him  what  he  has  done  for  thoufands. 
On  this  fide,  and  on  that,  men  fee  their  friends 
Prop  off,  like  leaves  in  autumn  ;  yet  launch  out 
Into  fantaftic  fchemes,  which  the  long  livers    470 
In  the  world's  hale  and  undegen'rate  days 

Could  fcarce  have  leifure  for. Fools  that  we  are, 

Never  to  think  of  death  and  of  ourfelves 

At  the  fame  time :  as  if  to  learn  to  die 

Were  no  concern  of  ours. — Oh  !  more  than  fottilh, 

For  creatures  of  a  day  in  gamefome  mood, 

To  frolic  on  eternity's  dread  brink 

Unapprehenfive  ;  when,  for  ought  we  know, 

The  very  firft  fwoPn  furge  fhall  fweep  us  in. 

Think  we,  or  think  we  not,  time  hurries  on    480 

With  a  refiftlefs  unremitting  ftream ; 

Yet  treads  more  foft  than  e'er  did  midnight-thief, 

That  flides  his  hand  under  the  mifer's  pillow, 

And  carries  off  his  prize. What  is  this  world  ? 

What  ?  but  a  fpacious  burial-field  unwall'd, 
Strew'd  with  death's  fpoils,  the  fpoils  of  animals 
Savage,  and  tame,  and  full  of  dead  men's  bones. 
The  very  turf  on  which  we  tread  once  liv'd ; 
And  we  that  live  muft  lend  our  carcafes 
To  cover  our  own  offspring :     In  their  turns  490 

They  too  muft  cover  theirs. 'Tis  here  all  meet, 

The  fhiv'ring  Icelander,  and  funburn'd  Moor ; 
Men  of  all  climes,  that  never  met  before; 
And  of  all  creeds,  the  Jew,  the  Turk,  the  Chriftian. 
Here  the  proud  prince,  and  favourite  yet  prouder, 
His  fov'reign's  keeper,  and  the  people's  fcourge, 

Are  huddled  out  of  fight. Here  lie  abafh'd 

The  great  negotiators  of  the  earth, 

And  celebrated  mailers  of  the  balance, 

Deep  read  in  ftratagems,  and  wiles  of  courts.  500 

Now  vain  their  treaty-fkill : Death  icorns  to 

treat; 

Here  the  o'erloaded  flave  flings  down  his  burden 
From  his  gall'd  fhoulders ; — and  when  the  ftern 

tyrant, 

With  all  his  guards  and  tools  of  power  about  him, 
Is  meditating  new  unheard-of  hardfhips, 
Mocks  his  fhort  arm, — and  quick  as  thought  efcapes 
Where  tyrants  vex  not,  and  the  weary  reft. 
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494.  And  of  all  creeds,  Jew,  Turk,  and  Chriftian. 
580.  Deep  read  in  ftratagem,  and  ftatefmen's  wiles. 
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Here  the  warm  lover,  leaving  the  cool  {hade, 
The  tell-tale  echo,  and  the  babbling  ftream, 
(Time  out  of  mind  the  fav'rite  feats  of  love,)  JIQ 
Faft  by  his  gentle  miftrels  lays  him  down, 

Unblaftedbyfoul  tongue. Here  friends  and  foe« 

Lie  clofe  ;  unmindful  of  their  former  feuds. 

The  lawn-rob'd  prelate  aud  plain  prefbyter, 

E'er  while  that  ftood  aloof,  as  fhy  to  meet, 

Familiar  mingle  here,  like  fifter  ftreams 

That  fome  rude  interpofuig  rock  has  fplit. 

Here  is  the  large-limb'd  peafant  : — Here  the  child 

Of  a  fpan  long,  that  never  faw  the  fun, 

Nor  prefs'd  the  nipple,  ftrangled  in  life's  porch.  520 

Here  is  the  mother,  with  her  fons  and  daughters  : 

The  barren  wife,  and  long-demurring  maid, 

Whofe  lonely  unappropriated  fweets 

Smil'd  like  yon  knot  of  cowflips  on  the  cliff, 

Not  to  be  come  at  by  the  willing  hand. 

Here  are  the  prude,  fevere,  and  gay  coquette, ' 

The  fober  widow,  and  the  young  green  virgin, 

Cropp'd  like  a  rofe  before  'tis  fully  blown, 

Or  half  its  worth  difclos'd.     Strange  medly  here! 

Here  garrulous  old  age  winds  up  his  tale ;         530, 

And  jovial  youth,  of  lightfome  vacant  heart, 

Whole  ev'ry-day  was  made  of  itielody,       [fhrew, 

Hears  not  the  voice  of  mirth. Thefhrill-tongu'di 

Meek  as  the  turtle-dove,  forgets  her  chiding. 
Here  are  the  wife,  the  generous,  and  the  brave; 
The  juft,  the  good,  the  worthlefs,  and  profane, 
The  downright  clown,  and  perfectly  well-bred ; 
The  fool,  the  churl,  the  fcoundrel,  and  the  mean, 
The  fupple  ftatefman,  and  the  patriot  ftern  ; 
The  wrecks  of  nations,  and  the  fpoils  of  time, 
With  all  the  lumber  of  fix  thoufand  years.        54! 
Poor  man  ! — how  happy  once  in  thy  firfb  ftate ! 
When  yet  but  warm  from  thy  great  Maker's  hand, 
He  ftamp'd  thee  with  his  image,  and,  well  pleas'd, 
Smil'd  on  his  laft  fair  work. — Then  all  was  well. 
Sound  was  the  body,  and  the  foul  ferene; 
Like  two  fweet  inftrumeKts,  ne'er  out  of  tune, 
That  play  their  feveral  parts. — Nor  head,  nor  heart, 
Offer'd  to  ache  :  nor  was  there  caufe  they  fhould  ; 
For  all  was  pure  within  :   no  fell  remorfe,        550, 
Nor  anxious  caftings-up  of  what  might  be, 
Alarm' d  his  peaceful  bofom. — Summer  feas 
Show  not  more  fmooth,  when  kifs'd  by  fouthern 

winds 

Juft  ready  to  expire — fcarce  importun'd, 
i  he  generous  foil,  with  a  luxurious  hand, 
Offer'd  the  various  produce  of  the  year, 
And  ev'ry  thing  moft  perfect  in  its  kind. 
Blcfled  !  thrice  bleffed  days  !— But  ah  !  how  fhort! 
Blefs'd  as  the  pleafing  dreams  of  holy  men  ; 
But  fugitive  like  thofe,  and  quickly  gone.        560 


VARIATIONS. 
511.  Faft  by  hismiO.rcfs'  fide  now  lies  him  down. 
520-  Nor  prefs'd  the  nipple,  founder'd  in  life's  porch. 
f8i.  Hereisthejoyfuimoi'her  of  fons  and  daughters. 
[26-  Here  are  the  prude,  and  irolicfome  coquette. 
5JQ.  to  554.  Not  in  MS. 

555.  Whiilt   the   rich   gen'rous  foil,    fcarce    im- 
portun'd, 
Offer'd  its  various  produce,  &c. 


THE    WORKS    OF   EL  AIR. 


Oh  !  flipp'ry  ftate  of  things. — What  fudden  turns  ! 
What  ftrange  vicifiitudes  in  the  firft  leaf 

Of  man's  fad  hiftory  ! To-day  mod  happy, 

And  ere  to-morrow's  fun  has  fet,  moft  abje<St. 
How  fcant  the  fpacc  between  thefe  vaft  extremes! 
Thus  far'd  it  w  ith  our  fire  : — Not  long  h*  enjoy'd 
His  paradife. — Scarce  had  the  happy  tenant 
Of  the  fair  fpot  due  time  to  prove  itsfweets, 
Or  fum  them  up,  when  ftraic  he  muft  be  gone, 

Ne'er  to  return  again. And  muft  lie  go  ?      570 

Can  nought  compound  for  the  firft  dire  offence 

Of  erring  man  ? Like  one  that  is  condcmn'd, 

Fain  would  he  trifle  time  with  idle  talk, 

And  parley  with  his  fate. But  'tis  in  vain. 

Not  all  the  lavilh  odours  of  the  place, 
Qffer'd  in  incenfe,  can  procure  his  pardon, 

Or  mitigate  his  doom. A  mighty  angel, 

With  flaming  fword,  forbids  his  longer  ftay, 
And  drives  the  loiterer  forth  ;  nor  muft  he  take 
One  lad  and  farewell  round. — At  once  he  loft  580 
His  glory,  and  his  God. — If  mortal  now, 
Andibrely  maim'd,  no  wonder. — Man  has  finn'd. 
Sick  of  his  blifs,  and  bent  on  new  adventures, 
F.vil  he  would  needs  try  :   nor  try'd  in  vain. 
(Dreadful  experiment !  deftrudive  mcafure  ! 
Where  the  word  thing  could  happen, is  fuccefs  ) 
Alas  !  too  well  he  fyed  : — the  good  he  fcorn'd 
Stalk'd  off  reludant,  like  an  ill-ub'd  ghoft, 
>Iot  to  return  ; — or  if  it  did,  its  vifits, 
Like  thofe  of  angels,  ftiort  and  far  between  :    590 
"Whild  the  black  daemon,  with  his  hell  fcap'd  train, 
Admitted  once  into  its  better  room, 
Grew  loud  and  mutinous,  nor  would  be  gone; 
3Lording  it  o'er  the  man  :   who  now  too  late 
Saw  the  raih  error,  which  he  could  not  mend  : 
An  error  fatal  not  to  him  alone, 
But  to  his  future  fons,  his  fortune's  htirs. 
Inglorious  bondage  ! — Human  nature  groans 
Beneath  a  vafialage  fo  vile  and  cruel, 
And  its  vaft  body  bleeds  through  ev'ry  vein.   6co 
What  havoc  haft  thou  made,  foul  monftcr,  fin  i 
Created  and  firft  of  ills. — The  fruitful  parent 
Of  woes  of  all  dimenfions  ! — But  for  the« 
Sorrow  had  never  been. — All-noxious  thing, 
Of  vileft  nature !— Other  forts  of  evils 
Are  kindly  circumfcrib'd,  and  have  their  bounds. 
The  fierce  volcano,  from  his  burning  entrails 
That  belches  molten  ftone  and  globes  of  fire, 
Involv'd  in  pitchy  clouds  of  fmoke  and  flench,  609 
Mars  the  adjacent  fields  for  fome  leagues  round, 
And  there  it  flops. — The  big-fwoln  inundation, 
Of  mifchief  more  dilfufive,  raving  loud, 
Buries  whole  tracks  of  country,  threat'ning  more 
J5ut  that  too  has  its  fhore  it  cannot  pafs. 
jVIore  dreadful  far  than  thofe  !  fin  has  laid  wade, 
24ot  here  and  there  a  country,  but  a  world  : 
Difpatching  at  a  wide-extended  blow 
Entire  mankind;  and  for  their  lakes  defacing 
A  whole  creation's  beauty  with  rude  hands  j    619 
Blafling  the  faodful  grain  and  loaded  branches, 
And  marking  all  along  its  way  with  ruin. 


VARIATIONS. 

588.  Stalk'd  like  a  difcontented  ghoft  a-way. 
£~  7.  At  once  difpatching  wholesale  at  a  blow. 


Accurfed  thing  ! — Oh  !  where  fhall  fancy  find 
A  proper  name  to  call  thee  by,  exprefiive 
Of  all  thy  horrors  ? — Pregnant  womb  of  ills  ! 
Of  temper  fo  tranfcendently  malign, 
I  hat  toads  and  fcrpente,  of  mod  deadly  kind, 
Compar'd  to  thee,  are  harmlefs. — Sickneffes 
Of  every  fize  and  fymptom,  racking  pains, 
And  blued  plagues,  are  thine. — See  how  the  fiend 
?rofulely  fcatters  the  contagion  round  !  630 

Whild  deep-mouth'd  daughter,  bellowing  at  her 
heels,  [row 

Wades  deep  in  blood  new-fpilt ;  yet  for  to-mor- 
Shapes  out  new  work  of  great  uncommon  daring, 
And  inly  pines  till  the  dread  blow  is  druck. 

But  hold,  Pve  gone  too  far ;  too  much  difcover'd 
My  father's  nakednefs,  and  nature's  fhame. 
Here  let  me  paufe,  and  drop  an  honed  tear, 
One  burd  of  filial  duty  and  condolence, 
O'er  all  thofe  ampte  deferts  death  hath  fpread, 
This  chaos  of  mankind — O  great  man-eater  !  640 
Whcfe  ev'ry  day  is  carnival,  not  fated  yet ! 
Unheard-of  epicure  !  without  a  fellow  ! 
1'he  veried  gluttons  do  not  always  cram ; 
Some  intervals  of  abdinence  are  fought 
To  edge  the  appetite  :  Thou  feeked  none. 
Moth  inks  the  countlefsfwarms  thou  had  devour'd, 
And  thoufands  that  each  hour  thou  gobbled  up, 
This,  lefs  than  this,  might  gorge  thee  to  the  full. 
But  ah  1  rapacious  dill,  thou  gap'd  for  more  : 
Like  one,  whole  days  defrauded  of  his  meals,  6JQ 
On  whom  lank  hunger  lays  her  flcinny  hand, 
And  whets  to  keened  eagernefs  his  cravings. 
As  if  difeafes,  malfacres,  and  poifon, 
Famine,  and  war,  were  not  thy  caterers. 

But  know,  that  thou  mud  render  up  the  dead, 
And  with  high  int'red  too. — They  are  not  thine 
But  only  in  thy  keeping  for  a  feafon, 
Till  the  great  rromis'd  day  of  reditution  ; 
When  loud  diffufive  found  from  brazen  trump 
Of  drong-lung'd  cherub,  fhall  alarm  thy  captives, 
And  roufe  the  long,  long  fleepcrs  into  life,       66 1 

Day-light,  and  liberty. 

Then  mud  thy  doors  fly  open,  and  reveal 

The  mines  that  lay  long  forming  under  ground, 

In  their  dark  cells  immur'd  ;  but  now  full  ripe, 

And  pure  as  filver  from  the  crucible, 

That  twice  has  ftood  the  torture  of  the  fire 

And  inquifuion  of  the  forge. — We  know 

Th'  illuftrious  deliverer  of  mankind, 

The  Son  of  God,  thee  foil'd.— Him  in  thy  power 

Thou  could'd  not  hold  : — felf-vigorous  he  rofe, 

And  fhaking  off  thy  fetters,  foon  retook  674 

Thofe  fpoils  his  voluntary  yielding  lent : 

(Sure  pledge  of  our  releafment  from  thy  thrall!) 

Twice  twenty  days  he  fnjourn'd  here  on  earth, 

And  fhow'd  himlelf  alive  to  chofen  witneffes, 

By  proofs  fo  drong,  that  the  mod  flow  aflenting 

VARIATIONS. 

624.  Of  thy  intrinfic  filth  !  Big-bellied  ill! 

649.  But  ah  !  'tis  ctherwife  ;  thou  gap'd  for  more, 

Like  one  that  is  defrauded  of  his  meals. 
642.  And  gives  the  keeneft  edge  unto  his  cravings 
663.  Thofe  fpoiis  that  were  but  thine  by  his  UHI^. 
yielding. 


THE    GRAVE. 


863 


Had  not  a  fcruple  left.— This  having  done, 
He  mounted  up  to  heav'n.— Methinks  I  fee  him 
Climb  the  aerial  heights,  and  glide  along         680 
Athwart  the  fevering  clouds:  but  the  faint  eye, 
Flung  backwards  in  the  chafe,  foon  drops  its  hold; 
Difabled  quite,  and  jaded  with  purfuing. 
Heaven's  portals  wide  expand  to  let  him  in  ; 
Nor  are  his  friends  fhut  out :  As  a  great  prince 
Not  for  himfelf  alone  procures  admiflion, 

But  for  his  train. ^lt  was  his  royal  will, 

That  where  he  is,  there  fhould  his  followers  be. 
Death  only  lies  between. — A  gloomy  path  ! 
Made  yet  more  gloomy  by  our  coward  fears :  690 
But  nor  untrod,  nor  tedious :  the  fatigue 

"Will  foon  go  off. Befides,  there's  no  bye-road 

To  blifs. — Then,  why,  like  ill-condition'd  children, 
Start  we  at  tranfient  hardfhip*  in  the  way 
That  leads  to  purer  air,  and  fofter  ikies, 
And  a  ne'er-fetting  fun  ? — Fools  that  we  are  ! 
"We  wi(h  to  be,  where  fweets  unwith'ring  bloom ; 
But  ftrait  our  wiih  revoke,  and  will  not  go. 
So  have  I  feen,  upon  a  fummer's  ev'n, 
Faft  by  the  riv' let's  brink,  a  youngfter  play  :   700 
How  wifhfully  he  looks  to  ftem  the  tide  J 
This  moment  refolute,  next  unrefolv'd  : 
At  laft  he  dips  his  foot ;  but  as  he  dips, 
His  fears  redouble,  and  he  runs  away 
From  th'  inoffenfive  ftream,  unmindful  now 
Of  all  the  flow'rs  that  paint  the  further  bank, 
And  fmil'd  fo  fweet  of  late. — Thrice  welcome 

death  ! 

That  after  many  a  painful  bleeding  ftep 
ConduAs  us  to  our  home,  and  lands  us  fafe       709 
On  the  long- wilh'd- for  more. — Prodigious  change! 
Our  bane  turn'd  to  a  blefling  '. — Death,  difarm'd, 

Lofes  its  fellnefs  quite. All  thanks  to  him 

"Who  fcourg'd  the  venom  out. Sure  the  laft  end 

Of  the  good  man  is  peace  ! — How  calm  his  exit 
Night-dews  fall  not  more  gently  to  the  ground, 
Nor  weary  worn-out  winds  expire  fo  foft. 
Behold  him  in  the  evening-tide  of  life, 
A  life  well-fpent,  whofe  early  care  it  was 
His  riper  years  mould  not  upbraid  his  green : 
By  unperceiv'd  degrees  he  wears  away  ;  720 


£80. 


VARIATIONS. 

and  with  great  ftcps 


Stride  o'er  the  pillar'd  clouds.     But,  &c. 
684.  Heaven's  gates  are  ftrait  unbarr'd  to  let  him  in 
686.  Not  only  for  himfelf  procures  admiflion, 

But  for  his  train ;  fo  he.    It  was  his  will,  &c 
705. unmindful  more 

Of  all  the  daifies  on  the  further  bank, 

Of  late  that  fmil'd  fo  fweet.    Thrice  wel- 
come death !  &c. 


Yet,  like  the  fun,  feems  larger  at  his  fetting. 

High  in  his  faith  and  hopes) ,  look  how  he  rcacheg 
After  the  prize  in  view  !  and,  like  a  bird 
That's  hamper'd,  ftruggles  hard  to  get  away  : 
Whilft  the  glad  gates  of  fight  are  wide  expanded 
To  let  new  glories  in,  the  firft  fair  fruits 
Of  the  faft-coming  harveft.- — Then,  oh  then! 
Each  earth-born  joy  grows  vile,  or  dilappears, 
Shrunk  to  a  thing  of  nought. — Oh  !  how  he  longs 
To  have  his  paffporc  fign'd,  and  be  difmifs'd  !  730 
'Tis  done  !  and  now  he's  happy ! — The  glad  foul 
Has  not  a  wifli  uncrown'd. — Ev'n  the  lag  flefli 
Refts  too  in  hope  of  meeting  once  again 
Its  better  half,  never  to  funder  more. 

Nor  mail  it  hope  in  vain  : The  time  draws  on 

When  not  a  fingle  fpot  of  burial  earth, 
Whether  on  land,  or  in  the  fpacious  fea, 
But  muft  give  back  its  long-committed  duft 
Inviolate  : — and  faithfully  fhall  thefe 
Make  up  the  full  account ;  not  the  leaft  atom  740 
Embezzl'd,  or  miflaid,  of  the  whole  tale. 
Each  foul  {ha!!  have  a  body  ready  furniuYd; 
And  each  {hall  have  his  own.— Hence,  ye  profane! 
Alk  not,  how  this  can  be  ?— Sure  the  fame  pow'c 
That  rear'd  the  piece  at  firft,  and  took  it  down, 
Can  re-affemble  the  loofe  fcatter'd  parts, 
And  put  them  as  they  were.— -Almighty  God 
Has  done  much  more ;  nor  is  his  arm  impair'd 
Through  length'of  days:  And  what  he  can, he  will: 
His  faithfulnefs  ftands  bound  to  fee  it  done.      750 
When  the  dread  trumpet  foundsjtheflumb'ringduft, 
Not  unattentive  to  the  call),  {hall  wake  ; 
And  ev'ry, joint  poflefs  its  proper  place, 
With  a  new  elegance  of  form,  unknown 

To  its  firft  ftate. Nor  fhall  the  confcious  foul 

Miftake  its  partner,  but  amidft  the  crowd 
Singling  its  other  half,  into  its  arms 
Shall  rufli  with  all  tU'  impatience  of  a  man 
That's  *ew  come  home,  and,  having  long  been 

abfent, 

With  hafte  runs  over  ev'ry  different  room,       769 
In  pain  to  fee  the  whole.     T hr ice  happy  meethig! 
Nor  time,  nor  death,  mail  ever  part  them  more. 
'Tis  but  a  night,  a  long  and  moonlefs  night; 
We  make  the  grave  our  bed,  and  then  are  gone., 

Thus,  at  the  fhut  of  ev'n,  the  weary  bird 
Leaves  the  wide  air,  and  in  fome  lonely  brake 
Cow'rs  down,  and  dozes  till  the  dawn  of  day, 
Then  claps  his  well-fledg'd  wings,  and  bears  away, 

VARIATIONS. 

721.  •  feems  larger  as  he  fets. 

725.  Whilft  the  glad  gates  of  fight  are  flretched 

wide. 
767.  On  window-fole,  or  foot-ftain'd  chimney  top. 


A    POEM, 

Dedicated  to  the  Memory  of  the  late  Learned  and  Eminent 
MR.  WILLIAM  LAW, 

PROFESSOR  OF  PHILOSOPHY  IN  THE  UNIVERSIT?  OF  EDINBURGH, 


IN  filence  to  fupprefs  my  griefs  I've  try'd, 
And  keep  within  its  banks  the  fwelling  tide ; 
But  all  in  vain :  unbidden  numbers  flow ; 
Spite  of  myfelf,  my  forrows  vocal  grow. 


This  be  my  plea — Nor  thou,  dear  (hade,  refufe 
The  well-meant  tribute  of  the  willing  mufe, 
Who  trembles  at  the  greatnefs  of  its  theme, 
And  fain  would  fay  what  fuits  fo  high  a  name* 


THE    WORKS   OF   BLAIR. 


"Which,  from  the  crowded  journal  of  thy  fame, 
Which  of  thy  many  titles  fhali  I  name  ? 
For,  like  a  gallant  prince,  that  wins  a  crown, 
By  uridifputed  right  before  his  own, 
Variety  thou  haft  :  our  only  care 
IB  what  tofingle  nut,  and  what  forbear. 

Though  fcrupuloufly  juft,  yet  not  fevere  ; 
Though  cautious,  open  ;  courteous,  yet  fincerc ; 
Though  rev'rend,  yet  not  magiflerial ; 
Though  intimate  with  few,  yet  lov'd  by  all ; 
Though  deeply  read,  yet  abfolutely  free 
From  all  the  ftiffneffes  of  pedantry  :* 
Though  circumfpectly  good,  yet  never  four  j 
Pleafant  with  innocence,  and  never  more. 
Religion  worn  by  thee,  attractive  fhow'd. 
And  with  its  own  unborrow'd  beauty  glow'd: 
Unlike  the  bigot,  from  whofe  watery  eyes 
Ne'er  funfhine  broke,  nor  fmile  was  feen  to  rife; 
Whofe  fickly  goodnefs  lives  upon  grimace, 
And  pleads  a  merit  from  a  blubber'd  face. 
Thou  kept  thy  raiment  for  the  needy  poor, 
And  taught  the  fatherlcfb  to  know  thy  door ; 
From  griping  hunger  fetthe  needy  free; 
That  they  were  needy  was  enough  to  ihee. 

Thy  fame  to  pleafe,  whilft  othtrs  reftlefs  be, 
Fame  laid  her  fhynefs  by,  and  courted  thee  ; 
And  though  thou  bade  the  flatt'ring  thing  give  o'er, 
Yet,  in  return,  (he  only  woo'd  thee  more. 

How  fwef  t  thy  accents !  and  how  mild  thy  look! 
What  fmiling  mirth  was  heard  in  all  thou  fpoke  ! 
Manhot;d  and  grizzled  age  were  fond  of  thee, 
And  youth  itfelf  fought  thy  fociety. 
The  ag'd  thou  taught,  ciefccnded  to  the  young, 
Clear'd  up  th'  irreiolute,  confirm'd  the  ftrong; 
To  the  perplex'd  thy  friendly  cotmfel  lent, 
And  gently  lifted  up  the  diffident ; 
Sigh'd  with  the  forrowful,  and  bore  a  part 
In  all  the  anguifh  of  a  bleeding  heart : 
Reclaim'd  the  headftror.g,  and  with  facred  fkill, 
Committed  hallow'd  rapes  upon  the  will ; 
Sooth Yi  our  affe&ions,  and,  wilh  their  delight, 
To  gain  our  actions.,  brib'd  our  appetite. 

Now  who  fhall,  with  a  greatnefs  like  thy  own, 
Thy  pulpit  dignify,  and  grace  ufcy  gown  ? 
Who  with  pathetic  energy  like  thine, 
The  head  enlighten,  and  the  heart  refine  ! 
Ijearn'd  were  thy  lectures,  noble  the  defign, 
The  language  Rwnan,  and  the  action  fine  ; 
The  heads  well  rang'd,  the  inferences  clear, 
And  ftrong  and  folid  thy  deductions  were :  [wrong, 
Thou  mark'd  the  bound'ries  out  'twixt  right  and 
And  fhow'd  the  land-marks  as  thou  went  along. 
Plain  were  thy  reafonings,  or  if  perplext 
Thy  life  was  the  beft  comment  on  thy  text; 
For  if  in  darker  points  we  were  deceiv'd, 
*Twas  only  but  obferving  how  thou  liv'd. 
Bewildcr'd  in  the  greatnefs  of  thy  fame, 
"What  fhall  the  mufe,  what  next  in  order  name  ? 
Which  of  thy  focial  qualities  commend  ? 
Whether  of  hufband,  father,  or  of  friend! 
A  hufband  foft,  beneficent  and  kind, 
As  ever  virgin  wifh'd,  or  wife  could  find ; 
A  father  indefatigably  true 
To  both  a  father's  truft  and  tutor's  too. 
A  friend  affectionate  and  (launch  to  thofe 
Thou  wifely  firgled  out  j  for  few  thou  chofe  j 


Few,  did  I  fay,  that  word  v,'e  muft  recal, 
A  friend,  a  willing  friend  thou  waft  to  all. 
Thofe  properties  were  thine,  nor  could  we  knotf 
Which  rofe  the  uppermoft,  fo  all  was  thou. 
So  have  I  feen  the  many-colour'd  mead, 
Brufh'd  by  the  vernal  breeze,  its  fragrance  fhed  : 
Though  various  fweets  the  variou»  field  exhal'd, 
Yet  could  we  not  determine  which  prevail'd, 
Nor  this  part  rtfe,  that  boney-fuckle,  call, 
But  a  rich  bloomy  aggregate  of  all. 

And,  thou,  the  once  glad  partner  of  his  bed, 
But  now  by  forrow's  weeds  diftinguifhed, 
Whofe  bufy  memory  thy  grief  fupplies, 
And  calls  up  all  thy  hufband  to  thine  eyes ; 
Thou  muft  not  be  forgot.     How  alter'd  now  ! 
How  thick  thy  tears  !   How  faft  thy  forrows  flow  ! 
The  well  known  voice  that  cheer'd  thee  heretofore, 
Thefe  foothing  accents,  thou  muft  hear  no  more. 
Untold  by  all  the  tender  fighs  thou  drew, 
When  on  thy  cheek  he  fetch'd  a  long  adieu. 
Untold  be  all  thy  faithful  agonies, 
At  the  laft  anguifh  of  his  doling  eyes  : 
For  thou,  and  only  fuch  as  thou,  can  tell 
The  killing  anguifh  of  a  laft  farewell. 

This  earth,  yon  fun,  and  thefe  blue-tin&ur'd 

ikies, 

Through  which  it  rolls  muft  have  their  obfequies; 
Pluck'd  from  their  orbits,  fhall  the  planets  fall, 
And  fmoke  and  conflagration  cover  all  : 
What  then  is  man  ?  The  creature  of  a  day, 
By  moments  fpent,  and  minutes  borne  away*. 
"1  ime,  like  a  raging  torrent,  hurries  on  ; 
Scarce  can  we  fay  it  is,  but  that  'tis  gone. 

Whether,  fair  fhade  !  with  focial  fpirits,  tell 
(Whofe  properties  thou  once  defcrib'd  fo  well), 
Familiar  now  thou  heareft  them  relate 
The  rites  and  methods  of  their  happy  ftate. 
Dr  if,  with  forms  more  fleet,  thou  roams  abroad. 
And  views  the  great  magnificence  of  God, 
Points  out  the  courfes  of  the  orbs  on  high, 
And  counts  the  filver  wonders  of  the  fky ; 
Or  if,"  with  glowing  feraphim,  thou  greets 
rteavVs  King,  and  fhoutefl  through  the  golden 

ftreets, 

That  crowds  of  white-rob'd  chorifters  difplay, 
Marching  in  triumph  through  the  pearly  way  ? 

Now  art  thou  rais'd  beyond  this  world  of  cares, 
This  weary  wildernefs,  this  vale  of  tears, 
Forgetting  all  thy  toils  and  labours  paft, 
3o  gloom  of  forrow  ftains  thy  peaceful  breaft. 

'midft  feraphic  fplendours  fhalt  thou  dwell, 
And  be  what  only  thefe  pure  forms  can  tell, 
iow  clondlefs  now,  and  cheerful  is  thy  day  ! 
What  joys,  what  raptures,  in  thy  bofom  play ! 
low  bright  the  funfhine,  and  how  pure  the  air  I 
1  here's  no  difficulty  of  breathing  there. 

With  willing  fteps,  a  pilgrim  at  thy  flirine, 
To  dew  it  with  my  tears  the  talk  be  mine ; 
n  lonely  dirge,  to  murmur  o'er  thy  urn, 
And  with  new  gather'd  flowers  thy  turf  adorn  : 
>Jor  fhall  thy  image  from  my  bofom  part, 
No  force  fhall  rip  tbee  from  this  bleeding  heart  J 
Ofr.  fhall  I  think  o'er  all  I've  left  in  thee, 
*4or  fhall  oblivion  blot  thy  memory: 
Jut  grateful  love  its  energy  exprefs 
The  father's  gone)   now  to  the  fathcrJefj. 
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